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22nd Year Anniversary of this Newsletter!

BH Chapter Hosts 46th Annual
GRHS Convention, Sept. 2016

discussion of German Russian complicity in the
Holocaust.
Attendance was somewhat low at 265 though
Chapter registration was excellent at 38. Convention net profit was about $11,000. GRHS rules stipulate that half is to go to GRHS and half to the hosting Chapter. BH Chapter’s Board members voted to
give our $5,500 to our mother organization with the
stipulation that it go toward GRHS’s assessment for
road work in front of the Headquarters in Bismarck.
At our October Chapter Meeting, members voted to
give GRHS another $3,900 to pay off the road assessment entirely. Yea us!

BH Chapter has hosted the Annual GRHS Convention three times now—2003, 2009, and last
year. Thanks to hard work by the Convention Planning Committee and specifically to Dave Feist for
his organizational skills as Treasurer and Volunteer
Coordinator plus his hoard of volunteers, the 2016
Convention proceeded with no significant glitches.
Attendees evaluated the Programs highly with
family stories by Lena Wolf and Tanja Schell especially popular. Valya Kramer taught a class on Making Red Borscht and Bill Bosch gave an Overview
of GR History and spoke on Russian Agriculture in
the 1880s. A very important talk was Ron Vossler’s

BH Chapter’s 15th Annual German
Dinner to be March 5, 2017

Dinner organizers again hope to sell around 800
tickets for the Dinner to be held at Blessed Sacrament Parish Hall, 4500 Jackson Blvd. People love
our menu so it will once more feature German sausage, sauerkraut, German potato salad, Knoephla,
and Kuchen. The Dinner gives members a chance to
mingle with and get to know each other better while
actually having fun working together. Please contact
Dave Feist and let him know how you would like to
volunteer. Email davefeist48@yahoo.com or call him
at 605-348-4013.

MEETING PROGRAM 19 FEBRUARY 2017
Faith Lutheran Church, 17 Indiana St., Rapid City, SD, 1pm

President’s Message
Youth Essay Contest
Humor: Are You German?
Growing Up German
in Kazakhstan
Millie’s Sod House, Pt. 2
Library News
2017 CONVENTIONS
Membership Report
GRHS 12-16 July, Bismarck, ND
AHSGR 28-31 August, Milwaukee,WI Schneider Tours, LLC

Black Hills Chapter Germans from Russia Heritage Society’s Program for its February 19 Meeting
will be “Member Profile Workshop Featuring
Ralph Fitzner.” Ralph’s story is fascinating and
will serve as an example to attendees who will be
given tips on how to write their own Profiles.
Refreshment Committee
will serve coffee and goodies.
Members whose names begin with
A through K please bring food.

Inside!
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President’s Message

Sure hope the New Year is starting out in just the right
way for all of you! The years just seem to zoom by.
President: Milt Kramer
With every message that I write, I try to convey to all of our
(605)-343-0654
members some important Items. This message is no excepmkramer@rap.midco.net
tion.
Vice President: Del Beck
We have some items that will enhance our chapter, I think.
(605)-718-2603
The
first is our MEMBER PROFILE PROJECT. This was the
beckshausrc@gmail.com
brainchild
of Bill Bosch. A long while back I heard some inforSecretary: Ken Vogele
mation
about
one of our members and I said to myself, “I sure
(605) 348-4518
didn’t
know
that
about that person,” and this always seemed
ken@vogelefamily.info
to
bother
me
a
little.
I realized, of course, that the members of
Treasurer: Dave Feist
our chapter did not know each other very well. And so the
(605) 348-4013
member profile was created. I want to give credit to Bill, Leah
davefeist48@yahoo.com
Rennell,
Bernie
Lambert
and Vi Stoltz for creating the member profile worksheet
Board Members:
and
our
Board
of
Directors
for supporting the project. So, at the February 19 th
Bill Bosch
chapter meeting we are having a workshop to help as many members as possible
(605) 641-9301
wbosch@spe.midco.net
to start completing their member profiles. Eventually all profiles will be combined
Lianne Geidel
so they can be shared with one another. PLEASE try to attend the meeting on
(605) 381-5727
February 19th.
liannegeidel@hotmail.com
At the January 7th board meeting we agreed that we should have a new memBernie Lambert
bership goal for this year. We agreed that we should work at getting 10 new mem(605) 343-5454
lamberber@rushmore.com bers in 2017. Please put on your thinking caps and ask folks to join GRHS. As
always, the more GRHS members, the better GRHS can balance its budget.
Leah Rennell
I want to encourage everyone to be ready and willing to volunteer for our Ger(307) 660-4082
lrennell@midco.net
man Dinner which is scheduled for March 5th at Blessed Sacrament Parrish Hall.
Deb Roberts
This is our 15th year, a sort of milestone for projects. I know that it is the most suc(605) 716-1591
cessful project in all of GRHS. We can be so proud of ourselves. No chapter
debbidoll6@hotmail.com
comes close to supporting the International in Bismarck better than us. See you the
Newsletter Editor
19th!
Sincerely,
Milt Kramer
Ken Vogele

Chapter Officers

1605 Palo Verde Drive
Rapid City SD 57701-4461
Web Master
Dave Feist

New Easier Chapter
Web Address:

www.bhgrhs.org
Anyone who is
interested in the work
of the Germans from
Russia Heritage
Society is welcome to
attend our Chapter
meetings.

BHGRHS

News

Youth Committee: Chapter Essay Contest Deadline

The deadline for submitting essays to our chapter contest is March 20, 2017. If
you know of a student who is working on an essay, you may want to check in with
that student and remind them of the deadline. We automatically enter all of our chapter entries in the GRHS contest also and
their deadline is April 1. So it is especially important to honor
our March 20 deadline because we have to pack up our entries and send them to the GRHS essay contest before their
closing date. Students are eligible for prizes at the chapter level as well as at the international (GRHS) level. Entry forms and
rules can be found on our website at http://www.bhgrhs.org or
by contacting Bill Bosch at wbosch@spe.midco.net.
Generally, most of our entries come from personal contacts
with parents, grandparents or teachers of students. If you
know teachers, we ask that you talk to them about our essay
contest. Many of our previous entries have come about because people like Del Beck and Ken Vogele make presentations at local schools. If you plan to make such a presentation, you should do so
soon and we thank you.
We have one-page announcements of our contest available for posting in places that may draw the attention of a parent, teacher or student. If you need such a
sheet, you can download one from our website or contact Bill Bosch.
Our cash prizes are $150 for 1st place and $100 for Runner-Up in middle
school, high school and university categories. SD resident students or students related to some member of our chapter are eligible to enter our chapter contest but
any student can enter the GRHS contest.
Bill Bosch, Chair, Youth Committee

BH Chapter Committee
Reports
LIBRARY NEWS

Black Hills Chapter library will be open at
1:00 pm on February 19, 2017. A new book, Sunflowers & Thistles, Besssarabian Germans Speak
Out has been added to the choice of books in our
library for your reading pleasure. Sonnrosen und
Piker, Bessarabiendeutsche erzahlen, authored by Elvire Bisle
-Fandrich, has been translated
by James T. Gessele and is a
part of the 2016 Germans from
Russia
Heritage
Collection
(GRHC), North Dakota State
University Library.
This book is a collection of
stories by Germans from Bessarabia. The contemporary witnesses relate both gratifying
and painful experiences about
life in Bessarabia, about their resettlement to Germany, about establishing themselves in the eastern
German territories, about war, flight and expulsion
and a new beginning after 1945. Through pictures
and narrative, this book documents a piece of history.
Del and Sharon Beck donated Land of the Burnt
Thigh by Edith Eudora Kohl. This autobiography
about Edith and her sister Ida Mary is about the two
young women in their early twenties, who left Chicago in 1907 to try their hand at homesteading in
South Dakota near the Lower Brule Indian Reservation. The Ammon sisters had many interesting experiences while living in their tiny tarpaper shack on
160 waterless, sun-baked and snow-blasted acres
for eight months, until they could “prove up” the
claim. Their experiences with prairie fires, rattlesnakes, blizzards, land rushes and fear of Indian
attacks make for very interesting and lively reading.
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als to stay alive and keep the Society functioning. It
is your membership that keeps us preserving our
heritage.
Your membership is vitally important. If you have
not yet mailed your 2017 membership fee to the
Bismarck office, please do so. On page 8 of this
Newsletter is an application form. This year’s fee is
still $65, just under 25¢ a day!

Are You German?

By Bill Bosch
My hearing is poor. It has been evaluated by two
different offices that sell hearing aids and they said
that I probably would not benefit from a hearing aid.
Bummer. I am tempted to try one of those 30-day
return options. I miss a lot of conversations due to
bad ears.
Last September 2016, Allen Kleinsasser gave
the keynote address at our national convention of
the Germans from Russia Heritage Society. His
voice and my ears mesh beautifully and I heard
every word he spoke. He told of his experiences
working for the Rapid City Water Department. During his time, Rapid City installed new water meters
throughout the city. One resident was a woman who
was very shy or suspicious of strangers and no one
had been able to get access to her house or yard to
install a new meter. So with a round of chuckles in
the warehouse, they dispatched Allen to her residence. I may have a few details wrong but the general thrust of his story is as follows.
When he rang her door bell, she opened the
door a few inches and asked “Who are you?”
“I’m from the Water Department and I’m here to
put in a new water meter for you.”
“How do I know you’re not some kind if crook or
robber?”
Kathy Schneider, Chapter Librarian
“Well, Ma’m, it says right here on my shirt,
’Rapid City Water Department.’”
The Good and Bad of Membership
“You could have taken that off someone’s wash
The good news is that 68
line.”
Black Hills Chapter members
“Well, Ma’m, if you look out in the street, my van
have renewed their GRHS memis parked out there and on its side it says ‘Rapid
berships as of February 1st.
City Water Department.’”
Thank you for supporting your
“You could have stolen that, too.”
Chapter and Society.
At that point she had opened the door a few
The bad news is that 20 of
more inches and Allen saw something hanging on
our 2016 members have not yet
the wall with some German words on it. Allen either
renewed. The Chapter’s strength
remarked about the words or recited some of them
lies in its membership and “in
to which she replied:
numbers there is strength.” The
“Are you German?”
Society is dependent on the in“Yes, Ma’m, I am German.” She swung the door
come from membership renew(See top page 4)
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Remember: GRHS Dues

(Contd. From page 3) wide open and said “Come
on in.” A little while later she had a new meter and
Allen was sitting at her kitchen table enjoying some
conversation and coffee. Knowing Allen, he probably left with a fresh loaf of banana bread under his
arm. His buddies back at the warehouse awaited
his return with much anticipation.
“So Allen, how did it go?” they asked with smirks
on their faces.
“No problem at all. I installed a new meter and
that was that”, replied Allen nonchalantly.
They are probably still scratching their heads
down there over that incident. Sometimes it is an
advantage to be a “German” and sometimes it isn’t.
About a month after that convention, I was in
Linton, North Dakota. My brother and I had taken
on a small construction project. Our great grandfather Gottlieb Dockter is buried in a rural cemetery
north of Zeeland, ND. It is called Frieden’s Lutheran
Cemetery. He has an iron cross over his grave. His
wife, Salomea, is buried right beside but
has nothing over her
grave. My second
cousin once removed,
Carol Just, who lives
in Minnesota, has
talked to me about
putting a cross over
her grave. After a couple of years of hesitation, we finally agreed
to move on that project.
My brother and I
volunteered to put up
a base for an iron
cross. Our cousin, Gottlieb Dockter’s Iron Cross
who is also a great
grandson of Salomea, volunteered to build a cross
for her. His name is Ray Dockter and he lives in
Linton, ND where he still works as a blacksmith at
about 80 years of age.
So sometime in October 2016 my white Toyota
truck was parked in front of my brother’s house and
we were loading supplies to make the trip to the
cemetery and sink a concrete pillar into the ground
for a base for the cross. My brother had gone to the
rear of his house while I was still loading.
The door on the house next door opened a bit
and a woman poked out her head and asked
“Could you fix my faucet?”

BH CHAPTER BIRTHDAYS
JANUARY, FEBRUARY, MARCH
Del Beck
Dee Holmberg
Kathy Schneider
Ida Engelhardt
Myron Buchli
Alex Imberi
Ken Stoltz
Debbie Roberts
Jim Schuh

1/1
1/9
1/23
1/26
1/27
2/2
2/3
2/6
2/7

Marilyn Brooks
Ralph Fitzner
Anita Kleinsasser
Allen Kleinsasser
Mark Kirchgesler
Bob Schneider
Dominic Horning
Jim Kramer
Kevin Clegg

2/15
2/19
2/23
2/28
2/29
3/1
2/21
3/22
3/26

ANNIVERSARIES
Kevin & Fay Clegg 1/25
Luke & Joan Bachmeier 2/18
Steve & Debbie Eberle 3/5
Christal Hexem is BH Chapter’s
Sunshine Gal
Call 716-6156 or email: chexem@midco.net
with your info or if you know of an illness or
special occasion

To say I am not good at repairing faucets is an understatement. In fact, whenever I undertake a
plumbing job in our house it is likely to turn into an
event worthy of being included in our annual Christmas letter. But I did not want to be unfriendly. For
all I knew maybe her faucet was spraying water up
to the ceiling and she needed help right then and
there. So I said “Well, I suppose I could take a look
at it.”
She said “Are you German?”
Aha, she was appealing to my ethnic pride. Clever
woman. With Allen’s successful approach still firmly
in mind, I squared up my shoulders and stuck my
chest out a bit and replied “Yes, I am German.”
“No you’re not.”
“Ma’m, I most certainly am German.”
“No you’re not.”
“Yes I am. I assure you that I am German.”
“No, you’re not. There can’t be two of you.”
“Two of us? There are hundreds of us. This town
is full of Germans and I am one of them.”
“No, you’re not”, she said and closed her door.
Oh, well. I had other things to do and she could
do what she wanted. So I continued loading supplies for our construction project. The conversation
puzzled me, though, and I wondered about it until
someone familiar with the community explained it to
me.
Linton, ND is a town of about 1,400. They only
have one plumber in Linton!

School of Mines Cultural Expo For Great Ethnic Food
and Fun , April 1, Surbeck Center, $8 (A Bargain)
Growing Up German in Kazakhstan
By Lena Wolf
About the Author—
Black Hills Chapter’s
New Member from
London, England

Lena was born in Latvia. At
age 7 she moved to Kazakhstan where she lived until 1990
when her family emigrated to
Germany. Currently she lives in
London where she works at the
European Bank for Reconstruction and Development. (EBRD).
Lena is an enchanting person
and her presentation of her family’s story at our Rapid
City GRHS Convention was extremely well liked.

I recall what it was like to grow up German in Kazakhstan:
I am sitting in our new school, which was built right
next to our block of flats in Aktyubinsk, Kazakhstan. The
city is now known by its Kazakh name of Aktobe—
supposedly referring to its ‘white hills’, coloured by the
high salt content in the region—although I do not recall
any such hills. I am surrounded by children from different cultural backgrounds in the classroom: Ukrainian,
Kazakh, Uzbek, Polish, Mongolian, Jewish, Russian and
then, of course, there is me. I am German.
Being German was rather more undesirable than desirable. More or less every child at school lost a grandfather, a grandmother or another relative in the last world
war because of the Germans. Also, victory in the war is
still one of the major national holidays and celebrations
in the country. So I couldn’t stop thinking that as a German I should feel responsible for what happened, even
though my family was never involved in the war. Despite
all this, I was still part of this multicultural classroom. I
was born in Latvia, was living in Kazakhstan and I was
German—that’s all I knew back then.
Ukraine is 700
miles west

KAZAKHSTAN
Aktyubinsk
(Aktobe)

From www.mapsopensource.com, licensed under a Creative
Commons Attribution 3.0 Unported License, map modified.
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Why Kazakhstan?
Both of my parents were born in Ukraine in a German
settlement called Blumenfeld; later it was given a Russian name. I don’t know how long ago my ancestors settled there, as there were several waves of immigration…
When my family was deported [from Blumenfeld to
Kazakhstan in 1941 after the Nazis attacked the Soviet
Union], it was not clear which punishment was harsher:
being exiled to Siberia or Kazakhstan. Northern Kazakhstan was then vast, mainly uninhabited, without water
and with very harsh winters (–40° F) and unbearably hot
summers (104° F). Given the lack of language skills—
my grandparents and my parents spoke neither Russian
nor Kazakh—and discrimination against Germans at a
time when the whole country was losing men fighting the
Germans, my grandparents and parents were forced to
make Kazakhstan their new home.
German Culture in Kazakhstan
My experience of growing up in Kazakhstan was different from that of my parents. For me, it was not bad at
all. At home my grandparents and parents tried to maintain what was supposed to be our culture—German culture. We celebrated Christmas in a predominantly Muslim albeit officially atheist country. We celebrated Easter.
Churches were officially not allowed, but my grandparents took me to services, which were always hidden in
someone’s home.
I grew up eating German food and speaking German
at home although I never felt it was my language. It was
the native language of my parents and grandparents. Of
course, I learned to keep all this behind closed doors. I
was not allowed to mention it to my friends or, even
worse, at school. From an early age, I became an expert
in hiding who we truly were.
Outside home I was proud to be a Young Pioneer [A
Soviet youth organization which indoctrinated boys and
girls with Communist principles]. I trained to be a figure
skater and was very good at swimming and won several
competitions. I believed in the benevolence of communism: in free education and free healthcare for everyone. I believed in equal opportunities for all nationalities,
equality between men and women, and work for everyone. I also believed what we were told about capitalist
countries: no jobs, hunger, inequality and people protesting constantly against capitalism. These were the
images that we were shown on television.
I believed in the Soviet Union and the security it gave
me. When Andropov passed away, I actually cried.
When Kim Jong Il died recently, most Westerners
looked at the pictures of people mourning in disbelief
and confusion. Why were they crying? But I felt that I
understood. They didn’t cry because of his death, but
because someone who provided them with a sense of
security and sense of belonging was not there anymore.
To a certain extent, the leader replaced religion for us.
Meanwhile my parents worried about who would be
in power next and what his stance would be towards the
Germans.
(See next page)
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Anyone Who Actually Reads This Newsletter, Please email
(ken@vogelefamily.info) or call (605-381-7224) Ken Vogele.

Hiding my identity
My beliefs in communism were challenged when my
aunt came to visit us from West Germany. I was very
excited about the prospect of seeing her and expected
her to be poor, starving and sad—all because she didn’t
live in the glorious Soviet Union. When she arrived I was
surprised at how well she looked and how well dressed
she was.
For my parents it was a very difficult time. They knew
that the visit would have an effect on their lives; they
would be questioned at work and possibly even worse.
I didn’t know either what would happen to me at school.
How would it affect my being a Pioneer?
During the visit we had to balance the happiness of
seeing my aunt with the worry about our daily lives. For
her entire stay, a policeman was assigned to our ‘case’.
He was permanently there—when we ate, talked, looked
at photos, went to sleep and when we got up. But allegedly he was there for our protection, not to monitor us.
At the end of the visit, my parents’ concerns came
true; they were questioned at work. At school the topic
of western propaganda was raised. Although no names
were mentioned, we were instructed to keep an eye on
those who were easily influenced by the capitalist West.
It was then that I felt really angry with the regime. My
aunt looked happy, far from malnourished, and said that
she didn’t have to queue for bread and milk, which I had
to do every morning before school, and that shops were
full of groceries and meat at all times. Apparently there
were also all kinds of exotic foods in the West that I had
never even heard of.
A new life in Germany and abroad
After Perestroika, everything changed. All of a sudden we were free to go to Germany and start a new life.
It was at this point that I realized that I wanted to see the
world with my own eyes. I didn’t want to trust people telling me what it is like. Maybe that’s why I moved on later
to live in New Zealand, then Norway, the US and now
the UK.
In Germany my search for identity continued. My
family and I are German, but with experiences that were
radically different from those of our compatriots. My
mum still cooked Kazakh traditional foods – beshbarmak
and plov, for example – and we were all still happy to
have a drink of kumis (fermented mare’s milk) when
someone brought it over.
My parents seemed to be holding on to their Kazakh
and Russian identity in Germany as much as they did to
their German roots when we lived in Kazakhstan. It is
almost ironic, but it seems that in a homogenous society
differences are highlighted and people feel more affinity
to the part that differentiates them from others.
Cosmopolitan London
Working at the EBRD now gives me a feeling of contributing to change. A bank that promotes economic development in the former Soviet Union seems to be the
perfect place for me, combining my natural interest in

these countries and my knowledge of languages and
different cultures.
I would like to see the country I grew up in be truly
free—a place where people can make up their own
minds and voice their opinions, a place that gets the opportunity to develop economically.
What makes me sometimes smile is that sitting at my
desk at the EBRD reminds me of my classroom in Aktyubinsk. Every day I am surrounded by people from different cultures and countries. Everyone is different in his
own way, different in thought and speech, yet all united
by the fact that we work for the Bank and live in London.
The difference is, of course, that we all choose to be
here. It was our decision, whereas the families in Soviet
Aktyubinsk didn’t necessarily have this choice.

My Childhood in a Sod Home, Part 2
(Continued from the June 2016 Newsletter)
By Millie Halsey

The house was heated with the
potbelly stove which was in the
entryway room. Sheldon’s room
and especially my room were cold
in the winter. I had said previously
that my parent’s bedroom was
entered from Sheldon’s room, but
I now recall that it was entered
from the potbelly stove room.
Since my parent’s bedroom was
closest to the stove, it was the
warmest of the three bedrooms.
Once we had overnight visitors
who were given my bedroom, and
that night I had to sleep in the entryway room on two kitchen chairs pushed together. The
original outside entrance into the old sod part of the
house was into this entryway room but, when we lived
there, we entered the house from outdoors directly into
the kitchen. From my bedroom, I had to go through my
brother Sheldon’s room and through the entryway room
to get to the kitchen.
The north third of this home was a wooden addition
that contained a modest sized kitchen, a fairly large pantry and a little storage room which was empty except for
a few cleaning supplies like a broom and mop. The pantry had cupboards along the outside west wall. Under
the cupboards was a counter top with cupboards beneath it. Sheldon and I would play paper dolls on the
counter while mom napped. We tried to be very quiet
because I swear that mom could hear paper dolls fall.
Our dolls and their clothes we cut out of catalogues. The
clothes only kind of fit, but in our imaginations they did.
The kitchen was also pretty bare. The stove was a
simple white enamel one with a cupboard on top. I don’t
even think it had a water bath. The stove was heated
with wood or coal or corn cobs. Mom baked bread, kuchen and even made long John rolls with white sugar
(See next page)

Volunteers Needed For
German Dinner, March 5
frosting and vanilla pudding inside. She also made donuts. A square table with four chairs and a wash stand
over a slop bucket were the only other pieces of furniture. Mom would heat water and we would wash the
dishes in a basin on the kitchen table. There were no
shelves or cupboards in the kitchen. A kerosene lamp
on the table provided light in the kitchen, but all other
rooms in the house had only natural light. The kitchen
and all other rooms had pull-down green shades with
simple curtains.
I had been taught to play rummy when I was six
years old and we often played cards at the kitchen table.
We also played carroms on that table. We called carroms “schnuckers” and we’d snap the carroms with our
index fingers. At age six, even Sheldon played
“schnuckers,” and my son Todd still has that old board.
We also had another board game that we called
“marbles” but which was a variation of parcheesi. Because we didn’t have an ice house, we made ice cream
only in wintertime. It was usually my job to churn the ice
cream which we ate with crushed soda crackers on top.
We always had lots of company, mostly mom’s relatives.
When we lived here, I had two dolls. One had a broken left arm. The one I liked best had a composition
head and composition hands and feet and was given to
me when I was six and in the hospital with a bad ear infection. It had an outfit that grandma Schuh made, including a jacket, slip, dress, hat and booties. The hat
and booties were crocheted as was a band around the
waist of the dress that had duck designs in it. My daughter Bonnie has this doll today.
Behind the house was a two-hole outhouse and our
root cellar. The door to the root cellar was slanted upwards in a mound of dirt. The steps and walls were
made of cement. At the bottom of the steps was another
door that opened into the underground storage area that
maybe was fifteen feet long and ten feet wide. This is
where mom stored most of her canned goods and her
garden produce. Mom was known for her pickles.
Out in the farmyard was a summer kitchen, a barn for
cattle, a pig barn, and a little round chicken coop, all
painted red. The summer kitchen was located to the
southeast of the house, the chicken coop to the west
and north, the cattle barn mostly north and the pig barn
northeast. A windmill with a wooden tank was located
between the two barns and maybe 100 feet from the
house. Water had to be hauled to the house, but that
was never my job. When we lived there, the summer
kitchen was no longer used and it had no stove or furniture in it. The only thing we used it for was bathing in
summertime.
The lower 5 to 8 feet of the cow barn was made of
stone with the upper walls and hip roof of wood. I never
went up in the hay loft. There were no stalls in the barn.
We just milked our cows “free style” by which I mean
that we would call their names and they would just stand
there in the barn while we sat on one-legged stools and
milked them. I first started milking some when I was
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about six years old. The cow I milked was called
“Guernsey.” Mom could milk three cows to my one. We
sold our cream in Parkston, SD. When we lived in the
soddy, dad was in his last year of farming with horses,
but I don’t recall where he kept them. There was a small
cemetery in our pasture, but the church was long gone. I
visited the graves when I was older but didn’t recognize
any of the German names on the stones.
The pig house was all wood. I don’t think it had divisions inside, either. The pig pen was large, and a previous farmer must have raised lots of hogs, but we had
only about six. In the pig pen was a huge cottonwood
tree with a hole in its trunk. We were told not to go into
the pig pen because hogs could be dangerous, but once
my curiosity got the best of me, and I snuck in and sat in
the hole in that tree. We always had chickens, but during
the summer that we lived in the sod house, my folks
raised 80 geese to make extra money. Then our relatives came and helped butcher them when it got cold.
Sheldon and I often played outside. We played with
rocks a lot. We played “farm,” and rocks were our animals and buildings. We also liked to play in an old model
A shell, the running gear presumably having been converted into a wagon.
We only lived in the soddy during my fourth-grade
year, and then dad took over farming on grandma
Schuh’s place near Delmont from his younger brother
Arnold who decided to move to Mitchell. I later counted
eight sod homes that I knew of in Douglas and Tripp
Counties. At least three were still lived in by tenant
farmer families. By then, all of them had been covered in
wood to protect the sod from weathering. The rest were
being used for other purposes or were in a rubble stage.
My great grandparents John and Dorthea Balzer Bietz
had lived in a sod house before they built their large red
brick home. Later, a tornado went through their farmyard. The new home had a little damage, but the tornado took down some other buildings, and yet the sod
house hung in there. It can be seen standing in a picture
I’ve seen which shows the destruction on the farm.
Schneider Tours to Ukraine/Moldova
If you are planning to visit your ancestral villages in the
Black Sea region of western Ukraine or the Gluckstal colonies
in Moldova during 2017, it may be possible to do it, but a tour
wouldn’t include a trip to Crimea. For a spring tour contact
David Kilwien, Aberdeen, WA, tour leader, email:
kilwiend@comcast.net ; or, call: 360-538-0274. To obtain information about the fall tour contact Merv Weiss, Saskatoon,
CA, tour leader, email: mweiss@shaw.ca; or, call, 306-4774757. Otherwise, private tours to visit ancestral villages in the
Black Sea Region of Ukraine and Moldova may be arranged
for individuals or small groups by contacting Merv Weiss, Saskatoon, SK, by clicking on the website: http://
www.russianroots.ca/tours_to_ukraine.html.
Note that taking a private tour would allow you to arrange your
tour itinerary with the dates of your choice and an itinerary
that includes only the ancestral villages and attractions you
may want to visit.
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Germans from Russia Heritage Society Membership Application
Preserving Our Heritage—Enriching Our Lives
Date_______________________

New Member______

Renewal Member______

Name or Names (if husband and wife)___________________________________________________________________
Maiden Name________________________________Birthday__________________Anniversary____________________
Street Address______________________________________________________________________________________
City________________________________________________State________________Zip________________________
Phone #________________________Email Address_______________________________________________________
Please list me as a member of Black Hills Chapter

(or another Chapter___________________________________)

Ancestral Villages in Russia___________________________________________________________________________
Annual Membership Fee $65.
Life membership Fee $1300.

(Membership Fees are due annually on January 1.)
(You may pay Life Fee all at once or in not less than five annual payments of $260. )

Attached is my remittance of _____________________.
I would like to receive the Black Hills GRHS Chapter Newsletter by Email______or by US Mail_____ or Neither______
Check for payment of GRHS dues should be made to GRHS. Please mail membership applications to Rachel Schmidt,
GRHS Library & Bookstore, 1125 W. Turnpike Ave., Bismarck ND 58501-8115. Dues can also be paid on line at the GRHS
website at www.grhs.org .

Black Hills GRHS
Chapter News
1605 Palo Verde Drive
Rapid City, SD 57701-4461

Please
Renew Your
2017 GRHS
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Today!
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