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Members of M.H. & District
By the editor of the Saamis Seeker Summer 1984
“Did you do anything interesting genealogical wise? If so, please write a page or ½
page describing you efforts for your newsletter. We are interested. You may not only
benefit, you may help someone else as well. If there is no input from the members
there can be no output from the editor.”

2020 editor. It seems this has been a problem for too many years. In my years
as editor of Saamis Seeker there have only been a few members contributing.
Where are the rest of you? Some of you live elsewhere in our province or out
of it. What you are learning, wherever you are, may help someone living in
Medicine Hat or Alberta or elsewhere. The same applies to those of you who
live in Medicine Hat or district!
During this time of Covid- 19 Experience everyone should have had some time
and should have been doing research, preparing your manuscript for printing,
sending information to others about their area of interest and encouraging
them to share back while things are not so busy in their social world.
The only reason I can see for not would be that you were bitten by the snake
on page 9, were hospitalized or worse with the virus (I pray not) or were a
passenger on the Titanic or Empress of Ireland and went down with them and
found it almost impossible to send your story??
Due to the closing of so many places for the past months, the president, Dwight
Brown, suggested that maybe we need to stop Saamis Seeker production for
the time being. I suggested we give you a chance to show- no to that idea. BUT
at the time of this writing…….. Saamis Seeker will cease production until (or if)
further notice or swamping of items hit my computer.
PLEASE: I Do Not Want to be The LAST editor. Madeline Fischer.

Thoughts:
A very special thank you to the contributors who made this issue of Saamis Seeker and
previous issues possible by stepping up to the plate with their articles even when very busy.
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Seeker is permitted.
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President’s Chatter.........Dwight Brown
I/We HOPE that everyone in our Society, both Medicine Hat Branch and AGS is
safe, has either never been infected or has been through it and doing fine.
My dictionary says hope means: A feeling of expectation and desire for something to
happen. To me hope means wishing everything is good and everyone is doing fine or at
least looking forward to the remainder of the year being better than the last part. While we can't all meet
and exchange stories and details of our research, hopefully some are doing so by other means.
I have to admit I have not done as much as I thought I would, however I have been in touch with members
of my extended ancestral family trying to help with their research.
Madeline says she doesn't want to be the last editor of Saamis Seeker and I agree. I did tell her that perhaps
if she can't get enough input from members we may have to suspend production for a while. Since I am one
of the people that should have, but have not contributed, I am going to try. I do understand how we all think
we have nothing to tell but that isn't true as we all have something of interest to someone.

The Wedding Mystery continues….

More to the story:

By Eileen Stahl

Submitted by Eileen Stahl with permission to print

A while ago I wrote and published, in this newsletter, a story about my grandmother’s piano. Our son, who
now has the piano, sent a picture of it, to compare with the picture I had of my grandmother playing the
same piano. What I didn’t know at that time was, there was more to the story.
The article I found from an Ontario newspaper, at the time of my grandparents
marriage, told that grandma’s father gave her a ‘Heintzman piano’ as a wedding
gift. When my son read the newspaper article, he said, “but this isn’t a
Heintzman piano, it’s a Gourlay”.
I had not really noticed, or paid any attention to what brand the piano was, so this
created a mystery, because I remember the story that my grandfather had the piano shipped out to
Saskatchewan, from Toronto, when the couple came west to homestead. So we took a closer look at the
piano, there is also a dealer name on it ‘From Collard & Collard Limited. Saskatoon, Sask’. This had really
become a mystery! Did the Ontario newspaper make a mistake in the brand of piano?
What about the Saskatoon label inside?
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On this past Family Day weekend, “Newspapers.com” offered a free weekend, so I spent a couple of days
searching through the site. I found a ton of articles, obituaries, birth, marriage and death announcements
relating to various lines in my family, including one that tells the rest of the
story.
The Saskatoon Daily Star, Wednesday November 23, 1927, carried the
following article: FARM HOME IS DESTROYED --- Ira Wice, of Patience Lake
area, Loses All as Flames Spread -Fire which started from behind a stove in the kitchen destroyed the six
roomed farm home of Ira Wice, farmer at Patience Lake, 12 miles east of
Saskatoon, Monday morning. The house and practically all the contents
including clothing and a piano were a total loss. The loss is estimated at
$3000, a little insurance being carried on the building. -- COULDN’T FIGHT
BLAZE -- Mr. Wice discovered the fire at 7:30 o’clock, while Mrs Wice and
the baby were just getting up. Efforts were made to fight the flames, water
being handy, but the blaze had such a grip on the house that the battle proved futile and it burned to the
ground in a short space of time. The family is at present staying with a neighboring family.
WOW! I never knew about the fire! Because the article appeared in November of 1927, I knew that the baby
referred to was my aunt June, now 92 years old, who would have been six months old at the time of the fire,
but there was no mention of the 4 boys in the family, ranging in age from 7 – 14 years old. Were they out in
the barn helping their father? Or were they on their way to school? I don’t recall anyone ever mentioning
anything about a fire at the farm. So grandma’s piano that now sits in my son’s home is a replacement for
the “Heintzman” burned in the fire. This article solved our mystery, the replacement piano was purchased in
Saskatoon, from the dealer whose label was placed on the inside of the piano, and I thought this was the rest
of the story!
But maybe not the whole story! I emailed my cousin, Jarvis, to see if his father had related any information
to him about the fire, at the farm. Shortly after I emailed him, I got a phone call from Jarvis! We got right
into the fire, he said that he didn’t remember a lot of what his dad told him. His dad would have been 9 years
old at the time of the fire, but there were a couple of things that stuck in his memory. He said that they all
gathered on the front lawn and had to watch the fire burn the house down, as it had such a grip on the house.
He told me that my dad, who was 7 at the time, had recently got some new clothes, and that he wanted to
go back into the house and get them, Grandpa Ira said NO! My dad had to watch his new clothes burn with
the house. I wondered if he had got new clothes for school.
Jarv also said, his dad recalled how grandma’s home preserves made a loud pop that could be heard over the
roar of the fire, as the jars exploded. Another thing he mentioned was that before the new house was built,
they had to sleep in a granary. “It got really loud, and scary when it rained or hailed, as the drops hit the
metal roof of the granary. It was probably impossible to sleep during those times.”
This was all so very interesting for me to learn, I decided to call my Aunt June. Even at 92, living with cancer, and
weighing only 67 pounds, her mind and memory are still sharp, this is what she told me. June said that her mother
told her about the fire when she was about 12 years old, and that she (June) just about wasn’t. June apparently was in
her crib while the family tried to fight the fire, and when they gathered on the front lawn to reluctantly watch their
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home burn to the ground, one of the boys said “where is Sissy”. She said someone ran back into the house and got her
from her crib, I suspect that it was her father, Ira, who ran back in to get her. Which led me to think, that may have
been why my 7 year old dad wanted to go back into the house and save his new clothes. June then said that her mother
had put pork rind into the oven the day before, and for some unknown reason had not taken it out that night.
She said that the following morning, one of the boys started a blazing fire in the stove, and the pork rind caught fire.
Today we know what happens when you throw water onto a grease fire, but possibly no one thought about the pork
rind in the oven, but I suspect that when they tried to put the fire out with water, it just made the fire so much more
intense. In the end, everyone survived the fire, but the house and the piano. Grandma didn’t have the piano her
father gave her as a wedding gift, but replaced it with a very good one, that today sits in my son’s home and is played
by my grandson.
I wondered about what the original piano had looked like. Was it the same, or close to the same as the one I had, and
gave to my son? I believe that Heintzman was always regarded as a top of the line piano. So I did a quick search of
1912 Heintzman piano, and came up with this site, I found interesting: https://antiquepianoshop.com/onlinemuseum/heintzman/
I also did a search for a 1927 Gourlay piano, the first site I found was for images of a 1927 Gourlay . The first image
looks to be identical to ours. I also found an early 1907 booklet entitled, some information regarding the Gourlay.
https://www.bing.com/images/search?view=detailV2&ccid=1RFanE2k&id=2EB34B863EAB29746FB60841967836BFD
6511070&thid=OIP.1RFanE2k717Pt9uF1ktmwAAAA&mediaurl=http%3a%2f%2fallisonpiano.bc.ca%2fpianothumbs%2fIMG_1816.jpg&exph=225&expw=300&q=1
927+gourlay+piano&simid=608051142515888101&selectedIndex=0&qpvt=1927+gourlay+piano&ajaxhist=0

Plagues, Pandemics and our Ancestors by Lloyd Robinson
Searching back in time, we find that we are not the only generation to deal with a flu epidemic. As deadly as
COVID-19 is, this is certainly not the first time our World has been plagued by disease. History tells us that
the world has been dealing with Plagues and Pandemics since 400 BC, when Hippocrates first reported
symptoms’ of human influenza. The 1st documented epidemic of influenza was in the year 1386. And since
that time there have been many documented Influenza outbreaks throughout the world.
While researching my family genealogy, I discovered my 10th Gr Grandfather John Vassall, died of the plaque
in 1625. He was an alderman for the city of London.
In 1918, just as the 1st World War was ending, the Spanish Flu
epidemic began its assault on the world. Many of the returning
soldiers brought with them the dreaded virus, which was both virulent
and very contagious. What mustard gas and bullets couldn’t kill, the
flu did. The Spanish Flu could kill it’s victims within hours of infection.
At the time of the Spanish Flu a newspaper reported, four ladies
playing cards in the afternoon, and by the next morning three of them
had passed away. It was also reported that people would die of the virus on the street. Healthy young adults
and young children had the most risk of infection and death. A children’s Rhyme of the day, that they skipped
too, went like this:
“I had a little bird
I opened the window
Its name was Enza,

And, in – flu – enza.”
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In 1918, Alberta’s population was 500,000, there were 38,000 reported cases and more than 4000 deaths.
This was a 7.5% infection rate among its population. As a way of control,
the province brought in rules, stating everyone should wear masks and keep
a safe distance from each other. Doesn’t this sound familiar, with today’s
advice for the Covid-19. The masks of 1918 were made of layers of
cheesecloth with twine to secure them. The picture shows farmers wearing
masks in the fall of 1918.
Property of the Author: Lloyd Robinson Permission to print, But Not to Own.
Source: information is from my Burdett Prairie Trails History book. There were numerous stories about the
Spanish Flu epidemic in 1918. Their lives lived and how it effected them, their families and their
community. I feel these stories should be remembered and should be retold. We can always learn from
history and our ancestors.

DEATH, Toilet Paper and the Coronavirus
By William j Anhorn QC personal homepage at http:/wjanhorn.ca
Death, to be perfectly candid is a bit of a morbid topic and one, which we typically
try to push back into the dark recesses of our mind. But despite our best efforts, fear of dying is always present
in our subconscious thoughts. As we grow older and particularly now that we are bombarded nightly with
the unsettling news surrounding the coronavirus, it is not uncommon to think about one’s own mortality
more often.
In an earlier article entitled, “Successful Aging: Develop both a Passion and a Purpose”, I outlined the
several key elements to creating an environment of emotional stability as we head down the runway of life“self-acceptance, positive attitude, creative expression, purposeful living, social engagement and spiritual
awakening or connection”. I indicated that, we cannot speak about “successful aging” in the context of having
a spiritual awakening or connection without addressing our own mortality. We must acknowledge that we all
have a shelf life; it is just not clear on “our” label, the actual expiry date.
Death and dying is an inescapable reality and it is important to confront that reality and put it into
perspective, rather than ignoring it. People come to terms with their own mortality as they age as a result of
what psychologists refer to as the Terror Management Theory or TMT.
TMT has been described in numerous studies as our own engrained coping mechanism consisting of equal
parts of denial and self-soothing combined with courage and fatalism. TMT was prevalent during the Cold
War as we faced the prospect of a nuclear holocaust. It allowed us to cope and to carry on following
9/11. TMT helped us all out of the chaos and uncertainty in the days following the disaster and allowed us
the courage to pick up where we left off and to move forward with our lives.
COVID-19 will likely be another circumstance, which will test our resolve and cause us, to rely upon this
built in defence mechanism to make sense of it all. This is particularly true, when faced most recently with
the self-quarantine measures or complying with “shelter-in-place” orders, we receive daily updates on the
number of fatalities in Italy and elsewhere throughout the world and the extent or degree to which the
contagion has advanced in “our neck of the woods”.
Medicine Hat and District Branch of the Alberta Genealogical Society
5

Vol :40

# 2

June

2020

Some TMT techniques involve what psychologists call “constructive distraction”: busying ourselves with a
lifetime of meaningful things. When faced daily with the acute reminders of death–brought on by the
coronavirus, particularly those who are older and therefore more vulnerable, we push back in some perceived
life sustaining way. We clean closets and discard items that we have kept for no reason, realizing now that
we will never wear them again. We reorganize the pantry and are appalled in finding items that have their
own long expired shelf life. We organize the medicine cabinet and inventory the various forms of over the
counter and prescription medications and put them in some semblance of order.
Others find refuge in scouring the Internet and posting or re-posting jokes or humorous videos or pictures,
which make light of the situation and the dire circumstances the world seems to be facing. It offers a
constructive distraction in regards to the uncertainty of the future.
TMT began with two simple observations about human beings. First, humans share with other mammals
many biological systems oriented toward keeping themselves alive. Included among these is a fight-flightfreeze response to imminent threat of death, which in humans is usually accompanied by the subjective
experience of terror.
Unlike other mammals, adult human brains have highly developed prefrontal lobes that allow us to realize
that, no matter what, sooner or later, death will come to us all. Thus, part of the human condition is living
with an acute desire to continue to live and an inherent fear of death on the one hand, and on the other,
the knowledge that this desire will inevitably be thwarted and that what is feared most will inevitably occur.
In somewhat of a sarcastic manner someone once asked, after visiting a nursing home, “Who would ever
want to live to be 100?” The answer, of course, is someone who is 99!
Mortality salience is the awareness by an individual that their death is inevitable. The term derives from
terror management theory, which proposes that mortality salience which causes existential anxiety that may
be buffered by an individual's cultural worldview and/or sense of self-esteem.
Throughout the past few thousand years, historical accounts, philosophical treatises, and works of fiction
and poetry have often depicted humans as having a need to perceive themselves as good, and their actions
as moral and justified. Within the last hundred years, a number of important scientists in the development
of modern psychology have also embraced this notion that people need self-esteem in order to survive.
Terror management theory asserts that death fear (fear of annihilation) is buffered by efforts in building
our own self-esteem. It is tempered as well in some belief in literal and symbolic immortality achieved
through participation in the cultural system.
Terror management happens not just individually but collectively, through our affiliation with social systems
that define us, especially religion, nation and family. Religion is the most direct, because so many faiths
sidestep fear of death by promising eternal life. But along with religion, nation and family provides something
more enduring: a community that gives a kind of legitimate order to a world that at times makes no sense. It
is all about individually and collectively coming to grips with reality in some manner or fashion.
People are motivated largely by self-interest to avoid suffering (whether physical or emotional, real or
perceived) of themselves and a genuine compassion as it relates to others. We spend much time weighing
possible risks and working to reduce them, because it means we get to live a longer life. People go in for an
annual check-up to their doctor’s office as they age to prevent unexpected health problems that are more
Medicine Hat and District Branch of the Alberta Genealogical Society
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likely to occur as we age. People cross at a crosswalk to reduce their risk of being hit by a car on the street.
Some go to the gym religiously in an earnest attempt to avoid “getting old”.
We currently take great pains to social distance ourselves in order to avoid COVID-19 and take extra effort
to sanitize ourselves from the virus by wiping down surfaces and washing our hands religiously all with the
view of hedging our bets in not catching the coronavirus. It is all about minimizing risk.
With the development and world wide spread of the coronavirus with a seemingly higher than normal
mortality rate, particularly along the elderly and those with a underlying health issues, is not uncommon and
quite natural to think about our own mortality. And as pointed out in my earlier article, believe it or not, it is
a healthy exercise.
But in the face of this meaningful and relevant thought process, and in the midst of an unparalleled
health crisis, why are people hoarding toilet paper?
Humans perceive reality in two primary ways: rationally and intuitively (or emotionally). Much as a person
might try, it is nearly impossible during times of stress associated with a perceived disaster, such as a
pandemic, to divorce reality from the emotion of fear-fear of serious illness or death.
In a chaotic life-threatening situation, few people are able to assess in a completely rational manner the
predicament and make sound logical choices. This impacts our decision-making when it comes to disaster
preparedness. We become preoccupied with the necessity of minimizing “risk” and when overwhelmed, we
tend to act irrationally.
People are also more likely to engage in hoarding when their intuitive, emotional side — driven by anxiety,
fear, and panic — believes there is a reason to do so, due to temporary factors, like price volatility or a supply
shortage. Even though rationally, most people know via historical data that such shortages will be short-lived,
emotionally, we simply don’t believe that. This compounded by the “herd” mentality. When we see hordes
of shoppers filling their shopping carts with only water and toilet paper, we instinctively react and are
compelled to do the same thing and as a result there is a cascading effect.
An emotional contagion can take hold as we observe the actions of others, because people can be easily
influenced by seeing other people’s behaviours and feelings and take comfort in adopting them as their own.
So when you see images of empty store shelves and hear your friends all stockpiling toilet paper, you think
to yourself, “Well, maybe I should be doing this too.” It may make little sense to you, but you do it anyway.
“Just to be safe.”
While it may not make much rationale sense to hoard “toilet paper”, it makes us feel that we are somehow
taking reasonable precautions to minimize a perceived risk. While some quite rationally may consider it
appropriate to stockpile essential staples for a reasonable period of time, others may not consider it
necessary. Much like in the investment world, everybody in a disaster situation has his or her own “risk”
tolerance. Risk tolerance is a function of anxiety and worry offset by rational thinking and in some people the
level of anxiety and worry becomes disproportionate and rational thinking is replaced with irrational
behaviour and much like the coronavirus itself, it spreads like a contagion.
Although this behaviour may be realistically misplaced or misguided, it often gives rise to a sense of calm
and feeling of being in control. It provides a false sense of security by creating the feeling that some active
measures were taken (even as unrealistic as they may be) in the face of adversity. As misguided as it may
appear to be, it provides a sense of relief and alleviates for the moment, some of the fear and anxiety that so
many are now experiencing.
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An in an out-of-control situation, such as a global pandemic, it is quite understandable to feel that people
need to feel (or at least perceive) some semblance of control. But most would be better served by taking the
recommended precautions.
Keep your distance from others. Avoid large gatherings or close social situations. Wash your hands
throughout the day for at least 20 seconds. And stop touching your face.
And the next time you are in supermarket and there is an abundance of toilet paper on the shelves, resist
the temptation, as you probably already have enough at home.
Finally, in a quiet moment, think about the life you have lived, the accomplishments you have made, the
joy you have experienced, the places you have explored and the many friends you have made and consider
how fortunate you have been. Face your own mortality with dignity, grace and a sense of fulfilment and be
at peace with yourself, with the acceptance and knowledge that all human lives end in death. It is simply a
fact of life, which we can’t ignore but rather should embrace.
But in the meantime continue to live life to the fullest and engage in the positive recommendations
towards successful aging and make them a part of your daily routine. And as someone once said who is
much wiser than me, have faith as “this too shall pass. ” William J Anhorn QC

City Paralyzed by the Flu
Run That By Me Again by Peter Mehrer page106
Western Canada was being swept by an epidemic of the Spanish Flu on
October 18, 1918. Although there were still only a few cases in Medicine Hat,
officials were determined to take action to minimize its effect in the city. The
mayor met with the board of health over the problem. Since the illness was
highly contagious, they issued a ban on all public affairs which would involve more than 10 people. This meant
the closing of all theatres, schools and churches. The ban was initially set for one week, but was not lifted
until November 27, six weeks later.
Meanwhile the Provincial Board of Health issued the following order. “Every person in the province of Alberta
shall wear a mask when outside of their own residence, except when it is necessary to partially remove the
mask for the purpose of eating. Such a mask shall be made of at least three plies of cheesecloth, and if a
design to effectively cover the mouth and nostrils.”
A $50 fine was to be imposed on anyone not wearing
a mask. Local police forces were urged, on several
occasions during the following weeks, to strictly
enforce the measures.
Volunteers were called in to help the over worked
hospital staff. Patrols were organized to check homes
for people who might be too sick to seek help. At the
height of the epidemic, these patrols tried to check
every household in the city each day.
As the epidemic progresses, more and more
obituaries appearing in the NEWS related the death
to complications arising from the flu.
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Although schools were closed for over a month, students were not allowed to get behind on their lessons.
The teachers made up daily lists of homework assignments for their classes, and these were regularly
published by the news.
Editor’s note: Did I make a mistake and copy an article from last weeks NEWS? NO…. this is from an issue
of the Medicine Hat NEWS published by the Medicine Hat News in the book “Run That by Me Again by Peter
Meuller, 2000. Have times really changed?
Also, my father, had told me the same type of story of 1918 in Warminster, Ontario when he was a lad of 14
volunteering on a patrol in his home area where whole households died.
Gleanings Past Saamis Seeker Newsletters: 1984

by the editor

Genes and Genealogy: Loyalist Cats have Extra Toes….
A report in the Boston Globe in 1976 on the fact that as many as 12% of cats in the Greater
Boston area have more than the normal 5 toes on the front feet or more than 4 toes on
their back feet. A Boston University biologist stated that he was able to trace roughly, the
migrations of the early New England settlers by finding out where such cats live today. For
example, Philadelphia received fewer emigrants from the Boston area but many extra toed cats have been
found in the Canadian cities where Colonists Loyalists fled during and after the American Revolution. (Edited
from pg. 9 of Fall 1984 Saamis Seeker.. Source: Leeds & Grenville’s News & Views Oct 1984)
A Cure for a Rattlesnake Bite
Catch the rattlesnake. Cut off the tail. Cut off a piece of the tail and apply it
to the bite. Have the victim hold it in place for a few minutes, then throw it away. Cut
another piece and again apply it to the bite. Repeat until the complete tail has been
used up. The theory being that snake toxin has more affinity for snake flesh than for
human flesh, thereby transfers the poison back to the snake.
Source: ALBERTA, The Pioneer Years by Harold Fryer, Saamis Seeker Winter 1984 pg 9
OR: Did You Know? When a rattlesnake rattles are shaken vigorously they were suppose to cure a headache,
or sore throat. How? Catch a Rattlesnake, (Or use the one from above) Skin it. Wrap the skin around you neck
a couple of times. That should be sufficient. Saamis seeker Spring 1984, Pg 6. Author unknown (wonder why?)
Editor note: Only try these if you have the courage to catch a snake and the nearest hospital is 5,000 km/miles
away……. Saamis Seeker does not endorse this process (In case you were wondering)
A Book Review: ‘what’s so funny about alberta?’ By Michael Kerr…Published 2005 by Freisens
An introduction to Michael Kerr’s humorous approach to Alberta: ISBN 1-894856-32-5
Page 1:” Alberta is Canada’s second largest province (I you ignore Ontario and Quebec, which
let’s face it, most Albertans tend to) Alberta sprawled out at a whopping 661,190 square
kilometers (For Albertans that’s 255,285) to put this in perspective Alberta is a tad smaller than
the state of Texas please don’t tell them or never hear the end of it) and pudgier than
France……(tell them at every opportunity)
We’re shaped (we being the province not the people) rather like a slice of processed cheese
with a chunk bitten out of the lower west corner by a rabid raccoon.
Alberta is bound to the east by Saskatchewan –where most Albertans are born and on the west
by British Columbia –where most Albertan go to die.”
The rest of the book is filled with 27 humorous chapters, 213 pages of information about
Alberta and the people who live/d in the province before 2005. The book will soon be available
in our MHDGS library.
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An Untypical Immigrant
By Dwight E. Brown
Immigrant: a person who goes to live permanently in a foreign country.
There isn't what can be called a "typical" immigrant. Wherever they come from,
whatever culture they bring with them makes them unique and cannot be
"typical". I am an immigrant. I moved here from the United States. But I didn't
originally come to be a permanent immigrant. I was only to be here for 1 year on a work visa. It was to be an
adventure. I had no intention of moving permanently. In 1976 I was working for a Canadian Drilling contractor
who asked me and 2 others to come work in Canada for a year, the other 2 moved back to the U.S. at the end
of that year. I was asked to work another year but could only get a 6 month extension and if I wanted to stay
I would have to apply to become a Landed Immigrant.
I think most immigrants find much more of a cultural change than Leora or I did, not that there were none
just not so different as most. Some of them are no longer in effect, such as not being able to wear a cap / hat
when in a pub, or all the businesses being closed on Wednesday afternoons in small towns. It seemed we
always pick Wed. PM to go shopping. Not that people from other places in the world might not find this
strange but not the big change that we did.
The language was the same, at least mostly the same. People looked and acted pretty much the same, we
could read all the road signs and although French was on all products we didn't have to learn it.
One of the changes that I found was the attitude toward people in the oilfield and it was a welcome change.
In the U.S. I was a "rig pig", kind of one of the lower class, I made fairly good money and paid my bills but
most businesses didn't want you to stay around too long. The kid in the bank made half the money I did but
still thought of anyone in the oilfield as really below him. I thought this was only for someone in the field but
I found later from an American (I'll use that even though as I tell people I know in the U.S. that it's not only them that
are from America) who always worked in an office in the oil business what he was called and felt that too.
I am sure most immigrants to Canada find a much greater change in their life than we did. Stephan G.
Stephansson, an Icelandic immigrant to Canada, wrote a poem called "The Exile". In it he says, “I've no
fatherland” and for a few years I related to that. But that is not the case anymore nor has been for quite a
few years. I need to say also that when we became Canadian Citizens we were proud to be that and still are.
Editor note: Thanks for the “the other side of the story”. Glad you stayed in Canada….. Just to make you feel
a little better?….. My brother always said “You don’t have a real job….. you’re a teacher and have holidays
off, 2 weeks at Christmas and Easter and 2 months in the summer……… So finally said to him “If it is such a
“cushy”job, why doesn’t he quit his “cushy” job in the oil fields, go to university for 5 years and become a
teacher? My husband had one of those “cushy oil” jobs too so I knew how it really was and he knew about
mine as he cared for the kids and home while I was in university and on his days off so I could go to my
classroom to prepare lessons, marking, decorating the room to welcome the students to whatever grade I
was teaching at that time. (26 -36 great little kids and amazing teenagers). But it was a unique privilege and I
loved it (even though I wasn’t born in Saskatchewan but in the wilderness of central Alberta.)
Question to others: What is your “other side of the story”? Keep reading…… There are more stories from
members who knew “that there were things that needed telling that they knew.” Maybe you have a different
something from a different view. While you can… tell that story in Saamis Seeker.
Medicine Hat and District Branch of the Alberta Genealogical Society
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Will I Be Remembered? By Grace Roth
In response to Madeline's question “What has your life been like that should not be
forgotten?” I decided that I would share a little of my life.
I was born during World War 11, started school in a rural school and then moved to
a centralized school. School buses were part of my life from the half ton truck with a
wooden camper like box with chicken wire over the windows, to a more modern bus with a heater and seats,
not benches.
I grew up on a farm and then became a farmer's wife on a small farm until we purchased my in-laws more
modern, larger farm six years later.
I was married in 1961 and at the beginning of the year I started what I called a diary. My maternal grand
mother had a scribbler diary with only one line per entry for several years starting before 1919. She died in
1950. The information in it created the incentive to start my own record of incidences in our married life.
In about 1963 I began asking Ralph's maternal grandfather about his immigration to Canada from
Bessarabia. Little did I know that was a beginning into genealogy.
Forty years have passed since I joined the very small Medicine Hat Genealogical Society in 1979. At that time
I was working on the first Community History book that I edited, “Our Golden Heritage”. I learned a great deal
about research in the Edmonton archives and the Glen Bow Museum. That knowledge has been used many
times.
The first family book I had printed was in 1982. Two more followed by 1989 and the last one was printed in
2003. Community History books “The Prairie Crucible” was launched in 1989 and “The Plains, Trains, and
Wagon Wheels” was launched in 1994. The book chronicling the Redcliff glass factory history. ”Looking
Through Glass, The Redcliff Glass Factory” followed in 1999. A church history, “We Were Never Big”, about
Memorial Salem United Church was printed in 2000.
My own family genealogy is recorded under Ralph Roth in “Our Golden Heritage”. The family tree includes
Woolleys, Scotts, Newells, Lentzs, and Pahls in “Plains, Trains, and Wagon Wheels.” The Ralph Roth family is
included.
I have been working on my Memoirs using documents from birth certificates, baptism certificates and other
church papers, and my diary from 1961. The idea behind “My Memoirs” is so that our children and
grandchildren will have some idea of what our life was like. Radios were battery operated, now televisions
have colour and can cover the whole wall. Telephones were crank operated and now we have cell phones that
can take pictures and fit in your purse or pocket. Manual typewriters have been replaced by computers. We
have scanners, photo-copiers, and printers. My life was recorded for “Germans From Russia” on a DVD in
2017.
The important things in my life were my family, my church, and genealogy. My Memoirs were started in
2000 and still aren't finished. After all over 70 years can't be put on one page or even 200.
Permission to print from M. Grace Roth
1. Johnny's mother had three children. The first child was named April. The second child was named May.
...What was the third child's name?
2 .In California, you cannot take a picture of a man with a wooden leg. ...Why not?
3. How much dirt is there in a hole ...that measures two feet by three feet by four feet?
4. There is a clerk at the butcher shop, he is five feet ten inches tall and he wears size 13 sneakers....What does
he weigh?
5. If you were running a race, ...and you passed the person in 2nd place, what place would you be in now?
3. There is no dirt in a hole. 4. Meat 5. You would be in 2nd. Well, you passed the person in second place, not first
2. You can't take pictures with a wooden leg. You need a camera to take pictures.
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Answers:
1. Johnny of course.
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“A Picnic in the Cemetery” By Madeline Fischer
Why a picnic in the cemetery? During this current time in life it is a place to go where it is quiet and remember
those with whom you shared the path at one time and to remember the times you had with them. Maybe
gather together a few friends and spend a bit of time reminiscing “Old Times” together by sitting (Social
distancing) on lawn chairs or blankets over “bring your own” coffee, a lunch or snack, and relax and share
stories of that person you’re visiting…or move respectfully around the cemetery including as many of your
common friends headstones as you want, and then settle down to share, reminisce and enjoy the visit.
Maybe check with the cemetery office for regulations they have and adapt if needed. AND be sure to clean
up your “stuff” when you leave. For bending exercise you could even clean the plant life that is crowding into
the headstones. .(Those you visit will be safe as I think headstones guarantee you can’t get or give the virus
to those who rest beneath them).
Why a picnic in the cemetery? During these Covid times, we all need a change of pace, need to get together
with friends. What about coworkers you haven’t seen since you were stay safe at home, retired or were in
the same job at one time? Good time to SAFE gather with a few (according to covid guidelines etc.) AS well
you will get in a good walk, time out doors, a brain exercise as you remember things, maybe gain a renewed
friend, and go home with a new view on how you can live the new “normal”. You choose to make it whatever
you wish it to be.

By President & Founder: Lynda Millard, CROWN JEWELS OF CANADA SOCIETY,P.O. Box 29012, Okanagan Mission
RPO Kelowna BC V1W 4A7 Permission to print in “Saamis Seeker” from “2020 May CJCS Newsletter # 129” given by the
Crown Jewels of Canada (CJCS) by their Queen. (President). Thank you for sharing it as it gives an encouraging future
for us all in 2020.
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Quarantine 1942 - Scarlet Fever Epidemic
TRAFFIC is gone,
GAS is affordable,
BILLS extended.
KIDS are at home with their FAMILIES.
PARENTS are home taking care of their CHILDREN.
FAST FOOD replaced by HOME COOKED MEALS.
Hectic SCHEDULES replaced by NAPS, REST, and RELAXATION.
The AIR seems CLEANER.
The WORLD quieter.
PEOPLE are conscious about HYGIENE and HEALTH.
MONEY doesn't seem to make the WORLD GO ROUND anymore.
DOCTORS AND NURSES are being praised and recognized instead of athletes and celebrities
And WE now have TIME, finally, to STOP and SMELL the ROSES.
Printed with permission of CJCS as with previous permission

COVID 19 – WHAT THE “….”! By Debra Wickham
I am sure that many of us are remembering what we were doing at this time last year. I know I was probably
running around to all the garden centers, looking for the perfect plants to beautify our yard. We were
probably washing windows, cleaning the patio furniture and washing the patio deck, getting ready to catch
all that wonderful sunshine.
What we weren’t doing was heading into whatever week is it of COVID-19, that terrible virus that is changing
our lives. I have been in isolation since the beginning of February because of knee surgery, so I have been
confined a little longer than most. For the most part, the goals are the same for all. Staying healthy and safe,
wanting the same for our families. With isolation, I was glued to the TV, watching the news for hours a day
and seeing our world crumble as the government shut down travel, businesses, day cares and borders. Life
came to a standstill as the virus invaded our country and attacked our sense of normalcy.
I finally had to quit watching all that news as it was affecting my mental health. It was time to survive this
isolation, this chaos created by COVID-19. Whoever thought that going to the grocery store or the pharmacy
would become such a big deal? That toilet paper, Lysol wipes, hand sanitizer, gloves and masks would
become the hardest things to find? Everyone was struggling.
I decided that a routine was needed to help get through the days, to get over the loneliness and sadness
at not being able to see my family or friends. Most people who know me, know that I love my home, but I
don’t love staying at home. I missed my people. I wanted to be on the road to Calgary or Winnipeg, to see
those precious grandchildren, to see my sons and daughters-in-law. So, I developed a schedule.
First thing in the morning was coffee and reading the newspaper after sanitizing my hands before touching
the paper. Then my daily exercises followed by icing my knee on the couch while watching the Prime
Minister’s daily update on the COVID situation and listening to all the money being handed out in order for
people to survive. An hour spent working on my puzzle, then it was time to get ready for the rest of the day.
Afternoons were for genealogy classes, webinars and finally getting to that pile of paper and getting started
on sourcing those items in my Legacy program. Then I would find time to go for a walk, or ride my indoor
bike, before putting Ellen on the TV and preparing supper.
Nighttime was to catch up on all the Netflix we had been missing. Go to bed, get up and repeat. The only
deviation was the weekly Zoom calls to family and friends, or to decide to waste a morning talking on the
telephone. Get up and repeat.
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Now the time has come to start phasing in real life. People are not happy staying in isolation when the
weather is changing and warmer days are on the horizon. Also for many other reasons such as financial ruin,
mental health and the need to be outside in that wonderful weather, golfing or camping. The need to get on
with “normal” life.
But what is “normal”? How do we keep safe returning to normal with no idea of what this disease will do
to us on the way back to normal? Will gloves and masks protect us outside our home where we have been
relatively safe? Will our kids be safe at the parks and schools even with social distancing? How do we plan to
reopen our AGS library and keep all our elders safe? What does that future look like? I am sure that we have
all had our days, that we have all cried a few tears. Is it too soon? Time will tell, but until there is a vaccine,
I will still feel vulnerable, not sure if I am ready to hit the ground running with full force. I admit I have done
a couple of social distance coffee dates to keep my sanity, but that is totally different than going to a packed
mall, grocery store or a meeting with more than 15 people. I sometimes don’t feel safe at home with my
husband still working in the public even with the precautions we take. Maybe it is mind over matter.
I hope if anything, this pandemic has taught us GRATITUDE. For all our essential workers, whether it be
doctors, nurses, healthcare workers, truckers or grocery store workers. I hope that you take the time to say
“thank you”. Two little words go a long way. Even our government officials, our Prime Minister, need
appreciation for doing the best they can with what they have been dealt with. No one wishes to be in their
shoes. Political fallout can happen later. Right now we need to continue to be safe and healthy as we prepare
for the reopening of our economy and learn to adapt to our new environment.
Jacob and Eva Quenzer
Submitted by Teresa Maser Parasynchuk
I have spent several years looking at my Maser line and have not delved much
into my paternal great grandmother’s, background. Great Grandmother
Katherina Maser was a Quenzer. Her parents were Jacob Sr. Quenzer – 26 Jan
1848 – 10 Feb 1934 and Eva Klingmann 16 Aug 1848 – 12 Aug 1922. Both were
born in Gueldendorf, Odessa, South Russia and both died in Herreid, Campbell
County, South Dakota, USA. They married 28 Feb 1868 in Wilhelmdale
(Wilhelmstahl?), South Russia. Jacob and Eva had 11 children. My
Grandmother (Katherina), the oldest child, was born in 1869 in South Russia and died in 1927 in Elkwater,
Alberta, Canada.
Jacob and Eva came to South Dakota on April 6th, 1898, 9 years after their daughter and son – in -law, Christian
Maser. They brought with them their eight remaining children. One of the few times that Quenzer was spelt
incorrectly was on the ship list – it was Kwenzer. It stated that they were coming to join their daughter in
Eureka. (It did not say that Eureka was in South Dakota or that their daughter was Katherina Maser)
In the letter that Great Grandfather wrote when Katherina Quenzer Maser died in 1927, Christian mentioned
that she was survived by her 80-year-old father. This was another clue for making sure I had the correct
Quenzer family. The letter stating that Katherina was born a Quenzer in
Annenthal, South Russia, also allowed me to backtrack and find several things
that pertained to Jacob and Eva’s past. Going into Odessa3.org, I was able to
find the births of their children. Their marriage was under “Village Records”
and the actual date was in the obituary of Jacob Sr. in the “Prairie Picayune,
Herreid, South Dakota.” Talk about having to go to many sources to find the
actual information.
Thanks to Don Schmidt, I have a few more details than what I had before. In
the research that Don did, he came across a picture of Jacob and Eva
Klingmann. I have tried a few ways to find the people that have the original
picture but unfortunately, I have come up against a big brick wall. To use the picture that is in the article that
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Don wrote is very small and of course copied many times. Don has given me his research on the Quenzers as
well as adding information to “Find A Grave”.
Don has researched back to a Michael Quenzer born about 1740 in Hoffenheim, Baden, Germany. What I
have to do now, is look into these records and find out what their occupations were. What is most interesting,
will be finding some information of what they did and how.
********************************************************************
The Last Word: Editor Privilege??: I started this issue with high hopes, then things came to a standstill. What next?
Fill 15 pages with my stories etc. OH Get Real….. That does not a Newspaper make….. so…….. whine cry, beg, give up,
or reach out and search the field….. Now three weeks later in the midst of all the changes of COVID, emails from the
faithful, encouragement from the President and our publisher and distributor. (basically we weren’t going to take the
blame for no Saamis Seeker) And here it is….. A beautiful gathering of stories, poems, events, history and viewpoints.
I hope that you enjoyed their works as much as I did. If you did.. how about telling them so and join them in the next
issue of Saamis Seeker. If not tell me.
Now for the last…….. I have a book called “Toilet Paper Origami” by Linda Wright you are welcome
to borrow if you need something to add to your activity list to use up all that TP you scrambled in the
early days of Covid to stock up on. It says “delight your guests with fancy folds and simple
embellishments…….. All the directions and pictures you need to make such things as a rambling rose,
a vase, a swimming whale, etc. or make your own new Normal.
May we all gather in a large group and prepare articles for a new Saamis Seeker. Stay Safe and enjoy your world with
whatever comes next. Maybe a coffee at your favorite place? I’m ready.

Email your comments submissions to MHDGS (mhgs@shaw.ca) or directly to Madeline Fischer, editor
at genfisch@telus.net .
A Little Bit about ME? --My Philosophy of Housekeeping by Madeline Fischer
I do believe this with all my heart!
I don't do windows because: I love birds and don't want one to run into a clean window
and get hurt.
I don't mind the dust bunnies because: They are very good company, I have named most of
them, and they agree with everything I say. Most of them live under my bed.
I don't disturb cobwebs because: I want every creature to have a home of their own.
I don't Spring Clean because I love all the seasons and don't want the others to get jealous.
I don't pull weeds in a garden because I don't want to get in God's way, HE is an excellent designer!
I don't put things away because it is easier to find them where I last left them. It’s the last place I look too.
I don't do gourmet meals when I entertain because I don't want my guests to stress out over what to
make when they invite me over for dinner. Hot dogs??
I don't iron because I choose to believe them when they say "Permanent Press".
I don't stress much on anything because "A” Type personalities die young and I want to stick around
and become a wrinkled up crusty ol' woman!!!! So I go with the don’t do it personality- D D
I have discovered that a good layer of dust on wood keeps it from drying out and protects the finish.
A bonus is if you have to dust do it after having company and then invite them back in a few months.
They will think you have new colored furniture and complement you on your new interior. Wow
If I am happy with the way things are… why change or try to improve on it??
Have a great summer doing it your way.
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