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A Word from the President…
By Doreen Schank
Like all branches, we have been very busy since the last report! Our April meeting
featured a webinar from Roots Tech 2013 – “Google Search…and Beyond”. It went
over very well; we will definitely be doing more webinars in the future. Five of our
members were able to attend the April Conference in Edmonton. All were very
impressed with the sessions and left with a great deal of information, now just to
find the time to implement it all. Our society is very proud to have received the
2012 Newsletter award for our Saamis Seeker. A great deal of thanks to our editor,
Leanne Balfour, who works tirelessly seeking out information and putting together
a great read.
May 1 was a busy day for our society. We sponsored a seminar at the Medicine Hat
library. John Althouse presented “But I Am Not a Writer”. Following our evening
meeting, he also presented “The Changing Map of Europe”. Both were very well
received by members and community. We were very pleased to have him as a
speaker.
As this is our society’s 35th anniversary, we felt that this would be a great
opportunity to promote our organization, showcase our library, attract new
members and give us a higher profile in the community. We felt an open house
would be a great way to accomplish our goals. As Church records of baptism,
marriage, and burial are an important source of genealogical information, we have
extended invitations to all congregations. We are looking forward to showcasing
our branch to our community on June 2nd.
______________________________________________________________________

*** Stay Tuned : ***
This summer, “Who Do You Think You Are?”
has been picked up by The Learning Channel, and
will be airing eight new episodes beginning on July
23rd. Filming is currently underway; celebrities
searching out their family history are to include
Christina Applegate and Cindy Crawford.
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From the Editor’s Desk…
A huge THANK YOU to all of our members for your continued great
submissions – hard work shall yield rewards, and we are thrilled to
have been awarded the Kenneth Young Newsletter Award for 2012
in the category of Best Overall Newsletter at the AGS Conference in
Edmonton in April! Also, Thank you to Florence Fontaine, who
continues to distribute paper and electronic copies of our publication far and wide. Without
Florence’s diligence, our publication wouldn’t be getting out to our readers.
This issue, we have many great submissions… A common thread seems to be the importance of
the written word. “Memories”, from Brian Konrad, includes excerpts from his great Aunt’s words
that were recorded decades earlier. Teresa Parasynchuk gives us a great overview of her trip on
the Danube, and Mel Bender provides us some history of our own branch in honor of its 35th
Anniversary. (Be sure to check out the photos of our Anniversary Celebration, as well.) This
month, we also thank our members Florence Fontaine, Kathleen Tarabas, and Clarence Janke for
sharing their interests. A couple of our Member Spotlights also reflect on the writer’s life
experiences. Just as we find the words of our ancestors so valuable, these current writings will be
genealogically relevant and searchable in the future. The Saamis Seeker is placed in numerous
repositories throughout Canada and the USA, including the Family History Library in Salt Lake
City, and the Allen County Public Library in Fort Wayne, Indiana. Be mindful that you, too, are an
important member of your family tree, and someday, your future genealogist family members
will want to know about you, and will look upon your writings in these repositories as a treasured
resource.
This issue, I would like to leave you with my newest-found favorite quote which I apply to my
genealogical endeavors:

“Sometimes I lie awake at night, and ask, 'Where have I
gone wrong?' Then a voice says to me, 'This is going to
take more than one night.'”
- Charles M. Schultz, Cartoonist (Peanuts/Charlie Brown) 1922-2000
Though we are driven to find out about our past, and though a myriad of resources await, it is not
always easy going. But perseverance generally pays off. Once we set aside our frustrations, and
take ahold of quiet resolve, and methodical recording and research, quite often we will be
rewarded with a new bit of information that will make all the difference.
As we set out on our summer adventures and quests, I would like to wish everyone Happy
Searching! Looking forward to hearing all of your great experiences when we resume in the fall!
-lb
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Our members would like to announce our new 2013 Executive
Committee members elected earlier this spring - Thank you for
volunteering - Member Involvement makes our Society
possible!
Doreen Schank

has taken on the position of President with gusto! In her recent
involvement with the society, she has also been involved with the Library Committee and the 35th
Anniversary Celebration Committee.

Betty Padfield, our new VP, is a long-term member and has held various positions,
including President, Library Committee and Ancestor Indexing.

Kathleen Tarabas, a new member, became our Secretary – get to know Kathleen
in her Member Spotlight article in this issue. Thank you for jumping right in and getting involved!
(But we are sad to say goodbye so soon, as circumstances require she give up her position… We
wish you all the best, Kathleen!)

Kathy Gleisner, another long-term member, has graciously taken on the position of
Treasurer once again. Kathy also looks after our Casino dealings, and is Coordinator for our
Queries Committee.

What’s New In The Library!
By Faye Knoblick
New and donated books that have been added to our library:
Destination Canada, A Genealogical Guide to Immigration Records by Dave Obee
The Genealogist’s Internet by Peter Christian
How to Find Your Family History in Newspapers by Lisa Louise Cooke
Turn Your iPad Into A Genealogy Powerhouse by Lisa Louise Cooke
The Atlantic Canadians 1600 to 1900 – index of people who lived in Atlantic Canada
Germans to America – list of passengers arriving at U.S. Ports
A Dictionary of Old Trades, Titles & Occupations – pertains to the British Isles
Genealogical Standards of Evidence, A Guide for Family Historians by B. Merriman
Conserving, Preserving & Restoring Your Heritage by Kennis Kim
Publish Your Family History by S. Yates/G. Ioannou
The Researcher’s Guide to American Genealogy by Val Greenwood
Russian Roots, The Schafers From Crimea – family history
Shortgrass Country – Foremost, AB area history
Wagons to Wings – Warner, AB area history
The Sunny Side of the Neutrals – Consort, AB area history
Rolling Hills & Whispering Pines – Westlock County, AB area history
Craik, SK...the friendliest place by a dam site... – area history
Portrait of An Era – aerial photography of the prairie provinces
Seventy-Five Years Along the Red Deer River – area history
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Informative articles can be found in the following newsletters:
Alberta
Red Deer Branch – The Tree Climber – March 2013
-Story of William & Elizabeth (Watson) Snell living in North Red Deer in 1913, both were born in England
before coming as children to Ontario, Canada
Saskatchewan
Regina Branch – Now & Then – Nov/Dec 2012
-‘Picture Perfect’ - good article on what to do with our ‘stashed’ photos!
Manitoba
Manitoba Genealogical Society – Generations – Dec 2012
-If you have settlers in the Selkirk/Red River Valley areas – this issue has several articles of interest!
Ontario
Ottawa Branch – The Ottawa Genealogist – Jan/Mar 2013
-Sarah Belding/Beldin/Belden/alias Belvin or Dekdubsa, wife of Benjamin Burt, are you related?
Oxford County Branch – The Tracer – Feb 2013
-Merchants, Manufacturers & Trades in Oxford County in 1877, three pages of names & occupations
Norfolk County – Norfolks – Feb 2013
-Norfolk Old Boys’ Reunion from the Simcoe Reformer newspaper dated May 8, 1924; 3 pages of names
& addresses
Waterloo Region – Our Waterloo Kin – Feb 2013
-An extensive list of cemetery publications available, plus the price, from the Waterloo Region Branch e.g.
Wellesley Twp., City of Kitchener, City of Waterloo, etc.
Leeds & Grenville Branch – News & Views – Jan/Feb 2013
-The Israel Olmstead Family Bible Records, info on William McCaw & Rebecca Edmunds
Perth County – Perth County Profiles – Feb 2013
-Info re immigrants coming through Castle Garden & Ellis Island, New York City
Bruce & Grey Branch BGOGS – Feb 2013
-Celebrating the Lewis Family in Saskatchewan (and Bruce County)
-Breaking Down Brick Walls - some helpful hints
Sault Ste. Marie Branch – Sault Channels – March 2013-Obituaries for Ferdinand Beilhartz (1855-1947,
born in Prussia), Samuel Cooper (1864-1938, born in England) and Cornelius (Neil) Figures (1875-1936,
born in England)

~ ~ ~ Genealogy – Life In the Past Lane ~ ~ ~
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~ Past Practices ~
By Eleanor Kreiser
Are there any weird, perhaps dangerous practices in your family history?
Sometimes it seems a wonder that past generations survived give the things we
used to do, even until recently.
*When we were growing up in the 50s and the flies were bad in the house, we
would close the windows and doors, put some DDT in the little sprayer and give
the entire house a good spraying. Then we would go outside for about 20
minutes, and return to sweep up the dozens of dying flies that were whirling on
the floor on their backs. The house didn’t smell great, but it sure was satisfying
to dump that dustpan-full of bluebottles in the cookstove. A friend told me
recently that her dad would spray just before they left for church, and they
would sweep up the remains when they returned home.
One of the dandy little sprayers just sold on Etsy:
http://www.etsy.com/listing/64935309/vintage-pump-sprayer-fly-sprayer-bug
*Did you get into the chemical cupboard in high school and play with the
mercury? We did. We learned much of the properties of the only liquid metal,
as we poked it to disperse it into myriad little droplets, covered our rings with it,
and turned pennies temporarily into ‘silver’ coins. If our little droplet smashed
to the floor, we learned how to ‘herd’ it into a big droplet, and swooped it onto a
piece of paper to retrieve it.
Properties and hazards of mercury:
http://www.uwm.edu.pl/kchem/mercury/mercury.html
*Perhaps 10 years ago, when the local pharmacy held a disposal event so people
could take in old chemicals and drugs, I took them in a tiny bottle of mercury I
had saved from high school 40 years before, and a little cardboard tin of Paris
Green that the former owner of our home had used to kill potato beetles. Pretty
colour, that stuff. I found the exact can on the computer:
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Paris_Green.JPG
*A neighbor came to us about 30 years ago, to ask us to save a few cups of ‘first
milk’ – colostrum- for him when our milk cow calved. He said he soaked
buckshot (lead pellets) in it, and drank it as a spring tonic. He had done this for
years, as his family believed it was a healthy thing to do. This gentleman is now
in his mid-eighties, is never sick, and has all his faculties about him.
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Colostrum
I won’t go so far as to say that DDT, mercury, and lead are good for you, but we
didn’t fear them like we do now. Ignorance is indeed, bliss.
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Found Some Roots In The Seeker
by Clarence Janke In Reply To Liam Hobbes’ Article
‘Pockets Full of Posies’
Now I have a comment to make re an article in the February, 2013 issue of the Saamis Seeker, this re:
“Pockets Full Of Posies” written by Liam Hobbes. I am sorry that I did not get to know Liam personally;
he has come after my time as an active member at the Medicine Hat Society. Firstly, though, I would
like to thank Liam through this article for contributing to our Seeker. Leanne and Florence work so
tirelessly to put these issues together and we appreciate some help from outside the local area
contributing as Liam has, and I, for one would like to thank him for his efforts in helping our Society.
You see, the mother in this story, Maria Schneider born Beierbach, was my mother’s aunt, the father
Christian Schneider being Maria’s husband. My mother referred to her as her Mary Basele, or Mary
Boss, which is German for Aunt Mary or Auntie Mary, of course me in my German family upbringing
was not up on English wordings in those very younger days of mine. I took it for Mary, being quite
stern sounding, was Mary, The Boss. Of course, my Mother also referred to Chris as Christian Fedder
(German for Uncle), as Chris was rather stout at least around the middle, I took that to mean
Christian, the Fat One.
I remember ever so vaguely this elderly couple coming to visit us on a Sunday once or twice per
summer over several years, this was about in the 1940's, maybe even late 1930's when I was just
starting school, perhaps even prior to my school days as well as later to near the fifties. I was certainly
just a kid. I do remember him bring us fresh garden produce from his garden on Queen Street in
Medicine Hat. There was never any daughter with them as she may have been away from home by
that time. He, Chris was a sort of jolly old guy though as a kid I didn’t like him - he drove over an
inflated rubber ball that I had with the car tire and it was never the same after (stayed flat). Funny
how at this age some 70 years later I still do remember that when I can't remember what I did
yesterday. I do also remember that Maria did not speak much and seems my mother said she was a
bit funny, she may have been getting into dementia or whatever when I got to know her.
The second wife for Chris Schneider, as mentioned in the obit in the article, Katherina, was a widow of
a Rudolph Deering from the Norton area south of Medicine Hat who had passed away suddenly in
about 1945. Though I know of the family, I can’t relate much as most of that family had moved away
from the area in their later years before my time of getting out and about. I am going to try to find
whatever happened to this Olga Schneider, though. I know she was married to a man by the name
Alexander here in Medicine Hat, and also had a daughter with Alexander, but don’t believe Olga
stayed in Medicine Hat for long. I find Alexander buried in Hillside and have an obit for him, but not
Olga, though have done only limited research on this family for now. I did find too, from a reliable
source, that she was divorced from Alexander. In the obit for her Mother, Maria Schneider nee
Beierbach, as well as for her father, Christian, she was living in Vancouver under the name of Mrs. R.
Jackson, assumed her husband. An obit for Maria is included further on in this article. Apparently
though, Olga and Alexander had one daughter, Eileen, who went on to be married to a David of
Medicine Hat. She, too, is buried in Hillside so must have spent her life in Medicine Hat. Eileen and
David had two children, son Brian and daughter, Brenda, who married someone with the last name of
Roth. So that covers that family to as far as I can tell you at the present.

31

So, Liam, this is where I find this relative of mine, through the Saamis Seeker, and I must thank you
for revealing all that to me through your article. Another person, Ferdinand Schwab, well known to
our society researched and wrote the family tree for the Beierbach family in book form, and did an
excellent job. There was little to follow up on, so I have never heavily researched on this family
personally, but this gives me more incentive to again delve deeper into that branch of family history.
I am listing first the Death Notice for Maria Schneider in the Medicine Hat News of Aug.30, 1951:
SCHNEIDER– Died in Camrose, Alta., on Aug. 29, 1951, Mrs. Mary Schneider, aged 69 years, beloved
wife of Christian Schneider of 953 Queen St. Rev. R. Senft will conduct Services from the Evangelical
Church on Allowance Ave. Saturday afternoon at 2 o'clock. Internment to follow in Hillside
Cemetery. Arrangements are in charge of the Pattison Funeral Home.
Listing next the Obituary as well as the Card of Thanks in the Medicine Hat News of Sept. 5, 1951:
Last Respects Paid Mrs. Mary Schneider
Funeral services for Mrs. Mary Schneider were held on Saturday afternoon from the Evangelical
Church, Allowance Avenue. A large gathering of friends attended to pay their respects. Pallbearers
were Fred Heidinger, Allan Sturm, August Grussie, Henry Beierbach, John Seitz and Charlie Nittel.
Rev. S. Senft conducted the service. Internment was made in Hillside Cemetery.
Mrs. Mary Schneider was born in Bessarabia, South Russia, on August 16, 1882. She came to Canada
in 1903 to the Josephberg district. In 1904 she married Christian Schneider. They have since made
their home in Medicine Hat. For the past 12 years Mrs. Schneider has had failing health.
Surviving are: her husband, Christian; one daughter, Olga (Mrs. R. Jackson) of Vancouver; three
sisters, Miss Beierbach of Pasadena, Calif., Mrs. Martha Koenig of Leader, Sask., Mrs. Christina
Grussie of Medicine Hat, and three brothers, Gordon Beierbach of Walsh, Adolph Beierbach of
Medicine Hat and Emanuel Beierbach of Medicine Hat.
Card Of Thanks
Mr. Christian Schneider and family
wish to thank their friends and
neighbors for the many kind
expressions of sympathy shown
and for the beautiful flowers sent
during
our
recent
sad
bereavement.

(At right:
Grave marker for
Christian and Maria Schneider in
Hillside Cemetery.
Photo by
Leanne Balfour)
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Member Spotlights
Clarence Janke
I was born in the Medicine Hat General Hospital on April 25, 1934 to
ANDREW & SALLY JANKE. We lived on a farm 12 miles south of Walsh,
AB in what was known as the Graburn district. The home quarter had
been home-steaded by my Dad's Uncle JAKOB JANKE earlier, after the
Janke family had immigrated from Katzbach, Bessarabia, in South
Russia in May of 1910. This was only a short mile from my Grandfather
Janke's Homestead which received a 100 Years in Canada plaque a
couple or so years ago. That quarter-section of homestead is still being
farmed by the grandson & great-grandson. My Dad, Andrew, was only
eight months of age when they immigrated to Canada. My Mom was 22
years old when she, with her father, step-mother and four sisters, came
to Walsh, AB in 1927 from Sofiewka, Roumania, also in South Russia. So
I am Germans from Russia, both sides.
Growing up as an only child could perhaps be construed as being lonely with one's parents being kept
busy keeping up the farm, but I couldn't recall it as having ever been lonely whatsoever. There seemed
always something to play with in the open spaces on a farm and you made your own amusement.
Certainly in those years of hard times there were no store-bought toys, but never having had them,
never missed them. I remember picking up animal bones of various sizes to play with, and with the
different sizes of bones, having herds of horses, cows, calves, etc., as playthings, moving them from
field to field. I remember it as pleasant playtime, not a care in the world. Our farm yard was in a creek
bottom. In those early days there was a great deal of rose bushes plus other brush growing there that I
would play in for hours. When my Mother came looking for me she would give a holler and watch for
where the dogs came out of the brush - likely I would come out after. We always had a couple of dogs
around and these would be my playmates and constant companions.
Next, around 1940 came the school days, such glorious days. I began school in April after Easter
Holidays until the end of the school year; this was known as Baby Class, a sort of glorified Kindergarten.
My first school was Graburn, some three miles from home, mostly on flatland and some graded roads
so walking was quite easy. Having lived sort of a sheltered life, I knew hardly a soul in the school I went
to. Another boy, George, began school the same day I did and we were school buddies grade after
grade for eight years until I dropped out of school, after which we still were lifelong friends. Growing
up in a German speaking home, I had to come to terms with English words, which was not easy. There
were quite a number of kids in this first school - the older boys shunned us beginners and we were
mostly left alone - except when we were needed to pull scoop shovels to make a cave in loose dirt that
had blown off the farmers field in the spring. We became their teams of work horses for that project; it
was never completed. During the summer months, the school board decided to move a couple of
schools to accommodate area population changes. In the fall I went to a new school, McKay Creek,
which meant coming off flatland walking to a trail of coulees and creeks. This was truly a route of uphill
both ways, the path I wore through the grass and brush is still possibly visible. Over the eight years that
I attended school at McKay Creek, there were never more than a dozen pupils - even as low as eight so we became a pretty close-knit group. Most of us stayed in the area and have remained good friends
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and neighbours throughout our lifetimes. As to if there was any bullying in our school days - I can only
recall that there was a rather big guy, Ronnie, who grew up in a rather rough home with several big
brothers. Ronnie always threatened to choke George and me, now I know I was scared that he might
do that. Whether that is termed bullying, I know not. But I have thought of that numerous times in the
past few years, and Ronnie was the only problem that I can recall. A couple of brothers, Garry &
Charles, as well as Dave, another older boy, protected us as if we were their brothers, or perhaps even
better. So I do believe all goes back to the family living. The kids knew they were poor but that they
were loved and they all made a life for themselves with what little they had to begin with. None of
them were bullying kids and don’t believe any ever became that way in later life. One of my fondest
and proudest memories of my school days was that despite the small number of students we had, we
developed into quite a softball team winning the championship at the Schools Sports Day at Elkwater
for three consecutive years. An awful lot of practice went with it, often times hours that should have
been devoted to school work were instead spent on the ball diamond. Anyway it was more fun and
none of us seem to have ever suffered from it.
After completing my schooling through Grade 8, I began working on the farm with my parents.
Together we increased the size of the farm gradually going from a mixed farming operation to grain
farming and after acquiring more grazing land on the south side of the Hills, built the cow-herd up to
about 150 head. Cattle became an enjoyable life to me - sometimes the labour part seemed like a
never-ending vicious circle of years, but in the long run, the fruits of the labour were well worthwhile. I
worked at cattle sales at the Walsh Cattle Sales Yards for some thirty years which was a very enjoyable
experience. There, too, the hours seemed never ending, but the rewards were in the experiences
gained and the never to be forgotten comradeship that I attained throughout those many years.
I continued farming with my parents until 1982 when they retired to Medicine Hat. In October of that
year I was married to Phyllis Perra Glynn. Phyllis was born and raised
on a farm near Veteran, Alberta which is where she received her
education. After completing school, she left home, worked at several
jobs and then came to the Warner area of southern Alberta in 1947,
where she was married and with her husband operated a General
Store in Warner for 25 years, moving later to Lethbridge and then to
Nobleford. Phyllis has two sons and three daughters, so I have five
step-children that I am pleased to call my family.
After taking over the farm in 1982, Phyllis and I made several major changes, mostly to cut back on the
labour intensive farm operations and to increase the aesthetics of the farm itself. We decreased the
cattle herd from about 150 head to an easier to manage herd of about 25 Tarentaise-cross cows and
sold the grazing land south of the Hills to a cousin. Also broke up most of the pastureland which we
rented out as cropland to our neighbouring Colony and just farmed a couple of hundred acres of the
previously cultivated land ourselves. We also put up a new home and set up our yard as we liked to see
it. Although a lot of hard work had gone into it, when you stood back and smelled the roses so to
speak, it gave one the feeling that you had lived a good and peaceful life in harmony with oneself and
with those around you. I have been pleased to have been able to contribute my small part to the
history of the hamlet of Walsh, the Cypress Hills, and the surrounding area. Though having lived in the
area for some sixty-five years, I never could quite comprehend the diversity of the area as it is, until
these later years when I could find that it is truly a different area to live in and enjoy. From the
flatlands of the hamlet itself, to the rolling hills surrounding Walsh on all sides, and to the Cypress Hills
in the not-so-distant south, there is indeed a great diversity, not only in the farming and ranching
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aspects, but also in the people that originally settled the area and those people that continue to reside
therein. Over the sixty five years that I have been a resident of the Walsh-Cypress Hills area, I have
seen many changes - some good, some not so good - but despite all, the distinct diversity remains and
hopefully that shall continue for all time.
In 1992 we bought our retirement home in the ParkMeadows area of Medicine Hat. Our bi-level was
one of the first completed homes. Over the next few years we developed the yard the way we wanted
it, and it was a pleasure for us to fix it up, grow grass, plant trees and shrubs as we wished over the
next few years. We still used the farm as our main residence until 1997 when we moved in
permanently and sold the farm in the spring of 1999. The year of 1999 was a particularly rough year for
us as Phyllis developed cancer that required several months of basically living in Calgary for
treatments. The hardship was all worthwhile, however, as Phyllis has remained cancer-free. Time was
taking its toll on me, however, and as my walking abilities diminished a bi-level was no longer the
answer. The yard work was also becoming too much so we decided a move for us was imminent. We
settled on a Garden Home in Chartwell Gardens, and on July 25, 2012, moved in to our level playing
field home with no steps, no yard to look after, no grass to cut, no snow to shovel. We still have our
own home and our own privacy if we chose that way to go.
So you may ask, how would I, a farm boy of the prairies for sixty-five years come up with genealogy as
a hobby in my later years? We had sold the farm and no longer had need for farm accounting by
computer. Besides, my computer business which I had begun in 1980 was now flocked with much
competition so was no longer profitable without compromising product quality, which I did not want to
do. Had not at that time ever been on to the internet as I had operated mostly from the rural area
where extremely slow dial-up was the only option. So in the early 2000’s I was ready to sell my
computer and sit down in a corner and relax with a good book in hand and nothing better to do. “Take
up genealogy, that’s what I’ve been doing,” said my good buddy Bill, my computer guru. He was a selftaught computer expert close to my age who could setup and repair any computer in short order.
Thus, I took up genealogy. First I took on Phyllis’ parents, PERRA & ANDERSON. Taking on Anderson as
a first project was an eye-opener, but interesting. I did not realize that there were that many
Andersons in all of this country of Canada, but traced them from Scotland to Ontario and finally
Alberta. Perra(s) was a different challenge, being French, however without any knowledge of even the
language soon found the first Perras came to Quebec in the early 1600’s, and eleven generations later
the family was spread out to into Alberta and many points elsewhere. Then worked on family roots on
Phyl’s first husband’s family for my stepchildren to trace their family tree back through the
generations. Family lines I worked on were GLYNN from Wales to Hazel Green, Wisconsin to Warner,
AB; WELTER from Germany to Menominee, Illinois to Hazel Green, Wisconsin and again to Warner;
TENNEY from Switzerland to Minnesota also to Warner and lastly; VOSS from Germany to St. Louis,
Missouri to Minnesota to Warner. A lot of snooping had to be done and family secrets uncovered, but
that is where challenge lies - to find something no one else has admitted to. It was during that time
that I joined the Medicine Hat Branch of AGS, and after a year of finding my way, I mentioned to Mel
that I wouldn’t mind helping with Queries. Eileen said that to do good genealogical research I must
have an inquisitive mind, and having been sort of snoopy all of my life, thought I might qualify. So
Eileen took me under her wing and has taught me much about research. I am forever indebted to her
for opening up a very enjoyable part of my life to which, despite some physical impediments, I am still
clinging to at the present.
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Altogether for me, life has been anything but boring, and now moving up ever closer to my
eightieth year continues to be so, a lifetime worth living to the fullest as best I am able. I regret
that as I am writing this biography of mostly myself, my best and dearest friend in life, my wife
Phyllis is in hospital having suffered a serious stroke, her second in two years and regret greatly
that life can never be the same as it was. But must go on to the best of our abilities regardless of
what happens next. Despite cruel blows when we least expect them, life has been good to us.

Florence Fontaine
I have been working on genealogy since 1998. I work with my brother Alex on our research.
My Mom passed away when I was two years old and my sister was one month old. After a few
months, my Dad’s brother took us into their family. My sister and I then had a family of three
brothers and one sister.
Alex and I are researching the following surnames:
FONTAINE, JACQUE (1640-1692) France, son ETIENNE (1659 France - 1739 Quebec). Immigrated
to the Ile d’Orleans, Quebec.
JULIEN, MICHEL (1616 - ?) France, son JEAN (1639 France – 1673 Quebec). Immigrated to the
La’Ange-Gardien Montmorency, Quebec.
KEITH, JOHN – (Born ?, Scotland – 1861 Ontario) **ROAD BLOCK** John married SARAH
JOHNSTONE (b.1802 Argylshire, Scotland, d. 25 Feb 1881 Culross Township, Bruce County, ON.
John & Sarah Keith had the following children: Malcolm, Mary, John, Ann, Christina, & Neil.
BORTON, ELIZABETH VICTORIA - Birth: 09 Mar 1868 in Pilkington Tp, Wellington Co, ON. Death:
22 Jun 1946 in Culross Tp, Bruce Co, ON. Daughter of Edmund Borton & Esther Sherrington.
Elizabeth m. DONALD KEITH & had the following children: Stewart, Charles, Fred, John &
Beatrice.
PEDERSEN, ANDERS - (1813 Denmark - ? Minnesota) Immigrated to Sleepy Eye, Redwood Co.,
Minnesota in 1880. Son PETER (1854 Denmark – 1941 British Columbia). At the time of Peter’s
birth, it was a custom to add “son” to the father’s first name - thus “Anders” became “Anderson”.
GERARD, FORTUNATE - (1850 Belgium – 1939 Belgium), son JULES (1880 Belgium – 1949
Saskatchewan). Immigrated to Saskatchewan 1909.
TABART, JOSUE - (1847 Belgium – 1911 Belgium); daughter ELVIRE (1889 – 1970 Saskatchewan).
Immigrated to Saskatchewan in 1912.
Please contact me at ffontain@telusplanet.net if you have any information on the above names.
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Kathleen Tarabas (nee Griggs)
It all started when I was made aware that I was not the be all and end
all within my family, that there were others around me who might
also be entitled to a share of the air I breathed. In fact, according to
my father (on occasion) and my mother (pretty much always) I was
one lucky kid to have been allowed to live at all, but rather than
taking me out completely and possibly face incarceration, they
ignored me whenever I tried to work out the makeup of our family. I
could never quite figure out who was who, and yet in spite of a
curious nature, I did make it to adulthood without incident. Basically I
needed to grow up. I know this because I often heard my parents
say, “Oh, grow up”! As you might have experienced, parents and other adult members involved in our
lives did not talk much to youngsters about heritage, nor were there many conversations about
relationships between us and all those children who often visited. The oft used words were, “children
should be seen and not heard” and was a cardinal rule of our household.
I come from a very large family on my mother’s side. My grandparents (English/Scottish) had more than
their share of offspring, with 15 girls and 3 boys, plus a few more who did not survive birth. They
married when my grandmother was 13 and grandfather was 38 (yes, 25 years her senior!) My
grandfather worked from age 13 to 75 on the railways and the struggle to keep food on the table and
clothes on their backs must have been extremely difficult. I was always amazed by the close ties that
bound my mother’s family together which have continued right through their elder years. I grew up with
gazillion (give or take a few) cousins, and a young aunt who is just two years older than my elder sister.
We are still a pretty close bunch, but I won’t go any further with some of their most fascinating stories.
There are family members documenting that side of the family already. My fervent hope will be for the
finished manual to be light enough to be held on one’s lap without fear of losing circulation. I just
recalled a story about mom’s side that might stir up a chuckle. Our family lived in a small town north of
Edmonton, but most of my mother’s family lived in Saskatoon. At ten years of age, I was always asking
questions, and most especially at times when we were in the midst of all those relatives who apparently
did not require advance notice. I recall one occasion where I woke up to find wall to wall people. Two
couples with 12 children between them had arrived some time during the night and while the parents
slept out in their small tent trailers, the children were spread out over the living room heel to head.
There was no way I could follow the injunction to remain silent in the presence of adults. Of course I had
to wake my parents to let them know we’d been invaded only to be told to go back to bed, it was ok!
My need was great to understand just who these visitors were, how we might be related, why I looked
like a few of them. I waited in vain as I watched them gradually wake up with the same puzzled looks.
Once on a visit to Saskatoon, my mother became quite exasperated with my constant questions and in
frustration told me that I was probably related to someone on every street in that city. I took the
opportunity to confirm this when I was sent to buy bread and milk at a nearby corner store. On the way
back to my aunt’s home, one street over, I happened to walk past a neighbour who had just stopped his
lawnmower to clean it. I called out to him and asked, “Hey Mister, are we related?” He said he didn’t
know, but asked where I had come from. I told him I came from my Aunty Eleanor’s house on Avenue I
North. He said, “Yup, she’s my sister-in-law”. So to those of you who are from Saskatoon we might be
related, so let’s talk!
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Just to give you an idea of how my own interest came about, I have to explain something. I married a
Canadian sailor. The Navy, to my way of thinking, meant Naval Ships. But we were at bases and stations
where the only ships were local fishing vessels or Boston Whalers. My mate was a “dry land sailor” who
was posted to exotic places such as Inuvik NWT (8 yrs), Masset QCI (5 yrs), Bermuda (if lucky), Ottawa,
Alert (up by Santa) and other spots. But we had one exchange tour of duty to San Diego, California.
There’s no life like it and if you are a young mother originally from a very small community, it provides
some of the best of life’s lessons possible. I learned to like muktuk and bannock, Arctic Char, low bush
(literally along the ground) blueberries that took an hour to pick but a week to remove debris and clean
before making syrup, and how igloos are built along with personally engaging in ice sculpturing (at 50
below) and I am not kidding.
Anyway, while stationed in San Diego, I didn’t have a green card so was unable to work out of the home,
but I was never idle. A friend talked me into working from home by sewing personally designed bikinis
for wealthy women. Let me tell you, when you have had an opportunity to make a bikini to fit size 18
top with a size 6 bottom, it truly becomes an interesting topic of discussion at a party.
It was during this two year tour that something completely unexplainable occurred to cement in my
mind a need to find out more about my dad’s family. In mid-August 1971, while stationed in San Diego,
our four year old son had a new friend whose name was Guy. The boy was the same age and, as we
discovered later, held exactly the same views as our son. He was always around. They played well
together, but the only problem was he was invisible! This was not discovered until the day I was about
to sit down for dinner and my son yelled at me to watch out! I was apparently about to sit on his friend.
We decided to “play along” by permitting freedom of expression with the boy’s imaginary pal. Setting an
extra place for Guy was required, making sure there was enough “candy” for Guy (which I felt sure was
contrived by our very intelligent son) and on it went. We took our situation to a doctor who gave us
assurance this was just a phase that if we allowed our son to keep his imaginary friend and not make it a
big deal that at some point our son would “outgrow” his buddy and life would return to normal. I must
admit I did consider Valium but was unable to procure any because our family was about to increase
with a new baby girl, with dual citizenship.
We left San Diego for Masset (now Haida G’waii) in 1971, with Guy no longer needed, since our son had
other interests, such as following up on his uncle’s suggestion to collect tadpoles which he could sell for
a nickel each, unless they were dead, which unfortunately was the result of putting them in a cardboard
box under his bed.
Fast forward to 1991 and we were living in Abbotsford, working and enjoying a good life with a teenage
daughter and the son, both of whom are involved with their own plans and except for provision of food,
drink, money from dad and mom, and hopefully a car of their own choosing, just preparing themselves
for whatever life brings. We have become our parents with a fairly clear understanding of the circle of
life. As our parents grew older, we would ask the same kinds of questions. The difference was they
didn’t brush us off! I spent time with my Dad talking about the good old days when he rode the rails
between two countries, his time in the military serving overseas and in Alaska. I spent happy moments
with my aunts and uncles reviving family stories, but it was different. They had the time and interest in
passing their memories on to us and we were patient in listening to them. It was simply time for me to
sit down to my computer and figure out how to gather family history to pass along to my children, who
would hopefully pick up the challenge once they’d graduated from the “centre” of their universe to the
perimeter of the “circle of life”.
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The incident happened during my first ever venture into the world of genealogy. I was working on my
computer at two a.m. one morning while the house was still and quiet. I’m sure I heard a detested
spider walking across the carpet in the next room, it was so silent. Thanks to my uncle’s first responses
obtained in writing from various family members throughout the U.S., my father’s ancestry was found to
be fairly easy to follow. I discovered many of the original family were still in the eastern states, around
Massachusetts where they had a dairy farm. According to records obtained by my uncle, there were
approximately 150 births attributed to the dairy farm family connection. This has not been confirmed by
me, but our uncle did speak about the family on the farm who believed in emancipation of slaves and
who went on to help many to safety and freedom. Many of these people decided to remain working on
the original farm, although they were quite free to leave, stay, go to schools, encouraged to become part
of the family, but take whatever opportunities that suited them. At one point, my dad’s brother was
travelling and while passing through a town would always check the phone books in the motels he’d stay
in to see if he could find people with the same last name. He mostly wrote to these folks to find out
whether there was a connection, but he once located someone in Spokane and was encouraged to drop
by and meet the family as he was not staying overnight. He accepted the invitation and when he arrived
at the home and knocked on the door was taken by surprise when the gentleman who answered was a
very tall man of colour! My uncle, never one to hesitate in his love for a good chance to make people
laugh, said to the fellow, “You are the spitting image of our dad!” He had a great visit with the family
and continued correspondence with these folks. Through that connection he discovered that their
original family had been among the first to be spirited away via trains from the south to live and work on
the farm in Roxbury. His father had been given an education and became a teacher for children of other
families who were seeking a better life.
Having gone astray from my point of this story, I bring you back to the quiet time being spent on my
computer where I’m gleaning much information about dad’s family. I have to state, I am not prone to
fantasy. I have never believed in the dark side of supernatural beings, ghosts, goblins, vampires or
anything that goes “bump” in the night (unless it is a heavy spider). I’m happily reading about the
ancestors in our attic, people with whom we are related by blood. I came across one several greats
removed aunt and uncle who had nine children. Several of these babies had died during childbirth, which
happened fairly often, but one child in particular, actually made the hair on my neck rise. A boy, aged 5,
born 13 August 1856 died in an unexplained manner, on 15 August 1861. His name was Guy! I am
sitting in my basement with the knowledge that almost to the day, one hundred years after Guy’s death
my son has a new friend who is invisible to all but our son, whose name just happened to be Guy.
This really brought me to a point where I actually became excited about our family’s history. Since that
strange night I have gathered much data, but until I joined the Genealogical Society in Medicine Hat, I
hadn’t really understood how to collate the information and then putting this data together in a cohesive
manner. What is important for me is to pass along to my children a desire to explore the past even as
we contemplate our future. My father was born in Medicine Hat in 1911 and the rest of his siblings
(another son and three daughters) all born in Medicine Hat. They lived here until 1922 when
Grandfather RALPH GRIGGS decided to homestead in CARROT CREEK, AB. My grandfather was,
according to family, the first stationary engineer to work at the new Olgilvie Mill, which I understand was
built in 1906. I tried searching for proof of his employment from the ADM company, which recently
advised of a move to Calgary. Their reply was that no records had been maintained and I need to look
elsewhere. I also hope to find information about my grandmother, who was employed at the hospital
during those years. We were often told about our dad’s keen interest in the movies and I can only
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surmise the Monarch Theatre would be where he spent much of his free time. We aren’t sure, but
believe they lived in the tent city until housing was available, but these beliefs came from family
discussions and have not as yet been proven.
One other tidbit I can share is that our parents could be in Ripley’s Believe It Or Not, according to their
researchers. My mom (with Dad’s help) had three of their children on the same month and day but
different years. My sister Sharon, our young brother, and I all share a birthdate of November 10, with 6
and 4 years difference in ages. Google research indicates the odds of this happening to the same couple
is 50 million to 1. Our combined birthday parties were terrific until my sister who became a teenager
decided the birthday games they would take part in absolutely did not include her younger sister and her
friends who were still “kids”. Of course I caught up and once again we enjoy similar games. Scrabble is
always a favourite.
So, since being part of the Medicine Hat Genealogical Society, and with this invitation to share some of
my family’s personal history, I have become more interested in organizing the scraps of information I
carry in my brain and in odd boxes throughout the house. I balked at writing just this bit of family lore,
but I can understand how it might lead to a finding bigger boxes and cataloguing what’s within. Perhaps
one of our future relatives will pick up the challenge of continuing the story with the due diligence I now
realize must be completed. Perhaps t’will serve to avoid any possible “visitation” from hundred year old
ghosts?
Sincere best wishes as you conduct your own “haunt” – Kathleen Tarabas – May 7, 2013
______________________________________________________________________

I started out calmly tracing my tree
To find, if I could, the making of me
And all that I had was Great Grandfather's name
Not knowing his wife or which way he came.
I chased him across a long line of states
And came up with pages and pages of dates
When all put together it made me forlorn
I'd proved poor Great Grandpa had never been born.
One day I was sure the truth I had found
Determined to turn this whole thing upside down
I looked up the records of one Uncle John
But then found the old man to be younger than his son.
Then when my hopes were fast growing dim
I came across records that must have been him
The facts I collected then made me quite sad
Dear ol' Great Grandfather was never a dad.
I think maybe someone is pulling my leg
I'm not at all sure I wasn't hatched from an egg
After hundreds of dollars I've spent on my tree
I can't help but wonder if I'm really me?
-Anon.
(Submitted by Leanne Balfour)
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Get By With a Little Help From Your Friends…
By Leanne Balfour
Quite often in genealogy we get stumped on something that we really need to solve in order to move
forward. Rather than setting it aside and feeling defeated, try to approach your problem by bringing it
to your genealogical group or a connection that you’ve made. Sometimes all that’s needed is a different
set of eyes to look at the problem – someone else may know another resource, or work from a different
angle with a resource that can boost you over that brick wall in no time!
I received a request from Cindy Schmidt
Deeter in Ohio:
I thought I would test your abilities to
unscramble a name this morning. I've
attached a photograph of a signature that I
cannot figure out. Her name was Ida H.
Davis – Bills - Miller; this would have been
her 3rd marriage. She has been a brick wall
for me. It’s frustrating to be so close to
breaking through, and not being able to
decipher the name. Do you have any
suggestions?
Ida’s signature appears on the above marriage application, giving consent that her 20 year-old son could
get married. (As an aside, we are not sure why a 20 year-old would need his mother’s consent.) First
thing I did was search on Ancestry for: First name: Ida Surname: *steil (as it was only the last 5 letters I
was certain of.) Here is what I found:
1910 – Moses & Ida Stocksteel – census - Toledo City, Lucas Co., Ohio - at this point, they have been
married 8 years - puts marriage date at 1902; she had 2 children, both still living.
1911 – Toledo, Ohio (Lucas Co.) – According to the 1911 city directory, Max would be her husband,
both having the same address. (Initial assumption that Moses/Max are one in the same.)
1920 – Max Stocksteel – census – Ohio
1920 – Ida Stocksteel – census – Ohio (following pg. Max’s entry)
1930 – Max & Ida Stocksteil – San Fernando Valley, Los Angeles, CA in the city directory
1930 – Also in the census
1940 – In this census, Max Stocksteil is now a widower and a lodger – but has been indexed under
Mosco Stockstill (found by searching Max on default, and Stockst* for last name – love those wildcards
– then looking in 1940 census)
There were also other city directory entries over many years that applied to Max & Ida. As well, there
was other information to do with another Moses Stocksteil, but he was married to a Helen. This had to
be sifted out.
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Then on Family Search, there is a Moses Stocksteil/Ida Miller marriage in 1902 – this ties her to the
Miller surname, and is the right year to match the 1910 census. Moses Stockstiel, from Kansas, Mo., and
Ida Henrietta Miller, from Toledo, Ohio, were married in Michigan. This marriage record shows that Ida
had been married two times previously.
After helping Cindy, she was so grateful for this new information, and mentioned that she had heard Ida
ended up living in California (though I could find no record of her burial there). We are both confident
that Ida & Max Stocksteil are exactly the right people… My personal opinion is that when Ida signed the
above document, she regressed for just a moment to begin writing her previous married name, Miller,
and then began again with Stocksteil. To me, it appears as an “M” with the “S” written overtop.

WORDS FOR ALL TIME
ALMA A WEBSTER
DIED
Oct 3. 1874
Æ 22y 7m
Away from earth’s cold tempest
She’s joined the angel band
She treads the distant smiling shore
The shore of the spirit land
(Photo courtesy of the Island Pond Historical Society)

Alma Webster was a sister of Ron’s great great grandfather.
She died and was buried in the Old Protestant Cemetery at
Island Pond, Vermont.
Her letters, from Island Pond, Vermont, to her brother,
dating from 1871-1873 were passed down through the
family to us. I believe they were preserved and passed
down through the generations as a remembrance of family
lost. Sadly, Alma died of typhoid having never married or
had children to morn or remember her, so we do.
Alma A Webster was born Feb 12, 1852 (date calculated from age listed on death record), daughter of
Waterman Webster and his wife Maria Sarah Carrick, and younger sister of our ancestor Charles
Webster.
Island Pond (or Brighton as it was also known) was a main border town between Canada and the United
States, complete with customs offices for both countries. It was a railroad hub where several railroad
lines passed through, going to and coming from Canada. It is situated some 15-16 miles from the
Canadian border, and at one time had as many as 13 sets of railroad tracks running through it.
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ELIASSON HEADSTONES - I attended a funeral of an Aunt of mine recently in Punnichy,
Saskatchewan, and while at St. George Anglican cemetery in the Kutawa District, I came across
headstones I didn’t know existed for five of my father’s siblings. They had all died very young. The first
burial was in 1910, and the first Eliasson buried there was Charles in 1911. My grandparents were
founding members of St. George’s Anglican Church, and it is open 24 hours a day for the public to view;
there is not a care taker present. They have a guest book and history of the church inside. There are
weddings still performed there. They have never had any vandalism, which I find remarkable. My father,
Elias Nicanor Eliasson, was born in 1904 in Dorotea, Vasterbotten, Sweden, and immigrated to Canada
1908 with his parents, a sister and brother. They arrived in April, and Granny delivered another brother
for Dad two months later. Dad was the oldest of the 14 children; he remembers sitting up with his
parents Marten Olaf and Brita Wilhelmina when his siblings were sick, and the hardest one he
remembers was sitting up with Gladys, as they had already lost her twin. Dad’s siblings who died were
Charles 1910 – 1911, Nils 1921- 1922, Maria 1924-1924, Gladys 1924-1932, Dorotea 1927-1927. Their
first names are not on the
headstones, only their last. The cross
was in with the Eliasson headstones,
and it is also a mystery to whom the
flat Eliasson marker belongs.
I just came across this photo (at right)
and it had the names on the back –
Aunt Dorotea is on my Granny
Eliasson’s knee and Aunt Gladys is the
little girl in white hat the two older
ones are my Aunt Teckla and Aunt
Frieda. (Submitted by Doreen Schank)
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Memories
(By Brian Konrad)
Effie Edna Salkeld was my maternal grandfather's sister, which means
she was my great aunt. (Photo at right)
I only met her once, that was at my grandfather's funeral and I was
only 9 years of age. I remember she was very kind and took an interest
in my sister and me. Following the funeral we wrote letters to her. I
remember she knitted a pair of woolen slippers for each of us.
She lived with her husband Rae in Gerald, Saskatchewan.
Unfortunately, Effie passed away in April of 1965, just over three
months after my grandfather, so I have no further memories of her.
However, she did leave me a treasure. In 1953 she recorded her
memories as a small child growing up on my great grandfather's farm
in Lanark, Ontario. She recalls the stories she heard her father talk
about including the arrival from Scotland of the Park family in 1821.
It's also full of little stories about family memories, prices paid for
items, the marriage of my great grandparents and the move to
Fleming, Saskatchewan prior to the turn of the 20th century.
It's a window into the past for me and a priceless piece of my family
history.
Following are excerpts from the twelve pages of Effie’s memories…
“This is to be the story of my family, the one to which I belong, not the one I brought into the world.
Perhaps no one cares about the ancestors dead and gone, but it would be well to take heed of the life
they helped build in Canada, the best country in the world.
“In 1821 a group of settlers arrived from Scotland on a sailing vessel. The journey on water took three
weeks. Grandmother Park who was then 16, and her name Agnes Duncan, said there was dancing on the
ship, perhaps courting too, as it could not have been long before she married Joseph Park. He had his
loom, and was a weaver by trade. This company of people were set down in the bush in Dalhousie
Township on September 30th. They had not much time to make ready for winter. When the log homes
were finshed, they hung a cover of some sort over the door and kept a fire burning all night to keep wild
animals away. At first the men made potash and sold it to buy necessary items. Sugar was dear, also
tea. I wish I knew more detail of where they got their first pigs, sheep, cows and seeds to plant. Perth
town was forty miles away. Lanark had not become a village. It was marked by a ‘blaze’ on a tree. (A
blaze was a gash cut by an axe.) After the homes the men built a church. The first ministers were also
the singing masters and school teachers. By stories handed down I do not think the ministers were
outstanding characters, but there was a strong sense of reverence in these Scottish people.
Grandmother and Grandfather Park sang at weddings and gatherings and served “toddy” in their own
home to friends. These are the names of their family:
James – who went to Sarnia to live and married.
May – Mrs. Gavin
Mary – Mrs. Davy McIntosh
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Jean – unmarried, learned to weave.
Hugh – went to California to the gold mines, was murdered on his way home somewhere in the middle
western states.
Agnes – called Nannie – was Mrs. Bingley (English)
Joseph – married Mrs. McIntosh – lived near us.
Johnnie – married an odd person, some of the family were queer and not too friendly.
Ellen - married Willie Barr, died when little Peter was born. Father was fond of her.
Duncan – was my father, and the youngest. He married Mary White McIntosh. He was 24 and she was
18.
“Father borrowed a fancy cutter and robes to drive to St. James church to be married. He took Mother
home to his mother and Jean on the original farm and house where he was raised. The land was poor.
Grandfather Park had asthma for some years before he died. He had saved $100, put it in the bank.
Father needed a plough but couldn’t get it. The bank broke and $40 was all they got.
“…Father always praised his mother. She had been thrifty, kind and a good cook. She and Auntie Jane
were good to Mother, but father saw he could not support three women, and the new baby on its way,
on that old farm. They had a little livestock, made maple syrup and took out logs in the winter. Lanark
had a woolen mill and a saw mill. I might add that the days of tea made from raspberry leaves and such
economies had passed, even as we discard old customs of saving every penny.
“Father borrowed money from a Mr. Donald (without security), built a saw mill and with a great deal of
hard work and some worry he paid all debts and kept his family. When we heard stories of tallow
candles, drugged dresses (rough wool), boys homemade fulled cloth pants, we wondered how they could
stand it. We were always told that everyone was on an equal footing, no rich people there. They always
had a good dress, hats and shoes, and Father bought nice things for Mother. ….
“At Christmas the decorations in the church were green boughs trimmed with colored paper roses. I
loved it. On Sundays I sat with my Father. The old men with white hair and shiny bald heads sang lustily.
One took up the collection with a velvet bag on a long pole… we put in a large copper cent. A cent also
bought a stick of gum. … A cent also bought a thin scribbler or two cheap unpainted pencils with tiny
rubber tip.
“I was born at the second mill home which Father had in between Poland post office and Lanark Station.
…I went to Poland school with Ernie and Emma the summer I was five, walking 2 ½ miles each way…. Our
dinners were bread and bitter spread with black strap. …The men who worked in the mill boarded in our
house. They had a separate sitting room with a large room above filled with beds. The sitting room had
a big box stove, a bunk (homemade couch), benches and an arm chair one of the men made. There
would be fiddling and cards at night, sometimes a mouth organ; the air was blue with smoke, the stove
red on the sides, and men would be smoothing axe handles with pieces of glass. The shavings were
made for next morning with a draw knife. Morning came away before daylight. Two of the girls made
breakfast. The beans were boiled the day before, baked all evening and left in the oven overnight in a
specially made bean pan. … Those beans were good. Bread was set at night and two ovens full baked
every day. I never met up with any dry bread in all those years. Maple sugar was molded in 5 qt. basins
and wrapped in paper, stored in a little closet upstairs. …Meat was boiled oftener than roasted. Cheese
was made in the new cheese factory near our place.
“…And this time Father bought an organ. Aggie took a quarter (25) of music lessons and played hymns
quite well. Father taught us to sing. Men came to our place to buy lumber. We would sing for them,
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Bertha and I, but mostly we sat in the big rocking chair with our feet on the cookstove fender and would
sing everything we knew. Many of the words I never understood ‘til older.
“…Our mother died Feb. 20, 1897 when Bertha was a few hours old. What sadness for poor Pa and the
family. I was 2½ then. It was from a hemorrhage. The old doctor was away and the young doctor didn’t
know what to do.
“…Upstairs Joe, Johnnie and Ernie slept in the big landing… The other room held about four beds. Bertha
and Jane slept together, I with Ellen, Lucy and Emma. Aggie and Sophia when they were at home. The
rooms downstairs opened off the big room. One was Father’s, I slept with him most of the time until I
was eight… He had blood poison in his hand and arm one autumn, nearly died. Jane nursed him and the
doctor came and lanced the hand. One finger was deformed.
“…I hated hand-me-downs. Emma was four years older. Maggie Etta was between us. She died of
pneumonia when one year old, and is buried in Watson’s Corners cemetery beside our mother. Sophia
was married the year before we moved out west. She was very lonesome when we all moved away. We
stayed with her and Bill and baby Harold the night after our sale…
“…We had a boat on the pond and large pike were caught in the evenings in the early summer. I learned
to scale a fish on the big rock on the side of the hill, and was proud of myself.
“…That summer I stepped on a nail while picking up kindling for morning and had to have it home
doctored for a long time. Auntie Jane made wax with resin and sweet oil. We kept it in a drawer, when
a sore did not heal quickly we put a piece of this light colored wax on the sore and it healed clean and
skin grew. After she was gone we used shoe-makers wax. Now we buy bandaids. Why did we drop so
many fine old remedies?
“…During the winter Jane, Ellen and Lucy made patch work quilts. Jane used old clothes, the best parts,
to cover old quilts in squares or crazy patch work for the …men’s beds. All new pieces were used for
print quilts. On quilting day one of us would be delegated to make the dinner. Dad was always in the
house. He liked checkers and later on became very fond of cribbage. He helped me to learn how to fry
fish and pork (home cured and not cut too thin), to watch my cookies and gave us praise for our efforts.
Jae was hard on us for mistakes such as breaking dishes but Dad was not. He drank a little, smoked a
pipe, played his fiddle, and was a great reader. He had only one year and one winter’s schooling, but
was self- educated.
“Lucy married John MacDonald July 25, 1906. John was a wonderful violin player and enjoyed life
heartily. He would play cribbage with Dad when they came. We were so fond of Mary and felt terrible
when she died of pneumonia at 9 mos. Then Jessie was born Feb. 22, 1909. Enid two years after on Jan.
25, 1911. Vera Nov. 25th, 1913. Jack in Nov. 1915. They sold their farm which was east of Archie school
and lived in Fleming, where Jessie an Enid began school.
“Ellen and Will Taylor lost their first baby girl twins, then on Jan. 19, 1904 Evaleen Frances was born, Jan.
19th 1906 George Alvine – March 16, 1908, Maisie Edna and Sept. 20, 1910 Irene Rebecca.
“Joe bought a farm 1 mile south of Fleming about 1905 and batched, with hired help – had a
housekeeper at times.
“Johnnie went railroading, and kept his first sweetheart Elsie Davey. How he loved his holidays. We
liked Elsie and had her to visit sometimes in winter.”
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MY TRIP UP THE DANUBE
Submitted by Teresa Parasynchuk
When friends of ours started talking about a river cruise down the Danube, I, of course, wanted to go.
With all the research that I have done and read, it seemed that maybe some of my ancestors may have
used the Danube to get to Bessarabia and Odessa.
My Ancestors, Johannes Maser born 1789 in Remlisdorf, Württemberg, Germany, Jacob Seefried
born 1800 in Konigsbach, Baden, Germany and the Brenner’s (Christina 1802) were from Egenhausen,
Württemberg, Germany. In Joseph S. Height’s book, “Paradise on the Steppe” he mentions a number
of emigrants from Baden, Württemberg, Alsace and the Palatinate made the trek to the Black Sea.
These Germans started their river journey at the port of Ulm. From here they continued their trip on
the Danube to as far as Vienna. Being that all my relatives went to Russia before 1817, (I am assuming)
they would have then continued by land to their selected sites of settlement.
I started my journey in Budapest and sailed up the Danube to Vienna. Of course with the big diesel
engines of today that is possible. In the Early 1800’s after they arrived in Vienna, the boats the
Russians provided (Ulmer Schachels as they were called) were taken apart and sold as lumber being
that they could not row back up the Danube. 1 I could sit on the deck of my boat and enjoy the view
while the emigrants, back in the early 1800’s, were crowded in their boats and had to eat and sleep on
them with many others. A difference of night and day.
Not only did I see what one side of my
ancestors saw, but in reading the material
of the places that we were going to visit, I
realized that some of the areas was where
my maternal side came from as well. My
mother’s family came from Bohemia or
Austria. (These family names were Trehub,
Fischer, Greschel, Raker, Theodorovich and
Negly (Nejedli.) This is now part of the
Czech Republic. Though it could have been
any place in the Austro Hungarian Empire.
My Great Grand Mother Rosalie (Fischer)
Driving into the Czech Republic - nothing left but a bit of
Nejedli, along with a daughter, son and her
cement.
2
sisters came to Canada in 1907. They had lived in a town called Orşova, Hungary which is not
anywhere near Bohemia and is now in Romania. My next project will be finding out if and when they
moved from Bohemia.
(As per the quote below) The town of Orşova is in a neat little “cove” on the Danube situated just
above the Iron Gates. By now I can pick it out from just about any map. The old centre town that my
Great Grandmother moved from is no longer in existence. In 1966 the town was moved to higher
ground and the city was flooded.3
1
2
3

Joseph S. Height
Immigration Records 1907
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Or%C5%9Fova- Orşova, Romania
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“When you get confused with where your
ancestors came from, you can see why. All
of the countries have changed names and
borders over the last 100 years. This is
why you will find Bohemia, Moravia,
Silesia, Galicia, Austria, Hungary, or
Austria-Hungary given as the country of
origin on documents for the period. You
will not find the Czech Republic, the
Slovak Republic, Czechoslovakia, or
Poland.” 4 This quote is getting to be so
true.
We went to Cesky Krumlov, a small city in
the South Bohemian region of the Czech Orsova in the 1890s. Would my great grandmother have
Republic. We passed the Bohemian hills looked & dressed like this?
and forest. It may not have been where (Photo from http://alexisphoenix.org/orsova.php)
my ancestors came from, but I was hoping I was close.
As we toured through many of the cities, our guides talked about the many wars that took place and all
the upheavals these poor people went through just because some leader (or person of power) wanted
to have more land and probably more resources. There was talk of the 10 year war, 30 year war, the
Napoleonic war etc. I think that is probably part of why all my direct ancestors came to Canada before
1911.
The one thing that did my heart good
when traveling to Cesky Krumlov,
(Bavaria) and to Bratislava, capital of
Slovakia, is that you do not need to stop
at the borders anymore. You can drive
right on through.
I did not do what I normally do when
going on a trip and that is researching
the area. Now I wish I had. It is a
fascinating land and now that it is out
from Communist rule it would definitely
be a wonderful place to go back and
Driving into Slovakia - The building I think was still used as we
visit all over again.
were asked to take our passports. Our guide said there were
times you waited over 8 hours or more and then you were not
sure you could get in or get out, but we just drove on past.
4

Maps/galleries/Europe
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Sam Roth’s Limp
(As Told To Grace Roth By Sam’s Brother-In-Law, Art Streich)
Submitted by Grace Roth
It was in the spring of the year, possibly 1943 or 1944. Dad Roth (Sam) had
worked the land in preparation for spring seeding. The cultivating was done
with either four or six horses.
The era in time was the Second World War. The time of day was afternoon.
Sam Roth was walking up 4th Street past the Market Square with his eight yearold son, Ralph, holding his hand.
A gang of four soldiers attacked Sam Roth. They beat and kicked him. A
bystander grabbed Ralph and pulled him aside. The soldiers kicked Sam in the
head.
As a result, Sam spent some time in the hospital with a fractured skull.
Emil Hausauer was hired to seed the crop. He used a tractor instead of horses.
That made the soil very fine and caused much soil drifting.
No one was apprehended at the time.
However, when the news was released
that Sam would recover, a soldier
turned himself in.
At the trial that resulted, the judge said
these soldiers were here to learn to
fight. Apparently the soldiers had been
drinking
with the Sackman brothers.
The
exchange turned into arguing and the
Sackman men left.
When the soldiers went outside, they
saw Sam, who was carrying a case of
beer.
He resembled one of the
Sackman men and was attacked by the
soldiers.
It was a case of mistaken identity.
Above: Sam Roth
Sam had a limp after the beating.
I never asked why he limped until many years after he had died.
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History of the Medicine
Hat & District Branch –
AGS

Barfuss – Membership, and Julie Gamache –
Secretary.
On June 15, 1979, the Branch adopted the name
Medicine Hat & District Branch.

By Melvin Bender
As our Branch reaches its 35th year, let’s reflect
on our (family) history. Thanks to the Martin
family, it’s also our 10th anniversary at Hillside
Monumental.

Meetings have been held at various locations: the
Community Resource Centre, MH Public Library,
Veiner Centre, Saamis Building, Westminster
United Church, MH Museum and Art Gallery, the
Multi-Cultural Folk Arts Building, and Hillside
Monumental.

In 1978, an ambitious group decided that area
family researchers needed to form a Branch of
the Alberta Genealogical Society. After a Medicine
Hat College genealogical course and trip to the
Lethbridge LDS Library, an April 12, 1978,
planning meeting was held in the Community
Resources Centre, 631 Prospect Drive. Willie
Hambly, AGS President, attended the May 10
organizational meeting. A Letter of Intention
signed by Ruby Barfuss, Julie Gamache, Kathleen
Spence, Alice Jack, Jennifer Meldrum, Cheryl
Sorenson, Rebecca Weiss, Audrey Palmer, Hope
Michael, Eva Dyck, Sylvia Jones, Ruby Engler, and
Anne W. Shepherd expressing the group’s desire
to form an AGS Branch was sent to AGS. On June
14, 1978, this desire became official.

In May, 1985, the AGS Library resources were
moved to Eva Dyck’s home in Redcliff. When the
Library became a Branch project in 1987, it was
moved to Medicine Hat. Until June, 1988, when it
was relocated to Red Deer, the AGS Library was
under the care of our Branch members.
The first cemetery committee consisted of Eva
Dyck, Marge Ensminger, Elmer Weiss, and
Rebecca Weiss. Later Judy Wasylenko, Faye Hood,
and others also recorded many cemeteries in our
district.
Our newsletter, Saamis Seeker, has been
published since Kathleen (Kit) Spence became its
first editor in 1979.
The following Branch members have held elected
positions in the AGS Executive: Rebecca Weiss,
Pat Stewardson, Judy Wasylenko, Eva Dyck, Rita
Laczkowski, Kathy Gleisner, and Uwe Krickhahn.
To promote genealogy, members have used a
parade float, workshops, open houses, and
displays for Canada Day and the Heritage Festival.
Guest speakers have given presentations at many
meetings.

Community Resources Centre – Society held first meetings in
basement room. (Photo courtesy of the Esplanade Archives)

The 1987 AGS Seminar co-chaired by Marge
Ensminger and Kathleen Spence, and the 2010
Genfair co-hosted by Medicine Hat & Brooks
Branches, Edie Pinder and Carol Anderson – cochairs, were held in our city.

At their June meeting, the following were elected:
Alice Jack – President, Jennifer Meldrum – Vice
President, Rebecca Weiss – Treasurer, Ruby
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AGS & MH Branch 25-year members
include Ruby Engler, Marge Ensminger,
Grace Roth, Betty Padfield, Brian Klein,
Edna McKelvie, Edie Pinder, Richard
McNeill, and Teresa Parasynchuk.
Hillside Monumental - Medicine Hat Branch

Branch meeting at the Community Resources Centre building (1980). Left to right around the table: Elmer Weiss,Bill Tidy,
Hope Michael, Ruby Engler, Bea Kusler (secretary), Rebecca Weiss (president), Kathleen Spence, Reverend Worden (guest
speaker), Marion McKenzie, Doris Grant, Ethel Wilson, and Eva Dyck.

Heritage Festival Display 2011 - Merv Hamblin, Eileen Stahl, and Barb Hamblin
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Out & About
“BUT I AM NOT A WRITER” Seminar - By John Althouse – 01 May 2013
(Submitted by Teresa Parasynchuk)
The Medicine Hat Genealogical society put on a presentation by John Althouse May 1, 2013 at the
Medicine Hat Public Library. It was well attended by not only our own members but by many of the
public. There were about 50 people that attended and some already expressed an interest in
becoming MHGS members.
The idea for John Althouse’s seminar “But I Am Not a Writer” started when he came to Medicine Hat in
2009 for the AHSGF conference. John listened to a woman tell a wonderful story. Later, when John
mentioned to the woman that he hoped she was writing it down, she said “But I am not a writer.” That
gave John an idea for this particular seminar. He is now giving many reasons and instructions as to
how to write and record all these stories without being a professional writer.
Here are a few of the reason John encourages people to write these stories:
If you don’t write them down who will?
It is the role of a family member to insure that the family stores are preserved.
The raw material for these family history “stories” is all around us.
To tell these stories, one does not need training. Start small by compiling a diary, writing for your local
papers (Saamis Seeker), or even use a small audience like your family members. When journaling, use
point form or any way you feel comfortable, just get the information down.
Sometimes it is hard to get your relatives to tell anything about their experiences. John recommended
setting up a table with a number of pictures and other memorabilia every time they come over.
Sometimes this starts them recounting some of the stories related to those pictures, artifacts and
heirlooms. The layout of the family homestead could be a starting place for another story. Pictures are
a great place to start, especially to get young children interested in their heritage. Even the use of
family folk lore to make things interesting is useful (but make sure that you state that it is family folk
lore, and maybe in the future it can be proved.) Write without any thought of spelling, punctuation, or
final draft, just try to be legible.
Sometimes you don’t even need to write everything. You make use of a biography, family memoirs and
family histories. Quest stories - why did family come here and from where? Compile all these with
what you wrote and if need be, hire someone to assemble it for you when you are finished.
John did a great job of piquing our interest. I heard comments after the presentation from people that
had already compiled a book or two that John had opened up many other trains of thought.
I would like to thank Clark Lang for all the work he did in bringing John Althouse down to Medicine Hat.
Clark made sure that John was welcomed and that he found his accommodation as well as finding the
library. Another big thank you goes to Tony Geisinger who helped with the content of this article. He
made better notes than I did, and I used them extensively.
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“THE CHANGING MAP OF EUROPE” Seminar - By John Althouse – 01 May 2013
(Submitted by Leanne Balfour)
Following our May 1st meeting, we were treated to a very informative evening program by John Althouse from
Edmonton. John’s presentation enlightened us with reasons why, when, and how borders changed during
Europe, and how this affected our ancestors. The past changing of borders affects our research strategies to this
day. About 50 people attended. The many detailed changes of Europe from 1860 to present day defy being
explained in this brief write-up, but John explained them in a way that was easy to understand, using maps as
visual supports. He also provided us with a great list of websites and organizations that may help us when
searching for our European ancestors.

“SAME ROOTS, DIFFERENT BRANCHES” AGS CONFERENCE – 20&21 April 2013
(Submitted by Leanne Balfour)
Held at the Chateau Louis Conference Centre in Edmonton, the 40th Anniversary of AGS was certainly an event to
celebrate! Several of our Medicine Hat Branch members attended, and were treated to high-calibre seminars by
experts in genealogy and networking with other branch members. New resources were purchased and brought
home to our own library. As well, our President, Doreen Schank accepted three awards for our
branch/members and brought them home, where they were presented at our May meeting. We are truly
honoured to have been recognized for our achievements at this event.

Above left:
Teresa (left) and Richard
Parasynchuk receive their award for achieving
25 Years Membership from President Doreen
Schank (right) (missing: Richard Parasynchuk)
Above rt: Leanne Balfour (left) receives her
Special Mention Award for Dedication and
Promotion of Genealogical Research and
Family History from Doreen Schank.
Left: Leanne Balfour, editor of our Saamis
Seeker, accepts for MHGS the Kenneth Young
Newsletter Award for Best Overall Branch
Newsletter for 2012, from Doreen Schank.
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Our 35th Anniversary Celebration!
Our branch hosted a very
successful 35th Anniversary
Celebration on Sunday, June
2nd, from 1-4 pm, with many
members
&
guests
in
attendance.
Guests were
welcome to get computer
research guidance, help with
maps and library resources,
and check out various styles
of family trees, family history
books, documents and related
artifacts. Delicious cupcakes,
and punch and squares kept
the snack table busy.

(Photos above: Some of the displays, and members
helping guests explore the library. At right: Grace
Roth got into the spirit of the event by wearing her
grandmother’s wedding dress from 99 years ago.)
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This unique method of
displaying one’s surname
interests
was
shared at our Open
House
by
members
Merv & Barb Hamblin.
Barb said she used an
internet
crossword
program; she put the
surnames in, and the
computer figured out
the
layout
for
the
surnames.
She quilted surnames
for her husband’s side
in green, her own side
in yellow, and their
children’s surnames in
blue.

(Right:
Members
Barb
Hamblin and Edie Pinder
helping guests discover the
resources in our library.)

(At Left: Our cake with our logo on top, and red
velvet & spicecake cupcakes, compliments of Kathy
Gleisner. Thanks, Kathy; they were so good!!)
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Have You Visited Our New Website?
Give it a try!
It has a brand-new look,
and lots of updated
features: www.mhdgs.ca
A big Thank You to Clark Lang for his time and
effort in getting this up and running!
oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

Medicine Hat and District Branch: Alberta Genealogical Society
2012 Executive & Committee Chairs
President:
Doreen Schank
526-1163
Vice President:
Betty Padfield
526-8677
Secretary:
vacant
Treasurer:
Kathy Gleisner
548-7505
Publicity:
Teresa Parasynchuk 527-3678
Library:
Faye Knoblick
527-4059
Membership:
Teresa Parasynchuk 527-3678
Queries:
Kathy Gleisner
548-7505
Saamis Seeker Editor:
Leanne Balfour
580-2438
Correspondence Email Address: mhgs@telus.net

schankjd@telus.net
betty@canopycanada.net
craig5@telus.net
pchuk@telus.net
fayek@shaw.ca
pchuk@telus.net
craig5@telus.net
leanneb5@telus.net

About the Saamis Seeker: The Medicine Hat & District Genealogical Society, a branch of the Alberta
Genealogical Society, publishes the Saamis Seeker 3 times a year: February, June, and November. Final
authority regarding acceptance of material rests with the editor. Neither the editor nor the Branch accepts any
th
responsibility for the opinions or errors on the part of the contributors. Submissions accepted up to the 15 of
January, May, & October to editor’s email address: leanneb5@telus.net.
Purpose of the Saamis Seeker:
- To inform members of the affairs of Alberta Genealogical
Society (AGS) and the Medicine Hat and District Branch.
- To print material to further members’ research.
- To publish local resources and research materials.
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Branch mailing address:
Medicine Hat & District Branch AGS
P.O. Box 971
Medicine Hat, AB
T1A 7G8

