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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

Through the German Colonies
of the Beresan District

by Herman Bachmann
Translated by Roland Wagner

(Editor’s note:  This is a continuation from the last three 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.)

LANDAU
(Summer of 1927)

Landau left me with very few pleasant memories.  First of all, the professor became sick
there.  Secondly, we didn’t have much luck in gathering songs.

We stayed over with a teacher at the agricultural school, who provided us with a large room.
We looked first of all for the post-office.  The professor sent a telegram to his family; I wrote
my wife a postcard.

On the way back we took a closer look at the main street -- a quiet hospital, an apothecary
shop, an agricultural society, a co-op store [“Kooperativeladen”], a whiskey-bar
[“Schnapsbude”], the district executive committee [“Rayonvollzugskomitee”], a seven-grade
schoolhouse, and the school of agriculture – all civil and social institutions.  The private
businesses were all small shops, dealing in beer, Kwas,1 watermelons and cigarettes.

Since it was oppressively hot, we bought ourselves a bottle of beer.  It was a warm brew and
we had to force it down.  While we were doing this large swarms of flies landed on the bottles
and glasses, and even palpably tried to crawl inside our mouths, forcing us to wipe

(BACHMANN - continued on page 3)

A motorcycle with side car on the street in
Landau.  Commonly seen in the area as a
means of transportation and cargo hauling.

 (Photo taken by Merv Rennich, 29 May 1998.)
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.                     LETTERS

Irene Johnson
43604 East Shannon Ln.
West Richland, WA  99353-8701
e-mail:  beegbyte@aol.com

A reunion is in the planning stage for the month of July 2001.  It will be a
combined event for all descendants of the ROTHS, HEINLES and ZIMMER-
MANS from the village of Johannestal, Russia.

The exact date and town - to be determined later - is contingent on acquiring
facilities for the event and will be held in NORTH DAKOTA.  At this time we
are trying to locate those interested.  Please send names and addresses to either
myself at the address above or to:

Dwight Senne
1621 Pinehurst Dr. NE  APT. 4A
Cedar Rapids, IA  52402-5823
e-mail:  dsenne@inav.net

vvvvvv

Raphael “Ralph” Hoff
1610 17th St. So.
Fargo, ND  58103 Ph. 701-239-0185

Visit to the Nikolajew Region                                              

Leaving the United States on September 16th, 1998, on my long journey for a
visit to the Ukraine for seven days, I spent most of my time in the Nikolejew
region seeing the city of Nikolajew and the villages of Felsenburg, Christina,
Speyer, Landau and Katharinental; plus of course, Odessa where I had spent my
nights.

My primary villages were Felsenburg and Christina, which are located about
129 Kilometers north of Nikolajew; Felsenburg is north of Christina by 8
kilometers.

My mother left Felsenburg in 1910, at the age of 6, with her parents, one sister
and two brothers; and my father left in 1919 at the age of 20.  I had spent about
four hours in Felsenburg finding the homes where my grandparents resided with
their children.  What a joy this was and, of course, many tears, also seeing the
church building and cemetery.  The church is now being used as a sun flower oil
processing plant.

In Christina, I wanted to see the church where my ancestors attended until
Felsenburg had built their own church.  I did find the site where it had stood at
one time.  I was told by one of the villagers that it was torn down and the
materials were taken to another village to be used for other buildings.  At this
village I did visit the cemetery and found some gravesites with some stones still
in position.  One stone I could make out as Rosa Loran, born March 14th, 1874,
and died January 9th, 1906.  If anyone knows or is a descendent of her, please
get in contact with me.

(LETTERS - continued on page 3)
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Newsletter Line-up

Lead Editor         Merv Rennich / R060
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.)  

Thanks

Special thanks to Roland Wagner for all his
translation work  of the articles in this
issue.  Also thanks to Carol McCormack
and Arletta Baskins for getting the printing
and distribution done.

Editor
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LETTERS - continued from page 2

After spending one day in Odessa, I ventured to the villages of
Speyer, Landau, and Katharinental.  At Speyer, I went to the
church (this was on Sunday) and a service was being con-
ducted at this time and I took in the later part of this, visiting
with the priest who was Russian-Orthodox and meeting his
wife and two children.

The next stop was at Landau where my ancestors had first
settled coming from Germany.  Here I met a German lady,
Rosa Reimer, after a long visit with some German cake and
cool drink she became my guide for about three hours taking
me to the church, school, hospital, club and to the cemetery
where I did find three grave stones.  One of these was in real
bad shape but could make out the year - 1848.  The other two
were Katherine Stein and Peter Stein, which are ancestors of
Vera Berger Hoff from Rapid City, SD.

I did make a village plan with homes and listed some of the
German settlers at Felsenburg and also the location of the
church, school, and cemetery.

I wish that anyone that has any more information or is an
ancestor from Felsenburg or Christina, to get in contact with
me.

vvvvvv

“If you cannot get rid of the family skelton, you may as well
make it dance.”

George Bernard Shaw

BACHMANN - continued from page 1

them away from our lips.  We quickly left the shop and
returned to our quarters.

Our host had already sent for singers.  Two old men showed
up that afternoon.  One of them was an 80 year old senile
codger [“Greis”].   He could still go through the right
motions, but he was completely finished as a singer.  He
couldn’t carry a tune, nor any kind of lyrics all the way to the
end.  He didn’t have any teeth in his mouth and spoke very
unclearly.  He acted like a little child without much self-
control, made all sorts of dance movements, flailed his hands
around in the air, shook his cane and pounded it heartily on
the board floor.

The second old-timer was completely normal, and we suc-
ceeded in squeezing some songs out of him.

Towards evening the professor had to go lay down, since the
fever had begun to make him shiver.

When it began to get dark, I attempted to make a research
excursion among the youth.  I soon met a bunch of young boys
and spoke to them, but they replied that they didn’t know any
songs, nor did they know of any of their comrades who could
sing folk-songs.  I continued my wandering through the dark
street, but didn’t encounter anyone else.  As I was on my way
back I met two half-drunk Ukrainians who were singing a
popular Ukrainian song in high quintains and octaves, with
obvious great pleasure.  In vain I listened in all directions,
trying to catch the sounds of a colonist song.  The only things
audible were the barking of dogs and the occasional rumbling
of a late wagon.  The evening was a loss for me.  I returned to
my quarters and made a brief report about my journey.

The next morning I complained to our host about my bad
luck.  He thought for a moment, then sent a young lad to the
post-office.  He also recommended another old man to me
from the local neighborhood – “Uncle Glaser” [“der Vetter
Glaser”].

A half hour later someone came crashing up the stairs.  It was
the postal delivery man --  a blind man, about 35 years in age.
I led him into the second-story, where our room was.  I asked
him some questions.  He had spent his youth in a colony in
Siberia, and after he left there he came to Landau.  In reply to
my question about how he could deliver the mail since he was
blind, he said that the post-master read all the addresses to
him, and he kept them all in his memory.

He knew a large number of songs, with all the lyrics.  Unfor-
tunately I couldn’t adequately make use of him, because every
half hour he had to break off and report back to the post-office

         (BACHMANN - continued on page 4)

Walt Aman talking to Landau resident Rosa Reimer Ja-
cob during the 1998 Journey to the Homeland Tour.  Rosa
is of German descent and works as a food preparer at the

Catholic School in Landau.
Photo taken by Merv Rennich 29 May 1998.



Page 4

Beresan District Odessa Newsletter - Volume 4 Issue 1: June 1999

BACHMANN - continued from page 3

in order to deliver any telegrams that may have arrived, or to
do any special tasks.  After about an hour and a half or two, he
returned.  He sang with great gusto.  He was extremely happy
to have met someone who truly appreciated his art.

“Our people here,” he said, “hardly know any more songs.  I
have to attend every wedding and perform .”

The most unique thing about his songs was the wonderful
flourishes and elaborations that he made in the melodies.  It
came to him so naturally, with such enthusiasm, that I could
hardly satisfy my pleasure in listening to him.

So I worked through the afternoon, with interruptions.  Fi-
nally he didn’t want to go on any longer: the singer had
gradually become exhausted from the frequent repetitions of
isolated portions of the sings.  His voice slipped again and
again into a different tone, which made it all the more
difficult.

So then I sought out Uncle Glaser [“den Glaservetter”].   He
expressed his surprise at my unusual task.  When he was
sufficiently clear about it, he commented:

“You didn’t hit it at the right time.  You should have come in
the winter, when there isn’t anything to do” [“Ihr hän nit
d’richtlich Zait troffe.  Do hett ‘ur im Winta kumme selle,
wenn ma nix schaffe hot”]. He also claimed that proper
singing could be brought about through a glass of whiskey or
a quart of wine.  However, in order to prevent me from going
away empty handed, he tried to do some singing for me
without the application of these said refreshments.  But
nothing very clever came out.  Neither words nor  melody
could stretch to the end of a verse.

“Sakerlot,” he shouted, “if only a lively group were together
and a quarter of a bottle was standing on the table, my
memory would be here again” [“wenn jetzt so ä luschtichi
Kompanje zomme wäer un ä Schwärtl uf em Disch schtäe dät,
wäer mei Gedächtnis oh widder doa”].

Despite all of Uncle Glaser’s efforts, I could salvage just a few
bits and pieces.

Katharinental
(Summer of 1927)

By nine o’clock the next morning we were standing on the
small hill where Katharinental is located.   From there you
can get a good overview of the whole village, since it extends
out over the open sides of the opposite hills.  In terms of
location, it was the prettiest colony of all those that we had

visited so far.  A broad cross-street cut the village in the
middle into two halves.  The other streets extended on both
sides, like parallel canals.  The houses had a good appearance
and almost all had a real porch.

Our driver brought us to the courtyard of a teacher.  There a
threshing machine was being being readied for departure.  We
set out to locate the host in the great hub-bub of people and
horses.  We couldn’t discern him based on his clothing alone.
Nevertheless, our eyes had already grown accustomed to
picking out those who looked like teachers.  We soon spotted
a capable looking man in a large straw hat, and identified him
as the one whom we sought.  When we introduced ourselves,
he answered us in very proper High German.  Although he
responded very politely, we felt that our visit  was somewhat
of an unpleasant surprise.

It was understandable: the threshing machine, the hired help
finishing up their tasks, the great hub-bub of activity and
numerous complications, as well as feeding all the partici-
pants involved in the tasks – all these circumstances were not
conducive to the pleasant reception of visitors.   After we
learned that the teacher had more children than fingers on
both hands, and that this overly ample family owned only one
room, we gave up any notion of staying there with him.  We
requested only that we could leave our travelling gear there
temporarily.  The host didn’t object.  We then immediately set
out to find his colleague, a young teacher about 24 years of
age who lived directly across the street.  He didn’t have
anything to do with threshing, nor with children, and he
lacked a better half [i.e., he wasn’t married].  We immediately
imposed on his time.  He accepted this without objection and
was willing to serve as a guide, despite the fact that he knew
there was little to be earned by being our capable assistant.
      (BACHMANN - continued on page 5)

A view of Katharinental taken on the road from Landau
during the 1998 Journey to the Homeland Tour.

(Photo by Merv Rennich 29 May 1998)
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“In order to get the right results, we need to go to the poor
part of the village” [“Armenecke”], he said.  “Only there can
you find the true folk songs.”

And so we went there.

In the western part of the village, on the other side of a
shallow valley, stretched a row of houses (we call them a row
of “Semljanka”).  There the poor people resided.

When we opened the entrance door of the first shack
[“Hütte”] (to call it a “house” would be all too much of an
exaggeration) and stepped into the front room, we were struck
by the musty air.  We couldn’t see much detail about the
furnishings because the tiny little window was covered with
overlapping curtains.  The only thing visible in the light
coming through the doorway was the edge of a worn table.
Behind it was a dark cavern.  The musty smell was so pungent
that it caused us to make a quick exit to come back out into
the fresh air.

We called for the name of the lady of the house, but received
no answer.  She then came from across the street and met us
at the doorway.  The young teacher inquired about her
daughter.

“Why do you want her?” [“Ja fer was wellen er se?”] she
countered.

We explained our intentions.

Within a few minutes we were surrounded by a small group of
curious boys and girls.  They were mainly interested in my
violin case, so they asked me to play [“vorzugaicha”] some-
thing lively.

“If you play us a pretty piece, then we’ll also dance and sing”
[“wenn er uns ä schänes Stickl runnerspieln, tonze mer aich
äns wer un nodert singe mer ah noch”].

After a while we all went to the new building on the other side
of the street.  There we hoped to find a larger group of youth
and older people, since a threshing machine, which was
supposed to serve the entire poor-quarter, was already set up
there in the courtyard.

The lady of the house was sitting on a tree stump in front of
the cellar, opposite the residence, with two women.  She was
about 50 years old, and her cares showed in the many vertical
and horizontal wrinkles running across her brow, chin and
cheeks.  We greeted her,  explained our intentions, and
requested that no obstacles be placed in the way  of the
performance.

She smiled and said, “the machine isn’t finished yet.  Mean-
while you can do it, most of the people don’t have anything to
do” [“d’Maschin isch jo noch nit fertich.  Derwelscht kennen
er des moche, die mänschte Lait hän jo fer jetzt grad nix zu
tue”].

The teacher led us into the residence.  The entire furnishings
in the room consisted of a table, a stool, and a simple wooden
bench.  The walls were painted the yellow-grey color of the
clay earth.  Two girls were gathering watermelon rinds and
the remainder of the afternoon meal [“Vesperbrotes”] in a
wicker basket.

The professor and the teacher sat on the bench, I took the spot
on the stool at the end of the table.  Instantly the remaining
seats on the bench were filled by the youths and the older
people.  Those who couldn’t sit, stood.  Many sat on the floor
along the opposite wall.  A very poorly dressed woman, with
freckled face and unkempt hair, took her place on some kind
of fixture that I couldn’t make out.  Her dress was unbuttoned
and a baby was very energetically suckling on her extended
breast.

I took out note paper and began to sharpen my pencil.  Each
of my movements was watched with great anticipation and
attention.  More and more spectators crowded inside, and
soon the room was totally full.  My violin also aroused special
interest.  Various suggestions were made.

“Hey Peter,” said the woman with the child, “why don’t you
get your accordion, that would really make some music!”
[“Gel Peter, dätsch da i Plosbälgl holle, des däte Mussik
gäwe”].

General laughter broke out.  The teacher also made some
jokes and the mood got even cheerier.

    (BACHMANN - continued on page 6)

The ancestral house of Dick Doll in Katharinental.
(Poto taken by Merv Rennich 29 May 1998)
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When I opened my violin case, a hush settled over the room.
Something completely special was anticipated.

I gave a brief, non-technical explanation about the importance
of gathering folk songs, then turned to the youths sitting on
the bench and suggested that they sing one of their best
known songs.  There was a little moment of confusion, but a
17 year old girl soon started up with a hearty voice.  Her
companions joined in and then some boys added their bass
voices.  I set the basic tone with the help of the violin, then
started recording the lines with my pencil.

But we were soon interrupted by a little disturbance; the lady
of the house appeared in the room and called out the names of
some boys and men.  These had been working earlier at the
machine, and they had meanwhile come inside out of curios-
ity.  Some of them slunk back out, others remained seated.
The same little disturbance interrupted us a second time.

The chorus had gradually gotten stronger and I could scarcely
keep up, since one song after the other was sung with great
vigor.

Then, right in the middle of the greatest crescendo of the
song, a shrill woman’s voice suddenly resounded:
“Sackerment und Donnerwetter!  Kreuz-Million!!,” and then
as the finale, the strongest of all curses, supreme in infamy
throughout the world, the Russian “mother-word!”  The latter
had an immediate drastic effect and the crowd jostled against
each other.

The lady of the house explained that after the machine was
prepared, and after she had sought several times in a moder-
ate voice to get the workers to recall their duties, she now felt
moved to interrupt more forcefully.  Her face, completely
flushed from anger, glowered from the doorway between the
heads of those assembled.  The singing had broken off and in
the ensuing sudden stillness the final powerful words ex-
ploded in the room.  “Verfluchte Hund!  You all sit there and
sing, and the machine is standing out there and nothing is
getting done, and I have to pay for that time!  [“Do sitzen se
un singen, und drauße steht d’Maschinen un  kann nit
schaffe, un fer d’Zeit muß mer zohle!”].  At that point she
turned and went outside.

Those gathered near the doorway disappeared immediately.
Those remaining looked at each other and smiled, then also
went outside.  Only the woman with the suckling baby
remained sitting placidly at her spot, and she explained:

“The Frau is angry because it’s work-time and her people
were taken away from their work”  [“die Frah isch bees,
weil’s Ärwetszait isch un iere Lait vun der Ärwet ufgholle

werren”].

At that remark, the teacher quietly said to us:  “it would be
better if we take off!  The matter can get dangerous, and if so,
we have no guarantee that it won’t come to blows:  here in
this quarter that can happen very easily.”

This clarification was very convincing to us.  I packed
together my violin, pencil and notes under my arm, and we
left the place silently.  As we departed we avoided anything
that could have led to a new eruption of anger.

After we had gone some distance, we dared to turn around
and look at the quarters behind us.  The machine was
whirring in full operation, with chaff being thrown out from
its peak, flying in the air from the humming monster with
racing intensity.

Occasionally it looked like it choked, if an especially full
harvest-rich sheaf was thrown into the raging gullet, but then
it immediately shot well-digested clumps of straw over its
rows of teeth.  Behind the insatiable monster stood the
steam-engine, gasping and straining, its arm swinging and its
fire-generated motions conducted with mind-boggling speed
through the leather belt to its voracious consort.  These
long-necked metal monsters were eternally thirsty:  one man
was constantly occupied trying to satisfy their desire for drink
[“Sauflust”].  One barrel of water after another was fed into
the bowels through the gullet.  The more intense the heat
became, aroused by the flames inside, the more rapidly the
steam-engine worked, coughing and spouting sparks threaten-
ingly over the heads of the children who were busily tumbling
around its consort.  And if the water barrel remained empty
just a few minutes longer than usual, a demanding puff
exploded, which at regular intervals stirred the man driving
the water-wagon and the horses to make super-human efforts
to bring the wagon there at a gallop, in order to quickly satisfy
the thirst of the groaning gullet.

The people at the machine seemed to have no more interest in
us:  their entire focus was now on their work.  It was an
endless jumble of movement.

We debated the possibility of continuing the project that we
had begun of collecting folk songs.  At that point the teacher
turned to look at the open doorway in one of the nearby
houses.

“Do you want to go in there, perhaps something will de-
velop?” he said.

We went there.  The door led directly into the kitchen.  The
young host sat at a table, eating watermelon with bread.  He
also was part of the threshing-machine crew, but since he had

(BACHMANN - continued on page 7)
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helped to set up the machine and all the other workers were
already in place, he was taking a break to eat lunch.  He gave
us a friendly invitation to come inside and provide him with
some company.  His wife, who had been standing at the
cook-stove stirring something, quickly ran into the cellar and
brought up some more watermelon.  We were invited to grab
some and told to not be shy about it.  So we sat down and ate
with them.  The host inquired a bit about us, then wiped his
mouth and returned to the machine, recommending his water-
melon to us again on his way out.

We then began talking with the hostess.  She told us about the
girl who had sung earlier, explained that she was the best
singer in the quarter, but she didn’t know if we could get
access to her again.

Then the teacher had an unexpected idea.  He noticed a 16
year-old boy standing out in the courtyard, who apparently
wasn’t involved with the threshing-machine.  He called the
youth inside and asked him if he would be willing to work for
a few hours for pay.  When he said he was ready to do that,
the teacher suggested that we should offer to replace the girl
at the machine with the boy.  The teacher offered to do the
mediation.  After a few minutes the girl appeared and began
with the song:  “my knight [“Adele”] has written me a letter.”

It was already growing dark when we began to walk back.
The air in the street was full of fine dust, stirred up by the cow
herds that had recently returned.  In each courtyard women
were sitting, milking the cows.  We spoke about the coming
day.  The teacher wanted to locate a German beggar woman,
by the name of Minna, who supposedly knew the songs in
Katharinental by heart.  The next morning we found her, after
some inquiries at the house of a wealthy farmer, where she
was already helping to clean the room.  At first she didn’t
want to hear anything about singing, but when we spoke of
pay, she agreed to turn over her song treasury to us for 50
kopecks.  We went with her to the schoolhouse in order to
find a place to work where we wouldn’t be disturbed.  As we
walked there, I was able to determine that Minna really did
have a large treasury of folk-songs.

Inside the schoolhouse she easily and freely sang a string of
folk-songs for me.  I was busy for an entire hour, but then a
handicap began to intrude on our plans for the day.  Minna
explained that she was  tired and couldn’t sing any more.

The teacher called me aside and gave me the following
information:  “She is an alcoholic and will continue singing
only if you give her a drink.”

It was an unpleasant and embarrassing dilemma.  It seemed
very distasteful and immoral to bolster her with Schnaps in

order to unlock her folk-songs.  But on the other hand I felt it
would be wasteful for me to not record such a museum of
songs.  The unlikelihood of being able to soon find another
example of such a singer, and the fear of losing an entire
day’s  work, drove me to put aside the moral considerations
and I decided to reach for the alcohol.

But then another difficulty arose:  how were we going to get
Schnaps?  It was openly sold in the store, but the teacher felt
that it was inappropriate for him to get it and I didn’t want to
give the appearance to the people that I was a drinker.  I
hadn’t reckoned on my singer being a non-abstainer, and I
knew very well that every stranger in the village was ob-
served, watched, talked about by everyone and that a judg-
ment about him was reached.

The teacher looked around for some young person to run the
errand, but couldn’t find anyone.  He also didn’t think it
would be very smart to get a boy from one of the houses for
this task.  There wasn’t any other way out:  I had to take this
fateful step myself.

Once inside the store, I at first studied the hair combs and
carefully scrutinized them for a long time.  While doing that I
gradually moved over to the counter where the Schnaps was
sold.  The clerk was placidly handing over bright bottles to
other customers.  The indifference of the clerk and the
innocence of the purchasers bolstered my courage.  After I
selected a comb, I moved a few steps to the left closer to the
bottles, bought cigarettes and matches, and while I was
paying said, “also, give me a ‘Schkalik’ and a glass.”

The damned glass was the only thing that caused me a
moment of unpleasantness, because as the clerk handed it
over to me, he commented, “You’re not allowed to drink here,
you have to do that outside.”

(BACHMANN - continued on page 8)

The old German school in Katherinental.  It is now in
ruins with no roof and just the walls standing.

(Photo taken by Merv Rennich 29 May 1998)
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BACHMANN - continued from page 7

Although he said this in a totally normal voice, I nevertheless
felt the blood rush to my head.  I didn’t say anything, placed
the bottle and glass in the inside pocket of my coat and
returned to my singer.

Meanwhile she had become totally surly, asserting that she
didn’t have any more time to be laying around there, it was
threshing time now, and she demanded her pay.

Without saying a word, I took the Schnaps glass out and
placed it on the table.  She looked at it curiously and became
silent.  Then I took out the bottle and tried to uncork it
Russian style, by smacking the bottom against my hand.
Minna laughed herself half to death over my lack of adroit-
ness and took over the task herself, with much greater skill.

When I placed a full glass in front of her, she shook her head
and declared that she didn’t drink Schnaps.

However, she allowed herself to be coaxed into trying a
swallow, emptied the glass with the adroitness of a well
practiced drinker, and made a grimace as if she had taken
brandy for the first time in her life.

Then she began to sing some more tunes, until she had the
feeling that the spirit of the Schnaps was starting to give out.

The second glass was gulped with less ceremony, after which
several more songs came forth.

The sight of Minna taking in drink and coming out with
songs reminded me of the vending machine
[‘Automaternrestaurants”] that one often finds in larger
cities.

In the same fashion, human thirst is satisfied.  You toss
a silver coin into the slot of the apparatus and the spout
fills a glass.

Each time I put something into my living apparatus, I
tried to squeeze out as much as possible in order to
avoid abusing her too much.  I set the automat in
motion again [with another drink] only when the
singer’s throat was completely worn out.

After the fourth glass, I had already recorded the most
important tunes of my singer.  I then paid her and let her go.

Even today, when I look through the notes of these songs, they
seem to smell of spirits.  Meanwhile, they have been re-
recorded and have taken a journey of about 2,000 kilometers,
in the course of which they were thoroughly aired out, where

they now rest in the Archive of Leningrad University.

_____________________________
1 An alcoholic beverage.

(Editor’s note:  In the 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 visits to Karlsruhe and Sulz.)

                      r

ANNIVERSARY - continued from page 9

the Herr Governor expressed the wish that the celebration
should take place on October 5, and the committee had
already agreed to hold it on September 30, and several
invitations had already been sent out, people weren’t really
sure when the festival would actually take place.

Today we can report that the celebration will in fact take
place on September 30.  The Herr Governor of Cherson will
appear on the announced day in Landau.  In addition, these
people have also announced that they will attend the cele-
bration:  the Cherson Government Marshal of the Nobility
Hofmeister R. F. Suchomliniow [“Chersoner Gouverne-
mentsadelsmarshall hofmeister”], the Odessa District Mar-
shal of the Nobility Baron Reno [“Odessaer kreisadelsmar-
shall”], the Curator of the Odessa Teachers District Prof.
Schtscherbatow [“Kurator des Od. Lehrbezirks”], the Direc-
tor of the Volkschule of the Cherson Government Bjely,
Inspector Schenjewski, and others.

As it was reported to us, the Herr Governor will follow the
route from Nikolaiev to Schönfeld, Karlsruhe, and Landau.
It goes without saying that Schönfeld and Karlsruhe must
make the necessary preparations so that the Herr Governor
doesn’t pass through their villages quietly and unnoticed.
Above all, the houses must be richly covered with flags and
the road must be smoothed and decorated.  The spiritual and
secular authorities of these villages can greet the high-guest
with offerings of bread and salt.  The teachers would do well
to take this opportunity to have their school children dressed
in their Sunday best and lined up in orderly rows.  As
already noted, the villages of Schönfeld and Karlsruhe will
determine for themselves how they will be decorated.
In addition, it should be noted here that many guests will
travel through Sulz and Johannesthal, and therefore it is
desirable that these villages should also put on a festive
decoration.  Speier, Kathainenthal and the other colonies are
likewise not exempt from this obligation, and nothing needs
to be said about Landau.  Above all, the Beresan villages
should be on display in their most beautiful finery.  Such a
celebration takes place only once in 100 years, so we
shouldn’t be small or miserly about this!  Far from it!

        r
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I am pleased to inform all my compatriots that the 100th
anniversary of the founding of the Beresan German colonies
will be celebrated.  The first jubilee general meeting was held
in April of this year in Landau, but it was only sparsely
attended.  They elected a committee which was entrusted
with the task of working out the program for the festivities,
as well as the day of their next meeting which was set for
August 29 in Landau.  At that meeting it was agreed, first,
that the jubilee should be celebrated and secondly that it
should take place in the colony of Landau since it is the
Administrative Center of all the Beresan colonies.  In the
opinion of the committee the jubilee celebration should be
both religious and secular.  Since the Beresan colonies
belong to different religious confessions, and since it is not
possible for one church to hold all the guests, it was decided
that a separate religious celebration would be held in each
colony on the evening before the jubilee day.  At these
religious celebrations the resident ministers could give an
appropriate speech.  On the actual jubilee day a festival
church service would be held at 10 o’clock in the morning in
the Landau parish church, which would be attended by the
honored guests and the administrative officials.  After this
church service the general celebration for all the Beresaners
would begin, starting with a festival meal in the hall of the
district office.  During this meal, in addition to the usual
table speeches by the colonists, two other speeches would be
given, one in Russian and the other in the German language.
Both speeches would deal with the founding and develop-
ment of our colonies up the present day.

The celebration was announced for the 30th of September.
Initially another day was planned, but it had to be resched-
uled because our representative in the Imperial Duma, Herr
L. Lutz, who stems from the Beresan colony of Waterloo, and
who had agreed to attend our celebration, was only available
on this day.

Since we have finally reached resolution on this jubilee
celebration in this manner and established a specific day, I
believe that this celebration will definitely take place.  It now
depends on us to do everything possible to make this celebra-
tion a true festival day and a perpetual memorial in our
colonial life.

We know all too well that a movement has become dis-
cernible in many districts of our great Fatherland, which
some of us have been pondering in our hearts.  On our jubilee
day we have a special opportunity to demonstrate what our
elders were, what we are today, and what we want to be.
This means therefore that we must work together and put

aside all trivia that can trouble us on this historical day in our
colonist life.

We have inherited trust in the Tsar and the Empire from our
ancestors.  These traits we have always sought to preserve.
Also we strive to raise our children in the family, church and
school in this same fashion.  Therefore I state that it is very
appropriate at this time to do something on our part which
displays our loyalty to the Throne and to the Fatherland.

On March 14, 1913, it will be 300 years since Bojar Michael
Feodorovitsch Romanoff, the ancestor of our Lord and Tsar,
ascended the throne of Russia.  Assemblies will take place
throughout the entire Russian Empire to commemorate this
day by the construction of a monument in the city of
Kostroma.  Our jubilee should unqualifiedly participate in
the erection of this monument.  Perhaps I can be allowed to
make the following suggestion on this matter.  Each commu-
nity of the Beresan, Liebental and Kutschurgan districts
could commit to the contribution of a sum of money, perhaps
at least 100 Rubles each, and this money could be turned over
on the jubilee day by the appropriate Oberschulzen to our
Duma representative, Herr L. Lutz, who will give the festival
speech, and at the conclusion of his speech Herr Lutz could
then hand over the money to the present governor or his
representative for the promotion and the furtherance of our
Lord and Tsar.  I include the present Liebentaler and
Kutschurganer districts, since I firmly believe that this sum
should come forth from all the colonist groups of the Odessa
district.  If I may also be allowed to take the liberty to
proclaim such, no colonies would be left out.  Our lord
ministers, Schulzen and Oberschulzen are hereby requested
in the most friendly manner to take immediate action to
realize this suggestion and to report their results to the
newspapers.  We must hurry, because our time is very short.

I would expand my suggestion still further by adding that not
only the mother communities should raise these sums for the
monument, but also that all those communities in other
countries where people from the Beresan may have settled, as
well as all estate owners, should participate in this matter.  If
we proceed in such a fashion we will collect a handsome
sum, and this deed will certainly arouse much enthusiasm.

Beresan Jubilee
(Eureka Post, October 27, 1910)

As we have already reported, the Cherson Governor agreed to
appear at the Beresan Jubilee celebration.  However, because

         (ANNIVERSARY - continued on page  8)

The 100 Year Anniversary of the Founding of the Beresan German Colonies
By L. Reichert

(Eureka Post, October 20, 1910, page 2)
translated by Roland Wagner
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Sutton Nebraska
and

Beresan District Odessa Settlers

Part II
(Editor’s note:  Part I appeared in the February 1999 issue of

this newsletter.)

The First Settlement of
Russian Germans in Nebraska

By Peter H. Griess
(1851-1917)1

In June, 1873, about 400 individuals, joined together from
Worms and Rohrbach to follow those families which had
already gone to the United States.  Leave-taking from the Old
Country and from relatives and friends who remained behind
was a painful one and for all, a never to be forgotten one.  At
the station Wradiewka, we boarded the train to journey
through Austria and Berlin to the land of freedom.  Besides
my family, there were others, the families of John Grosshans,
Schoolmaster Jakob Orth, Schoolmaster Nuss, H. Hofmann
and my parents, Heinrich and Margarethe Griess, their chil-
dren and brothers and sisters.

In Berlin we stopped for a few days in order to negotiate with
the steamship company for the trip.  We utilized these days in
seeing the sights of beautiful Berlin.  Then, on a Sunday
evening, we went by train to Hamburg from where we
planned to sail on the following Wednesday on the steamship
Thuringia. But before the steamship sailed, on account of the
sickness of my youngest brother and several of the Hofmann
children, we had to make an unpleasant change.  We had to
divide ourselves into two parties; the larger party sailed on
the Thuringia as planned, whereas we proposed to sail on the
steamship Cymbria on the following Wednesday, a week
later.  The week passed quickly for us as there were many
things to see in the large Hanseatic city of Hamburg.  Unfor-
tunately, the Hofmanns could not accompany us as the
sickness of their children delayed them for four more weeks.

Our sea journey was very pleasant, and after a 13 day voyage
we arrived safely at the harbor of New York on the 6th of
August where we were amicably received by the harbor
missionary, Pastor Schweigert, and to whose care we en-
trusted ourselves until we set out the next day on our long
journey to the Far West.  Our destination provisionally was
Burlington Iowa, as Mr. Schweigert had informed us that our
first party would await us there.  After a long trip we finally
reached our destination and celebrated a happy reunion with
our comrades.  There we also met a number our country
people who had come to America 24 years before, and the
most of whom our parents sill knew.  At best, I can remember
only Abraham Sprenger and his family.

From here, after we had provided ourselves plentifully with
guns and ammunition because we had been told that it was

extremely wild in the West, our route took us to Lincoln,
Nebraska.  Having arrived there, we next concerned ouselves
about lodgings.  We rented several small houses and as far as
possible made ourselves comfortable until we could find
suitable land for our purpose.  In the meantime, our less
wealthy comrades were housed in the Immigrant House
(provided for immigrants by the Burlington and Missouri
River Railroad.)  From here, excursions in all directions were
then made in order to find a suitable region in which to settle.

Lincoln then was still a small city, but a good future was
promised it since it was already a junction point of the
Burlington Railroad.  Land was available for $12 an acre, but
our leaders, having those of our country men yet to follow us
more in mind than themselves, believed that they had not yet
found the desired region.  They wanted to find a region in
which later they could have their own churches and schools
and in which, they could maintain their German mother
tongue without interference.

After we had been in Lincoln for two weeks, the Hofmanns
arrived.  Unfortunately, the joy of reunion was saddened by
the shadow of death.  The Hofmann’s 18-year-old son had
died on the sea journey and was buried in a watery grave in
the depth of the ocean.  The Bachmann family had attached
themselves to the Hofmanns on leaving Russia, and they too
were joyously welcomed by all of us.

Meanwhile, our hunger for land area ever larger, and here in
the State of Nebraska, except for the extreme West which was
entirely in the hands of the big cattlemen, there were no
prospects for government land.  As a consequence, one
family after another took leave of Nebraska to turn to unset-
tled Dakota, leaving only a small number remaining here.

After more land areas were inspected which were not suitable
for settlement, there came one day to Lincoln from Omaha a
Pastor Dickmann through whose assistance the land owned
by the Burlington Railroad in the vicinity of Sutton was
shown to us.  Our leaders liked this land very much, so,
without further deliberation, immediately on their return to
Lincoln, a contract for 3,690 acres was made at the land
office.  Under favorable sale conditions, the land was priced
at $5 to $12 an acre, but because we were prepared to pay
cash, the entire complex was sold to us for $4.45 an
acre.Besides ourselves, the families of Grosshans, H. Hof-
mann, M. Griess, Joe Roemmich, Jacob Billigmeier, P.
Gemar, Peter Huber, Schoolmaster Joha. Geo. Nuss, Joha.
Bachmann, Geo.Sera and M. Nickolaus settled here.  There
were 22 families in all.2  This first colony in Clay County,
Nebraska, was founded in September of 1873.  The other
families who left Russia with us all settled in Dakota.3

Then a busy period began for us.  Houses were built; the
grass was mowed and barns and granaries were erected.  We
had given over the building of all the houses to a carpenter in
Lincoln, who also had to arrange for the materials.                                

          (SUTTON - continued on page 11)
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SUTTON - continued from page 10

Sutton was the only a very small place, not even having a
railroad station building.  An old boxcar had been placed
alongside the railroad tracks through which the telegraph
wires ran, and this had to serve as the station building.  It was
reported that all of Sutton could count only 60 men and three
women as inhabitants.  We could not buy even the most needed
necessities there, and had to have our provisions shipped from
Lincoln until we were settled and had our wives follow us from
Lincoln.  Toward the end of October, our homes were ready
and were occupied without delay.  But before we were fully
settled in our homes, it was the middle of November.  How
much easier those who came later had it, such as Heinrich
Griess and Johan Griess and others who arrived in September,
1874, and found comfortable lodgings among friends and
relatives until their own homes were established.4  For us, at
first, the sky was our roof and the haystack our lodgings while
our families had to remain in Lincoln.  And though warned
about swindling soon after arrival, they only became wiser
through bitter experience.

In the fall of 1874, Mennonite immigrants settled north of
Sutton in Hamilton and York counties, but since at that time
there was no railroad north of Sutton, Sutton profited from this
contingency as the Mennonites were obliged to transact their
business in Sutton.  The first Mennonites settling here were the
following families:  H. Epp, Jacob Friese, H. Penner, Peter and
Gerhard Abrahams, Gerhard Toews, P. Wahl, H. Pankratz and
others.

In the summer of 1874, a schoolteacher, Emanuel Jose of
Neusatz, arrived here.  He taught our children in their mother
language and on Sundays he lead us in divine services.

Today Sutton numbers 2,500 inhabitants with a long row of
business houses:  doctors, dentists, lawyers and even a hospi-
tal.  We have two large schoolhouses with more than 500
students, nine churches, three grain elevators, two coal dealers,
an ice company and a steam-electric plant.  In Sutton and
vicinity, there are now about 500 Russian German families and
as many, if not more, Mennonites, so that in the surrounding
counties of Clay, Hamilton, York and Fillmore, the Russian
German population is estimated to be about 1,000 families.

Though Sutton is a German community, we must say to our
sorrow that it is very poorly disposed toward German schools.
In 1879, Mr. Eberhardt left Germany with his sons and settled
north of the city.  In 1884, he moved to town and founded a
German school which he ran until his death in     1899.
Unfortunately, his endeavors were not continued after his
death, and today the German school is completely abandoned.

Sutton at this time had two Reformed churches.  The Em-
manuel Reformed Church, which was incorporated in 1878
and served by Pastor W. Bonekemper as its minister during the
entire time from its establishment until it split into two parts

on August 7, 1908.  The part remaining, on Pastor Bonekem-
per’s resignation, issued a call to Pastor Kunst of Cincinnati.
The separated part organized itself the same year as a Free
Reformed church, electing Pastor Ulrigh Zogg as its minister.

In the years 1875-1877, the first Germans from the Russian
Saratov District along the Volga River arrived in the United
States, but as many were poor, many had to settle in the larger
cities like Lincoln, Omaha, Hastings and even in Colorado in
order to find employment.  Some came here and now have fine
farms: others are trying their lot in business with success.

Often our little town is called “Russian Town,” but this cannot
bring us shame for while other cities which were as large or
larger than Sutton at first, now have fallen behind.  Our little
town has steadily flourished and is esteemed today as the best
along the Burlington Railroad between Lincoln and Hastings.

(When the author refers to “now” note that he passed away in 1917
and the latest date he refers to in his account above is 1908)

__________________________
1 As published Nebraska History                           , Volume 49, Winter – Number 4 (by
the Nebraska State Historical Society).
2 Rath, “Die Russianddeutschen . . . ,” 34.  The number leaving
Russia consisted of fifty-five families.  Thus Thirty-three families
settled in Dakota Territory.  On their arrival, a cholera epidemic
broke out from which six children died.  All but two of the families
returned to Nebraska, also settling in the Sutton area.  Accordingly,
fifty-three of the original fifty-five families eventually settled in or
near Sutton.
3 Dakota Territory at this time – states of North and South Dakota
came into existence in 1889/
4 Rath, “Die Russianddeutschen . . . ,” 34. In 1874 a group of
eighty-six Russian German families settled in the Sutton area.  This
was the largest group to come to Sutton at on time.  The following
family names were represented in the group:  Ochsner, Schwarz,
Roemich, and Griess.  In 1875 another, much smaller group came to
Sutton.  Among these immigrants were Friedrich Nuss, Adam Traout-
mann, and Johann Rath.
5 The 1960 population of Sutton was given as 1,252.

        r
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“Life can only by understood backwards, but must be lived
forwards.”

Soren Kierkegaard

Faces

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 (1803-82)
Essayist, poet, philosopher.
The Conduct of Life, “Behavior”
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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 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 mren-
nich@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
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