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A publication for those who have a genealogical interest in the Beresan District
of Odessa, South Russia during the nineteenth and twentieth centuries.
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Beresan District Villages
(Those in bold are first villages.)

Alexanderfeld, Alexandrovka,
Annenthal, Annovka, Antonowka,
Bagdanovka, Bendeerhof, Biswanje,
Christina, Christofovka, Domaneveka,
Dvorjanka, Eigengut, Felsenburg,
Friedensdorf, Friedrichstal, Gaaregai,
Gotta, Gradenfeld, Grise, Gulden-
dorf,  Halbstadt, Heck, Hoffnungstal,
Hoffnung, Hoffnungsburg, Jo-
hannestal, Kantakusenka, Kapi-
tanovka, Karlevka, Karlsruhe,
Katharinental, Kavkas, Klein Karl-
sruhe, Klundovo, Kratovka, Landau,
Lerisk, Lichtenfeld, Lubo-
Alexandrovka, Manov, Marienfeld,
Marlanavka, Michaelowka,
Munchen, Navaselevka, Neu Karl-
sruhe, Neu Lustdorf, Neu Munchen,
Neu Rohrbach, Neu Speyer, Neu
Worms, Neusatz, Novo-Amerika,
Novonikolajevka, Olgino, Otschakov,
Petrowka, Pokrovskaja, Rastadt,
Rohrbach, Rosenthal, Savidovka,
Schlosser, Schmatz, Schonfeld, Sebas-
tiansfeld, Selingera, Skarupka,
Sjepucha, Speir/Speyer, Stadnaja-
Bulka, Steinberg, Steingut, Stuttgart,
Sulz, Swenigorodka, Vossessensk,
Waterloo, Weidenberg, Wilhelmathal,
Wolksov, Worms, Wowtsche.

(this list is not all inclusive — if you
have additions, please provide to the
lead editor)

Many of these identified chutors and
villages need much research.  If you
have any background information on
them, please with us.

Thanks

Beresan District
Odessa Newsletter

A VISIT TO SPEYER (SPEIER)

By Merv Rennich

It was not a long visit - only about an hour or so.  As part of a small group of The Journey To
The Homeland Tour, we had already been to the site of Sulz where we got stuck in the mud
and had to get pulled out by horses, and to Landau where we visited the clinic.  Now, in mid
afternoon, we had come to Speyer to principally visit the school and the church.

It was a beautiful day, warm and mostly sunny.  On the way to Speyer there was a road crew
resurfacing the road.  They were dumping loads of asphalt on the road and spreading it and

rolling it out to form a rather rough surface. We visited the church.  It looked very nice in the
bright sunlight, although the bell tower was missing from the structure.  It has been
reconstructed and shown on the right in the picture above.   We tried to get into the church

(VISIT - continued on page 6)

The road sign for Speyer (Pestchany Brod)
entering from the south and coming from
Landau. The road was being resurfaced.
(Photo taken by Merv Rennich, 29 May 1998.)

St Martin’s Church of Speyer consecrated by Bishop Zerr on October 6,
1896.  The original structure was 140 feet long, 42 feet wide and had a bell
tower over 100 feet high1.  It has now been made into an Orthodox Church
with the rebuilt bell tower on the right.  (Photo taken by Merv Rennich, 29
May 1998.)
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.                                       LETTERS

Rich Aspenleiter
4417 S. Havana
Spokane, WA 99223
e-mail: richa883@ieway.com

I have a picture taken in Speyer of the front of the school with the students and
the teachers.

This picture was taken in 1942.  My father, Leo Aspenleiter, is seated on the
bottom row, second from the right, wearing the white shirt with suspenders.  I
would be interested in knowing the names of the other students and also the
names of the teachers located in the middle of the picture.  If anyone has any
information concerning this picture, please write or e-mail me.  Thank you
very much.

vvvvv

(Letter from the Beresan Listserver)
Valerie Ingram
e-mail: val@eznet.com

Subject:  BDO Anniversary!

Hi fellow Beresaners!

Just wanted to mention that Monday (November 30) marks the 1st anniversary
of our BDO listserver.  One year ago, the invitations started going out to all
those we knew were researching the Beresan area.  We’ve grown to be about
130 members strong in just a year’s time, and I think we’ve all made many
friends and connected with new family members!

      (LETTERS - continued on page 6)
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Newsletter Line-up

Lead Editor         Merv Rennich / R060
Assistant Editor Leo Gottier / G089
Assistant Editor  Carol McCormack /M150
Assistant Editor   Roland Wagner / W011
Assistant Editor   Dale Lee Wahl / W078
Subscriptions       Arletta Baskins / B115

Archives:                

Maps                   Jeff Hatzenbeller

Village Coordinators:                                    

Felsenburg         George Hoff / H072
Guldendorf Curt Renz / R022
Johannestal Carol Fuchs / F061
Johannestal Ray Heinle
Landau Diane Wandler / W090
Landau Zita Gieser
Neu Lustdorf Elsie Heuther / H008
Neusatz Ken Aisenbrey / A013
Rastadt Diane Wandler / W090
Rastadt Letty Schoch / S193
Rohrbach Arletta Baskins / B115
Rohrbach Rosemarie Dinkel / D022
Rohrbach Nancy Schroeder
Rohrbach Ed Schulz / S043
Rohrbach Lucy Simpson / S046
Speier Albert Berger
Speier Valerie Ingram / I009
Sulz Albert Berger
Sulz Valerie Ingram / I009
Waterloo Betty Rennich / R103
Waterloo Lucy Simpson / S046
Weidenberg Richard m Heli
Worms Arletta Baskins / B115
Worms Mary-Lynne Harding/H187
Worms Nancy Schroeder
Worms Ed Schulz / S043
Worms Lucy Simpson / S046
Worms Dale Lee Wahl / W078

(The addresses for most of the Editors and
most of the Village Coordinators can be found
in the latest issue of the GRHS Der Stamm-
baum.)  

DUES ARE DUE!

This is the last issue of Volume 3 (third
year).  The next issue (June 1999) begins
the fourth year of publication.  Please re-
new your subscription now.  See page 12
for details.
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We quickly covered the seven kilometers from Waterloo to
Speyer.  I had purchased a watermelon from a traveling
vendor back in the village in order to quench my burning
thirst, but it was almost impossible to make use of it because
the seat rocked back and forth so strongly, and we along with
it, so we couldn’t put the slices of watermelon in our mouths.
The juice sprayed us in the face and all over our clothing.
Most of the extraordinary good-tasting watermelon remained
uneaten and we threw it out of the wagon.

It was also impossible to have a conversation due to the loud
creaking of the wagon.  However, our young girl driver
helped us pass the time on the short journey.  She insisted on
letting us know that she was also dedicated to the beauty of
folk-songs.  She sang one lively little tune after another with
a high, shrieking voice, which often broke off when the
wagon bumped over a ditch.  It wasn’t possible to understand
any of the words of the lyrics.  I also wasn’t able to record
them because of the constant motion.

After a 15 minute journey we caught a glimpse of the
“cathedral” of Speyer:  a thin church tower with a corpulent
body beneath it.

When we drove into the village we noticed immediately the
contrast with Waterloo.  In the latter we hadn’t seen any
significant difference in the construction of the houses:  they
were all rather alike.  Here, however, there were poor
“Semljanki” on the edge of the village - little houses with sod
roofs.  Closer to the center of the village the typical, beautiful
colonist houses began to appear.  The time for Sunday
afternoon nap was past, so groups of old and young people of
both sexes were sitting around everywhere, in front of the
house-gables and on the courtyard walls, and of course all
were busily chewing seeds.

We stayed for awhile with a woman teacher.  She resided in
two rooms in the rear half of a colonist house.  The walls

were thickly covered with all sorts of holy saints, spiritual
young women, heavenly lords, and pious sayings.  If the
citizens of Speyer took as much care for the physical well-
being of their teacher as for her spiritual needs, then the
teaching craft would thrive here in paradisiacal good fortune,
as is expressed in the well-known song, “What grows in the
heavenly garden.”

The teacher was extraordinarily accommodating and thanks
to her efforts we didn’t lose a moment’s time.  She had
already located appropriate informants for the professor, and
within 15 minutes after our arrival I was sitting in the midst
of a group of young people.  There were two good female
singers whom I could easily record.  The professor had also
been directed to fertile soil.  Before nightfall he rejoined us
and wrote down the texts of some songs.

When it became dark the teacher led us to our quarters.
There our host seated us at a table.  Cooked eggs, goat-
cheese, Baklaschanenikra and bacon restored our energy.
Host and hostess provided us with company.  The former was
very talkative.  He seemed to assume we were two high-
ranking officials of the Soviet regime and he thought he
would now take the opportunity to give a “correct” portrait of
conditions in the village.

His first attack was on the cultural front.

“Why aren’t the children allowed to receive private tutoring,
and why must they attend only the school, which is so
inadequate?  That is not true freedom when a person can’t
direct the education of his own children.”

As the conversation continued, the discussion turned to the
topic of economic life.  Here our host frequently became
outrightly heated and feverishly combative, since this issue
seemed to pain him the most.  But we countered our man and

(SPEYER - continued on page 4)

Through the German Colonies of the Beresan District

by Hermann Bachmann
Translated by Roland Wagner

(Editor’s note:  This is a continuation from the last two issues of the Beresan District Odessa Newsletter.  The June 1998 issue
also contained the translator’s introductory comments.  In summary, Hermann Bachmann was involved in a scholarly
research project of folk song and dialect literature.  During the summer of 1927, he and Victor Schirmunski, a professor of
German Language and Literature at the University of Leningrad toured the Beresan colonies, wandering from village to
village collecting songs and stories and recording them.  It is from these accounts that Bachmann wrote his book from which
the following was taken.)

SPEYER
(Summer of 1927)
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SPEYER - continued from page 3

bravely defended the position of our “high calling.”  When I
finally shifted over from the defensive to the offensive, our
host gave up and spoke with only a steamy voice.

Meanwhile our singers arrived and we moved into the front-
room in order to record some songs on the gramophone.
Today we had no difficulty because the girl singers weren’t
embarrassed.  But the interest and the fun were no less than
in Waterloo.

Before going to bed I sized up our room.  On one side it was
a botanical garden:  all sorts of flowers, plants and palms
filled up that half of the room, with mirrors reflecting like
tiny seas through the greenery;  on the other side there was a
collection of holy pictures.  Also an Etagere with thick books
stood between the painted oven and the entrance door.  This
arrangement seemed too pretentious for the house of a typical
middle-class farmer [“Mittelbauer”].

We had a “heavenly” sleep and awoke at the right time.
Before breakfast the professor and I couldn’t decide whether
we should offer our host money for lodging and food.  Many
people disparage such an offer since they see it as a slight
against their hospitality.  To offer nothing, however, seemed
embarrassing.  We couldn’t decide.

I went outside to speak with the host about a wagon to
Landau, one and one-half kilometers away.  He immediately
offered the use of his horses and wagon.  They could be
harnessed within 15 minutes.

The lady of the house called us for breakfast;  we quickly
drank our coffee and gathered our things together.

When the host stepped inside to announce that the wagon
was ready, I felt it was proper for us to ask what we owed him
for the friendly hospitality.  He made an indifferent face and
said he must first ask the hostess since this was a womanly
matter.  He left and came back a few minutes later.

“For evening and morning meals, 2 ½ rubles, for the beds,
one ruble, and travel price to Landau, 1½ rubles,” he said
amicably.

We silently took out our wallets and paid.  I thought:  “for
this price you could stay in Odessa in the finest Gasthaus,
and still have enough for a glass of wine.”

Now one can think whatever he wants, because the current
level of development of science doesn’t allow anyone to read
your thoughts.  Nevertheless, I could read many thoughts on
the brow of our host [his greed was transparent].

We politely took our leave from the host and hostess, climbed
into the over-priced conveyance and rattled out of the court-
yard.

I was convinced.  “If such a pretentious evening’s lodging
were to be repeated very often,” I thought, “then you
wouldn’t have enough left for a train-ticket, and you would
have to play the fiddle to make up for the extra traveling
money!”  The professor glanced at me through his large
glasses, smiling.  He didn’t want to say anything, and he
couldn’t because the host’s son sat on the front seat, serving
as the driver.

Then it suddenly occurred to me, like scales were removed
from my eyes, and insight flooded over me with heavenly
clarity:  the host had explained to us this morning at coffee
that he once had 700 dessjatine of land, but now he suppos-
edly had become a “poor” man ...!

(Editor’s note:  Next issue we will continue with Roland
Wagner’s translation of Hermann Bachmann’s book
“Through the German Colonies of the Beresan District” and
his visit to Landau.)

New Beresan Censuses Available
The 1858 Censuses for Johannestal and Landau are now
available from the GRHS and the AHSGR.  These are in
addition to the 1858 Censuses available for Helenental and
Katharinental and the Landau Roman Catholic Church Reg-
ister Baptism (1860-1866) and Death (1860-1872) records
that were made available last year.

These censuses are a result of the BDO, the Hoffnungstal
Odessa Parish, the GRHS and the AHSGR all working
together to bring copies of these records to us.

The censuses are sold in paper form only from both the
GRHS and AHSGR for the same price.  To order your copy
contact either the AHSGR or GRHS for prices and shipping
costs.  Member prices are set just on the positive side of costs
to reproduce and prepare for mailing.  Shipping and han-
dling are extra.

Additional village censuses are in hand and will be made
available as soon as they complete the four levels of the
translation process, and the inputting, review and printing
steps.  Bear in mind that this process takes considerable time
and energy! So be patient.  You can visit the GRHS home-
page at http://www.grhs.com/ to check for availability.  On
the homepage you can also view a copy of the index for that
particular census for surnames.

                      ❒
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I know you are all looking forward to the arrival of winter
and that beautiful white stuff that makes it so much fun
negotiating a turn around the block or coming to a sudden
stop with some impatient driver pushing you from behind.  I
know I do - especially when I remember sliding into a high
curb with my almost-brand-new Sirocco and coming away
with a bent axle and a $1100 repair bill.

But if you think getting stuck in the Spokane snow is bad, try
getting unstuck in knee-deep mud in Russia!

There, the winters were much more severe when I lived there
some 40 years ago, with 30 to 40 degrees below zero not at
all uncommon.  It was so cold, in fact, your fingers and toes
would tingle terribly when you came in from the outside.

Sledding Across the Deep Snow

The windows in every house in our village were decorated
with “frost flowers” for Christmas and throughout the long
winter and looked so natural and beautiful.  We kids liked the
“flowers” so much we couldn’t resist the urge to lick them
and in the process got our tongues stuck on the icy glass.

Even though snow fell up to three feet deep at times, no one
ever  got stuck in the snow.  That’s because the usual means
of transportation in the winter was the horse-drawn, family-
sized sled.  You might use the sled to visit friends at the other
end of town or in the next village, or you went for a fun ride
in the country.  And a lot of fun it was, especially for us kids.

But when spring came, the snow melted and heavy rains
collaborated to prepare the rich, black soil for spring seeding.
Since there were no sewers or natural run-off due to the flat
land, all the water settled in the ground and created quite a
mush.

Slinging Mud in All Directions

There were no paved streets, just a single gravel road right
through the middle of town.  Getting on or off this “main
thoroughfare” with your horse-drawn wagon could be a real
challenge.

It wasn’t just that your wheels would spin and sling mud in
every direction:  the poor horses, pull as hard as they may,
were simply unable to get the wagon unstuck.  So everyone

would get off the wagon and put their shoulders to the
wheels.

If you slipped just once, your face was literally mud!  Some-
times your boots would get stuck so deep all you could do was
get your feet free of them - that is, if you didn’t mind
plunging right back into the mud with only your socks on.

The harder you struggled, the deeper the men, horses and
wagon would sink.  Under these circumstances, it proved to
be impractical to reach for a handkerchief, no matter how
badly you needed to blow your nose.  Your coat sleeves were
much more readily available and convenient, until the top
surface was covered with a thin sheet of ice, in which case
you began to use the underside of the sleeve.  It was quick,
painless and quite effective and certainly beat sticking your
mud-covered hands in your pockets.

Then, finally, a good Samaritan would pass your way with a
strong pair of horses.  He would hitch them in front of your
horses, and together you were pulled free.

But what a mess everybody was in!  And there were no
shower stalls like in Camp Breckenridge, Kentucky, to wash
off the mud from your clothes and body.

So, folks, I think I’d rather get stuck in the Spokane snow
than in the Russian mud.  Here, at least, I can safely reach for
my hanky - and for my wallet next time I slide into a high
curb.

   - LA

Childhood Recollections:

Getting Stuck in Russia’s MudGetting Stuck in Russia’s Mud
by Leo Aspenleiter

(Editor’s note:  This article was submitted by Rich Aspenleiter.  His father, Leo Aspenleiter, wrote it about eight years ago.)

                  Drawing by Vince Butler



Page 6

Beresan District Odessa Newsletter - Volume 3 Issue 3: February 1999

LETTERS - continued from page 2

We’ve been blessed during this first year with two Landau
Parish Catholic Church registers (Death and Baptismal) that
Rick Rye at AHSGR worked hard to translate, various files
from the Russian Archives that Dale Wahl has graciously
donated, and just recently, 1858 census lists of Gluckstal,
Helenental, Mariental and Katharinental were made avail-
able through the efforts of a whole team of volunteers.

In the coming year we will see the rest of the village census
lists (Klein Liebental, Josephstal, Fransfeld, Speier, Landau,
Karlsruhe, Sulz, Grossliebental, Alexanderhilf, Neuburg, Pe-
terstal, Freudental, Lustdorf, Neu Freudental, Johannestal,
Worms, Rohrbach, and Waterloo) completed and made avail-
able to all of us.  The translation teams have and still are
working hard and deserve a BIG pat on the back for volun-
teering their help with this project!

We will also see the beginning of a new project that volun-
teers are STILL needed for.  The translations of 4500 pages
of Catholic Beresan and Kutschurgan Church records (such
as the Landau Registers) spanning the years of 1848-1907.
These are Baptism, Marriage and Death records that will
probably “hit and miss” each of the catholic villages for
various years and type of record.  It is NOT necessary for
volunteers to know Russian or German (although we’d
LOVE to have some of those talents as well!) ... but just be
willing to volunteer some time to work on these records with
the help of Russian language aids.  The more volunteers we
have working together, the quicker this information can be
made available for all to share in.

I sincerely hope each subsequent year of the BDO can be as
rich and rewarding as this first year has been!

(Editor’s note:  Anyone wishing to volunteer for the records
project can contact Val at her e-mail address or write Dale
Wahl at 7370 Grevena Ave NE, Bremerton, WA 98311-
4046.  To be invited to join the Beresan Listserver e-mail Bob
Ell at:  rbell@mars.ark.com )

VISIT - continued from page 1

but it was locked with a sturdy metal bar across the door.
Richly painted icons decorated the front on either side and
above the door.  On top were two Orthodox crosses, one on
top of a small onion shaped dome. It would have been
interesting to have seen the inside.

We also visited the old German school.   The building is a
rather large one built in a U shape with two large wings.  It
was nicely painted in bright white and looked to be in good
condition.   School was out for the summer and no one was
around so we did not get to see the inside.

It was now getting late in the afternoon and we had another
village to visit, so we made our way out of Speyer and
continued on to Katharinental.

         ❒

Dick Doll in front of St.Martin’s in Speyer, the
church that his ancestors attended.  (Photo by Merv
Rennich  29 May 1998)

BDO Records Processing Coordinator
Needed

There are a plethora of records coming out of the old archives
for the Beresan District.  These are in a mix of German/
Russian or only German or Russian. The records need to go
through a multi-staged controlled translation process that
requires close coordination.  Can you help?  Anyone who
would like to get involved in this important project should
contact Dale Lee Wahl, 7370 Grevena Ave N E, Bremerton,
WA 98311-4046 (Phone 360/692-8052) or e-mail:
dwahl@kendaco.telebyte.com.

The south wing of the old German school in Speyer.
(Photo taken by Merv Rennich 29 May 1998)
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In 1816, two brothers, Jakob and Johann Schmierer, emi-
grated from Ralesnburg (?), Germany to Bessarabia.  Later,
some of the offspring moved farther east and settled in
Worms which is about 100 miles from Bessarabia.

My grandfather, Phillip, made history in Russia.  He was the
man who imported the first self propelled locomotive and
threshing machine to south Russia.  Thousands of people
from all over came to have a look at the machine.  He sold
several hundred of them.  The machines were still used when
we had to leave.  Before the machines, people had to use the
threshing stone.  The stone was made from granite and was
pulled by two horses.  The granite was put on a specially
prepared ground and the horses pulled the stone in circles
until all the grain was knocked out of the straw.  I can still
remember the stones.  Some of them still existed when we
left.

My father served in the Russian Army.  He was the Czar’s
bodyguard.  He was sent as a trusted soldier to the German
front.  Other Germans in the Russian Army were sent to the
Turkish front.  He was taken prisoner of war in 1916 and was
released in 1918.  He was decorated with the highest Russian
Military Order.

By 1833, there were about 8 Schmierer families in Worms.
They were mostly all rich by Russian standards.  Michael was
the richest man in Worms.  The communists did not like rich
people.  That was against their principles.  In 1919 the
Schmierer’s organized Worms to an uprising against the
Reds.  Worms was near the railroad station (Kolosovka)
which was occupied by the Red Army.  The Worms people
had to run for their lives.  Of course, the Reds followed and
destroyed several houses in Worms.  They came in our house
as well and broke into our bedroom by breaking the lock.
The lock was never repaired and was left as a memorial and
in 1944 when my family had to leave, it was still the same.

The Schmierer's settled in various communities and parts of
South Russia.  Some of them went as far as the Crimea.
Nobody was forced to leave their homes before the 1917
Revolution.  They moved only to better themselves.  Land
was plentiful which they could have for nothing and so they
took the chance and moved with the Russian government’s
support.  The German settler, at the time, was very popular
for their honesty and hard work.  They served as examples

for the rest of the Russian population in regard to building
the country.  Yes, the families visited each other to about
1928.  From then on, the traveling was severely restricted
and by 1933 it completely stopped.  Only where they did not
live far apart, they kept in touch with each other.  From 1933
on, we were not permitted to go to the nearest market town
for shopping unless we had permission.   We had to work 7
days a week from early morning to late at night - 14 to 15
hours a day and in harvest time, even longer.

From then on the systematic destruction of the Schmierer
families began.  The communists never forgot about the
uprising.  My father’s brother, Heinrich, died because the
Reds did not permit medical treatment because of his part in
the uprising.  By 1937, there were no adult males left in the
Schmierer family.  Only children and women were left.  One
after the other disappeared, always at night, and nobody saw
them again.  My father was an exception because he caught
an incurable illness in prison and they released him because
he was very sick and not expected to live.  He died three
months after his release.

In January 1933, I came home from school about 1:30 p.m.   I
saw our yard was full of horse wagons loaded with our
property to be taken away.  My father was arrested.  Appar-
ently he bought 4 CWL wheat which was supposed to have
been stolen.  He was put on trial and sentenced to be shot but
the sentence was revised to life in prison.  My mother with 5
children could not live in the house and for the next 6 months
we had to live like animals in fields in straw with no food.  I
was so weak that when the wind or something knocked me
over, I could not get up anymore.  One of my sisters died of
starvation.  But things eased a bit and we were allowed to be
taken in by friends of my father.  We never had enough food
so we were nearly always on the verge of starvation.

I can remember in 1937 the Russian police dug up an old
water mill to look for a machine gun which the wicked
Schmierer’s were supposed to have buried; but they could
only find a few rounds of old rusty ammunition.  As a result
of the few rusty bullets, they took another Schmierer, an
expectant mother, Amalie.  She was married to August
Schmierer.  Nobody saw her again.  When the baby was born,
it was sent to her husband.

               (Schmierer - continued on page 8)

The Schmierer’s of Worms

by George Schmierer
Born 17 March 1921 in Worms, Beresean District

Married 1 January 1951 in Hitchin, England

Submitted by Tom J. Schmierer
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Schmierer - continued from page 7

From 1933 to 1938, persons were arrested in Worms alone
for no reason at all.  Whole families died from starvation.
Bodies of dead people were loaded with dump forks on
wagons and then placed in holes like animals.  Some of the
bodies lay for weeks in houses as nobody knew they were
dead.  And all this happened in the paradise of the working
man.

We were occupied by German troops in 1941 and when they
had to retreat, we were forced to move back to Germany.  I
was mobilized in 1943 into the German army and was taken
prisoner of war and sent to England.  I elected to stay in
England after being freed from prison.

(Editor’s note:  According to Tom Schmierer the author of
this article George Schmierer is still living in Hitchin,
England.)

vvvvvv

Archives  Report
Efforts continue in high gear for bringing back records from
the Odessa archives.  A scheme has been developed to put in
two group orders per year.  Even though the records transla-
tion process is in overload now it is felt to be very important
to keep bringing the records “home” as long as there is access
to them and the funds to do so with the prices being reason-
able.  Nobody can predict what the world’s dynamics could
turn into at any time.

It is wished that all the records that are available could be
brought back.  But because of limited funds, a priority
ordering list of Beresan District records was developed.  The
following is in a priority sequence as the first order for this
year was sent to Odessa.

BERESAN DISTRICT LIST - $800                                                        
Fond 252 & 630 Inv. 1

Pri File   Key          What    Page      Dates   Remarks
 1   279  Lindel    Deed         8           1821    R+G
 2     38  Gueldendorf  Parishioners  30 831-50
 3   410  Beresan Passports 107       1822    R+G
 4   524  Beresan  debt Recovery 19 1824-25 R+G
 5   636  Worms Family Allotment 5 1827 R+G
 6   669  Beresan Orphans Report 57 1828 R+G
 7   819  Worms Beating of colonists 40 1830 R+G
 8   493  Beresan colonist payment 21 1823 R
 9   562  Beresan Mail services 34 1826-28 R
10  870  Neudorf Werner Bernhard 4
11  844  Gueldendorf Werner, David 7
12  195  Karlsruhe Muller/Schwaigert 68 1819 R+G

13  400  Landau Reicher, Joseph 11 1922 R+G
14  404  Worms Marriages/Transfers 103 1822 R+G
15  659  Rohrbach Kraft’s daughters 63 1828 R+G
16  556  Rastadt Kierehgassner, Johannes 38 1826
17  374  Karlsruhe Martin, Michael 36 1821-23 R+G
18  339  Rashtadt Eberts, Katharina 36 1821 R+G
19  548  Worms Reterus, Johann Adam 36 1826 -30 R+G
20  543  Karlsruhe Pauch, Carl Friedrich 32 1826 R+G+F

(R=Russian; G=German; F=French)

The following are the small files ordered via the GRHS.  All
are fond 252 inventory 1.

Village              File      Who        Pages         
Elsass 544 Miegler, Johann 24
Karlsruhe 985 Brucker, Theobald 35
Kutschurgan   21 Schatz, Barber   8
Mannheim 202 Schatz, Ignatz 41
Mannheim 772 Schmidt, Johannes 10
Mannheim 814 Braunstein, Xavery   3
Rohrbach 566 Gall, Eva Maria 38
Selz 734 Colonist Sander   2
Stutgart 406 Allgeier, Martin 26
Stutgart 552 Trost, Georg   5
Stutgart 561 Krieg, Jakob 29
Stutgart 618 Huber, Dittrich 26
Worms 927 Trautman   4
Worms   79 Michelson, Andreas   4
Worms 212 Michelson, Andreas   8
Worms 911 Fuhrer, Jakob   7
Strassburg 205 Wald, Silverster    1
Elsass 544 Miegler, Johann 24

With the Beresan District records that are visible at this time
where they can be procured, the choice is limited.  Hopefully
by the mid year order the selection has expanded and again a
meaningful order of BDO documents can be made.

If you desire to send money to the records retrieval fund, you
can do so at any time by submitting it to:

Alvina Ballinger
1420 Ivy Road
Bremerton WA 98310

Please tell Alvina that the money is for records retrieval.

❖❖❖❖❖

Quotation
A man finds room in the few square inches of the face for
the traits of all his ancestors; for the expression of all his
history, and his wants.

Ralph Waldo Emerson
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War was raging across the Soviet Ukraine when orders
came down from Josef Stalin for the execution of all
“known political enemies of the Soviet State” in the Ger-
man farming  towns near the Black Sea.  I was about eight
years old at the time and lived with my family in the town
of Speyer, near the city of Kiev.  During the wholesale
persecution in the late 1930s, my father had been taken to
Siberia because he had told friends he didn’t like Stalin.
Obviously, at least one of them was a Judas.  I was never to
see my father again.

My family was on the execution list.  We were considered
“enemies of the State” because of my father’s expressed
dislike of the Communist tyranny.  But fortunately for us,
the Soviets were prevented from carrying out their sinister
plan by the swift advance of the German Army, capturing
our town without firing a single shot.  The Soviets had fled
in terror.  Many lives were saved, including my own.  We
were very fortunate indeed!  We were free at last of our
Communist oppressors!

But with the subsequent retreat of the German Army, the
Russian Bear was upon us again.  To stay behind would
mean certain destruction and death at the hands of the
revenge-seeking Bolsheviks.  There remained but one
choice, and that was to flee as quickly as possible.  So the
people left behind their homes and the land which their
German forefathers had settled and cultivated 150 years
ago, never to return again.

The flight out of Ukraine was by cattle train, with people
perched together literally like cattle.  It was the only means
of transportation available.  Throughout the long journey
via Romania, Hungary and Poland, we were frequently
bombarded by Soviet warplanes, which killed many.  The
bombers would always attack at night, and their flares
would light up the train for hours.  People would flee from
the train and seek refuge on the ground, away from those
terrible flares.  There was much crying.  But I can still hear
the loud and fervent prayers all around me, from old and
young, seeking divine protection: “Holy Mary, Mother of
God, pray for us sinners .....”  Laying there flat on the
ground, next to my mother and with my face in the dirt, I
prayed for my life.

Life had returned to normal, as the devastating war finally
came to an end.  While most adults were taking shelter in

their cellars, I and other youngsters were out on the streets
greeting the American G.I.s as their tanks were rolling into
our small town.  Leisurely sitting on top of the tanks,
chewing gum in typical American fashion, they would
frequently throw handsful of chocolate bars to us which we
would eagerly snatch up and consume.  When the elders
saw how quickly the kids made friends with the soldiers,
they gradually lost their fear and came forward as well.
These G.I.s certainly were no enemy - they were really
“jolly good fellows.”

I was fortunate to live in the U.S. Zone of Germany.  Here I
learned much about that great and free country far across
the Atlantic called America.  I learned about it in school.  I
read about it in the newspapers.  I heard about it from the
G.I.s.  America!  America!  The name was synonymous
with freedom - freedom from tyranny and oppression, free-
dom from fear of persecution, freedom and justice for all.  I
could see the evidence all around me:  For the first time, we
were truly free.  America!  Someday I will come home to
America!

Romance first came into my life in the sleepy little Bavarian
town of Lammelbach at the tender age of 13.  It was by no
means “love at first sight,” but rather a gradual awakening
to what was to become a lifelong rendezvous with the Dame
von der Schwarzen Kunst.  I first began to notice her in the
pages of magazines, newspapers and books.  It was a very
exciting discovery for me, and I thought:  What a beautiful
face, more beautiful even than Shelly Allegro!*  What an
expressive smile!  That tall, slender figure!  How she carries
herself so proudly, like a real princess!  How proudly and
stoutly she walks, with determination and an air of aristoc-
racy.  She was a Lady of quality, a Lady with imagination
and strength of character.  I have listened to her with great
interest and watched her lips move ever so elegantly as she
spoke with such eloquence.  I have looked into her big,
penetrating eyes and have seen a mirror image of her soul:
unflinching frankness, great sincerity and total honesty.

Along with her great sense of independence came a degree
of assertiveness not at all unexpected from a Lady of such
high intelligence and compelling personality.  She would
speak out and demand attention.  She would call a spade “a
spade” and let the chips fall where they may.  This was a
Lady who definitely had a mind of her own, a mind so

(RENDEZVOUS - continued on page 10)

Rendezvous at ThirteenRendezvous at Thirteen
The Long Journey Home:  USSR to USA

Spokane, Washington, July 1, 1988 by Leo Aspenleiter
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RENDEZVOUS - continued from page 9

potent it would strike fear into the hearts of tyrants and cause
the humbugs of the world to tremble.  She had the power of
the Goddess Univers,* yet the grace of Queen Floreal* and
the romanticism of Princess Ariston.*  She was the embodi-
ment of all human virtues, goodness and beauty in one
uniquely brilliant mind.  I could not resist her formidable
powers of persuasion.

I had fallen in love with the Lady of the Black Art.  It was
inevitable.  This was the intellect I could truly identify with.
Her love for things of beauty was my love.  Her thoughts, it
seemed, were also mine.  For me, it was an intellectual,
idealistic and spiritual love that made me want to always be
near her - to drink of her beauty and rejoice in the aesthetics
of her artform.  I adored, I worshipped her.  She was my
fountain of creativity, my source of inspiration, the muse of
my self-expression.  She was my life, my work, my universe.
She was everything my mind could conceive and my heart
could ever desire in the perfect Lady companion.  Thus was
born a disciple of Johannes Gensfleisch zum Gutenberg.

In 1948, a 16 year-old printer’s devil in Bavaria published an
Open Letter to General Lucius D. Clay, military commander
of U.S. Forces in Europe.  In his letter, which he composed in
10-point handset type and printed on a small platen press, the
immigrant boy from the Ukraine appealed for help to enable
his family and some of his war-displaced countrymen to
come to the United States of America.

In early 1952, the former American warship H.M. Blatchford
docked in the New York harbor.  Among those who disem-
barked was our young journeyman printer.  His dream of
finding a new home in this great and free country had come
true.  Following seven months of setting type at the Mandan
(N.D.) Daily Pioneer with only a few broken words of
English at his command, Uncle Sam came to the fore with a
Letter of Greetings “inviting” him to a two year hitch in the
United States Army.  It was a good learning experience of a
new life, a new culture and of a wonderful and amazingly
tolerant people.  While stationed at Fort Bragg, N.C. he
received his American citizenship - “my proudest posses-
sion.”

Upon his honorable discharge in August 1954, he enrolled at
Gonzaga University as a journalism student under the Ko-
rean G.I. Bill.  While attending college, he worked part-time
in Father Timothy J. O’Leary’s printshop, which was housed
in the basement of Goller hall, a residence for Jesuit faculty
members.  It was the beginning of a friendship which was to
last through the next 21 years, during which Father Tim’s
printshop, also known as Gonzaga University Press, grew to
become one of the fine shops in the area, serving the needs of
the University.

Father Tim, a thrifty and deeply compassionate man who
never wanted anything for himself, acquired most of his
shop’s early equipment with nickels and dimes he managed
to save over the years from printing posters, tickets and
programs for various student groups on the University cam-
pus.  In those years, the Law School diplomas were still of
genuine sheepskin, imported from England and printed by
Gonzaga students.  In 1962, the University Undergraduate
Catalog was printed for the first time at Gonzaga Press.

As a professor of chemistry, Father Tim thoroughly under-
stood all phases of the printing process.  He built his own
darkroom and process camera which had a huge lens, and he
engineered printing plate-making machinery rivaling today’s
most sophisticated equipment.  Like he taught his students in
chemistry lab, so also did he impart to his student printers a
wealth of advanced knowledge and skills in the techniques of
offset lithography long before the process came to be gener-
ally accepted by the printing industry.

University Press was formally established as an independent
printing enterprise on July 1, 1975 under a lease agreement
with Gonzaga University.  It was great opportunity to make it
on our own, and a challenge to actually make it work.
Despite the generous support and patronage from many good
friends, the first two years proved extremely shaky, so much
so that the fledgling business almost regularly depended on
the bank’s resources for the monthly payroll of its three-
employee staff.  But lots of hard work and perseverance
finally did pay off.  In 1984, we built and moved into our
permanent plant.

These were the beginnings.  These were the seeds of a great
love affair out of which was born a child of Die Schwarze
Kunst.  And, for this immigrant printer, the romance contin-
ues in full bloom.

* Typeface styles.

❖❖❖❖❖

Two Things
First, a big thank you to Roland Wagner, Dale Lee Wahl,
Rich Aspenleiter, and Tom Schmierer for their input to this
issue.  Without them, and the help of Arletta Baskins and
Carol McCormack this issue of the newsletter would not get
out.

Second, a reminder that dues are due.  If you wish to receive
the next issue of this newsletter, 1999 dues need to be paid.
See back page for details.



Page 11

Beresan District Odessa Newsletter - Volume 3 Issue 3:  February 1999

Sutton Nebraska
and

Beresan District Odessa Settlers
(Part 1)

According to George Rath, Die          Russland-                 
deutschen in den Vereinigten Statten von Nort                                                                                 
Amerika              , in Heimatbuch der Deutschen aus Russ-
land (Stuttgart: Die Landsmannshaft der
Deutschen aus Russland, 1963), page 26, Johann
Ludwig Bette and a small following of friends from
the Black Sea German Colony of Johannestal
embarked at Odessa on a sailing vessel on 1 July
1849, landing in the United States 103 days later.
After a short stay in Cleveland, Ohio, Bette and his
next of kin went to Kelleys Island in Lake Erie near
Sandusky, Ohio where they became successful
winegrowers.1

“In the summer of 1872, Johannes Ludwig
Bette, a member of the Kelleys Island settlement,
visited his former hometown in Russia.  There he
told a great deal about the New World, was wel-
comed everywhere and was accompanied continu-
ously by a crowd of information seekers.  Finally
Czarist officials took note of him and, fearing un-
rest, wanted to arrest him.  But friends gave him
peasant’s clothes and, under the cover of dark-
ness, took him safely over the border.  Late the
same summer, four families in Johannestal sold
their crops in the fields and in September left for
America.  A few weeks later, thirty-five more fami-
lies from Johannestal, Worms, Rohrbach and other
villages in Russia set out on that journey.  The trip
went by way of Hamburg, Hull and Liverpool to
New York and from there to Sandusky, Ohio,
where they all met in December 1872.”2

“In the spring of 1873, twelve emissaries were
sent ahead in search of land for settlement.  They
went through Michigan, Illinois and Wisconsin.
However, they found that the former large tracts of
homestead land were no longer available.  The
scattered pieces of land which still were available
did not seem suitable, for from the outset, these
people had planned to settle in a closed commu-
nity.  Finally they came to Nebraska; here they did
find suitable land, but it was not longer available
for free homesteads because it belonged to a rail-
road company.  So four of the emissaries went on
to Yankton, South Dakota, and here they finally
found what they were looking for.  Northwest of
Yankton, there were a few homesteads here and
there, but otherwise nothing in sight but prairie
and sky and a wide open plain, a true El Dorado
for the Black Sea Germans.  The emissaries re-

turned to Sandusky, a common council was called
together, and they decided to go farther west.  In
April 1873, all except four families who remained
behind in Sandusky, set out for Yankton and were
able to take homestead that same month south
east of the present town of Scotland, South
Dakota.  The colonist themselves helped in staking
out the land.  They called their community Odessa
Settlement, since all of them came from the
Odessa colonies.”3

“In June of 1873 a second larger group, about
four hundred persons from Worms and Rohrbach,
united under the leadership of influential colonists
to follow the first group to America.  They landed in
New York in August, and were directed by the local
Lutheran Harbor pastor to Burlington, Iowa, where
they joined the first group.  There they procured
guns and munitions and traveled on to Lincoln.
Here those who could afford it rented their own
house of shelter while the poorer people were
taken care of in the Immigrants’ House.  Then
scouting expeditions were sent to the neighboring
area to find land.  The land prices around Lincoln
had then already risen to $12.00 per acre which,
due to the unequal means of the colonists, made a
closed settlement of all their people financially
impossible.  Yet the immigrants wanted to stay
together under all circumstances, in order to build
their own churches and schools, and to preserve
the language and customs of their old homeland.
Government land at that time was to be had only
in the extreme western part of Nebraska and most
of it was already in the hands of cattlemen.  Thus,
many families who grew tired of waiting move on to
South Dakota, to the Odessa Settlement while
twenty two families stayed there in Nebraska and
finally found suitable land in the possession of the
Burlington Railroad near Sutton.  A purchase
agreement was negotiated for 16,120 acres at an
average price of $7.00 per acre, or a total of
$112,840 which was paid in cash.  Eight years
later this group had already accumulated property
amounting collectively to $500,000.  A small group
from Bessarabia settled likewise in 1873 in the
Columbus, Nebraska, area.”4

______________________________
1
 As noted on page 21 of Russian German                             Settle-          

ments in the United States                                           by Richard Sallet.
2
 From page 22 of Russian German Settlements                                              

in the United States                                by Richard Sallet.
3
 From page 22 and 23 of Russian German                             Set-       

tlements in the United States                                               by Richard Sallet.
4
 From page 23 and 24 of Russian German                             Set-       

tlements in the United States                                               by Richard Sallet.
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Beresan District Odessa Newsletter
This issue is the third and last for the third year of publication.
The next issue, the first for the fourth year of publication, is
scheduled for June 1999.

4th year dues are due                                 
Subscription rates are:

USA: $3 per year*          Canada: $4 per year*
Europe/Other:  $6 per year*

* - all in US funds please! Send checks payable to:

Arletta Baskins
20919 Little Valley Road

Polsbo  WA  98370

This newsletter is being published for those who have an
interest in the villages of the Beresan District Odessa South
Russia.  The staff consists of Lead Editor Merv Rennich;
Assistant Editors Leo Gottier, Carol McCormack, Roland
Wagner, and Dale Lee Wahl; with subscriptions handled by
Arletta Baskins.
Many others contribute to each issue but there is always room
for more participation.  If anyone wishes to get involved they
are more than welcome and should contact Merv Rennich at

the return address below or by e-mail to
mrennich@midwest.net.

All submitted material should include a statement that gives
permission for use in the newsletter.  Pictures are welcome.
We have a scanner to digitize images and all output is done on
a laser printer.  Material will be returned when requested and
if possible return postage or an SASE is greatly appreciated.

An attempt is made to keep the copyright of the items carried
in the newsletter as reusable as possible.  That means you have
the freedom to use this data in your family work, unless we
have noted otherwise.  However, before using any data please
examine the cited sources carefully and attempt to make sure
you don’t use anything in a manner that it was not intended to
be used.  Using any of this data for anyone to gain a profit is
not the intent of this newsletter and is prohibited.

Subscription rates are set to recover material and mailing cost
only.  All time and most other expenses are donated by the
editors and those involved in producing each issue including
the use of computer equipment, printers, and phone lines.

Ideas for articles and improvements to the newsletter are most
welcome.  Please address them to the Lead Editor.       r

Beresan District Odessa Newsletter
Volume 3 Issue 3: February 1999

Merv Rennich - Lead Editor
11313 N. Rte. 91

Dunlap  IL  61525-9727
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