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PART SEVEN 

 

Oral Histories and Family Memoirs 

(Minor edits for fluency) 

 

 

I. Phillip Ochs, oral history, Endicott, Washington, 1959 (with Gordon 

Lindeen). 

 

 Few persons still living in the 1950s could claim to have come to the 

Northwest with the first group of Russian Germans before the completion 

of the Northern Pacific Railroad in 1883. But Phillip Ochs was one of them. 

In 1959 he was 82 years old with sharp mind and wit when interviewed by 

Pullman schoolteacher Gordon Lindeen who was completing a history of 

Endicott as part of his Master‟s Degree program at WSU. My Aunt Una Mae 

(Huntley) Scheuerman was a descendant of the Green and Rothe clan and 

when I became interested in our people‟s history in the 1960s she told me 

about Mr. Lindeen‟s visits to Endicott and showed me a copy of his thesis.  

About 1970 when later attending WSU, I found that he had retired but 

was still living in Pullman and I asked him about the interviews he had 

conducted with Fred Green, Phillip Ochs, and others. He welcomed my 

interest and said he still had the original reel-to-reel recordings boxed away 

somewhere in his garage.  Sometime later he called me to say he had found 

them and wanted me to take them lest they become lost or damaged. I had them 

copied onto a cassette and later cd from which I made this transcription. The 

interview was likely conducted in the summer when Mr. Lindeen was not 

teaching. As a boy, I remember Mr. Ochs enjoying in the backyard of his 

Endicott home on sunny afternoons and you can hear birds singing in the 

background on the recording as well as periodic comments made by his wife, 

Catherine. Her father, George Schierman, was one of the five Schierman 

brothers who established the colony on the Palouse River mentioned by 

Phillip. She can be heard on the tape telling Mr. Lindeen that the Henry 

Schierman tragically killed in 1912 was her brother. 

Phillip was something of a legend in his own time in our community and I 

have written elsewhere of his remarkable life. Phillip‟s son, Marlo, was a 

colorful character in his own right—a genuine “horse-whisperer”, and 

someone who shared many stories with me and my Endicott students about 

pioneer life in the Palouse that he had learned from his father. I‟ve always 

found it fascinating to hear the voice of someone in Phillip who knew my 

hometown when it was nothing but a scattering of tents and wagons. 

 

We lived five years in Kansas. That‟s where they landed and that‟s where they homesteaded. All 

of them Russian German people were land people. They wanted land, land, and they had a chance to get a 

homestead. So they homesteaded there and stayed five years. I was born in 1877 in Rush County, Kansas 

and I was five years old when we left. The chinch bugs and grasshoppers and other stuff ate them all out 

and they couldn‟t make any headway so they come West and we landed in Portland. I was six when they 

landed here because we stayed in Portland for a year and they worked around there. My father worked on 

the construction train there for a year and John Peter Ochs and Phillip Green and old man [Henry] 

Litzenberger.  

They left there and came up here and kept on writin‟ about how beautiful it was and in a year‟s 

time we landed here in the summer of ‟83—our folks and Ruhls [Adam and Katherine], quite a bunch of 
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„em. They settled here and then got the notion that they had to colonize the same as Russia. The six 

families went down there to the river. They formed a colony and lived on the Palouse River where they 

could raise a little stuff, horses and cows, and then after two or three years spread out and get land. Old 

man Ochs went up here about a mile.  

I remember Boardman the storeman here, and J. T. Person. They worked together—general 

merchandise. There was a saloon here at the same time, and a drug store and post office together. For a 

while Boardman had the only store and then Person. Lil[lis] Smith was connected in the store there about 

that time. A man by the name of Niles was working there for him and Jimmy Martin and Lloyd Shoup ran 

the saloon. 

 There was no government at all. This was Washington Territory for quite a long time so you 

couldn‟t get enough people together to have a jury; you couldn‟t have a trial here. There was nothing 

here. After a while a few more come in. They had a constable but he was a kind of overseer and didn‟t 

amount to nothin‟. The vigilante committees, they were the boss at the time. Those first people had a 

tough time. I‟m not foolin‟, those first people had a tough time. These people, they‟d take your horses and 

if you happened to have your horses corralled like out there where Karl Scheuerman and Klewenos 

lived—they happened to have their horses in the corral and they came there and took the whole works. 

Left one pony they overlooked in the barn. These horse thieves would go anyplace. If you had your team 

hitched they‟d make you unhitch the one they wanted. 

Old Bill Masterson
1
 was the head of the horse thieving gang at that time [1892]. Bill Masterson, 

Ed Harris, and Mel Stimson and they didn‟t get rid of these fellows for quite a while. There was Luke 

[Lucillus] Smith; they came in and lived out where Reuben Leinweber lived. Link Ballaine and Luke 

Smith were living there and John Eacho was sheriff and he deputized Lou Rawls. He lived over by Hole-

in-the-Ground. He was a guy who would not let you steal his horses. He was as tough as they were only 

he was on the side of the law. So Eacho got him and I can still remember Luke Smith‟s boy coming down 

here. Link Ballaine had moved on them and they had split up and Luke Smith‟s boy came here to town 

and he was so scared. His father told him to come in here and tell Link Ballaine they had to go to Spokane 

because the officers had the outlaws corralled in a Spokane Hotel. And that‟s where it ended.  

The gang was in there and the officers went in and sat down with them. While they were sittin‟ 

there the gang went and turned down the lights. So the sheriff went over and turned them back on. I guess 

they done that two or three times, and then the fireworks started. Luke Smith told me—most of the guys 

went up there to get things straightened out, they said that Bill Masterson had five .45 Colt slugs in his 

chest, and he pulled his trigger with his gun right up against the mouth of an officer but the gun misfired. 

Then he went down, of course. Harris was left. Anyway, they got Harris‟s gun away from him—knocked 

it out of his hands and another pounced on him. 

Pretty near everybody around here had a few horses out on the range. Lil Smith had a bunch of 

horses, and some more fellas. They all had horses for one reason or another back at that time. Everything 

was open. There weren‟t fences. There was the Nat Burrell Company. They had the place down here just 

a couple miles below H. D. (Smith-Rockwell).
2
 There‟s an old barn there now, the house is torn down. 

They had some land over here where Karl Scheuerman lives. They had that fenced; tried to develop it. 

And then they had some land out towards Union Flat. They had some land fenced there. The barbed wire 

was a strip of tin about that wide and it was twisted and had notches filed into it to scratch a little. You 

could see it around here for years.  

There were not stock wars here between the stockmen and the farmers. Just a little trouble 

between the sheepmen and the stockmen that way. They were separate—the sheepmen had their sheep 

and the stockmen had their horses and a few cattle. It was mostly horses at that time. The Hamiltons lived 

over on Union Flat; they had some horses. And there was a man by the name of Pangburn,
3
 an old 

bachelor over there. He had quite a few head of horses. And there was Perry d‟France; he lived over here 

on the river. He had quite a bunch of horses—150-200 head I guess.  

There was three [Oregon Improvement] Company houses in town here.
3
 They were built down 

below by the railroad track and there was a few fellows get a job with the company to build the houses 
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there. My cousin, Pete Ochs, worked in Dr. Henry‟s drug store—Conrad Ochs‟s boy, and Henry 

Schierman worked for them. They [the Henrys] took on the automobile business. They got it going and 

that‟s where he got killed. They got in a shipment of Ford cars and they unloaded them at the warehouse 

and they kept the house locked but the next morning they could tell somebody had broke in there. But 

apparently they hadn‟t disturbed anything—nothing was wrong and they the cars all set up. He turned the 

crank—they used a crank for cars in those days, and the thing exploded.
5
 You don‟t think of the early 

settlers didn‟t have a tough time.  

The squirrels were so thick here they‟d eat up forty to fifty acres in a day. There were lots of 

years we didn‟t get very much grain. I ran the header over one 160 acres up here this side of Thera aways 

and put it in and it was coming along just nice and I really thought we were going to have somethin‟. And 

you know, the squirrels ate that down to the ground—every foot of it! Musta‟ been the last of June or first 

of July. Somewhere around there a rain came and that stuff came up again. In harvest we had to drive 

with the header under the spout till the horses would give out. So we got a little wheat off that! 

 

 
 
1
Masterson was described by one who knew him as “about 6‟4”, very dark complexion, wore a heavy 

mustache, was uncouth, profane, vulgar, insolent and overbearing. He was a master horseman, reputed to 

be a crack shot, and heavy drinker. During the previous decade he had killed Slowiarchy, son of a Palouse 

Indian chief, in a dispute in Walla Walla over a horse. Over time the Masterson gang established a series 

of hideouts along a route that led from their Cherry Creek headquarters north of Winona through the Rock 

Lake district, over to Pine City, and eastward to the Farmington area where the stolen animals would then 

be herded to Spokane or across the mountains to sell in Montana. 
2
Endicott founder Henry Dayton Smith settled on Rebel Flat Creek in 1878. The family name was later 

changed to Rockwell.  
3
George Pangburn settled on Union Flat in 1862 near the present August Luft home to become the first 

settler in the Palouse Country. 
4
The Oregon Improvement Company, a subsidiary of the Northern Pacific Railroad Company, was 

managed by retired Civil War General Thomas Tannatt who arranged for the Portland Volga Germans to 

settle in the Endicott area. Grandpa Karl Scheuerman was born in one of these three O. I. Co. cottages in 

1893.  
5
Henry Schierman was the hapless victim of a murder plot in May 1912. He was hired by Dr. Henry to 

move some new cars for their dealership from a railroad warehouse. Unfortunately two longtime area 

residents named Miller and Wilson had decided to kill Dr. Henry after he threatened to close down a 

house of ill fame they were operating. The two men assumed Dr. Henry would move the cars and filled a 

cylinder in one with black powder the night before after breaking into the powder storage shed at the rear 

of the Endicott Hardware. Since Dr. Henry hired Henry Schierman for the work, and when the ignition 

was cranked the engine block exploded striking his head with debris and killing him instantly. The guilty 

parties were never charged. Marlo Ochs, Henry Schierman‟s nephew, who related this story to me in 

1991, learned the details from his father, Phillip Ochs. The Colfax Commoner reported the incident on 
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May 17, 1912 and concluded, “This is the first instance of an explosion of this kind and is being 

investigated closely.”  

 

 

II. Eva Litzenberger, Medford, Oregon, letter to Richard Scheuerman, 

St. John, Washington, May 18, 1996 

 

 “Cousin Eva” Litzenberger O‟Neill Baldaree (1907-2009) served as a 

public school teacher at Reed Point, Montana (1929-31), teacher and 

principal in Oregon (1931-64), and professor of education at Oregon State 

University (1964-72). She was an intrepid globetrotter who wrote, “It‟s our 

Arabian blood—I‟m never happier that when seeing the world.” A partial list of 

her far flung travels includes Africa (1965), Australia and the South Pacific 

(1967), Europe (1969, 1988, 1990), Panama to Africa via tramp steamer and by 

air to Southeast Asia—the first of many such expeditions by freighter (1970-

71), Russia (1973, 1977, 1988, 1992, 1993 and 1994 with me), South America 

(1973-74), around the world on the Norwegian freighter Traviata (1975), 

Mediterranean and Black Sea (1977, 1989), Italy (1979), China (1984), 

Southeast Asia (1990), African Safaris (1991, 1993), Antarctica (1993-94), 

Mexico (1995), Hawaii (1995), and Central Asia and China (1996).  

 In the fall of 2008 our family stopped to see eva at her retirement 

center in Medford, Oregon where at age 101 she was the oldest resident. We 

visited about the trips we took together to Germany and Russia beneath her 

display of family mementoes. One she has cherished for years is the colorful 

wood bowl painted in gold, red, and black brought to America from Russia  by 

her Litzenberger grandparents in 1876. At her memorial service in the 

Endicott Cemetery on May 26, 2009, I read Psalm 121, the so-called 

“Traveler‟s Psalm.” We gathered afterward with our Litzenberger relatives 

from Oregon to reminisce about her remarkable life. 

  

At an early age I was allowed to cross the street [in Endicott] past the Ochs and Repp homes to 

Grandpa [Henry B.] Scheuerman‟s. He was usually reading a paper (in German from Portland, I think). 

He was a friendly, kind, handsome gentleman with a full, well-kept attractive beard. His swollen hand and 

leg were puzzling to a small child and apparently an inquiry was made. As I recall he told me he had met 

with a group of doctors at one time. Also I do not remember what the diagnosis was. He had had this a 

long time and it appeared to remain the same. It looked like what I‟ve read about elephantiasis.  

I saw him angry once. Grandma Scheuerman
1
 was telling me something he apparently thought 

was inappropriate for a child. He asked her to discontinue which she did. One time later in grade school, I 

stayed with them for several days while my other grandparents were off somewhere. At supper Grandma 

served tea with preserved cherries (very Russian). It was a special treat. We also had Suesspleena. The 

hemline of Grandma Scheuerman‟s dresses looked a little different. The skirts touched the sidewalk and 

“swished” as she walked—similar to those worn by women in a poster I brought back from Russia. I 

think Grandpa married his brother‟s widow and they came via South America. 

In later years when I returned to Endicott, I always called on Grandpa and Grandma Scheuerman. 

He and I usually went to the cellar for a glass of some berry wine which he had made. I‟ll bet there were 

some treasures found in that cellar!  

Uncle Karl [Scheuerman] called me “Buster.” I don‟t know why—unless it was my dark skin. 

One time when Uncle Karl and Aunt Lena were living on the farm, I went out for a visit for a few days. 

(My Grandmother Litzenberger should be given credit for keeping me in touch with my Mother‟s 

family.)
2
 The men were out harvesting. Aunt Lena and I went to see the [John] Repp family and spent the 
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night. Aunt Lizzie and I shared a bed which she apparently shared with John when he was home. He was 

a big man and they apparently needed a new spring. It dipped down in the center and I had a little 

difficulty “hanging in there.” Funny how we remember some things.  

 

 

With “Aunt Eva” Baldaree on world travels when she was in her 90s and still 

going stronger in mind and body than many in the groups half her age. Eva lost her 

mother, Grandpa Scheuerman‟s sister Mary, when she was born so was raised by her 

Litzenberger and Scheuerman grandparents (our Great Grandfather Henry B. 

Scheuerman). On the 1994 bus trip between St. Petersburg, Russia and Novgorod 

(above) we sat together and she shared many memories of them with me. Eva kept her 

eye out for colorful Christmas cards when touring abroad and often wrote about 

some recent adventure. One from her below depicts a scene from what might have 

been experienced by a well-to-do family in late 19th century Russia. 

 

 

One time I returned to Endicott when Aunt Mary and August Merkel were living in the old 

Litzenberger home where I grew up, we asked for a tour of “the estate.” August was there alone. The little 

summer house had a dining room and kitchen and was later used as a laundry. Inside we found a group of 
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old Sunday School books and a small wooden box which Grandpa Litzenberger brought from Russia, 

carrying important documents I presume, and was left on the farm when my grandparents moved to town. 

It had been used for a nail box!!! August had been told to burn these things! I didn‟t ask for the books but 

did salvage the box which was about 12 x 8 x 7 inches. The border design is defaced but it is definitely 

Russian.  

Last year when were in Endicott and called on Phillip and Irene Smick and began looking at old 

pictures, Irene indicated her family had not interest in these things and offered several to me. One I chose 

is a wedding picture of a gathering of people after my mother and father‟s wedding. They are not in the 

picture but it‟s a great picture with some I could identify—Uncle Karl, Aunt Mae, Aunt Sophie still in her 

apron, and others.
 

 
1
This would have been Henry B.‟s second wife, Marie, whose first husband was Henry‟s brother John 

Scheuerman. John died in Argentina of complications after a farming accident. 
2
Eva‟s mother died when she was born so she lived to extended times with her maternal Litzenberger 

grandparents. 

  
 

III. Mrs. Leta (Green) Ochs, oral history, Endicott, Washington, April 

23, 1971 (with Richard Scheuerman) 

 

 Phillip Green and John Peter Ochs came here in a group with old man [Henry] Repp. They came 

from Portland with mules around summer. The railroad was building through here then. They had no 

houses so made a dugout. Some were lucky and brought out a tent. Old man Ochs brought an oven from 

Portland and got lumber from there when the railroad went through. 

 Phillip brought his whole family out from Kansas when, according to an old clipping in their 

Bible, “there were still buffaloes and antelope on the prairies.” His father [George Henry] died in a fire at 

a mill he owned in Portland. His mother also died in Portland. Phillip was born on June 29, 1859 and his 

wife, Anna Margaret Rothe, was born on February 13, 1861. They were married in 1878 in Kansas by 

Pastor Dielensaus.  

The Klewenos also staying in Kansas and came later by railroad to Spokane. Phillip Green came 

from Kansas. Grandma Repp said when they selected those to scout out the Endicott area, when they 

heard it would be Mr. Green and Peter Ochs, they said he was as “green as grass” and Ochs was “as 

stubborn as an ox”!  

The Green children were Maria (1878), Peter (1880) born in Kansas, Magdalena (1881) probably 

born in Kansas, Henry (1883), John (1885), Christina (1887), Lydia (1889), and Josie (1892). Anna‟s 

father, Henry Rothe, was born on August 2, 1824 and died in Endicott on April 22, 1883. 

 

 [A related but undated note in my handwriting reads:]  

Henry Litzenberger and Henry were both born in Jagodnaja Poljana, the village from which the 

Klewenos were also from. Henry Litzenbergers‟s wife was Anna Elizabeth Baht, whose sister Mary was 

Henry Repp‟s wife. George Henry Green and son Phillip were born in Norka but moved to the daughter 

colony of Rosenfelt. They emigrated to Otis, Kansas with a group including Henry and Anna Rothe who 

were originally from Frank. Phillip subsequently married his daughter, Anna, in Otis, Kansas in January 

1878. The Rothes settled near Bison.  

 Peter Brack, born in Pobotschnaja, emigrated as an infant with his parents to Schönfeld in 1857. 

He married Sophie Kniss there in 1875; her family was also from Pobotschnaja. In the fall of 1876, they 

traveled to Lawrence, Kansas and after about a month the colony of about 200 people went to Great Bend 

and Pawnee Rock. They settled near the border of Barton and Rush counties. John Peter Ochs married a 

Kniss and became a brother-in-law of Peter Brack. 
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IV. Mr. Jack Grove, oral history, Endicott, Washington (Palouse River), 

November 27, 1971 (with Richard Scheuerman). 

 

 I came here to harvest in 1903, my brother, Cyrus W. Grove, had come down here in 1902. I was 

born twelve miles east of Colfax on a farm. My father was a potter. My mother came by oxen to Portland 

in 1853 when she was five years old. Conrad Schierman owned this land; his brothers were Henry and 

John Schierman.  

 When the Germans first came they bought 160 acres and divided it into twenty-acre parcels. They 

called it the Russian Colony. They would have a big garden spot like they had in Russia. When down at 

Kackman‟s first raised barely and potatoes and hogs. Del Bafus‟s grandfather was the first one. Peter 

Ochs‟s first place was back around Howard Gerlitz‟s. John Peter Ochs moved from here to Alkalai Flat. 

He moved the houses here, one on every twenty acres. They were divided into a kitchen and living area 

with a two-bedroom lean-to.  

An old Indian trail ran along the southeast side of the river here along the bluff. At first the men 

worked on the railroad. They had a few horses. About a mile below here the Lairds had a house, then the 

Weitzes. When Lairds were there they had an Indian scare so they came up and stayed with the Germans. 

When [Henry] Litzenberger came with Henry Schierman down here, they had camped out before by a 

springs near the Jimmy Smick place. Mrs. Schierman thought some Indians came to rob her but she saw a 

man riding a horse in the distance and told them, “Mein Mann!” [My man!], so they rode away.  

 

 

V. Mr. Dave Schierman, oral history, Walla Walla, Washington, July 9, 

1972 (with Richard Scheuerman and Evelyn Reich). 

 

 Our name was originally spelled “Scheuerman”, but it was changed by a schoolteacher. Peter 

Ochs came from around Pobotschnoye. Others came from around where Peter Brack did. The Ochses and 

Bracks were related. They first lived in Rush County, Kansas but an explosive cylone blew out a fire and 

my father went to fight it. When they came back the lake near their home had completely disappeared! 

(Blown away by the cyclone.) The Schiermans and Ochses left Kansas and went to San Francisco and 

then up to Portland looking for a better life. The Greens followed. Peter and J. Peter (Ochs) worked for 

the railroad to put in the Albina Fill. They had a homestead near Portland but the brush was so thick they 

would get lost if they didn‟t chop and mark trees. Later the railroad brought them to Riparia and then by 

wagon to Endicott. At that time it was just a railroad camp to lay track from Riparia to Spokane. Mrs. 

Schierman cooked for the camp in the old building behind Wally Geier‟s service station. 

 One day he [Conrad] rode to the river by Hargraves and later eight families bought 160 acres, 

twenty acres apiece, for a little over $1 per acre. The road over the bluff to Endicott was not in yet, so 

they crossed near the present swinging bridge and went out past Hargaves. [Map shows locations from 

south to north in the colony of John Schierman, Conrad Schierman, Henry Schierman, George Schierman, 

John Peter Ochs, Joseph Ochs, John Schreiber, and Phillip Aschenbrenner‟s father.] Many later 

immigrants lived in the Aschenbrenner house until they found a place to settle. They all helped each other 

get started when new ones came. 

 John [Schierman] built the homes, was a good butcher, and worked for the railroad. He was also 

the chief carpenter for the Congregational Church. They raised cows, chickens, and gardens. Did not have 

large farms at first. The Helms and Klewenos lived down there after the Schiermans and Ochses came. 

Many of the later ones would come just long enough to get settled and find a place of their own. Henry 

Litzenberger came later, too, stayed for a while, also Conrad Wilhelm and [Adam] Weitz. John Peter 

Ochs, could he sing and whistle! He would sometimes climb a bluff late in the day and his music would 

fill the canyon. Once when they had all gathered to sing [at worship] in the evening they looked outside in 
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fear of the ominous northern lights. Scared them all so everybody went home. They thought a big storm 

was coming. The lights went all the way to the south above them.  

 They used horses to tramp the wheat kernels out and then wait for a windstorm to blow away the 

chaff. Reinke
1
 bought the first thresher, a Holland Dutch. Flocks of 5,000 sheep would sometimes come 

through. (John) Sutton was a cattleman and once when a sheepherder came through he was mysteriously 

shot. Sutton always had a shotgun and pistol. As many as twenty coyotes ran in packs along the river and 

there were many cougars. One attacked Phillip Schierman when he was riding on horseback.  

 There were rumors in the 1880s that Indians were going to storm Colfax so farmers went in with 

guns and the excited abated. Mrs. Schierman was once alone and encountered some Indians who seemed 

threatening. She saw a man riding in the distance on a white horse and said, “Mein Mann, Mein Mann,” 

like he was her husband, so they rode off. Every spring and summer Indians went north through Endicott 

to the mountains to hunt. Conrad used to say that sometimes it would take a half-day for them all to pass. 

A group armed with bows and arrows came into Charley Laird‟s place one time and told them to cook a 

meal, but the family sneaked up to Conrad‟s and they got their guns. The Indians left but took plates and 

things down to the river. Another time Mrs. Aschenbrenner cooked biscuits for them. They sometimes 

camped down by the Lairds and Weitzes on the northwest side of the river.  

 
1
John Reinke was a native of Poinsett County, Arkansas who moved with his parents, Frederick and 

Sophie Reinke, natives of Germany, to the Endicott area in 1889. He married Christina Repp, daughter of 

Henry and Anna Repp, and relocated in 1909 to Snohomish County where he established a berry farm and 

raised a large family. The Reinkes were joined a year later by the family of John H. and Minnie (Reinke) 

Repp. 

 

 

VI. Anna Green Weitz, “Story of a Pioneer,” Endicott Index, November 

29 and December 6, 1935 (by Frank Niles, editor). 

 

This Thanksgiving season has brought memories of distant scenes to many residents of Endicott. 

For Mrs. Anna Green Weitz there is the picture of this stormy day sixty years ago, on November 25, 

1875, when as a little girl of fifteen she left her native Russia. Her father, Henry Rothe, who had been a 

prosperous merchant in the town of Frank, was one of the leaders of the fifty families of the same 

religious faith who hoped to have new homes on the farmlands of the West. 

On the 30
th
 day of December they arrived in New York, and here came to the first disappointment 

for some of the friends who had made the long journey from the towns of the northern Volga. They had 

no funds with which to travel the hundreds of miles which still lay between them and the land on which 

they wished to locate. Anna‟s father was able to take his own family and to assist to others in the party 

who came on to Otis, in western Kansas. Three years later, Anna was married to Phillip Green, who had 

taken a homestead near Otis and who was one of the first of the party to become a citizen of the United 

States. 

After a few years of repeated crop failures and the severe electrical storm which had been 

unknown to them in Russia, Mr. and Mrs. Green, with their three small children [Mary, b. 1878; Peter, b. 

1880; and Lena, b. 1881] and other members of his father‟s family, left their Kansas homesteads for the 

Pacific coast. They settled in Portland while the men looked for new farmlands. About ten months after 

their arrival, Phillip Green and Peter Ochs, now deceased, secured passes from the Union [Northern] 

Pacific Railroad on which they came as far as Almota. From there they came to Colfax, and on to the 

present site of Endicott. There were no houses where the town is now, but Mr. Green was satisfied that 

this location offered opportunity for a new home, and he decided to go back to Portland and bring his 

family as quickly as possible. 
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On a beautiful day in late September they started on the return trip; a Mr. Batt with his wife and 

baby, Mr. and Mrs. Green with their three children, Mary, now Mrs. Kleweno of Genessee, Idaho; Peter, 

and Mrs. Lena Kaiser, whose first birthday [October 3, 1882] was celebrated during the journey. 

Then followed the hardest two weeks the young people had ever known. After the first happy 

day, the warm sunshine was replaced by rain and snow, which drenched everything in the wagon. 

Comfortable sleep was impossible, and the mules argued all the miles through the Cascades. 

On October 12, 1882 the journey ended when two tired young fathers pitched here in the 

bunchgrass the tents which served as their homes for the next three months. The house occupied by Mr. 

and Mrs. John Lesser now stands on the ground where the tents were erected. 

Mr. Green selected for his farm the land now owned by his son-in-law, Ben H. Huntley. He 

constructed a dugout there and moved his family into it for the rest of the winter. It was a hard winter. 

And when the rains came, it rained inside as well as outside—only a little longer inside.  

There were sheep and cattle in the country, and Mr. Green could exchange work for meat and 

potatoes, but other food had to be brought from Colfax. When spring came, he hauled lumber from Colfax 

and built a four-room house. The balky mules were traded for a team of horses. But that apparently 

fortunate trade had a most discouraging result. Both horses were stolen. Mr. Green traced them to 

Spokane Falls where they had been sold, and at much trouble and expense, he was able to regain 

possession of only one. The other was never recovered. 

Later that summer, Mrs. Green with her four children—the baby, Henry, had arrived in July—

accompanied her husband, living in the tent again, as he worked on the construction of the railroad 

through Colfax, Pullman, and Moscow.  

After he returned to the ranch in the fall, Mrs. Green‟s father, Henry Rothe, with his youngest 

child, a little girl of twelve, came out from Kansas, but he lived only two weeks after his arrival. The little 

sister remained and accompanied the older children to a little school near Diamond. 

Each year after that brought increased comforts and prosperity. Four more children were born—

John, who died September 25, 1935 at Endicott; Dean, now Mrs. George Wilson, of Moscow, Idaho; 

Leta, whom they lost when she was nine; and Josephine, now Mrs. Ben Huntley of Endicott. Peter, the 

eldest son, passed away May 24, 1927. Mr. Green selected another location, a ranch four miles from 

Endicott, which was their home for eighteen years. When their son, John, was married, he took over the 

ranch. 

As the children grew older, the family lived in Endicott or Colfax each winter to be near a good 

school. Mrs. Green had been well educated before she came to America. Disappointed in her ambition to 

pursue further schooling, she was still determined to study the language of her adopted land, and while 

her children were in school, she studied with them at home until she could read and write English. At 

seventy-five, she is still a student, following world news in her daily paper, and interested in the college 

experiences of her grandchildren. 

Philip Green passed away in 1914, but he had lived to see a thriving little town on his first tent 

site, and the broken sod which he found surrounding it converted into valuable wheat lands, one thousand 

of which were his own property. 

 Among the number of new settlers who had brought about these changes, some were old 

neighbors from Kansas, while others had come directly from Russia to the Palouse Country. John Weitz, 

to whom Mrs. Green was married in 1918, was one of the latter. Mr. Weitz came from one of the finest 

wheat districts in northern Russia, where the dense population caused many young men to look elsewhere 

for land. Both Mr. and Mrs. Weitz are serenely content in the knowledge that their choice of a new land 

was wisely made. 

[Anna Rothe Green Weitz was born in Frank, Russia on February 13, 1859 and died at Endicott 

on April 30, 1947. Philip Green was born in Norka, Russia on June 29, 1859 and died at Endicott on 

August 18, 1914.] 
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VII. Elizabeth (Scheuerman) Repp and Mae (Mary Scheuerman) Geier, oral 

history, Endicott, Washington, April 1, 1971 (with Richard 

Scheuerman). 

 

 Our family [Henry B. and Mary (Schmick) Scheuerman] left Russia on April 3, 1888. I [Aunt 

Lizzie] was six years old and Yost was eight. Deela [Catherine] was the older. There were ten children in 

all from our family so some died in Russia before we left. Our home was located near the middle of 

Yagada not far from the church. The boys who died may have been named Heinrich and Peter, and one of 

our sisters was Katrillis for whom Deela [Catherine] was then named. One of the children accidentally 

died from swinging by Grandpa‟s [Henry‟s] arms. We came on the ship with Pete [and Catherine] 

Poffenroth and Adam Schmick. [Henry B. Scheuerman‟s brother, Adam, and his wife Marie were also on 

the ship Hungaria which traveled from Hamburg to New York in May 1888. Their daughter, Katherine, 

would later marry Adam Schmick.] 

We arrived in Florence, Kansas on May 1, 1888. Our Uncle Pete was living in Kansas. He came 

before Dad. We left Kansas on March 3, 1891 and arrived in Endicott on March 7. We came here with 

Adam Schmick—Clara Litzenberger‟s dad. Pete Poff[enroth‟s] dad Peter had come before we did out to 

the Palouse River. We all lived together at first in a three-room house on the river with “Dob Conrad” 

Schierman who was a bachelor at that time.   

 Dad [Henry B.] was a soldier in the Russian army. He had an accident in some icy water and it 

hurt his leg. He and Grandma Repp knew each other in Yagada. They traded lunches with each other. Her 

maiden name was Barth. She and her sister were great jokesters. Once Mrs. Repp‟s cat had many kittens 

so she put them on Mrs. Litzenberger‟s doorstep early in the morning and went back home. They were 

soon back on her doorstep, and this went back and forth till they were half-grown! At Eastertime she 

would also put little chicks in the nests out in the chickenhouse along with Easter eggs and a dime. The 

night she died she had been out at the ranch showing dance steps. 

 

            

German colonist architecture in Jagodnaja Poljana, Russia, 1993. 
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VIII. Conrad S. Scheuerman, oral history, Lancaster, Washington, June 

30, 1969 (with Richard Scheuerman). 

 I was born in the Russian village we called Yagada Polyana on the Volga River. Times were 

difficult for the German families because less and less land was available for farming as the size of 

families had increased over the generations. About 8,000 people were living in Yagada at the time we left. 

There was a regular town government with a sheriff and mayor and town council to decide things. Yagada 

was by far the largest village in the area with neighboring German villages of New Straub and 

Pobotschnoye having less than a thousand people. 

 Most of our people lived in the village and went out during the day to work on the Kontor [in the 

countryside] where folks had fields that were designated for their use. Sometimes during harvest the men 

would live out there for some days before coming in, sleep under the wagons or the stars. Nobody 

ventured out too far in winter because enough food was gathered during the work year to meet 

everybody‟s needs and weather could be brutal. Sometimes people would make the trip by sleigh to 

Saratov which was the big city on the Volga about forty miles away. There were wolves in the forest and 

hills that were a threat during winter travel so sometimes a young colt was tied behind and would have to 

be cut away and sacrificed if ever they attacked. 

 Young men were also being drafted into the Russian army at that time which was a tough deal for 

those who had to serve. You might have to spend years far from home living among Russian people who 

didn‟t treat you very well. When our people first settled in Russian, the Queen Catherine said the 

Germans could just farm there forever and would not have to serve in the army or learn the Russian 

language. But things changed for the worse in my parents‟ time and when I was young. Our family 

decided to go to America in 1907. [The written date of March 15, 1907 in my notes may indicated the 

exact date of their departure.] 

 We went to a Russian village named Artcarsk some miles to the west which was located on the 

main railroad line from Saratov to the cities northward. We got on the train there and went all the way to 

Libau, Poland where we crossed the border. We then continued on the railroad to Bremen in Germany 

where we caught the boat that took us across the ocean to New York. We had relatives in Canada and 

took the railroad to Medicine Hat in Alberta, and then continued on to Irwin, Canada. But we continued 

on to Endicott and arrived here on July 25, 1907. 

 Our families are related way back, Mrs. Adam P. Morasch might know what happened to Henry 

B.‟s [Scheuerman] sisters. My wife‟s grandfather was named Henry, her father was Conrad. My father 

was named John and my grandfather was Phillip. My mother was Catherine Blumenschein. My brothers 

and sisters were John (b. 1867), Marikia (1869), George (1871), Anna (1873), who is now ninety-six, she 

married Phillip Hergert‟s brother; I think they called him Klonus; Peter (1876), Marillis (1879), Henry 

(1885), and then me, Conrad (1887). 

 

 

IX. Elizabeth (Fox) Scheuerman, oral history, Endicott, Washington, 

February 16, 1981(with Richard Scheuerman). 

 

 My maiden name was Fox and I was born in the village of Yagada Polyana in Russia in 1906. I 

left with my family, the George Foxes (Fuchs) when I was three months old to go to South America. John 

Scheuerman acted as a kind of leader for our group which included the families of John Scheuerman, 

George Fox, John Wagner, John Getz, Conrad Wilhelm, and three bachelors—Manuel Helt, John 

Stumpp, and John Morasch. The Foxes included George, Sr. and George, Jr. Mrs. Fox, Sr. was called Die 

Kurla and she was John Scheuerman‟s neice, the daughter of Karl Scheuerman in Russia. John Morasch 

was Mrs. Fox‟s brother and he lived to be 101 and died in Calgary in 1978. 
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 John Scheuerman‟s wife was Marie Ruhl. They had a total of eight children but six died in 

infancy. Only Peter and Matilda lived to adulthood. George Fox‟s parents returned to Russia in 1911 after 

John Scheuerman died since he seemed to hold the group together. He said, “My bones will be laid to rest 

in Russia,” so he returned to Russia with his wife and two youngest children. His daughter, Anna Fox, 

decided to remain in South America and she married Alexander Smith. But the family has never been able 

to establish contact with them despite attempts through the Red Cross. All the rest came up to Amreican 

and all settled in Endicott, Washington, or Calgary. My folks left Buenos Aires in April 1911 and arrived 

in Endicott on May 13, the entire trip taking thirty-three days. Mrs. John Scheuerman had come about 

three weeks before to Endicott through Mexico. She later married her former husband‟s brother, Henry B. 

Scheuerman. The rest of the group came through Ellis Island in New York. 

 We first went to South America after hearing some kind of land agent in Europe tell about all the 

opportunities for work in Argentina so that is where they decided to go. I grew up speaking Spanish and 

had some trouble with the kids in Endicott when I first came because of it. Of course we only spoke 

German at home. Our group in Argentina lived in a small colony and hired out to a big rancher to do the 

farming. To do any business they went into neighboring Buenos Aires and usually did so every Saturday. 

 One day while working in the fields a plow broke down and John Scheuerman and John Getz 

began quarreling about how to fix it. John Scheuerman apparently couldn‟t get any cooperation out of 

John Getz so he had to lift the heavy plow by himself to put the iron wheel back on the axle. He was a 

big, strong man but the strain caused his left shoulder to either break or dislocate. The injury worsened 

with time and a large growth appeared on the affected area. The doctors advised amputating the entire 

arm but he insisted that it would be “better to die a whole man than live as half a man.” His health 

continued to decline and at the age of 42 he died, the growth grossly affecting his appearance. 

 In Argentina we worked for a Catholic family but one, either the husband or the wife, was 

German and the other one Spanish. Our family lived near a blacksmith shop. The ranch was mostly for 

raising cattle but the Germans did farm work, raising vegetables and the like. Our most common food was 

Geesaw, like Texas hash, and was made of ground beef—which we had plenty of, onions, unboiled rice, 

and a few potatoes although good spuds were in short supply. Sometimes when the men went to get 

groceries it was difficult for them to get the storeowners to understand what they wanted. So they resorted 

to an embarrassing routine of acting things out like the time somebody wanted to buy some pork and had 

to act like a pig squealing and dying after getting its throat cut in order for the owner to get the message. 

They used to get quite a laugh out of telling these stories later. 

 It was more expensive for young bachelors to get ship far to the United States than families so 

somebody decided that I would be the “daughter” of John Stumpp for the duration of the journey and 

another girl was the “daughter” of John Morasch. Everything went fine until we got to Ellis Island and an 

official inspected everybody‟s papers. John Stumpp had declared his intention to go to Canada but we 

were going to Endicott so my folks told the immigration official that John‟s wife had recently died and 

since my mother was John‟s “sister,” they both agreed it would best for her to raise me. They repeated a 

very similar story about John Morasch‟s “wife and child” and that coincidence seemed more than the 

officials could believe. He called some others together and they consulted for what seemed to be an 

eternity. My mother died a thousand deaths in those next few minutes, convinced that they were going to 

take me away from her for lying and send us all back, but praying we all be released safely together. 

Suddenly the fellow turned and gave everyone permission to go through with their own children. After 

that my mother always told us to never, never do a thing like that again when children were involved—it 

would be much better to spend a little extra money and have a good conscience. 

 I remember when were coming into New York we saw “Darkies” (Blacks) come up alongside the 

ship in canoes hoisting fruit up in a big basket, expecting customers on ship to send money back down for 

what was taken. After seeing an empty basket return several times they got smart and began sending an 

empty basket up first and then after the money was put inside they would fill it with fruit. 

 My dad‟s brother John [Fox] went back to Russia from Argentina with his parents about 1911. 

After the First World War, however, he decided it would be much better to come to America. Since there 
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were border problems in the west with the fighting, the family thought it best for him to go across Siberia 

and then take a ship to Japan and Seattle. They wrote to the family in Endicott in order to arrange things 

and we were all excited. The folks had to sign papers testifying that he would not be a burden to the 

family. They needed three sponsors so we got three upstanding citizens in town to sign for him—Jay 

Rockwell, Forrest Garrett, and the bank president [Myron Sherman?]. But word next came that he got 

across Siberia and almost to the Pacific when the Bolsheviks caught him and thought he was trying to 

escape. His mother wrote and said never to mention his name again in any letters or he would live forever 

in the place of “dark windows”—probably prison. We heard very little more from anyone over there 

afterward and think they probably all starved to death. 

 [Lizzie‟s parents were George and Elizabeth (Morasch) Fox, whose children were Elizabeth 

(Lizzie), George, John, Albert, Conrad, and James.] 

 

 

X. Conrad Blumenschein, oral history, St. John, Washington, May 5, 

1980 (with Richard Scheuerman).  

 

There were four large fields around the village [Yagodnaya Polyana] and land was divided into 

four categories marked by poles. 1—the best land, flats; 2—marginal lands; 3—steep lands; 4—rocky, 

sandy lands. Each pole designated an area for twenty people. This was all recorded on the books and 

drawn every five years. Each of the four fields was rotated from (1) summerfallow, (2) fall [winter] rye, 

(2) potatoes, oats, sunflowers, etc., and (4) spring wheat. You get a little land in every field. The land was 

divided with one group of twenty people sharing one lot, divided twenty ways. Each person draws in the 

schoolhouse at a lottery by name according to where they live on the block in town. Names were called 

out loud and drawn. It started in the middle first Totten, then Galmuka [back and forth], then up on street 

and down the other. Each person [adult male] gets put in one plot with twenty others and in each of the 

four fields this group gets four plots—one of # 1 [good] land, 1 of # 2, etc. So one person may have 

sixteen plots. Each plot was marked and numbered by little stakes. Sixty miles north of Yagada more 

lands were purchased to farm than were in the original colony grant. Wheatland could also be rented from 

Russian landlords and [crops] sold for cash at ½ / ½ rent.  

In Russia seeding began the last of March to early April with sunflowers, oats, spring wheat, and 

a little barley. Harvest began the last of June and early July. Sometimes folks ran out of bread by then so 

cut several bundles to dry and get 40-100 pounds of rye to get by. In July rye was pulled up to aerate in 

rows, two to three weeks of drying, then hauled home to a threshing yard on the outskirts of town. Four to 

six men flailed the bundles, one side at a time. Then the bundles were cut open. The ground had been 

trampled hard by the horses and watered down. Others lift the bundles with forks while others flail and 

stack it for the horses and cattle. Bundles often flailed on ice in the yard during winter for those who 

didn‟t have granaries. Granaries were built up off the ground. Thieves sometimes drilled holes from the 

bottom. Fanning mills were then used after flailing, a pile of grain put in to clean it and wheat runs out on 

canvas then shoveled into hundred pound sacks. Men with granaries dumped wheat in and kept sacks. 

 The town owned the mills and put them up for rent by offering bids to run them for a term of 

several years. The highest bidder got to run them, and all the money [profit?] went to the minister and to 

operate public services. The miller had extra houses and barns and ground both wheat and rye, often paid 

for doing it not in dollars but in commodities and would sell the flour. Hog feed was made from the 

course refuse. Much land was there [along the stream?] for large millers to garden. A syrup was made 

from the smashed tops of sunflower stalks. A fence was around the colony to keep livestock out. A new 

motorized mill was built in Yagada in 1912 by a Poffenroth. It drove most of the others out of business 

because it milled Russian customers‟ wheat in the same day, no waiting like with the others. It was 

located on the creek on the block below the church and German school. 

 In early August wheat harvest began and was done differently. 200 bushels once per hectare. Put 

tents up if no buildings out on the Khutor [in the country]. Cut down an area for threshing, watered, 
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trampled down, straw added to get a good hard floor. Cut with a sickle and bundled, then bundles opened 

and spread into a big circle, about 100-200 bundles, then trampled out with horses and wagons, left alone 

in the middle, then with a pole go all around the ring and turn it over to shake the wheat [kernels] out. 

Then repeat with the horses. Later horses turned a tumbler rod. The women shake the stalks and rake it 

out on a pile. The chaff and wheat are piled into the center of the ring, 200-300 bushels. Then it is run 

through a fanning mill and deposited again on a big canvas or bagged. Sometimes wheat was taken to the 

Volga River and loaded by hand onto boats which were stranded in the river because of low summer 

flow, but that‟s where the buyers were. Very little oats and barley were raised, oats for the animals.   

 

 
 

A. Kiselev, “Sheaves in the Field” 

   

The wheat straw and chaff were taken home to temporary sheds [see farmyard map]. In August a 

big rain often came and father left the family on the Khutor and seeded rye. Last of August very few 

weeds in the summerfallow [too dry?]. The livestock fed there anyway. Late spring, manure piles along 

creek used to make fuel [Mistholz], horses trampled and water added to a clay-like consistency, then put 

in molds for a week and dried. Then piled up and taken home in winter for fuel. 

Sunflower harvest usually started in early September when wheat harvest finished. Sunflowers 

were cut with a hand sickle, two rows at a time, laid two weeks to dry in a long pile. Then wooden forks 

naturally shaped from timber Now ——< , tossed into wagons and taken to the threshing floor. The stalks 

were saved for winter sheep feed, or sold at the mill to make syrup. When cut in the field, stalks stacked 

into two long rows, then the wagon brought through after two weeks for drying. Then forks used to put in 

wagons so the heads always lay in the middle and dumped off so heads are in the middle and flailed like 

rye, first in the middle, then turned in the middle and repeated. Then the women rake and shake it, then 

rake the stems out onto a pile, all the seeds in the middle, then to the fan mill to separate the seeds from 

the leaves and chaff, which is taken to feed the sheep. The stems were burned or used for syrup.  

Seeds were sold by weight at the mill so sometimes a little dirt got thrown in! The best price for 

sunflowers was sometimes over one ruble per pood. Sees had to be kept dry, if too late in the fall, then 

spread out on canvas and old men and kids walked barefoot through them to aerate and stored to dry, then 

hauled to Saratov for the best price. Must be very clean. 

Potatoes were the last crop, dug in late September and October. Two men and women with steel 

potato forks. Dig all day and put in wagons, sometimes dumped behind the house to dry and then put in a 
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big cellar where they kept all winter. Sunflowers, wheat, and potatoes were planted between late March 

and all of April. Potatoes planted in one furrow of a two-shear plow or every other one of a single shear. 

Sunflowers were also planted several inches apart right behind the plow, also every other row, plowed 

usually shallow. Seed wheat was also put through a sieve to get very clean, nothing cracked. 

Butchering took place in late fall, before Christmas. Wood gathered in the timber during this time 

but only rotten wood and old roots were allowed to be cut. Timberland was also sometimes divided like 

land for cutting. Fall was also courting time, October through December, then mass marriages at 

Christmas. When you go to propose, you need to take two other men and they talk to the girl and her 

parents. When a decision is made they take a drink to finalize the bargain. The boy may give some money 

or a shawl to her then, and to the schoolteacher and be publically announced in church for three weeks. 

May back out any time up to then.  Because so many were confirmed, two classes where held, one in fall 

(September) and in spring. Lots of work in the winter to keep the livestock fed. 

[Notes from map of home and environs [the Hof]: root cellar in ground against shed, ice put in in 

spring to keep milk, cream, etc., all summer, insulated with chaff, ice retrieved after spring break-up 

behind the dam in town. / 12‟ x 12‟ stone and clay shed, clay top for ceiling, perhaps thatched on top, 

steel door on front. Sunday clothes and valuable stored there to protect from fire. / gardens: squash, 

cabbage, potatoes, pumpkins, onions, gashernik (berries); apple and cherry trees, pickled apples in fifty 

gallon barrels.   

 

 

XI. Marie Morasch, oral history, Colfax, Washington, September 12, 

1971 (with Richard Scheuerman). 

 

 All the Germans [in Yagadnaya Polyana] attended the Lutheran Church except the village 

translator, Mr. Goosemaw, the Kreischreiber [district secretary], who was Russian. Juries were held in the 

Krieshaus [district courthouse]. Four men controlled the county government. A man from Straub was the 

leader, or area judge. The sheriff [Sotnek] was Conrad Walter, he had several assistants. 

 Mary Bernhart‟s father was the Pobotschnoye representative, there was also one from Straub. The 

Kla [Klein] Geminde was the “Little Meeting” held at the Kreis Haus. When everyone got together in the 

German School is was the Gross Geminde [“Large Meeting”]. 

 George Schmick owned a big mill. Many had rye flour milled there. He was well to do and rented 

out homes. School started October 1 for those aged nine to fifteen, boys and girls both. The alphabet, 

catechism, and Bible were taught in school. We had three main classes. The schoolmaster was Johann 

Kromm. He also preached when the pastor visited other towns. Julius Shilling was the last pastor. 

 If you [men] were twenty-one years old you could be drafted. Some went to Saratov to board ship 

[for service]. Three-year term, sometimes served in Asia. Had to have physical. The oldest son was 

exempt, but if a third one only had to serve two years. Some were seaman, my cousin spent seven years at 

sea [Russian Navy]. 

 We came across the Atlantic on the ship Kursk. The Russian-American Line of the Russian-East 

Asiatic Steamship Company had the ships Kursk, Birma, and Lithuania, with direct service from Lebau 

[Poland] to New York. Took nine days. Arrived at New York on December 26, 1912, and reached 

Endicott on January 2. We came over on the Union Pacific Railroad from New York direct to Walla 

Walla. Folks usually left in the spring of the year. 

 

 

XII. Mae (Mary Scheuerman) Poffenroth Geier, “My Life Story,” 

unpublished  typescript, Endicott, Washington, February 22, 1963. 
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As a boy growing up near Endicott, I would often visit my Great Aunts 

Mae Geier and Lizzie Repp as I enjoyed hearing their tales and humorous 

stories of life in pioneer days, but I was not aware of many incidents Aunt Mae 

relates in her poignant memoir about our family and her own challenging 

circumstances as a child and young mother. I remember her love of music and 

hearing her play the treasured old pump organ she kept in her living room. 

Reading her story brings to mind a clear boyhood memory I have regarding 

something I did not comprehend at the time. I often sang at church and one 

time for Mother‟s Day I shared the rather obscure tune, “Nobody Knows But 

Mother.” At the distance of almost half-century I don‟t remember all the 

verses, but among them are these lines: “Nobody knows of the work it takes, 

to keep a home together; nobody knows of the steps it takes, nobody knows 

but Mother. Nobody knows of the anxious fears, lest children may not 

weather, the storms of life in after years, nobody knows but Mother.” While 

singing this song before the congregation, I noticed that Aunt Mae became 

extremely emotional and this concerned me. I was relieved when she made a 

point of coming up to me after the service to say how much she appreciated 

the words of the song. I knew she was safeguarding personal memories, and 

am grateful that she took time to enrich our lives by writing this story in 

tribute to the power of God‟s overcoming grace.   

 

 I, Mary Katherine (Mae) Scheuerman was born December 25, 1888 at Newton, Kansas. The 

winters there were very cold. While still a young child one morning my Mother came to pick me up, but 

found I was frozen to the wall. I came to Washington with my parents at the age of two. We lived in 

Endicott a number of years, later moving to a farm five miles from here, which is still the Scheuerman 

farm. I remember one day while we lived here in town. There were three families living in one house, it 

was a section house owned by the railroad located along tracks. The three families were my parents, one 

Litzenberger family, and my oldest sister and husband, Adam Lust. My brother, Karl Scheuerman, was 

born there.  

In another section house our neighbor William Huntley lived. One day Mr. Huntley was cutting 

up meat or something. I was curious about what he was doing with that knife. Evidently I got too close to 

him, and he warned me he would cut my head off if I came any closer. I ran to our house and hid in an old 

trunk for the whole day, till I got hungry enough to come out and eat. I stayed home after that. 

After we moved to the farm I attended the Litzenberger School.
1
 There I got my eighth grade 

education. My last teacher was Bertha Hutchison. Those years of school, after walking in snow a foot 

deep to and from school, I had house work and milk cows. Sister Lena and I had to herd pigs in the 

summer after harvest was over. While the pigs were eating up the wheat around the hay stack, we would 

slide down the stalks and have fun while the animals were filling up, then return with them. 

Our cows were pasturing on the road as far as Matlock Bridge.
2
 My sister and I brought them 

home evenings to milk. We would stop along the road to pick flowers, buttercups, daisies, and such, and 

sometimes there would be a big full moon up before we got home. Those days were peaceful and quiet. 

After the milking was done and the meal over, going to sleep in the upstairs attic was no problem on the 

old straw-filled ticks. 

I also started Sunday school in our school before we had a Lutheran Church in Endicott. Services 

were held in the Litzenberger Schoolhouse. After public school I attended German day school in a little 

house on the Adam Lust ranch for four weeks. By that time it had become quite hot. Sister and I walked 

to the German school, a distance of about four miles. When it got too warm inside, we went outside of the 

building along the ditch where we had our singing lessons. Our teacher was Pastor Horn
3
, who drove out 

from Endicott with a buggy and horse. Sometimes we all piled into the buggy and on the horse and drove 

to the Palouse River for a swim or just wading in the water to cool off. 
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When I started my catechism instructions in town, I rode in on a pony once a week and at the 

same time I took music lessons, ten in all, from our minister, Pastor Hoffman (Hopf?). I was always 

interested in music, playing the organ was big desire. Many times I would sit by the window sill and 

pretend I was playing the organ. After I was confirmed at the age of fourteen, I started playing the organ 

in our church for three years. 

At the age of sixteen I took over full charge of housekeeping as my Mother was ill most of the 

time.
3
 At that time we had a schoolteacher who was kind of crippled with an arm behind his back. The 

teacher looked for a boarding place, and my Father asked me if I would like to take over and cook for this 

old teacher. He said if I wanted to board him he would buy me an organ for the board money, $15 per 

month. I sure agreed to that in hurry. The old teacher lived with us two terms and I got my Packard organ 

and still have it. Many a Sunday afternoon following church services I played hymn music for my 

Mother, as she spent many Sundays in bed, for many years. 

The winters used to be much colder. I remember driving to church a sled with one front seat. In 

the box behind the seat there was straw on which my sister and I sat, covered with a quilt. We always 

carried a bit of straw on us when we got off the sled to go into the church or wherever we went. Going to 

church was a must, we were brought up that way. 

When Sunday morning came we were given so much time to eat breakfast and be ready when the 

team was brought out of the barn to be hitched to the sled or buggy. In later years we had a two-seated 

buggy with a top and fringe all around the top and two shiny black horses hitched to it. We went flying 

over the hills in that. 

One evening, my sister Julia took me with her to a house party. We walked over the hills to the 

old Phillip Green
5
 farm which is now the Ernie Helt place. After the party was over we started home. One 

of the Ochs boys offered to walk us home, but my sister wouldn‟t hear of it. We started out over a hill, but 

it was the wrong hill, into a long gulch (draw). We walked and walked till I was so tired I asked my sister 

to sit down so I could lay my head on her lap and sleep. She did and I had a little nap. We were lost and 

couldn‟t find our way out until daylight came. We came out where the George Litzenberger place was, 

near Howard Gerlitz‟s. After we got home upstairs and to bed I slept all day, and never went to another 

party on foot.  

When I was about fourteen years old, I went to a neighbor boy‟s wedding with my Father. I 

believe the boy‟s name was Christian Kleweno. There were always big dinners at those weddings later in 

the evening and entertainment until midnight. The young folks, however, and groom and bride came to 

town and hired a dance hall for the evening. When my Father left the wedding party to go home, he said 

to me, “I don‟t want you to go to that dance in town tonight.” I had no intentions to go, as I had no way of 

going. So time went on and it began to get dark as this was the wintertime. My older sister, Mary, said to 

me, “You can‟t walk home now, it‟s getting too dark. Why don‟t you come with us? We‟ll watch the 

dance for a while and then take you home.” They had to drive by our place on the way to their place, so I 

did up her offer.  

But after we came to town, my sister‟s husband, George Litzenberger, decided to stay in town for 

the night. He hired a room in a hotel and I stayed overnight with them. I believe this was on a Saturday 

night. The next morning I missed Sunday School. When I came home and went into our house, we had 

company. They were eating dinner. My Father got up and took a razor strap and whipped me in front of 

the company and sent me upstairs without any dinner. That was the last whipping I had from my Dad. 

As the years went by, I fell in love with a neighbor boy, John H. Poffenroth. We went to school 

together and were sorta close to each other from our school days on. We had our house parties on Sunday 

nights because Saturday evenings began the Sabbath and we were not allowed to go out, but Sunday 

evenings we could. When we were at our house, I would furnish music on the organ and John played the 

harmonica. We danced square dances. Our parents usually went to a neighbor‟s house, until 10:00 

o‟clock. By then we had everything cleaned up and in place. This took place before my Mother became 

bedfast. 
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I was married February 4, 1908 when I was nineteen years old to John in our Trinity Lutheran 

Church in here Endicott. We settled on a small farm near town, later moving to another place. First we 

had to build a house, then a barn, and drill a well on top of a hill. It never went dry and is still there and 

we also put up a windmill. At first I pumped the water and carried it in the house. Later we put up a 

reservoir and piped the water into the house. I carried many a five gallon can of water to our hogs. When 

fieldwork began I did chores before my little boys were old enough to do them. 

We also built a nice big stone cellar with two partitions, one for milk and fruit, and one for 

potatoes, apples, and garden foods. I can still see those big pans of milk on a long table with thick cream 

on them. Once a week the milk was skimmed and I made butter with the cream. Sometimes ten pounds of 

butter was formed in pound forms and brought to the store to exchange for groceries. Charlie Wakefield 

was our store man, he also handled clothing and shoes. I also did a lot of canning. My fruit cellar looked 

like a grocery store. I did all the canning at night when it was cool and my children were asleep. I was 

very tired at night and when I put my babies to bed, I usually would lie down with them for a few 

moments and fell asleep before they did. But after they were all asleep, I got up and did another day‟s 

work canning fruit, vegetables, or sewing. I make all my children‟s clothing except overalls which we 

bought from Charlie Wakefield. 

Butchering time in the winter was another big event. Some neighbors came at dawn, as soon as 

daylight came. Water was heated outside in a scalding trough. We butchered as many as ten hogs at a 

time. By noon they were all hanging outside to get cooled off or cut up into hams, bacon and backbone, 

spare ribs and tubs of tenderloins to be ground up for sausage. The hearts and head with eyes removed 

were cooked up for headcheese and liversausage. By night, 10:00 o‟clock or 11, all was done by that time. 

The children could skate on the floors.  

The next day the fat from the hogs was rendered and make into lard. As much as 25 gallons of 

lard, nice fresh lard, was put into the cellar. This went on for three or four days of work. I made a brine of 

boiling water, brown sugar, and salt, and saltpeter, strong enough to hold up an egg, to cure the hams and 

bacon. It took two or three boilers full of this solution to fill up a fifty gallon barrel of meat. After six 

weeks of curing the hams, they were smoked in our little smoke house, as we called it. Then the meat was 

put in sacks and put in the cellar for use all summer. There were tubs of sausage smoked and hung in the 

smokehouse till it was all use up. Some of it was canned. 

On one of those occasions my little boy Elmer, who was seven or eight years old, wasn‟t feeling 

good so he stayed home from school. Since butchering was planned, everyone being so busy my little boy 

was up and down looking pale, but not complaining of much pain. The next day he became worse and I 

called our good Dr. Dan Henry. He came and took a look at my boy and said he was sure it was his 

appendix and that he had to go to the hospital. This was in January—bad weather and bad roads. When he 

was on the operating table it was discovered that his appendix had burst two days before. He was very 

sick for ten days, but the Lords spared his life. 

One other time in the summer towards evening, my little boy Harold who was about two years 

old then was missing. We had a big dog, Rover, who was his companion. His Dad, Carl, and I started out 

looking for him. I was cutting meat for supper when told Harold was missing. We went in different 

directions over the hills and found him. He had followed the dog over the hill into a hollow place and was 

lying there fast asleep, the dog beside him. I was still holding the butcher knife. 

I raised big gardens. An early garden was close to the house and late garden with potatoes, 

watermelon, and cucumbers out in the field away from the house. Sometimes I got up early while my 

children were still asleep to hoe my potatoes. It was quiet and peaceful with the fresh dew on the 

wheatfields and garden smell. Nothing I liked better with only the sun coming up over the hills and blue 

sky. Chickens laying eggs and back by milking time. When fieldwork began the chores were added to my 

household duties.  

As the years went by, I must say those were the happiest days of my life. I had my little family 

around me playing in the big yard under two big trees, birds singing, no outsiders bother as we lived back 

over the hill, off the road. Once in a while the Watkins man came through. I bought a good supply of 
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spices, salve, and liniment, as well as cough medicine for the winter months. There were times I didn‟t get 

out of the house for two or three months. 

I always looked forward for harvest time come. Cooking for ten men on a big wood range was 

fun. All the baking was done early in the morning with bread, pie, and cakes, also roast for dinner. I made 

big, hot meals three times a day. Now harvest is done by two or three men and most of them eat their 

lunch on the tractor in the hot dusty fields, and women complain of being tired and not feeling good with 

all the modern conveniences.  

When my twins were born, July 27, 1914, we were harvesting our winter wheat. I was cooking 

for ten men and just before they were born the men went out to another place to harvest. Between then 

and when they came back to cut our spring wheat I had my twins and was back on the job cooking again 

and had to help to do the chores and heavy work. No one saw my babies, they were always asleep at 

mealtime in the bedroom. My twins were Elmer and Alice. I first brought them to town when they were 

three months old to have them baptized in church, and they both got sick. Little Alice, the weaker one, a 

blue-eyed blonde, was ill a week and passed away. Elmer the stronger one survived. I went to town with 

two babies and came back with one. 

During the influenza epidemic (1918?), our neighbor‟s wife as well as the whole family was 

stricken. These neighbors, the Manuel Helts, lived over one hill from us on the old (Phillip) Green place. 

This was in January and it rained every day of the month. Mrs. Helt had a new baby besides three other 

little boys—Adam, Mary, and Ernest. So many young mothers lost their lives at that time. Mrs. Helt 

developed pneumonia with the flu and died. Her sister came over and cared for the baby for a week. Then 

they brought little William over to me and Manuel and the other three boys were alone. So I said to my 

husband, “I am going to catch a chicken and dress it and cook some soup for the Helt family.” He said, 

“What if you get the flu?” I had four little ones. That was before I had the Helt boy.  

I cooked up the soup and braved the rain, walked over the hill with the hot soup and made a 

cherry pie for the sick family. Mr. Helt told me afterwards that I saved his life with that soup and pie. He 

was so hungry for cherry pie. I had the baby for three weeks. Every morning when I gave the baby his 

bath, Mr. Helt came over the hill with three boys to see the baby. He grew and I got so attached to him. 

But after a few weeks he became sick and died. This occurred after some relative had taken care of him, 

so Mother and babe were resting at peace. 

After a number of years my husband became ill. In three years he had two operations, the latter 

for ulcers. During that time wheat sold for 60 cents per bushel. In the fall of the year we sold our stock, 

paid off the bank, and moved to town. After six months I was left a widow (1919) with six children and 

not even a roof over my head. I lost my husband, land and all. That ended the first seventeen years of my 

married life. 

The next five years were hard ones. I moved into the house Carl Morasch lives in now. My oldest 

boy, Carl, was sixteen years old, my youngest, Carolyn, was one year old, January 23, the day her Daddy 

left. I started working around town, house cleaning for both Drs. Henry wives, cleaning the bank, many 

other places, and also doing laundry for harvest hands. One summer for thirty days I walked to the Jay 

Rockwell place two times a day, morning and evening, and milked four cows. It was such a lovely walk 

through the meadows to the barn. I carried two pails of milk up to the house, then back home, one mile 

down and one mile back with made four miles a day. My pay was $1 per day. Now no woman goes to any 

kind of work for less than $1 per hour or more. I needed the money to buy clothes for my children for 

school.  

For at least three summers I also cooked in harvest in the cookhouse for Con Hergert‟s crew. 

From ten to fifteen men were on hand. I baked bread for all the men every other day and cooked on a big 

old wood stove. One morning I counted the baked things and besides six loaves of bread, I baked twenty-

four biscuits, twenty-four cupcakes, and three pies. If you ever wanted to smell something good it was 

coffee made in a big coffee pot on the stove. I got up at 3:30 in the morning to light the stove to have it 

hot by 4:00 a.m. to fry bacon and eggs, sometimes pancakes on Sunday morning. 
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As the years of hard work went on, I came to the conclusion that if I remarried and could just stay 

home and take care of my family, I would be much better off. So I married Conrad Geier, who was one of 

the best mechanics in the country and in the garage business.
6
 At that time my three oldest boys were on 

their own, and my oldest daughter Clara was married, leaving my two youngest children and his two 

youngest children. Daughter Elsie was soon married, and Wally soon on his own. His (Conrad‟s) 

youngest son, Ernie, was sickly and I must say that after a few months under my care he wasn‟t the same 

looking boy. He is a now a fine good man with a fine wife and three lovely children. Both he and Wally 

are clean, hard working men.
 

We lived together in a four-room house, seven of us, as two sweet little girls, Doris and Mary, 

came to live with us. …(My husband lost his business) and I stayed here, raising my two little girls. They 

both graduated from high school. I wasn‟t sick until I was fifty years old, then I had a bad attack of gall 

stones. For five years these attacks came closer. I had to have surgery. My little Mary was six years old, 

Doris was eight years old. She watched over little Mary. They walked about ½ mile to school.  

When I came back from the hospital to my little home, there was very little in the house to eat, 

but I was happy to be home with my girls. I prayed so hard when I was still in the hospital that the Lord 

would let me live until my little girls were old enough to take care of themselves as they needed their 

Mama badly. Only my prayers brought me back to them, as the doctor that operated on me gave me only 

six months to live.  

Three of my boys served Uncle Sam.
7
 Carl enlisted in the Navy, Otto and Elmer in the Army. 

Elmer served in England three years. After that those three boys were on their own. After that my 

husband decided to go to the Islands to work for the government. He got good pay, but after three years of 

work there, he had started out by sending me $50 per month for the first year, then came down to $30 for 

the three of us. My girls were still in high school. …In the meantime I bought the house I am living in 

now for my own money since my Father had left me $1500. …I wanted to live a peaceful life with my 

girls. We attended Sunday school and church regular. They are both married now. 

On one Sunday I was going with my son , Otto, to see my daughter, Clara, who was in the 

hospital. As we were driving along a beautiful sunny afternoon on Mother‟s Day ten years ago (1953), my 

son had a blackout which he had never had before while driving. He lost control of the car and we went 

down into the ditch between Diamond and Colfax. I was badly hurt with a broken hip and left arm. I 

landed in the hospital for three months on my back. Again only God‟s mercy saw me through this awful 

accident. I didn‟t think I would ever walk again, but slowly day by day I got strong enough to be in a 

wheelchair. Then I began cooking and washing dishes for my boy, Carl, and I had help for seven months 

with my heavy work. For the last five years, I have lived alone since Carl found work in Seattle.
8 

When I sit on my porch during the summer months and listen to the robins and meadowlarks and 

many other birds sing with children playing around, I often think what a beautiful world God created with 

blue skies, stars, moon, and bright sun coming over the hills. Why do people want to destroy this 

wonderful world and themselves with bombs and wars? 

What I have written here is the truth and nothing but the truth. I was married the first time for 

seventeen years, seventeen years the second time. Now I have sure been living a peaceful life for 

seventeen years or longer. I thank God for my nice family, they have been helpful to me. I have eight 

children, eleven grandchildren, four step children, and great grandchildren. I am now 75 years old and 

spend some of my time with my older sister, Delia (Lust), 87, but mostly with Lizzie (Repp) who is 84 

years old. I attend church regularly and spend my evenings reading good books from the library. My 

favorite food is meat and vegetables. 

Lovingly,  

Mother 

I only wish to see my family in Heaven.
 

 

1
The one-room Litzenberger School was located about six miles north on Endicott near the present Steve 

Gerlitz home.  
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2
Named for the Preston and John Matlock families who immigrated from Missouri in the 1870s and 

settled on the Palouse River in the vicinity of the bridge between Endicott and St. John. 
3
Pastor Karl Anton Horn was born in 1855 at Oberbobritzsdez near Freiberg, Saxony. He attended the 

missionary seminary in Breklum, Schleswig-Holstein before accepting a call to the United States where 

he assisted Rev. Henry Rieke, a native of Döhren, Hannover, in his Wisconsin mission field. Pastor 

Rieke, who founded Endicott‟s Trinity congregation in 1887, arrived in America in 1884. The two men 

were leaders in pioneer missionary work among the German-speaking populations of the Pacific 

Northwest. Pastor Rieke baptized Mae‟s brother, Karl Scheuerman. 
4
Mae‟s mother, Mary (Schmick) Scheuerman, died after an extended illness in 1911. Her father, Henry B. 

Scheuerman, remarried his brother‟s widow, Maria (Ruhl) Scheuerman. 
5
The families of Phillip Green, Henry Litzenberger, and Christian Kleweno were among the first Volga 

Germans to settle in the Pacific Northwest. The Greens and Litzenbergers settled on lands northeast of 

Endicott in 1881. Dorie relates (2009), “Mama‟s great friend was Mary Green who had been widowed 

many years. When Mary would come down to visit Mom they would laugh and laugh and then as the 

years went by Mary did not laugh anymore which mystified me. She then died one night walking out past 

the cemetery toward her old home. This saddened my mother greatly, she would just stare out into space 

and I would watch her and wonder where her thoughts were.” 
6
Dorie remembers that her father was gifted mechanically. “From what I remember his petite wife had 

polio or some illness like that. Ernie was very small. She was bedridden for about ten years and had to be 

taken to many doctors for help…. He had a car dealership with the garage and he once told me the first 

two cars he sold were bad checks, about the start of the Depression era. Thereafter he worked wherever he 

could, often being taken advantage of, such as helping someone butcher and coming home with only the 

head of an animal. So he would work very, very hard for several months, then upon being paid off would 

stop off at George Litzenberger‟s pool hall, and soon would be buying drinks for everyone there. Mama 

would send me up to the pool hall to bring him home. I would go to the back door and convince him to 

accompany me. It was chaotic. As an adult, I understood the trials he had undergone in his life since his 

father would not allow him to have any schooling when he arrived in the US. All his life he practiced 

writing and had a beautiful Cyrillic-type writing” (Dorie Geier Looney, 2009). 
7
“Ernie was inducted into the Army and spent most of four years in Europe. He was stationed in France 

shortly after the D-Day invasion. When he came home his dark hair had turned completely white and he 

had won a Purple Heart of which he would not speak. Carl served in the Navy, had his preliminary 

training in Farragut, Idaho, now a state park. He was then sent to Alameda, California for the balance of 

his time in the Navy. Carl had „Porky‟s Dray‟ before the war and was doing okay before the war. He 

always looked after Mama. Elmer had graduated from Lewiston Normal, as it was then called, and had 

taught school at Port Hill, Idaho, near the Canadian border. Then he went to Ketchikan, Alaska, for a 

couple years. He was always so very special, for he would send wonderful items to our poor childhood, 

like warm shoes lined with wool and sent a beautiful „sharkskin‟ type of dress with rows of red rickrack 

for my piano program. When the war started Elmer entered the Army and was stationed in California 

where he met Relda. They were married just before he shipped to England where he served at least three 

years with the Judge Advocates Office.  

Otto had been in the Army one year, stationed at Ft. Lewis, and was due to be released when we 

were taken to war due to the attack on Pearl Harbor so he served the longest time in the military. He was a 

cook and during his time in the service was a passenger in a Jeep accident in downtown Seattle and was 

thrown from the vehicle. He suffered a residual effect of the head blow from that time. He spent too many 

years at a Veteran‟s Hospital in Retsil, Washington. Harold was inducted into the Army with very, very 

poor eyesight. When asked during the examination to read the letters on the wall chart, he said, „I can‟t 

even see the wall!‟ They thought he was joking. He spent his time in a band at Blythe, California. I 

believe served in the Air Force. 
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Clara and George were always available to help whenever they could. Clara was a marvelous cook and 

almost perfect in everything. It was just her nature. At their home we usually enjoyed picnics with 

wonderful food” (DGL, 2009). 
8
“Mom also washed the clothes of the two bachelors next door to us along with a huge wash of her family 

which began with heating the cold water in a boiler on the stove and then taking it to the porch where the 

washer stood and then there were rinse containers after clothes run through the ringer. For this she 

received 50 cents a week from which she gave us money for Sunday school and she gave the rest for 

church. Her vibrant faith and love of her church was very evident all her life. She and Uncle Karl 

certainly led the music in congregational singing. I thought his voice wonderful!” (DGL). 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XIII. Alec Reich, oral history, Endicott, Washington, c. 1967 (From a 

series of conversations with Evelyn Reich). 

 

In Russia we lived out in the country (die Kontor) but stayed in town (Yagodnaya Polyana) with 

my sister Mary, who married Conrad Leinweber, to go to school. Conrad was Joe Leinweber‟s brother. 

My oldest brother had four children and when the oldest was four or five years old they came down with 

some skin disease like measles and all four died. Sometimes in the winter it would get 40˚ below for as 

much as two months. In Russia we used long pieces of kindling to light and let burn for light. These 

would burn down and then another was lit. This was a full-time chore for one of the older children. There 

were four main fields for the whole village of Yagada—one of potatoes and sunflowers, another for oats 

and barley, one for wheat, and the other one for rye. Wheat was sown in the spring but rye was seeded in 

the fall. The fields were divided among the settlers and the soil was heavy like here. Families also kept a 

milk cow and horses. The ashes from sunflower stalks sold for 35 to 40 cents a bushel. The seeds were 

used to make oil. There was more profit in growing sunflowers than wheat. 

My father had about 140 acres that he farmed as well as a flour mill. It cost 6 cents a pound to 

grind grain into flour in Russia. It took a day by team to go to Saratov from Yagada with a load of grain. 

We would stay overnight in a hotel and go back the next day with other supplies like sugar, coffee, tea, 

and kerosene. Most other necessities were available in Yagada. There were fish in the Volga the size of 

our front room! [sturgeon?] An acre (hectare) there was about three acres here. My dad had about half his 

land rented out for a half share. Martin Lust‟s dad farmed about ten acres and five or six persons farmed 

the rest. This was all we had to make a living from year to year.  

50 cents a day for hired help was a big wage.  Help was needed to week the sunflowers twice a 

season and they were paid 15 cents a day for working from sun-up to sun-down. If a kid earned 75 cents a 

week it was considered big money.  We farmed with horses and we kept about eight head. Two or three 

were harnessed for plowing. Oxen were also used for plowing with wood-framed implements mounted to 

metal shears. It didn‟t cost much to keep oxen as they were not fed grain or hay but just turned out into 

fallow fields where they ate volunteer or whatever they could find. They were kept in yokes so could be 

caught easily. It took four horses to pull the same load. Grain was reaped by hand and stomped out by 

leading horses over the heads. A fanning mill turned by hand was then used to separate the grain from the 

chaff and this was usually done two times. 

We stored chunks of ice in two cellars to keep the milk and other produce cold. This lasted to late 

June and sometimes into July. Snow generally came in early November or sometimes late October and 

stayed until March. They used tree limbs to mark the sides of roads when the snow was real deep. 

Sometimes in three days we would have high water when the snow melted quickly.  
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I was fifteen years old when my Grandfather Adam Reich died on Christmas Day [1901?]. He 

was almost seventy-five years old. My mother used enough rye flour in one day to bake sixteen loaves of 

bread. We didn‟t have much variety for food. We worked sun-up to sun-down and ate four times—

breakfast, dinner, lunch about 4, and supper. The lunch was usually rye bread with salt on it. Our main 

foods were Hisa Brei (almost like Farina), barley soup, mutton roast, and rye bread. When times were 

hard some folks wore gunny sacks for pants—just cut out holes in the sack and put in on; drew a string 

through at the waist and were ready to go. I remember only two divorces taking place in the village. All 

our relatives were Lutheran. 

I married Katherine Rudy in 1905 and our first child, a son, died when he was about nine months 

old in February, 1906. We left Russia for the United States in the middle of July, 1907. I had my 21
st
 

birthday on the ocean. The cities in Europe we went through were Riga, Etykuken, and Berlin. We landed 

in Antwerpen, Belgium where we held up for at least a week because the ship had left that morning. But 

the steamship company gave us food and lodging free of charge and then and then left from there. Lizzy 

[Weitz?] was very sick on the way over. We had Russians, Jews, and Germans on board, maybe two to 

three hundred people but we didn‟t know any of them.  

During storms at sea there would be quite a mess with the water splashing down the portholes. 

Under deck there were horses and cattle along with the passengers. They served us salted fish from fifty 

gallon barrels. Everything was boiled, nothing fried, and biscuits instead of bread. We brought 

swadamahga [smoked stuffed pork belly] and a bottle of whiskey with us in our wooden trunk (Kasta) 

but it was stolen on the way over. A fellow named Stugart who was a cabinet maker in Yagada made the 

trunk. He made it to hold his clothes when he went into the Russian army. When he came back from the 

service he sold it an auction and Grandma Reich (Mother) bought it for about $3. My mother was a 

seamstress in the Old Country and when she died my wife go it. (Sally has it now.) We also brought a few 

clothes, Feltstievel, pillows, and a feather tick [mattress]. Four fellows shoveled coal steady into big 

boilers to power the boat. They just wore shorts and no shirts.   

The latter part of July or early August we landed in Quebec after thirteen days on the ocean. 

Adam Lust bought tickets for us and Lizzy Weitz and sent them to Russia since they were cheaper if 

purchased from an agent in the United States. The tickets were in the form of a small booklet and good all 

the way to Spokane. At the German border they took out one page as they did at the Belgium border and 

from then on it was intact all the way to Spokane where an agent kept it. As the train crews would change 

they would inspect the tickets to see if the proper holes had been punched and they would put some sort 

of ticket in the cap I was wearing. This was all that was needed from Quebec to Spokane. We showed our 

tickets at Quebec and they put us on the right train. Lizzie Weitz had to stay in Quebec and worked at a 

hotel for about two weeks and then continued on to Endicott. 

We then went through Winnipeg and Calgary down to Sumas (Washington) and stayed overnight 

there to catch a train from Vancouver, BC to Seattle. From there we came over to on the Great Northern 

to Spokane. At the depot there a fireman on the steam engine noticed my Russian boots and started 

talking in Russian to me! He made all the arrangements for us to continue and bought our meal before we 

left in the afternoon. We finally arrived in Endicott about 9:00 p.m. when it was really raining and asked 

for Adam Lust. The depot agent took us up town and asked around for some German people. A man 

named (Dave?) Ochs took us to old man Martin Schmick‟s place but he said they were at the wrong house 

so we went to Phillip Lust, Sophie‟s father (where Dan Birdsell lives now) and we stayed there that night. 

Mr. Lust asked, Have you got lice?” and I told him we had “a few.” It was harvest time and next morning 

Adam Lust came in driving a team of horses with a load of wheat as it was harvest time so we rode out 

with him.  

When we arrived in Endicott in 1907 we stayed from August to November with Adam who was 

farming with horses. I worked for him during harvest and in the fall and then moved to Colfax to work on 

the railroad during winter. That harvest may have been the time that Uncle Adam‟s wheat was knocked 

down so badly that that he bought about 300 hogs and turned them out in the field to salvage as much 

grain as they could. Folks raised big gardens and had berries and apple trees, raised chickens and cows so 
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had practically everything that was needed. They would also take things like berries to trade for what 

staples might be needed. Uncle Yost and Aunt Katie lived just north of Endicott over the hill from Uncle 

Adam‟s (Lust) place and they visited a lot back and forth and went rabbit hunting and the like.  

The Lusts had a pan filled with oil of some kind like cottonseed. A wire was bent over it and the 

cotton wadded up to form a sort of wick laid in the oil. The cotton was lit and used for light before 

kerosene lamps. We went back to Adam Lust‟s for spring work, harvest, and fall work and this went on 

for several years until Adam built a small house across the road where we stayed until we bought a house 

from Henry Fisher between Endicott and Winona in the fall of 1912. We leased the Fisher place for sixty 

years and never had a written lease. We still harvested with Adam Lust for years.  

If the first people who came to the United States would have had the money, they would have 

returned to Russia. Some walked to Colfax to work in the sawmill for 80 cents a day. There were two 

mills in Colfax at one time but only one was operating when I came in 1907. In Russia we worked for 60 

cents a day plus board and room. We moved to Colfax where I worked on the railroad section crew in 

1908 for 15 cents an hour--$1.20 for an eight hour day. I went back to Endicott for harvest and then came 

back to live in Colfax. We lived next to Kotta Schmick in Russia Town in Colfax, across from Lydia and 

Jake Helt‟s house and beside the Lufts and Weitza Klonnas. There was a big flood there in 1910 that split 

John Gerlitz‟s parents‟ house in two. George Appel‟s place also washed away. Just a small part of it was 

left on an island and they lived in that until they could fix up their place. A Jewish family ran a grocery 

store in Colfax and without any question let us charge groceries until payday even though they didn‟t 

even know us.  

We then moved to Coeur d‟Alene and Carl was born there in 1909. Two years later we went back 

to work for Adam Lust and worked there until 1912 when we moved out to the Fisher place when Lydia 

was about six months old. As we were moving Lydia was in her baby buggy out in the yard and a hog 

came by and tipped it over. It grabbed Lydia by the arm and started across the yard before someone 

noticed and went after her. Fortunately she only had a small place on her arm where the skin was broken.  

When folks came to America they weren‟t always able to find out where others had settled. So 

every time someone would go from one area to another, they‟d ask if they knew or head of so and so until 

they finally found each other. Phillip Litzenberger and Alex Litz came to the United States at different 

times but all wound up fairly close to each other out West. Phillip Litzenberger, Lusta Boh (Henry Lust), 

and the Benners all came as far as Kansas and were out of money so they stayed there temporarily until 

they could come west later. Pete and Jake Litz came around 1911-12 after Phillip Litz and settled in 

Colorado. I left Russia two or three days before Adam P. (Morasch) but he stayed in Colorado because he 

ran out of money. He stopped at a Bafus‟s and wired for money from C. P. Morasch and waited about a 

week until he got the money. He told Phillip Litzenberger that his brothers were back there. Adam Lust 

also ran out of money but Schmicka Honnasie (H. H. Schmick‟s dad) backed him so he could come to 

Endicott.  

Yost [Scheuerman] got his education from a schoolteacher who stayed at Henry [B.] 

Scheuerman‟s. Deela Vess [Aunt Kate] worked out in Colfax as soon as they arrived. I would have gone 

to school here if I didn‟t have a family but money wasn‟t that plentiful. Phillip Ochs said there were six 

youngsters in their family and two pairs of shoes. The first two up got the shoes and the others went 

barefooted! They lived in a one-room house so the children had to sleep out in the barn. If it snowed they 

would have to run through it barefooted in the mornings. They lived in the colony down on the Palouse 

River. When they‟d see Indians come they would run and hide in holes dug in the riverbanks. Phillip 

Ochs‟s family came from Oregon by ox team before the railroad was finished. Plenty of meat was 

available in the early days as homesteaders let them have what was needed. Flour was packed home on 

their shoulders from Colfax at first. Later came horse and carts for groceries but people still often walked. 

The pioneers settled near the rivers for water which was boiled for drinking. There was also plenty of 

wood along the water.  

Homesteads here were for 160 acres and if you planted ten acres to trees for a timber culture you 

got the deed for another 160 acres. Since some families were also able to preempt as much as a quarter-
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section, this meant that a family could acquire as much as 480 acres. And if you had sons twenty-one 

years old or older they could also get homestead land. But you had to stay on the place for eighteen 

months and make improvements in order to get the deed. The Hays place just below where we later lived 

was homesteaded by Harry Hays‟s father. Dave Cole homesteaded where Dale Storment lives, Jim 

Vanskyke homesteaded Jimmy Setter‟s place on Union Flat Creek, and Billy Morrow homesteaded where 

the Knotts lived now. Marlo Ochs used to live on it. There were no fences in the early days so hired hands 

were used to herd the livestock and keep them out of the crops. They were paid 80 cents a day for this 

work and Adam Lust did this for Huntleys and a German family in Genesee before he started farming for 

himself. 

A fellow named Ferris farmed the Adam P. Morasch place. A fellow named Mason homesteaded 

Adam Schmick‟s place and Adam bought it from them. (Ben?) Manchester owned Adam Lust‟s place and 

he bought it from them. Fedda Coona (Uncle Conrad Lust) was three years younger than Uncle Adam and 

was in the (Russian) service five years. Then Coona got married and came over here. Adam was married 

but after nine or ten months lost his wife when he was about twenty-one years old. So he left for the 

United States when he was single and remarried Henry B.‟s oldest daughter, Katie Scheuerman. 

 As neighbors improved the land they didn‟t think it would amount to much so they would sell out 

and Bill Morrow bought it up. Not many of the German families homesteaded because there wasn‟t much 

land left by the time they started coming. The railroad owned a lot of land and real estate people sold it 

for the railroad. Machleit came over by himself earlier from Russia but didn‟t stay long and went back. 

His first wife was a Repp, sister to Grandma (Repp) Lust. The Machleits had two children—George and a 

sister who was Julius Machleit‟s mother. They lived over the hill from Alex Weitz and over the hill from 

Coonie Hergert‟s place. The Machleits homesteaded and dug a hole in the ground to live in at first before 

they built a home. Adam Kromm married a Poffenroth and she died during the first year. Conradya 

Moore and Weitza Klonna‟s wife were sisters. Martin Lust‟s mother was a Hergert and she had a sister, 

Mrs. Youngman, in Hillyard (Spokane). There were also four brothers.   

In those days liver was 5 cents a pound, soup bone with quite a bit of meat was 25 to 30 cents, 

two slices of veal chops for 15 cents, and 3 cents a pound for hogs on the foot. We bought a half of beef 

with Kotta Schmick and each took half of the hind for 9 cents a pound and half of the front quarter for 7 

cents. A 50 pound sack of flour cost 80 cents. There were three Youngman sisters whose mother passed 

away on the way over. Mrs. C. P. Morasch took and raised one, Lizzy (Elizabeth), and she later married 

George Blumenschein, George M. Schmick‟s adopted daughter, Annie, was another one, and George 

Getz‟s wife was the other one. Joyce Lust‟s mother was a daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Henry Morasch of 

Colfax but she died in childbirth so Joyce‟s father, George Blumeschein, married Lizzy. 

The Henry B. Scheuerman place had been owned before by Kutcher Hannas (Virgil Klaveno‟s 

grandfather). But times were rough back then so they pulled out and tried to go to Canada. The mortgage 

company ended up with it and Henry B. bought it and farmed there until he moved to town. Then Adam 

and Philya Lautenschlager rented it for five years until Karl (Scheuerman) started farming it in 1912. 

 

 

XIV. Martin Lust, oral history, Colfax, Washington, June 28, 1975 (with 

Richard Scheuerman). 

 Our people came to Russia because the tsar married a German woman and she brought so 

many people there. They couldn‟t farm so they brought them over. They gave them all the land you want 

but they increased so much and had to go somewhere else so we came here.I was thirty-five years old in 

1912 when I came from Yagoda to America with my wife, Elizabeth, and two kids. Adam Lust was my 

uncle. I got here on a Saturday night and on a Monday I was on the header-box (working in harvest). We 

had family stayed there—my brother. I heard they put them someplace in the other direction. After the 

revolution they had a hard time. Some were sent to Siberia and they died there. 
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I knew a lot of these folks here when I was living in Yagada. I‟d see them when I was young. 

Then I went into the Russian army and when I came back they were all married! I served down by Turkey 

for three years; worked as a shoemaker and did other things. We were up in the mountains for three 

months—no roads, just paths and dry rivers. But the people were nice and had vineyards at their places. 

We earned 75 cents a month and got some tobacco. It wasn‟t enough! Some of the young Russian fellows 

would say, “Martin, can you loan me three kopecks.” I helped out of lot of those boys. We had to learn 

Russian—I had to learn it in the Old Country. Had to study the Russian constitution in school. Russian 

people came through once and a while to work but didn‟t stay. 

 I did start German school but that didn‟t last very long. You were supposed to go till you were 

sixteen and study the catechism and from the Bible. School started with prayer and singing songs. Not 

like here with several teachers in one school—we had just one teacher for the whole school! I went once 

but got a spanking the first day of school because I didn‟t know the lesson. So I didn‟t go back and went 

to the Russian school and finished there. 

Everybody made their own things. The ladies could buy fabric in the store to make a dress or suit, 

but it was all made by hand. No running water in the houses. Everybody went to the well and carried it 

home. We had a mayor and sheriff and a jail, too. If you had land out in the country away from the village 

you‟d go and live out there till the work was done. We raised good crops—rye, wheat, and sunflowers to 

make oil. In harvest they used scythes all day long. Everything was cut by hand. Women and children 

nine-ten years old go behind and put them in bundles. 

 We had one big church in the middle of town with an upstairs. The men sat on one side and the 

women on the other. There were two doors for the two sides of town—the Dotten and Galmooka 

(laughter). If you had to go on the other side you better watch out and stay in your own country! I came 

home for three months from the service and went over with someone to see about a girl; that‟s how it 

happened. In courting (die Freien) you take a feller who speaks for you with the family to get the father‟s 

approval. Someone in her family said, “But you‟re a soldat (soldier)!” Then it is announced three times, 

three weeks, in church so people know. Then the boys would lead the bride to the church. Most of them 

got married at Christmas. You stayed married over there no matter what happened and that was a good 

thing. You go by what the Bible says and do that. The children learned the Bible. On Saturday nights and 

Monday you would tell the preacher the lesson by heart. (Sings at length in German in a strong and 

beautiful voice.) 

That is the story of Matthias twenty-fifth chapter. Read the chapter in German and you see the 

same is connected with what I sing about the Bridegroom. There were five (virgins) who got oil, and five 

who did not. And the middle of the night they got up and the Bridegroom was coming and they came up 

and the ones without had to go out to buy oil and when they came back the door was locked. And they 

came and said, “Open.” But He said, “I don‟t know you.” There are German, and Russian, and English 

people but there is only one God of the whole world and He knows whose are his in the Resurrection 

Book. I‟m ninety-three years old but in the last days everything‟s goin‟ to be new, everlasting life.  

 

 

XV. Adam P. Morasch, oral history, Endicott, Washington, December 

27, 1973 (with Delores Mader and Richard Scheuerman). 

 

 This conversation took place on Adam and Katherine‟s 65th  wedding 

anniversary! The Morasch‟s granddaughter, Lois Jean, and I were married in 

1973. 

 

 It was a nice day sixty-five years ago. Sixty-five years. [Good years?] Tough ones! We had a big 

wedding. Two boys and two girls stood up for us. I had John Moore and Mary Fox; Mama had Philli 

Coona and Lena Scheuerman/Kaiser. The preacher was Dageford. Once in a while when fellow got 

married they would preach some in German, and some in English. After we got through we had a dance 
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in the evening on top of the hardware. Georgie Litz[enberger], he was the first to dance with Mama—

three rounds and then I made one or two rounds. Then they all started dancing. Uncle Coon was a little 

petrunga. It was nice day, no snow and the sun was shining. 

 We lived at Uncle Coon‟s here in town. I had nothing. We stayed there and then went to Mother‟s 

dad. Coonie M. then moved down on his place after that summer when George went back to Russia for 

about three to four months. But he came back about July. Then we moved to the old place by Daubert—

that by Jack Schmick, and we started the family. I went off from there and rented that place where 

Johnnie (Morasch) is. Then we brought that Daubert place where Lee is, and we thought we had plenty—

250 acres. 

 In Russia they always got married around Christmas or New Year‟s. The bride took two boys and 

two girls. And at the church the two boys walked in with the bride in hand and brought flowers. The girl 

had two girls behind. When the preacher was through they went back home. Going over (to church) the 

bride was in front, but going home the bride was in back! 

 Then they all go to the boy‟s house, sometimes for two or three days. Had a big meal, feed the 

people, have something to drink. The older fellers thirty to forty years, sometimes they‟d have three or 

four days of celebrating! Around Christmas there was a lot of snow around there all the time. Well, they 

took rides with one horse and a sled and go around town with a little schnapps. I was best man a lot of 

times—we had a lot of friends, you know. That‟s the way it was those years I was out there. We had a 

good time.  

 Yagada—in the Russian language, Yagodnaya Polyana. You know they raised a lot of strawberry 

at that time, so they named it. Yagada is “strawberry.” They were given so much land and the Russian 

people promised the Germans lifetime no soldier. The Kaiser married a girl from Germany—Catherine, 

and she wanted the German people to build up the country and farm. The Russians couldn‟t farm. 

Yagada, it was the first German people what moved into Russia. So much land was given to them when 

they come from Germany—ten miles in diameter or maybe more than that.  

 The people increased pretty fast, you know, big families. You see we was ten in the family, my 

wife‟s folks I think had eleven kids. Some of them died, one of ours was lost. I was the youngest in our 

family. Then they had to go out and rent some land, maybe twenty-thirty miles away from home. Well, 

they took a tent you know and worked there, then come back home. Wasn‟t enough land for the people. 

So we had two places—one kinda‟ north and one kinda‟ south, but our home was in Yagada. When we 

got through we took the horses and went back home.  

We had machinery but most of the work was done by hand. Harvest was with a scythe and cradle 

when it was about that high I‟d cut it my hand. And towards the last two years I was out there they had a 

big thrashin‟ machine, but not like here. Of course they didn‟t have that here sixty years ago. I had to 

work damn hard, you know. I had the header as soon as I came here. But now I think the best thing that 

ever happened was the combine—pull then self-propelled. Ah, it‟s a pleasure!  

They wouldn‟t let no people go back to Russia to visit. I could have gone if I was young but now 

I‟m too old. I had three months yet before they draw [drafted] me in the army. So my father was dead, my 

oldest brother, he says, “Take your choice. If you want to go to America, then alright, or if you want to 

serve about three or four years in the army for about fifty cents a month!” So we went out and I was ready 

to go and one of the fellows says, “Stay home,”—one brother, you know. And the other brother says, 

“Take your choice.”  

So I kinda‟ went out one day, thrashin‟ by hand, and by God we made one round and here come a 

big rain. I took my outfit and throw it in a corner and went home! But I had the pass already, from 

Saratov—about sixty miles from Yagada. I was farming close to where my mother was. So I talked to this 

fellow, his name was Scheuerman, and was with him and he took me to the depot. That was about five 

miles from the depot and the conductor was there. And I walked around and he said to me, “Where you 

going”? I said, “I‟m going to Saratov.” Well, I told him I was going to get my pass. “Komm sa mnoi.” 

That means [in Russian] “Come with me.” So I went along with him and got to Saratov the next morning 
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on the freight train—and he charged me two bits! Went through by night and by the time we got in there 

we had about ten or fifteen. He took two bits from each one. 

So I got my pass finally and there was nobody in Saratov from Yagada, not one of them, but Alec 

Reich‟s dad. I did know him, too, and I went and I finally saw him and I ask. And he says, “Well, I‟m not 

going back to town”—home, you know. They had a mill for grinding wheat into flour. Well, he said, “I 

can get you close to home so we got there about ten o‟clock the next morning. I got up and took my stuff 

and walked about twelve miles home and went to church! 

 

 

XVI. Conrad G. Schmick, oral history, Colfax, Washington, April 6, 

1981 (with Don Kackman), June 14, 1983 (with Richard Hamm). 

 

 I was born in the village of Yagodnaya Polyana. The town was just an ordinary big village. It 

increased up to about 15,000 to 16,000 inhabitants. Ninety percent or better were poor people, poor 

peasants. We kids didn‟t get to go very far. Oh, we went with our parents into Saratov, the bit city about 

the size of Spokane, and there we seen the trains and the different things we didn‟t see in this village. 

Most of the people didn‟t get out very much. 

 In the village there was a certain time when the kids would get out and play a kind of ball game. 

That was just a kind of little block, and we‟d knock it around back. If it got out of the pen, we‟d have to 

put it back—just like soccer or something like that. Of course in soccer here you don‟t use a club, but 

there you use a club. And I remember “hide-and-go-seek.” Just home-made entertainment is what is was. 

A youngster—I happened to be the oldest one—had to be kind of a baby-sitter while the folks went out 

and worked. 

 My parents were born in Russia. They raised wheat and barley, and mostly rye. Lots of rye for 

dark bread—rye bread. It was slow work for the folks to put in a little crop. There was no machinery to 

speak of. In the spring of the year, you sowed it by hand with probably one or two horses at the most to 

harrow. When harvest came, all those who were able to work, had to cut their crops by hand with a sickle, 

says several acres. Then they hauled it up and stacked it, flailed it out with flails, and used Mother 

Nature—the wind, to separate the chaff from the wheat or grain. Straight hand labor. 

 They know how to cook and it was very good, too. The people had mostly pork, and they knew 

how to make that sausage! Different kinds and different mixtures. And they had pork roast. It was good, 

but then that was on special holidays. Of course, we were accustomed to rye bread—that was our main 

bread. Getting white bread was kind of a treat; that only came on different occasions. And then they had 

sauerkraut soup and bean soup. Out in the Old Country, you were glad to fill you little stomach on most 

anything. 

 Most of [the people] had woolen clothes out there because they had sheep, and they would spin 

that wool and make it into thread. Most of the mothers had one of these spin wheels to make their thread. 

And then they‟d knit and make you a shirt or whatever you needed. In the wintertime, they had these 

woolen shoes up to about the knees. The stocking was also made out of wool. It was a cold country there. 

There were cobblers. They made these boots, kind of  high, just like the regular rubber boots you used to 

have, up to your knees on account of the snow out there. Deep snow, that‟s the way it was. After the 

winter was over, then you went into leather shoes. You didn‟t go to Saratov or a big city and buy. The 

best working man would get about fifty to sixty dollars. That was his annual wage out there, and that man 

had to support his family with that sixty dollars. 

 Every year, usually it was the custom in the spring and fall of the year, to migrate from there to 

whatever country they went. When my folks left there in 1900, I was in lack of two or three months of 

being eight years old. Well, the trip was a big experience for a kid like me. I can remember when we hit 

the high seas and a storm overtook us and just swept over the main deck. They give out the alarm that 

everybody‟s supposed to duck down on second deck, you know. There was a storm coming up. There 

happened to be an Austrian fellow just coming back from the kitchen who had a big bunch of boiled 
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potatoes. A wind come along and blew his hat off and he dropped his pan of potatoes and they rolled all 

over. This shipmate got after him. Why didn‟t he get off the deck? So he went and got him and took him 

by the neck and downed him under the second [deck]—just give him kind of a rough deal there.  

 He come back to see that everybody‟s off the deck. There was three or four of us boys there, 

watching the rudder that drove the boat. It was very interesting. We heard the noise of somebody 

speaking, but we didn‟t understand it. Boy, we got quite a tongue lashing! We was innocent, but 

nevertheless, the law was the law with them fellows. After that, we never showed up above while the 

storm was on. This storm and some of those lasted for days, you know. The folks was on there about 

thirty days, riding around on the high seas. Pretty near everybody got sick. That was terrible! They were 

“feeding the fish.” I never got sick a bit. Us youngsters done pretty good, so we got up to the kitchen and 

get the cook to have mercy on us kids, and we took a lot of those eats down to our folks. That was our 

chore. 

 The boat was supposed to be a passenger boat, though it was mixed: livestock and passengers. 

The livestock was down right in the same [area]. We could see them hollering and moving and all this. In 

pace of having a first class ticket, you know, you got a second or third, whatever you could get. Us 

youngsters could sneak around and look what was going on. The top deck was mostly for first class 

passengers They had their class of music, and they had some dancing to keep the people up there with 

spirits, and great exercise where you couldn‟t walk very far, just on deck there. 

 From New York to Kansas I think took two or three days. The locomotives were just like it was 

back in the old passenger ship: it was very slow. Our destination was to come to Endicott. We made it to 

Kansas, and the folks run out of money. They had some friends that came there several years before, and 

that‟s where they stayed for a week or two. My folks wrote to some of their friends at Endicott. And that‟s 

the way they helped one another. 

 They went into the land of milk and honey, where the milk flowed and the honey flowed. It was a 

new land. The things we seen, we didn‟t see out in the Old Country. We seen horses and teams with 

wagons. But here it was different. It was a little further advanced—nicer wagons and hacks, or democratic 

wagons. The kids were the same, but they were dressed better. You could tell we were immigrants 

because the way we were dressed. 

 In those days, that country down west of Endicott was over half in sod. We walked out from 

Endicott, over to where John Schmick has a ranch next to the Advent colony, and every foot we went we 

walked out on virgin soil. That was one of the early colonies that was organized down there on the 

Palouse River. They had the Advent religion. Of course Dad and Mother were both Lutheran, like most of 

our people. But they were glad to be together. They were invited in, and my folks stayed there that 

summer. Dad got a job up here at Farmington. At that time they were raising sugar beets. He went there to 

work for a dollar a day, from daylight to dark. He thought he was getting wonderful pay! And he got 

meals, that was important. That fall of 1900, the folks came to Colfax so I would be ready to enter the 

schools here. 

 As young kids, we were called “Russians,” and would fight one another just like kids do, you 

know. We were not truly named or called right, because we weren‟t Russian-blooded people. We were 

just from Russia. But that was what we were called, where we lived: “Russian Town,” in Colfax. They 

nicknamed each part of the town. Down over in the flat was a section they called “Poverty Flat,” a poor 

man‟s district. And ours was “Russian.”  

 The younger fellows thought it was kind of a disgrace to talk the German language; many of them 

neglected their mother tongue. I adopted the American language, but there was some of them that didn‟t. 

Sort of a disgrace to talk German if the rest of the kids can‟t understand. Now, everybody, they‟ve 

intermarried, and we‟re just like one big family. 

 Our people was very religious. When they left Russia, they had faith, and their Bible, and what 

they called a Wolgagesangbuch. And that [faith] today is still with our people. Most of them has clinged 

to what they‟ve been taught by their parents. My parents were very strict, and we were disciplined. I don‟t 

say they were any better, but we knew what it was all about.  
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 …When I got to be about nineteen years of age, I left the folks down there at the old homestead 

[near Sutton Siding between Endicott and Lacrosse]. Being a young man, I looked for a mate. I happened 

to be fortunate to run into my first wife [Kathryn Weitz] and got married. We then went and leased a 

ranch out of Endicott about a mile, which is now owned and occupied by Carl Repp. We farmed there for 

about two years, and then we were fortunate to get our present ranch [on Union Flat south of Endicott], a 

section of “school land.” I leased it from the state and there‟s where I spent all my younger days until my 

retirement. 

 I broke up most of that sod. It was very hard work. The plows, what they called in those days, the 

modern “Flying Dutchman” plow, was not a very husky plow, so I tried to work that ground into  sod and 

couldn‟t do it. So John Deere came out with a brand new plow, which I bought, and I broke this sod. That 

was two kinds of sod. One was called “bunchgrass” sod; it wasn‟t too hard to break. The other was… 

called “buffalo grass.” But it was tough like a Negro‟s hair. It was curly and black and tough. I had 

plowed that with the new plow, and it took eight horses. …I would plow so hard and it would just roll 

over. It was hard to develop—it took years and years.  

 And that‟s the way it was, you know. Just like any new country you come into, it‟s the people that 

have to develop it. The thing was… to have ambition, roll up your sleeves and got to work. If you did, 

and watched yourself, you had an opportunity to get somewheres.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

XVII. Karl Louis Scheuerman, oral history, Endicott, Washington, 1979. 

 

 

World War II China-Burma-India Identification Chit 

 
The following transcription is from an interview conducted by a young 

friend of Karl Louis as part of an assignment for a history class at WSU. 

Karl (1919-1980) was born and raised out on the family farm north of 

Endicott. He enlisted in the Army Air Corps soon after the United States 

went war in 1941 and most of the questions he was asked relate to his 

wartime service. When I was boy of perhaps twelve growing up in the same 

farmhouse in which Karl Lewis and my father and aunts were raised, I was 

sent down into our dark, earthen floor basement for some errand and found 

a tan suitcase hidden behind a shelf of fruit jars. I took it upstairs to find out 

what it might hold. Inside was a large leather blood chit bearing Chinese 

writing, wartime documents, and a gray sock tied in a knot holding a number 

of medals. I showed them to Dad when he came home later that day and he 

told me they must belong to his brother so on our next trip to town we 

delivered them to Uncle Karl who had lost track of their location and was 

grateful for their return.  
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Uncle Karl Lewis was my godfather and I always enjoyed visiting with 

him and Aunt Mae about family and community history as they were well 

informed. In the 1970s I spent a summer working for Uncle Karl during a long 

harvest season when we cut from Endicott to Colfax and up to Oakesdale. 

On a hot afternoon along a notoriously steep hillside in the upper country 

one of the combine‟s downhill rear tires completely sheared off and the 

machine leaned precariously. As with other incidents we encountered that 

summer, Uncle Karl took everything in stride and never seemed to be 

especially bothered by this or any other problem that arose. Perhaps losing 

an airplane engine at 25,000 feet over the Himalayan Mountains as he tells 

about here helped put things in perspective. I had an opportunity those weeks 

to visit with him about his life but was not able to record those visits so am 

grateful this one was made.  

In the early 1990s I received a call from someone who had bought the 

old Anna B. Weitz home in Endicott and was told they had found a small box 

of dusty German books the attic and intended to throw them out unless I 

wanted them. I retrieved the box and found inside it a tattered old Bible in 

which was inscribed the names of Aunt Una Mae‟s great-grandparents—the 

Phillip Greens, the very first of our German people from Russia who settled 

in the Palouse Country in 1881. In memory of Uncle Karl and Aunt Mae, we 

had the Bible rebound in leather by a Walla Walla bookbinder for Janice who 

returned the favor by giving me one of Uncle Karl‟s wartime medals. I in turn 

had it framed with a photograph of Uncle Karl near his plane in India and 

presented it to our son, Karl, upon his graduation from the US Air Force 

Academy in 2004.  

The members of our parents‟ generation were men and women who, like 

Karl Lewis, selflessly answered the nation‟s call to military service during 

World War II, doing their “small bit” as Uncle Karl would modestly say. But it 

was their willingness to sacrifice their wellbeing that provided the legacy 

we hold today as a free people, and that we hope will serve as a model for 

future generations.  

 

 Farming, I‟ve had runaways with horses. Horses just take off and run away. This one time they 

run away on the side of a hill and the horses on one side were faster than the other side and made a big 

circle and came back to where I was standing. Came running right at me. I picked up a big clod of dirt and 

swoop—threw it and hit one horse right in the forehead. This horse went back on its haunches and the 

whole team stopped! You know when horses would run away like that, they just panic, they go berserk. 

They‟ll run into fences, they‟ll run into buildings, they‟d break their legs if there wasn‟t some way to stop 

it. With farming experiences I jumped off two tipping-over combines without getting hurt. One fell in the 

ditch and I escaped from getting smashed under it.  

 As a kid I helped make home brew. [laughs] You buy some malt at the store and you mix it with 

sugar and you let it ferment. And you have a hydrometer to test the alcohol content and when it reaches a 

certain point you put it in bottles and seal the bottles. We didn‟t make hard liquor—moonshine, just beer.  

 [At the beginning of World War II] People thought that the Japanese would continue coming east 

and strike at the United States—a sneak attack like they pulled on Pearl Harbor, cause it ain‟t all that far, 

like the shipyards over there at Seattle, at Bremerton, and Boeing‟s, the airplane factory, bomber factory. 

After Pearl Harbor was bombed the President signed the declaration of war the next day. I should maybe 

never left there [Boeing] in a way. I could have maybe went to school there and got a deferment, worked 

there and retired from there too. But I didn‟t do it. Had the farm at home; thought I had to stay home and 

help Dad yet that summer so I done that. Then I made up my mind. We, my parents, didn‟t want me to go. 
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And I thought, “Well, all the other young guys are going, and I don‟t want to sit here. What am I going to 

feel when all those guys come back if I didn‟t go?” And I said, “Okay, I‟ll go too.”  

So I caught a bus to Spokane, went up, I think it was the Bon Marché Building, where this 

enlistment place was for the Air Force. Went in there and enlisted. Stayed that night in Spokane, next 

night caught a troop train to Ft. Lewis at the station up there on Third Avenue on this end of town. Two 

guys had to sleep together in the bottom bunk. One guy was drunk, I remember, and wet the bed and the 

other guy got up and sat up all the rest of the night! They took us in army trucks with the canvas over the 

back, out to Ft. Lewis. That same drunk, got outta the truck, looked around, and said, “I don‟t think I like 

it here,” and started to walk away. 

I was in the combat zone, the Burma Campaign. Flew over it, near it, got a Battle Star for valor, 

won the Presidential Unit Citation over there too, in that CBI theatre. During the war, World War II, 

gasoline was rationed, tires were rationed. You had to go before some kind of board, the governing board, 

to even get a tire. See rubber was very scarce because the Japanese had taken all the islands where the 

rubber had come from, where our imports come from. Even whiskey was rationed. Ya know, you couldn‟t 

go to the liquor store and buy whiskey without coupons. I don‟t know why but I know it was. Yep. They 

gave you some after a flight—they gave you seven ounces if you wanted it. But I mean I think I got one 

case of beer which they supplied us. One case of beer that whole year I was over in India. Took showers 

in cold water. There was no hot water. Cold water all the time. Shower in it. 

This one time we were delivering gas from India to China over the Himalayan Mountains at about 

25,000 feet. One engine failed mechanically, so we had to salvo four hundred gallons of gasoline to 

lighten the planeload so we cold safely fly into China and land. It was a B-24, what they called a 

Liberator. It was a famous bomber too; it was comparable to the B-17. I never was in a B-29, they used a 

B-29 to drop the A-Bomb. I saw one of them but I was in B-24s, B-17s, as a crew member. Road in a lot 

of C-47s. I was a crew member in a C-54 too.  

Some people will say that the B-24 was the better bomber; some will say the „17s. They both 

were a four-engine bomber built by different [?] companies. B-17s, they were toughies. You know there‟s 

documented proof that some of those after they had done a bombing run over Germany, when they was 

really bombing Germany, you know—flak and so on what they encountered as they made their runs over 

their bombing targets. Some of them had three engines shot out—only one engine going, and with one 

engine they got back across the English Channel and landed safely in England. 

Went to Kunming one time; that was when that airplane engine quit on us. Then we had to stay in 

China I think three days until we got a new engine put on. The radio operator and myself went into town 

at night. Talk to the girls. I remember one little Chinese girl, she couldn‟t have been over twelve years 

old, thirteen maybe. Came into that restaurant where we were eatin‟ and propositioned us—twenty 

American dollars. We didn‟t, of course. But I see another incident. I sold a carton of cigarettes on the 

black market in China for ten bucks. Those Chinese, those people around those airbases were Chinese and 

when an airplane would land those people would come around—ten dollars for a carton of cigarettes. It 

was against the law. 

I was stationed in India and we‟d fly to China, but we wouldn‟t stay in China, only long enough 

to unload our gas and check the airplane out and come back. In India we lived in what they called “basha” 

huts, all constructed out of bamboo. It was very damp and humid. The monsoons would come, rain all 

day, everything was damp, everything would get moldy.  

We never, very seldom got to a town. I went to a town a couple times. You‟d see the Indian 

people, some were Protestants, some were Hindus, and each religion hated the other religion. If a Hindu 

cast his shadow, if his shadow touched a Mohammedan, the Mohammedan would have to go home and 

take a bath. And of course the women had their faces covered; only place was where their eyes could look 

out of. Of course the highlight there was where I stopped to see the Taj Mahal, one of the Seven Wonders 

of the World, at Agra, India. And I saw it a couple times more from the air on a moonlit night, that big 

dome just glowed. It was beautiful down there; all made of out of marble. They said it took eighteen 

years—20,000 laborers—eighteen years to build this. Some king, some ruler of India built this in honor of 
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his wife. And the doors were originally of solid gold and they had real jewels—rubies, diamonds, 

emeralds. They‟re not there anymore, but originally they were. Had to take your shoes off when you went 

inside it—kinda sacred or something whatever. That king and queen are buried [there]. It is a kind of 

tomb. King and queen buried down kind of in a basement. Seen that. Rode out there in a little taxi, a 

horse-drawn taxi, like a little four-wheel wagon, horse buggy. 

 

 

 

“They climbed from their bases in India to fly over the northern route of the 

Himalaya Mountains whose peaks often topped 22,000 feet. Their achievements are 

legendary, many lost their lives, and General Stilwell credited them with winning the 

war in Asia.” 

         --J. G. Martin 

 

 

Went to Shanghai, China, too one summer. Trip, oh it was business; it was a flight. Radio 

operator and myself—faked a pass—went into downtown Shanghai. There were some guys going to town 

in a GI truck. They said to see their passes, their red cards, so this radio operator had some kind of red 

paper in his billfold; we sat way against the cab in the truck. Then when the MP checkin‟ passes, he seen 

it and said, “Good.” [laughs] We probably knew we‟d never get back to Shanghai so that was one of those 

deals. 

Took rides on rickshaws. It was at nighttime. Went up to a bar. It was a long bar and there were 

stools on both sides of the bar. There were Chinese girls, and White Russian girls sitting on the other side 

of the bar and the public would sit on this side. And you would buy them drinks of course. They would 

dance with you. There was a dance floor there and orchestra. They had good American whiskey; that was 

shortly after the war ended. Good stuff—Canadian Club, and I changed a twenty dollar bill for Chinese 

money—the inflation was so bad over there. I had all my pockets full of money—paper bills. I didn‟t 

spend it all, and I still had some left when I got home. I brought some; I can‟t find it anymore. I lost it 

somewhere, or somebody stole it from me. I was going to keep it. 

We got back to the air base and the pilot and co-pilot were waiting for us in the airplane. They 

were mad! “Where the hell have you guys been?!” They didn‟t need me anyway; they knew how to start 

the airplane. Took off. Well, I didn‟t go to sleep. I stayed awake; done my job. I think it took us seven 

hours to fly back where we had to go in India. I think we hauled three Jeeps in our airplane. Three Jeeps 

and about forty Chinese soldiers when we went to Shanghai that time. 

I‟d do the same thing all over again. I don‟t regret what I done for America—my bit, small as it 

was.  
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XVIII. Mildred (Scheuerman) Lautenschlager, oral history, Vancouver, 

Washington, April 20, 2007 (with Richard Scheuerman). 

 
 I traveled to Vancouver to speak at a meeting of the Portland AHSGR 

Chapter where I encountered a throng of old friends in Jim Moore, Ruth 

Morasch, Ray and Diane Koch, Steve Schreiber, Brent Mai, and others. But the 

highlight of the trip was spending the evening with the Lautenschlager clan. 

As always, Aunt Millie, Dot, and Rick were perfect hosts—with help from 

persnickety Sophie, their spoiled Himalayan cat who rules the roost and 

occasionally reported to Mildred on my whereabouts. In the evening I drove 

Aunt Millie up the road to visit with Cousin Kevin. We found him sitting around 

a roaring fire in the big pit we used for the reunion last year. We were soon 

joined by Sarah and Kevin and little three-year old Mackenzie. As we visited 

“Kenzie” kept stacking gravel on the handrail of the bench seat where Aunt 

Millie was sitting. After a while, she asked her great-grandmother if she was 

going to eat any. Mildred said, “But it‟s gravel, honey,” to which Mackenzie 

replied, “Pretend, Grandma!”  

On the drive back home we began visiting about her mother, my Grandma 

Mary (Litzenberger) Scheuerman, about whom I have very few memories as she 

passed away when I was just ten, on August 1, 1961. I do recall the day of her 

passing very well, however, as Clifford and I were told to play outside as the 

aunts and uncles gathered around the cot where she lay inside. This led to 

other questions about Aunt Millie‟s life “back home” on the ranch near 

Endicott where she was born 91 years ago on April 4, 1916. Soon we had 

returned to their place where she related the following memories. 

 

 There was work to do most every day of the week. Dad (Karl Scheuerman) never hooked up the 

horses early in the morning on Mondays. He helped Mom do the washing and then he would go out and 

tend the animals. We had a motorized double-decker wash machine out in a little house behind where the 

house is now. They made lye soap and cut it up into small pieces and put it into the washer. They made 

the soap when they rendered the lard after butchering the pigs. Many times I‟d come home after school 

and there‟d be about a dozen hogs hanging in a row with everybody gathered to help butcher. The soap 

was made out of the cracklings, those crisp little pieces where the fat separates from the outer layers.  

We were raised on lard! And woosht, and hams, and bacons. Dad cured all that, and 

Schwatamahga! [smoked pork belly]. The woosht they‟d put in a crock with lard, then a little more lard 

and some woosht. Kept it all winter long. Put it in the cellar. We didn‟t pickle too many watermelons—

the Lautenschlagers did that. We had a fifty gallon barrel for sauerkraut. Dad would put apples in them 

and they‟d get sour. We had one apple tree in the back where the orchard is now. Not eating apples, small 

striped ones. And we had the pie cherry and crab apple tree up on the side hill.  

 Ironing was done on Tuesday, mostly all morning. Us kids wore dresses in school, walked to 

school. We had to be there by nine. The folks were early risers. We had cooked cereal for breakfast 

during the Depression. They‟d roast wheat and grind that in a coffee mill and we‟d cook that. Sometimes 

we‟d even boil whole wheat. Wednesday sometimes was spent patching jeans and stuff. Big sheep bands 

would come through heading to pasture and pass by on the road. One lamb couldn‟t keep up and they 

gave it to us. So we raised it. Had to make a bottle and give it milk. We named it Smitty. It grew up and 

when we played baseball in the front yard it always followed the runner. They sent the wool away to get 

carded and Grandma made quilts. She also crocheted doilies. 

We made our own toys. We made dolls out of coats, folded up our jackets to make them look like 

people. Tied the top to look like a head. Karl Lewis built a toy combine, and for his horses he‟d put string 

harness on horse knuckle bones and play with that; he was pretty creative. We always had a dog and 

kittens; had the kittens up at the barn. Dad always fed them milk. One of our dogs was Shep. Uncle John 
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[Lust] gave us an old horse—Utki, that became our riding horse. But I think he gave it to us because 

nobody could really ride that thing. We had a colt, Tommy, that threw Peg off once when they were 

riding back by the orchard.  

Sometimes when Dad would go to town he‟d bring gum home, Juicy Fruit, and, oh, were we happy! We 

take the whole piece and chew it up. All except Evelyn, she‟d tear her piece into little pieces so her‟s 

would last all week! And we‟ ask her for some but she‟d keep it! We didn‟t really get gifts at Christmas. 

We‟d get a sack of nuts and hard candy. We all spoke a piece at the Christmas Eve program. Karl Lewis 

made a sled, and we‟d go way up behind the windmill hill where it was pretty steep. 

Sometimes when Grandma baked bread on Saturday—six big loaves; we‟d just have fresh bread 

and cocoa—oh, we thought that was good! We had lots of potatoes. Dad would plant two acres on the 

side-hill above the house, cut up the ones we had into seed potatoes. In the garden behind the house we 

had onions, peas, carrots, spinach, and gooseberries. Behind the house was like a summer kitchen. It was 

probably Grandpa and Grandma‟s original house. One big room. We raised chickens in the incubator; had 

a brooder walled off on one side of that place. Mom just more or less took care of us and the little 

chickens. The chicken house was up by the granary. We‟d always butcher fryers and can them—maybe 

twenty to twenty-five hens. Didn‟t have freezers in those days.  

Grandpa kept about ten head of horses, two or three milk cows, chickens, geese and ducks 

sometimes. We had a couple guinea hens that roosted high in the trees and when somebody came up the 

road, boy did they make a racket! And we had two big roosters. Boy did they have it in for Ed Lust. He 

used to ride up the lane to the house and when got down they‟d flap their wings and jump up and down 

and hit him. There were twelve men in the harvest crew and John Repp was thirteen. He never worked—

was too big, just came and ate! He never had a just a glass of water. They gave him a fruit jar. I remember 

his mother; she was quite a character. We called her Die Ald Repin (The Old Repp). Sometimes Dad had 

hired men—George Fox [son of Elizabeth Fox, who first immigrated from Russia to South America with 

Grandpa Henry B. Scheuerman‟s brother, John] for a while; also Otis Banks [a black], and “Crazy Bill”—

he had big, shifty eyes. Oh, Grandma hated to have him around! They‟d walk down the road and if Dad 

needed them he‟d hire them. After harvest Dad would take a load of wheat by wagon to the flour mill in 

St. John where he exchanged it for sacks of flour. Then he‟d stack them upstairs in that little area above 

the stairway. That would last us all year. 

I milked cows. Evelyn and Peg washed the dishes. One of the cows wasn‟t at all cooperative. Dad 

could do it but in harvest he worked, but I couldn‟t get the kickers on her! So I went inside and said, “I 

need some help out here!” So Peg came out and we got a club and hit her in the nose whenever she 

kicked. I don‟t know how many times she had to hit her before she settled down. One time Mom went to 

gather the cows in the field back by where we sledded. Mom used something like a walking stick to get a 

newborn calf up and the old cow hit her and knocked her down. She rolled down the hill, and came back 

with her clothes all ripped and looking pretty rough. Dad went out to get her and brought her in. She was 

hurt pretty bad and had to stay in bed several days. 

When your dad (Don) was born, we were all upstairs and kept asking, “When are you going to get 

up?” Finally we went down and wanted to get into bed with her. She said, “Watch out,” and drew back 

the covers, and there was a baby—your dad. I can remember when Evelyn was born, and Karl Lewis. 

Aunt Julia [Kleweno] and her husband came to help out. It was 1918 because Mom got the flu. Grandpa 

laid by her. Aunt Julia had a child so she nursed Karl Lewis.  

Just had a round bathtub and we all took a bath in the same tub in the pantry—once a week for 

everybody. Didn‟t have hot water, so put it in a copper boiler to heat, and there was a reservoir in the back 

of the stove to keep warm. We had kerosene lamps. Bathed on Saturday so we‟d all be ready for church 

on Sunday. The living room was often cold through the week and we‟d build a fire before church and 

come home afterward and it was warm. The girls‟ bedroom was on the top left of the stairs, boys in the 

right. In the winter, oh could it get cold up there! Mom and Dad would heat bricks for us to put down by 

our feet. Next morning the top of the blanket would have frost from our breath. Karl Lewis would tease 

your dad, so Dad stuck a 1 x 6 on their mattress, right down the middle! When it got so hot in the 



 

197 

 

summer, we‟d take our beds down and sleep on the porch. The Raleigh man and Watkins Man would 

come by the house about once a year to sell us spices and things. I think a lady from the Pendleton 

Woolen Mills also came.  

On Sunday we‟d go to church. Sometimes when we went up Kleweno‟s hill and were low on gas, 

there wouldn‟t be enough to flow up to the engine. So Dad would turn around and back up to the top of 

the hill so the gas would run down the line. Once we got to the top, Dad would turn around again and one 

we‟d go to town. In winter the roads could be tough and sometimes we took a sled and horses. Dad had a 

little Model T Ford with a little bed on back. He called it the Jitney, but us kids [whispers and chuckles] 

called it the “Shitney.” Once a year my Grandpa [Henry B.] Scheuerman would walk out in the summer 

to check out the wheat, then Dad would drive him back to town. Grandpa was a quiet man. He had one fat 

hand and one fat foot. They said he had some accident in Kansas and fell in ice water or something. His 

second wife wasn‟t very nice. One time when Gus [Uncle Karl Lewis] was a little kid, he went there and 

she was working in the garden. He thought he was talking German and said [loud and slowly]; “Howd‟ ya 

plant ya gahden?” [laughs].  

Evelyn told us that Mary Reich said she was a Ruhl; that she was a sister to Grandma 

Lautenschlager. But they never had anything to do with each other, and weren‟t at all alike.  

We didn‟t go to their place as much as Grandpa Litzenberger. [Dot: “I used to sit in his lap and rub his 

paralyzed hand.”] Grandpa Litzenberger was a quiet, gentle man. Grandma was very good to us. They 

used to drive out to see us once a week except in winter. Grandpa had a one-seat Star coupe. Then they‟d 

go on out to see R. D. and Tilda. When I was little I wanted to stay and play with Tilda [Litzenberger, 

Grandma Scheuerman‟s half-sister] and not go home. In those days we had silent movies. Philip and Irene 

Smick were going to the show with Tilda and R. D. [Repp]. I went along and sat on R. D.‟s lap They‟d 

show the movie, and have printing underneath it.  

They lived up in Lorraine and Roland‟s house. There was a house on the corner, then Grandpa‟s, 

then a Miller [Bally], then Adam Schmick. Every afternoon Adam would take David [his severely 

retarded son, blind and deaf] up to the school for a walk. Whenever he would sit, he would shake his head 

and go, “Whosh, whosh.” Adam would always hold his arm. When he went to church they would sit 

upstairs so people wouldn‟t see him, but you could still hear. 

We walked to school. It was located about one mile southeast on the present Steve Gerlitz place]. 

We started school about nine, finished about 3:30. Had two recesses, mornings and afternoons. We went 

through eighth grade. Glen and Ruby Marcus lived down at [Hollis] Breeden‟s place, went to the 

Litzenberger School. Once we had a blizzard and Dad walked with us; had us practically running. He‟d 

go down [early] and build a fire. The teachers also boarded with us. I remember Vera Longwell, Bertha 

Wagner was my first and second grade teacher. Edith Mills, Bonnie Oliver, Hannah Fisher, Irene 

Kleweno, Ruth Lust [were other teachers. The teachers had all eight grades. Had a boys cloak room and a 

girls cloak room.  

The first couple years of high school I lived with Grandpa and Grandma Litzenberger. Then Leo 

Morasch‟s dad [Adam C.] came out to the ranch to pick us up; kinda‟ like a bus with the two Schneider 

kids and others. Edith Mills taught me to play the piano one year. The piano was Grandpa and Grandma 

Litzenberger‟s. They got if for Tilda. Now Cindy has it and she had it beautifully refinished. It‟s over a 

hundred years old now.   

 
 We visited like this far into the night. At one point when I asked Dot if it 

was getting too late for her mother, she smiled and said, “No, Richard, this is 

good for her. She loves to „go home.‟” 
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XIX. Evelyn Reich, family history and memoir, Colfax, Washington, 

undated (c. 1975). 

 

 My grandfather, Henry B. Scheuerman was born in Russia and immigrated with his family to the 

United States in 1888 where they settled in Kansas where they daughter—known to me as Aunt Mae, was 

born. Grandpa relocated with his family to Endicott, Washington in 1891 and they lived five miles north 

of Endicott on to road toward St. John. My father, Karl Scheuerman, was born in Endicott on December 

25, 1893 and died on June 26, 1975. My grandpa farmed until Karl was old enough to take over the place. 

As a youngster, I remember my Grandpa Scheuerman walking out to the ranch during the summer. His 

first, wife, my Grandmother Scheuerman, died on April 4, 1911.  

 My dad lived alone when he starting farming until he got married to my mother, Mary Elizabeth 

Litzenberger, on May 5, 1915. They drove a Model T Ford when they were first married. Karl and Mary‟s 

children were Mildred Louise (Mrs. Leo Lautenschlager), Margaret Lucille (Mrs. Ray Low), Karl Louis 

(who married Una Mae Huntley), Evelyn Elizabeth (Mrs. Ray Reich), Donovon Clair (who married Mary 

Johns), and Velma Lorraine (Mrs. Roland Cook). 

My Grandfather Phillip Litzenberger, son of Peter Litzenberger, was born on November 10, 1875. 

He was twenty-three years old when he left Russia in April 1898 with his wife, Maria, and their daughter, 

Maria, my mother, who was about one year old. She had been born on September 21, 1896. My mother 

died in Endicott on August 1, 1961. The Litzenbergers arrived in New York on April 28 on the ship SS 

Bulgaria and went to Pine Island, New York. When I asked my Grandfather Litzenberger about my 

grandmother, he said that she died on the water and was buried at sea. [The ship manifest indicates that 

Phillip‟s wife arrived in New York so may have died soon afterward. Her daughter was never able to 

determine where she was buried.] According to our relatives Mr. Dippel and Ruth DeLuca of Walla 

Walla, Phillip Litzenberger‟s brothers were John, who stayed in Russia), Henry and Alexander, who lived 

in Colfax, Peter and Jacob, who lived in Longmont, Colorado, and Conrad who moved to Portland. 

My grandfather then married Sophie Lust, daughter of Phillip Lust and Anna Kniss. Sophie was 

born on November 20, 1878 and they were married on September 24, 1899. She was my step-

grandmother and the only grandmother I knew. As far as I know she did not work outside the home. They 

had one daughter, Matilda Litzenberger, who was born on February 24, 1901 in Endicott and died on 

October 10, 1962. Matilda married Reinhold Repp, son of John and Elizabeth Scheuerman (Henry B.‟s 

daughter) Repp, on December 6, 1922. Reinhold, known as “R. D.”, was born on May 1, 1900 and died 

on June 15, 1971. R. D. and Tilda had a daughter, Eleanor, who married Bill Faith and a son, Robert, who 

married Virginia Harris. 

Grandpa and Grandma Litzenberger would drive out to the ranch in their two-door car and 

brought us candy each time. They lived a few miles out of Endicott on the road to St. John. He farmed 

there and later moved to Endicott. They had a cow which he milked and sold some of it to customers. He 

later took the mail daily from the post office to the train and then brought the incoming mail back to the 

post office. After he retired, Grandpa Litzenberger suffered a stroke on his left side and died on May 17, 

1946.  

 As a child I remember in the spring and winter when the dirt road by our house got muddy that 

we would have to turn the car around and back up the hill by Klewenos. Once on top we would turn the 

car around and go on our way again. I also remember my dad hauling a load of filled grain sacks in a 

team and wagon to Endicott. He would make one trip in the morning and one in the afternoon until all the 

grains sacks were in town. He also hauled wheat to St. John to trade for flour.  

We would hoe weeds in the summer-fallow, pull Jim Hill mustard in the wheat, and helped shock 

bundles to harvest. At first the men used stationary threshers and later combines and we helped Mom 

cook for the crews. The men used a large [Jackson] fork to put hay in the barn. Someone had to ride or 

lead a horse that pulled a long cable to pull the fork load from the derrick table into the barn. When it was 

over the right area inside the barn, someone would call out and another worker would trip the fork. The 
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horse would be stopped and turned around to go back to the starting point to pull the next load into the 

barn.  

We also had two pie cherry trees and a crab apple tree on the sidehill above our house and we 

picked the fruit which we took to share with neighbors and friends. Our cellar had a dirt floor so we 

spread newspapers on the ground and spread them around where they stayed cool. We worked together to 

pit and ready them for canning in quart jars. Water was put into a copper boiler and then the jars of fruit 

were placed into the boiler. The cherries had a syrup of sugar and water poured over them until filled to 

the neck. The rim of the jar was cleaned and the lids put on before putting in the water which was brought 

to boiling for twenty minutes and then removed. As they cooled they sealed and were later stored out in 

the cellar where they were cool and used during winter for pies and cobblers.  

Our garden behind the house had vegetables of all kinds that we picked along with gooseberries. 

We cut the berry branches and took them to shade to pick. We raised peas, beans, watermelons, 

cantaloupe, potatoes, and corn. Mom would can many, many jars of vegetables and fruit and meat, 

including homemade sausage. Hamburger patties would be fried until brown and then stored in melted 

lard that would harden in the cellar. Mom and Dad made sauerkraut and put apples and cabbage hearts, 

Dawsha, in with the kraut and they were very good. We dug potatoes in the fall that were stored in the 

cellar and used throughout the year. We also cut and dried apples to use later in soup. We had a wash 

house behind our home where we helped Mom with the washing. She heated irons on the stove to iron 

our clothes.  

Our simple toys were made with cans and wood. Karl Louis made and used garden tools to plow 

and harrow his little fields. Before we had indoor plumbing, probably around 1934, we had an outhouse 

and our toilet tissue was sheets from the catalogue or in summer we used the soft papers that were used to 

wrap around peaches. We rode horses in the summer and also enjoyed a family summer picnic. In the fall 

we had butchering bees with the families of Phillip Smick, Dan Lust, and R. D. Repp. Dad used to cure 

hams and bacon and smoke them in the smokehouse. In the winter we took a horse and buggy to travel 

toward Thera to visit R. D. and Tilda (Repp). During the winter when it was so cold outside we almost 

lived in the kitchen as it was the only heated room in the house. At nighttime we took heated bricks to bed 

to keep us warm. We also went to church and Sunday School every week even in winter and had a 

wonderful Christmas program each year. I remember family get-togethers for holidays and on these 

occasions Grandma Litzenberger always made a fruit salad with whipped cream dressing and overnight 

buns which were very tasty and light as a feather. At times when I was very small we would be at my 

Scheuerman grandparents in town.   

Dad never worked on Sundays.  Millie and Peg worked away from home at times while I stayed 

at home and helped Mom. Our first eight grades were at the nearby Litzenberger School and then we went 

to high school in Endicott. During confirmation I would stay in town weekends with my Litzenberger 

grandparents and my two older sisters, Mildred and Margaret, stayed with them during the winter months 

when they went to confirmation and high school. R. D. and Tilda Repp‟s daughter, Eleanor, started school 

out at the Litzenberger School her first year but they kept her out during the winter months as they lived a 

number of miles from the school. Then when school started up in the fall she stayed with Grandpa and 

Grandpa Litzenberger and went to school in Endicott.  

My folks used to board teachers who taught at the Litzenberger School #95 which we attended. 

One of teachers who lived with us was Vera Longwell. She taught Millie when she was in the first grade 

and stayed in touch with our family throughout her long life. We usually walked to school which was 

located about a mile to the southeast near the present [Steve] Gerlitz home. If the weather was bad, Dad 

would take us there by horse and wagon. During the winter there would be snow drifts and when it was 

cold enough a hard crust formed on top of them on which we could walk. The children of one family 

came to school with a team and buggy. They would put the horses in the barn and feed them during the 

day. After school they would hook the team up and head for home. One teacher taught all eight grades 

and there were generally three or four students of the same age.  
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 The Litzenberger School annual family picnic northwest of Endicott, 

Washington (May 1921). Elizabeth and John Repp stand behind the children at far 

left and Mary Scheuerman holds Evelyn at age one in center right. John Repp‟s 

parents, Henry and “Grandma” Mary Repp, were among the first germans from Russia 

to immigrate to the American West in 1881. The school was named for the family of 

Mary Repp‟s sister and brother-in-law, Henry and Anna Litzberger, who were also 

part of the historic 1881 trek and who donated land for the school. 

The teacher got to school early to build a fire in the pot-belly stove and pumped water in a bucket 

for our drinking water. She would also supervise playground duty, put on an annual Christmas program 

for parents and friends, and corrected papers the students turned in. In the evening she would do janitor 

duty and clean the blackboards. There was no indoor plumbing. We had recess in the morning and 

afternoon and during noon hour. The flag was raised each morning and we said the Pledge of Allegiance 

at the beginning of each school day. The teacher also disciplined but I don‟t ever remember a major 

problem. Some of the students served as teacher aides both to do chores and help other students. We also 

had county exams from promotion from eighth grade. We took our lunches in brown paper bags which we 

ate during noon at our desks as there was no dining area. 

My first teacher had a hard time teaching me how to read. I had two older sisters and a brother 

and they would read their books at home. I could “read” the books page by page but didn‟t know one 

word from another!  My teachers were Edith Mills (first and second grades), Bonnie Oliver (third), 

Hannah Fisher (fourth), Irene Kleweno (fifth and maybe sixth), and Edith Mills (seventh and eighth). 

Edith Mills married Buford Crider and they had two sons, Don and Dan Crider. We had an annual 
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community picnic at the end of the school year. My dad, Karl Scheuerman, was the coffee-maker using a 

pail of water over a bonfire. We usually had quite a baseball game in the afternoon.  

The families who attended the Litzenberger School included those of John Repp, George 

Litzenberger, Phillip Lautenschlager, Phillip Smick, George Schneider, August Merkel, Karl Scheuerman, 

Conrad Scheuerman, and the Oswalds and Marcuses. 
 

 

 

 

XX. Alexander Pfaffenroth (Germany), oral history, Endicott, 

Washington, August 14, 2003 (in Russian, with Richard Scheuerman). 

 

In 1938 I was eight years old when my Grandpa Johannes was arrested at night (in Russia). They 

started searching for books and arrested him and three days later he returned. But he was arrested a 

second time and was questioned and he was told to denounce his faith or lose his freedom. The third or 

fourth time he did not return. We asked what happened but did not receive any answer. Fifty years passed, 

we wrote many times, then finally received a letter that he was shot the third day after his final arrest. We 

still have that letter. It says he was innocent. That letter was an admission (of guilt). It came from the 

Saratov regional KGB (Committee for State Security—the secret police). He was executed there and put 

in a mass grave. No one knows where. 

 My last memory of speaking to him was when he spoke in our barn where we met for church. He 

said, “This is our last meeting, Brothers and Sisters, ….” After that we had no regular meetings, only 

when we could. This happened about 30-40 kilometers from Yagodnaya Polyana, toward Saratov. The 

place was named Muratovska. I remember when Grandpa was gone the NKVD (predecessor of the KGB) 

came and searched our place several times. They took all the religious literature, Bibles, and my 

grandfather‟s shotgun. This reminds me, when Grandpa was home we had a large granary. He had four 

sons and one daughter. The agents closed the granary and put a guard there and this was known by his 

father. He gave the key to his grandfather and let him take several bags of flour. Very little was damaged. 

When the NKVD left, they had a Singer sewing machine. They didn‟t take it right away, so my father 

buried it and covered it up with ashes. It was there for three years. Afterward they took it out so they 

could make clothes. 
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 Grandma (Elizabeth Lautenschlager) lived with us after Grandpa disappeared. Every son had 

their own house and it was customary for the youngest son to take care of the parents. My grandfather 

didn‟t think he would be killed. I remember going to Yagoda to attend church. I was baptized there. I 

remember very well Pastor Pfeiffer. After the war (World War II, 1939-1945), I would come to know him 

very well. I helped him considerably in his (religious) travels. He was also an educated man so the 

authorities wanted him to be a collaborator. He refused and told me that when they opened the door and 

got his arm in the frame and kept pushing until he agreed or his bone would be crushed. They put needles 

under each nail until it came out the other side. They kept going with the same question until he would 

give up. He finally lost consciousness but never gave in. They threw him in a cell and his arm was just 

hanging. Other prisoners took his shirt and ripped it with two pieces of wood to make a splint as best they 

could. Hundreds and hundreds of believers disappeared during that time.  

My grandfather was considered a kulak (capitalist), working his own land. He had some 

education in a time when not many were and because he could read and write they thought he would 

make a good informer. My Grandpa Conrad Weitz was also arrested but because he was so ill they 

released him but he died before the war (World War II which started in 1941).  My parents were Jacob 

and Marillis Pfaffenroth. I remember them well. Every evening we knelt in prayer for Grandpa. We had 

some correspondence before the war but the NKVD came to our house and asked us why we were writing 

these. We thought it was wise to stop. My grandpa‟s brother (Alf Poffenroth‟s grandfather of Delacour) 

had immigrated to Canada and many times invited him to come but my father had just bought land.  

Soon after the war broke out (August 1941), the authorities came and wrote down a list of all 

property—how large the house, how many windows, how many cattle, and the like. My first response 

was peaceful. I had never been on a train before but the elders cried. We had heard the war started and the 

older people thought it might bring their freedom. I was in the third grade of German school. We were 

informed of the decision that we would be sent in the morning and the next day everything was loaded on 

wagons and was taken seven kilometers to the train station at Buraz.  

I remember a lot of people surrounded by soldiers. A train came through loaded with people. 

They would take up to sixty cars per train—cattle cars. Everybody tried to stay with family and relatives. 

One train after another. By the time we boarded it was nearly dark. The Yagoders loaded near their 

village. We were my three brothers, my parents, my three uncles and their families. In the car were two 

levels, a rough wood upper for the luggage and where the children stayed. Nearly a hundred were pushed 

into each car. I had come seven kilometers from the village. My cousin and I went back along a ditch so 

we escaped for a while and the soldiers did not see us. Our animals were mooing, dogs barking, pigs 

squealing. I remember there was a milk jar and I put it outside for the kittens to eat. When we got back, 

our parents later asked us what was going on. The whole village was empty except for the animals. We 

heard them a long way off—crying, no one to feed them. It was such a strange sight and sound. 

I was pushed into the upper story. We just lay down. All were loaded and were given a bucket for 

a toilet and the doors closed and locked. Twice a day we were given water. My grandfather bought some 

meat. We traveled thirteen days and just enough dry bread and meat to survive. They opened the door 

twice each day to get water and empty the bucket. One woman gave birth to a child on the way. A 

blanked was set up for her confinement. My year-old brother Ernest caught influenza when we started out 

and got worse. He died soon after we arrived. My mother cried a lot and said, “At least you will never 

have to suffer anymore.” This was when we reached Korneevka.   

They had no idea where we were to go. Many would try to get a look. Some would say, “We‟re 

crossing the Urals.”  We knew we were headed toward Siberia. In the time of the tsar, people were sent 

there and we thought this would be our destination. The train stopped and started many times and when 

we arrived in Issyk‟kul, the train stopped and half of it was unloaded. We went forty more kilometers and 

had no idea what to expect. It was cold and snowing lightly. My father said, “Omsk, Tomsk—cold hole!” 

“Moskalenki” was written on the train station sign. “Everyone get out!” they shouted, and then the train 

left. They said some wagons would come for us and that we would have to make do with what we had. A 
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while later some wagons did come with horses and oxen and took us ten kilometers farther. My Uncle 

Johann had eight children and he was sent to Graznovka. We went to Korneevka.  

At first glance it seemed alright. Some Germans were already living there. We gathered at the 

center and the kolhoz (collective farm) director, a Mennonite named Jacob Ivanovich Dyk, said, “Look 

around to find someone to take you in.” So he was friendly enough to us. We joined a family named 

Abraham Gerhardt. They had five children and were also Mennonite. They didn‟t want to take us at first. 

We went several times with my father to beg them to offer us sanctuary. There were promised this would 

only be temporary because of the list that had been made. Some of us made earth homes with straw roofs 

and no windows.  

We spent the first night in a public hall but the next day we went to the Gerhardts. Almost 

everyone by then had found someone. We were there about two months. Then we moved to a collective 

farmhouse, about twenty feet wide and thirty feet long. It was divided in two with a small kitchen inside 

and a place for the horses inside as well. This was early December. We had no evergreen trees for our 

first Christmas there, so my grandmother got a bare birch tree and tied colored fabric to it. The other 

family was my Uncle Phillip. He had eight children. We sang and prayed at Christmas. We put clothes on 

the windows at Christmas because we didn‟t know what to expect. Our elders already had us memorize a 

poem or verse so we looked forward to the holidays like this and Easter and Ascension Sunday. I sang 

this song: 

 

“Today is Christmas, 

Joy and  joy. 

Christ was born for us. 

Shepherds in the field, 

Saw a star leading to Jesus.” 

 

We shared grief and joy together, always thinking the next day would be better. We waited over fifty 

years. 

 On the New Year guns were fired into the air. At the end of January and beginning of February, 

all able-bodied workers were forced into the Trudarmia (Soviet Labor Army).  Officials came and knew 

from registrations how many families and children there were. A doctor glanced at each person. First the 

men were gathered. In the village four kilometers away, they took my uncle, my aunt, and the three older 

children. Those twelve and younger were left behind. My mother and grandmother took them in. Our 

father was taken but my mother was pregnant and gave birth to my sister in March 1942. We all cried 

now that Grandpa was gone and my father taken away. He took me into the corner of a small room and 

we prayed. They took him and the others to the train station and left. Some months later were received 

word that he was in the Sverdlovsk region building an aluminum factory at Krasnoturinsk in the Ural 

Mountains.   

 I lived with my mother. We ran out of food about the time my sister was born. We went to a 

haystack and tried to find a few kernels of wheat. We ground it up like coffee and boiled it to eat. Very 

little was in the forest to be found. My mother took her dress to a village seven kilometers away to trade it 

for a bag of potatoes. We put straw underneath and covered them to keep them from freezing on the way 

home. We cut small pieces out for spring planting. We could have eaten them in a week but we cut them 

in small pieces to make soup. No milk, nothing else.  

 When spring finally came things got a little better. We went to the garden and got frozen 

vegetables from the past year and more kernels from the stubble fields. There was a windbreak that had 

caused snowdrifts and I saw a place where there were some small frozen potatoes. I warm shoes and I put 

a small basketful on my back. They thawed and made such a mess down my back! Then I walked back 

but my shoes got stuck in the mud. I had to try to go back barefoot and get them. I cleaned my feet in the 

snow and got my shoes and went back home.  
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 My mother had three months off after she gave birth but then went back to work. She worked in a 

place where she winnowed the grain. She had a small hidden package around her waist to put some 

kernels and take home. The overseer allowed it as long as nobody saw it. One stolen kilogram would 

bring one year in prison. I remember once at night they went to a potato field and tried to find some. My 

Aunt Elizabeth was caught by a soldier and he threatened to take her to the militia without a bribe. He 

took her and the other two women went to the house to get money. They finally found enough and took it 

to him. He took the next train and we never saw him again. 

 I remember that in springtime we treated horses for any disease because we needed them and the 

oxen to work in the fields. The fellow in charge of the livestock had just one arm. He had a small room 

and there was a chemical bath of some kind that killed everything. One a colt breathed it and died but all 

that meat had to be destroyed. That fellow in charge gave me a small amount of meat from it. I took it 

home but was so afraid to do anything with it. There was still snow by a tree so I hid it there. In the 

morning we went by but it was gone. Another fellow had followed me and took it because he was so 

hungry. Some soldiers wounded on the front were sent to our area for convalescence. They helped each 

other. The Trans-Siberian Railroad was just a kilometer away so we often went there because they 

sometimes threw fish heads out and we brought them home to feed the family.  

 Near the end of the war we had a nine-horse team—four by five, for seeding. We usually used 

treated wheat so people wouldn‟t eat it. My horse, Darya, was strong and had a colt so had milk. When 

we returned from the row the colt would come to drink, and I drank from the other side myself. Many of 

us did such many times. My Aunt Marie was a night guard for the horses. She had two children so my 

grandfather went to stay with her children at night. One time two women came over and asked to stay the 

night. My grandfather let them in to sleep but during night they strangled her older child. The other one 

naturally cried but they said to him, “Be quiet or we‟ll kill you, too.” Later they were arrested for trying to 

sell stolen goods in Omsk. One was pregnant so she was released. The other was given a three-year 

sentence.  

 I was never angry at God but angry at Stalin and the government. I know that many mothers and 

fathers were killed all over the country and especially along the Volga. Children had nowhere to go 

except to their dead parents in the middle of winter. The next morning all of them would be dead. The 

river shore was completely red with the blood of the victims. There was no escape. I came to understand 

late that all along the lower Volga the war was so terrible that God took His people out of there.  
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PART EIGHT 

 

Larry Morasch-Richard Scheuerman Correspondence  

(2008-2009) 

Memories of Endicott, Washington in the 1940s-1960s 

 

 

 

The Larry, Dennis, and Donna Rae (Herman) Morasch Family, 2004.  

Aunt Carolyn Smith, daughter of John and Mae Scheuerman Geier, in center.  

 

I. Larry Morasch, Chehalis, Washington to Richard Scheuerman, 

Frederickson, Washington, December 4, 2008. 

 

Dear Dick, 

  

What a pleasant surprise and thank you for the kind words.  I cannot take the credit for the 

presentation.   Jerry Jones of the Gazette did a lot of that. Now there is no way I can make this reply short, 

so hang in there!      

  

I also have fond memories of our Scheuerman families and Endicott.  I remembered talking with 

Ray Reich at my father‟s funeral.  I told him that my fondest memories were riding around with my dad 

when he would go out on calls to the farmer's.  Ray said I bet you have!  When we would go out to the 

farms I would ask him questions about when he was a kid.  On the way back to town we would discuss 

what was wrong with the truck, cat, or combine and what he did to fix it.  I also remembered your father, 

Donnie, you and your brother coming into the Garage when I was a kid helping Dad.  Your father was 

always very kind to me.  I remember when I was a senior we beat Lacrosse 16 to 1.  Your father saw me 

in Devaney's and said Larry, do you know that you were 4 for 4 today.  We also were undefeated, beating 

Colfax and Tekoa for the Championship in 1955. 

  

Donna Rae is fine, she lives in Lynnwood and works for Unisea, a large fish processing co.  She 

fly's up to Dutch Harbor a lot processing Industrial injury claims.  She also works at the Airport 

processing new hires for Dutch. Willy works for the UW in Facilities.  She sent me the copy of the letter 

written about your grandfather Karl and the farm.  It was very funny, interesting and the nick names used 

were cute.  I think your brother wrote it?  I knew Otis Banks, when I was about 5 or 6 and ran the town, 
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he would buy me a candy bar or a soda once in a while.  One time when Dennis was about 8 or 9 he was 

down in the Garage.  Somehow he got grease all over his face and hands.  He went down town and Bob 

Bafus saw him.  He said, “Hey Otis!”, and from then on his name was Otis or Odie.  They never called 

him Dennis again.  I also have a letter my Grandmother Mae wrote about when she lived out on the farm.  

It is very interesting also.   

  

I remember when I worked for Carl Smick in harvest.  I use to come down off that steep hill on 

the right before you dropped all the way down to the river.  I would have that truck in compound low, 

riding the breaks and pulling on the emergency brake all the way down that hill.  I would be wringing wet 

by the time I got off that hill down to the main road.  By the time I got up to the top of the hill, past your 

place, at Kleweno's, I would be dried out?  It was a long slow haul getting up that hill. 

  

Lois's father, Leo, worked at Boeing during the war.  I hired into Boeing on the flight line in 1962 

after finishing A&P School in Spokane.  They were finishing up the KC 135's and starting the first 727's.  

I had worked my way up to the engine crew on the KC's.  Hanging the engines and running them up, 

etc.  I then moved to the 727's.  We went to Endicott one week and Leo was in the Garage.   Leo said 

Larry how are you doing at Boeing?  I told him that I was doing well and explained my advancements on 

the Flight Line.  He said, do you know Clyde Massey?  I said yes, that he was a General Supervisor.  Leo 

said that he and Massey were best friends when he worked with him on the Flight Line during the war.  

And, that Massey had always tried to get Leo back to Boeing after he had moved to the farm.  Although, 

Leo never said anything, I often wondered if Massey caught the connection of the Morasch name, and 

that's what helped my job progression at that time, and/or maybe, there was something more to it?  

  

Dennis is retired from banking.  He and Claudine live in Covington with their son Tracy and 

family.  They built a new home.  They live on the bottom floor and Tracy and family live on the top two 

floors.  Claudine still works for the Bank.  On the weekends they motor around in their new motor home.  

In fact they are coming down this way this weekend.      

  

I am happy that you found the article on Lt. McMahon interesting.  It was explained to me by 

Aunt Dorie said that our Great Grandfather Henry's wife was a Schmick and that she was Adam 

Schmick's sister.  And, that Grandmother Mae and your Grandfather Karl were first cousins to Elizabeth 

McMahon.  So I went from that.  It would be wonderful if your son Karl could take a side trip to Via 

Dana and meet the Mayor and see the Memorial while he is still over there.  The Italians would treat him 

like Royalty.  Perhaps he could hitch a ride to one of the Bases in Italy and motor over?  The next time 

Linde and I go to Germany and Austria we will visit it.  It is not far from Innsbruck.   

  

There is so much that we could not put in the article.  Mac was a Chef and Elizabeth and Mac 

managed upscale restaurants in LA.  When Lt. McMahon was a child in he was a momma's boy.  Mac did 

not like that.  Mac was a big fellow and was somewhat of Amateur boxer himself.  So he taught Lt. 

McMahon to box and managed him.  After Lt. McMahon was missing in action, they were crushed and 

could not stay in the LA Area.  They moved to SF where Mac was a Chef in the Mark Hopkins Hotel.  

When they first moved back to Endicott Uncle Carl Poffenroth was the first to tell me about them.  He 

told me that their son was a Golden Glove Champ in LA., had joined the RCAF and was shot down.  

  

The adventure of the discovery is a story in itself.  Attached is a sample.  This was the first hit I got after I 

googled P-38 crash Italy (http://forum.armyairforces.com/m66921.aspx).  Look down to about the 

7th inquiry and read on.  Click on all the pictures and the letters.  If you are interested I will send 

everything I have. 

  

http://forum.armyairforces.com/m66921.aspx
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Thank you for stopping in and seeing Aunt Dorie and Uncle Don when you can.  They are having 

such a difficult time with Don's illness, Russell and the grand children.  Her heart has been giving her a 

lot of problems also.  She admires you so much and holds you in the highest esteem.     

  

I have always admired your accomplishments.  I have most of your books.  I was always 

interested in the local Indians also.  Dad and his friend Itt Morasch use to go to all the rodeo's and watch 

Yakima Cannut bull dog steers before they were married.  They would go to Pendleton, Lewiston, 

Yakima, etc., to watch him.  Sometimes he would bull dog off the front fender of a car.  Dad use to tell 

me about the Indians at these rodeo's.  In Yakima my Dad and Uncle Slim, my dad's sister‟s husband, 

tried to spear Salmon in the Yakima River.  The Indians would get them and they would not.  Finally, one 

of the Indians came over and said you have to aim about a foot behind their head because they always 

backed up when the spear hit the water?  Uncle Ben Weitz and Aunt Esther lived in Walla Walla and we 

always went to Celilo Falls to get Salmon from the Indians during the run when I was like 5 to 8 or so, 

until the Bonneville Dam flooded it out.  It was interesting to watch them stand on those platforms out 

over the falls and net the salmon. 

  

One time I went over to Endicott and went to Spokane with Dad to the Doctor.  A fellow was 

sitting in the waiting room.  He was from the Colville tribe.  We were talking and he looked at Dad and 

said what Tribe are you from?  Without blinking an eye Dad said Yagoda!  The Indian fellow said oh yes, 

I know of it?  Dad looked at me and he had that very small smile in the corner of his mouth. When I was 

about 10 to 14 years old we use to bicycle down to the river at Winona and out to the Matlock Bridge, 

now that was a long haul on the old gravel road.  We use to look for arrow heads.  Never found any.  We 

were told that they use to find them in the eyebrow behind the Cemetery. 

  

Our son Larry R., 45, lives in Newcastle.  He works at Aero Controls in Auburn.  He is the VP of 

Marketing.  They rebuild 727 through 767 flight controls for Boeing and all the Airlines.  He is married to 

a Linda, she is a flight attendant for Alaska Airlines.  They have a daughter Julia age 10 and a daughter 

Jenny age 8.  So we always drive by your place when we go up there.  For some reason I thought you 

lived in Shoreline? 

  

Our daughter Lori 49, lives in Modesto Ca.  She has always worked for Doctor's.  Her husband 

John works as a Sales Rep. for a Large Industrial Refrigeration Company, mainly large warehouses.  Her 

Daughter Erin 23 lives in Japan and is teaching English.  She graduated from the UW last summer.  She 

also is a History Major and something German.  She is currently teaching English in Japan for a year.  

Trying to figure out what and where to go for graduate school.  Her son James is 19, graduated from High 

School last summer and is working at the Industrial park here in Chehalis, living with his other 

Grandfather and Grandmother, and taking classes at Centralia CC.  Thinks he would like to get into Law 

Enforcement in some capacity. My step son Gary, 53, lives in Maine and works for a contractor that 

remodels early homes, keeping the period look.   

  

Rosalinde and I retired in 1995, we built a home on 10 acres up on the hill west of Chehalis.  We 

have been to Germany several times.  Her sister lives in Vienna, a step brother and first cousin in 

Augsburg, and a half brother in Germany near Bern Switzerland.  We always have a great time when we 

go over there.  

  

Thank you for the invitation and sharing your family with me.  That is very kind of you.  I think it 

would be fun to try to get some of the relatives and Endicotters together.  There sure are a lot of them 

over here.  Aunt Carolyn said they use to do it years ago.  I think Ray Bluemenshein's sons and Marvin 

Schnaible live near you.   

  



 

208 

 

Please give my regards to Lois and thank you again for the kind words, take care. 

  

Larry 
 

 

II. Larry Morasch, Chehalis, Washington to Richard Scheuerman, 

Frederickson, Washington, December 30, 2008. 

 

Hi Dick, 

   

I remember when you were in High School and played ball.  You were a very good ball player 

yourself as well as Karl. [Larry means my athletic brother, Don. RDS] I use to read about you, Endicott 

and Endicott/St. John in the Gazette and local papers in Seattle.  I use to tell my friends that you and 

others were my cousin.  After awhile it was, yea, sure, Morasch!  Yes, my sister loves basketball as did 

my mother.  I remember the Endicott Town Team playing the Harlem Globe Trotters in 41 or 42, and 

once if 45 or 46.  Uncle Carl Poffenroth played for Endicott. 

  

Mother did not want to leave Endicott.  She loved her Church, friends and home.  Finally, it was 

to much of a chore for her to keep it up.  Everyone wanted $20 or more an hour to help.  That included the 

kids that mowed the grass.  How times had changed.  I helped my neighbors and anyone that asked for 

nothing.  Hoed weeds for farmers all day for a milk shake?  After mother sold her home and moved to 

Seattle she lived with Dennis for awhile.  Then we moved her into a new senior citizen type complex.  

She sat in her room a lot at first.  I said mom why don't you go down and watch the big screen etc., and 

meet the people.  She said they are all busy bodies, and they want to know all about you.  They are to 

nosey!  About a month later I went over one Sat. morning to help her get her groceries.  I went into the 

day room and the folks were watching a movie.  When Mom came down they said here comes Clara 

quick turn it to basketball?  It did not take her long to muscle herself into that place!  It did not take long 

and she ran the place.  I have a sympathy card from your Mother from when Mom died.  On it was the 

traditional picture of Christ and I could not throw it away.  I framed it and it is hanging in our bedroom. 

  

I remember my dad having a forge in his garage.  That was how they use to forge weld steel 

together etc.  I remember turning the crank on the blower to keep the forge hot.  John Youngman was a 

master at it.  His forge had a electric blower.  He used to reline the edge of the plow shears and hammer 

them with the large power driven hammer.  I use to watch him for hours when he worked for Connie 

Fox.  Of course then the large electric welders and acetylene welders took over that job.  I was pretty 

good on a welder.  One day in shop Werner Schubothe said anybody that can weld a bead like this, his, 

will get an A.  I looked at mine and I looked at his and mine was better! I got the A. 

  

Clara Holm sang in German at our Wedding in Endicott.  She and Elizabeth had a sister named 

Amelia Clark.  She lived in Baker OR with her husband Charles.  They had a business called Clark Auto 

Electrical.  The business is still operating.  I called there to get my first leads on the family.  When the 

McMahon's gave me my dog Mitzi, Amelia's daughter Helen got the runt of the litter. Helen Williford is 

in her 90's, has Alzheimer, and lives in a home in Baker.  Only one first cousin, once removed, Susan 

Peacock, whom lives is Tucson, Arizona, is interested in Lt. McMahon.  She is Amelia's adopted 

granddaughter by her son Harold.  She is a world traveler and will visit the Memorial in Italy on her next 

trip that way.  She loved Mac and Elizabeth and visited them in Spokane with Amelia as a child.  The rest 

of the family is not interested, very sad.  I don't know if Mac has any living relatives. 
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Yes, I have the book Palouse Country: A Land and Its People.  Mother gave me her copy when 

we moved her over, thank you.  Every now and then I take the books out and read through them.  Again, 

your efforts are to be commended.  It is simply wonderful to be able to read them and connect. 

  

That was an interesting story by Molly, thank you.  John used to sit in the alley behind their 

house.  I use to go down and see my second cousin Dale Repp.  John would be sitting there and we 

would talk some.  John had a nick name too!  There were a lot of John Bafus's in Endicott.  It was Shuska 

John.  I helped John and Uncle Car roof grandmother Mae's house.  I was about 16 or 17.  I carried the 

shingles up to them. I remember some of the other nick names.  And I am going to butcher these up too!  

There was Bonney Smick, he was skinny.  Hingle foos Smick, walked like a chicken.  Rot Morasch, had 

red hair.  My dad's Morasch line were the Humba Morasch's.     

  

I use to try my hardest to get Adam P. Morasch to talk about Yagoda.  But he never would talk 

much about it.  I remember we were visiting one day across the fence between our yards.  It was late and 

Mrs. Morasch said Mr. Mordash, come, it is time to eat.  Adam said ok Schweethardt.  She said ich gaba 

da Schweethardt!  Adam smiled at me.  When I would get a haircut, I use to sit in George Weitz Barber 

Shop and listen to George, Alex Riech, and others talk about Yagoda.  I tried hard at that time to get Geo. 

to put up a large map of Yagoda on the wall behind the seating chairs.  And have everone mark where 

everyone lived, the mills, business, etc.  But I could not get them interested.  We could have done it pretty 

easily at that time.    

  

My dad could talk real Yagoda German.  His dad was around 40 when he came over in 1900.  I 

remember one day I was in Endicott from Seattle and in the Garage.  Jake Herth came in the Garage.  He 

was born in Yagoda and lived in Endicott until the early 50's when he went to the coast to be with his 

kids.  He was a friend of Dad's and dad use to keep his delivery truck running.  He use to haul slab wood, 

coal, etc.  He came in and he and dad starting mumbling.  I could not catch a word of it.  When Jake left I 

said what in the world were you talking, and dad said Yagoda German! 

  

Now, back to Molly.  My mother use to tell me similar stories when they lived on the farm.  In 

the winter they would hook up the sled, heat bricks, load everyone in the sled and take off for Church in 

town.  Great grandmother Kleweno would have dinner ready for after Church and they would eat in town 

before going home.  Great Grandmother Kleweno lived in the house on the hill on the other corner from 

Sharon Huff's.  Wayne and Joyce Lust use to live in it.  They use to have a barn there with their own team 

of horses and milk cows, etc.  There was a pump well in the back yard and the kitchen sink had a hand 

pump.  

  

I think you know all about this.  Christian Kleweno moved to Endicott from Kansas.  His wife 

died and left him with four or five sons and a daughter.  He knew that my Great Grandmother Annie 

Hergert Poffenroth was stranded in Baltimore with her two kids, one being my mother‟s dad John 

Poffenroth and Great Aunt Vesey?  She married Philipp Lautenschlager of St. John.  My Great 

Grandfather George Poffenroth died in Baltimore before he could earn passage to come out here.  They 

came through Ellis Island in 1892 and he died sometime before 1897.  Christian sent for my Great 

Grandmother and married her so she could take care of his kids.  As well as setting his sons up on farms 

he set my grandfather John Poffenroth up on the farm over the hill from Kleweno's lower place.  

Grandfather John was not that good of a farmer or business person and Grandmother Mae lost the farm 

after Grandfather John died at an early age.  Annie Kleweno died in 1941, I was 4.  She had no one to 

look after her when she was dieing.  Dad use to take me by the hand and we would walk up there and he 

would make sure that she was tucked in bed.  He gave her a shot of schnapps, and talked to her in that 

same mumbling Yagoda german.  We lived in the house next to Jimmy Poffenroths house which was 

across the street from the Congregational Church, toward the school.  The little three corner city park is 
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adjacent to it. It was built by some of the high school kids in the 1920'2.  Apparently they had stolen some 

chickens and the Town Judge sentenced them to building the park for retribution.  Uncle Ben Weitz's 

brother Vic Weitz of Walla Walla was one of them. 

  

Yes, Russia is a difficult country.  Greed, corruption and bribery is the norm.  They do not know 

how to operate any differently.  And, I am starting to worry about our country. Lastly, about five or six 

years ago I was searching the internet on Volga Germans.  I ran across the Weitz site.  It is amazing how 

many of the Weitz's I knew.  I thought that a obit on Alex Weitz was wrong.  He died in Colfax.  So I 

contacted Patrice Miller to correct it.  She told me that she was a Morasch also.  And, that she was born in 

Calgary.  We became instant friends and one day she said that she knew all about my Genealogy.  One 

thing led to another and one day I had all of my Grand Parents, and some great grandparents back to the 

1600's!  It was pretty easy thanks to you and Dr. Pleve.  Since my Grandmother Mae and my 

Grandmother Morasch were both Scheuermans that was the easiest line to generate.  And we really got 

lucky on the Morasch line.  My Grandfather Philipp Morasch's mother was a Leinweber related to the 

Alkali Flat and Winona Leinwebers.  There was only one Morasch married to a Leinweber on the 

Morasch Chart generated by Dr. Pleve.  If you have the chart it is the line on the right side of the chart.  

Dad said that his father Philipp was the youngest son, and his dad told him that some of his older brothers 

had already died off before he came over here.    

  

Was Lois able to connect her Morasch family to the chart?  I remembered seeing photos of 

Adam's mother and father in his basement. Please ignore the grammar. Wish you and yours a Happy New 

Year.   

Take care,  

Larry 
 

 

III. Richard Scheuerman, Frederickson, Washington to Larry Morasch, 

Chehalis, Washington, January 7, 2009. 

 

Dear Larry, 

  

So good to hear from you as always and share in these special memories. I have been thinking 

about George Weitz's barbershop ever since! I seem to have some dim memory that a haircut in my time 

was $1.35. More than once to keep me from going over to the competition (George Bernhart), he told me 

the price included that sweet smelling transparent green stuff he splashed on when it was all over. George 

had a little acreage out beyond Alec Repp's and Byron Schmick's, only about 200 acres I think, so not 

enough for most other renters to mess with.  But my dad was always desperate for a few more acres to 

make ends meet as our place was so small so he took that on and we were forever running out there with a 

set of weeders or whatever to do a day's work. I swear we spent more time on the road with the tractor 

and equipment that we did in the field.  

 

  How interesting that you had in mind to make a map of Yagada with George and his 

patrons. That would have been a wonderful project and saved me many hours!! Mollie Bafus once 

showed me a photo of the village so I did my best to render major buildings and streets based on that view 

and went about visiting with all our Endicott old-timers to fill in the blanks. We did pretty well but 

my big break came in the late 1970s at the Germans from Russia conference in San Francisco. I had a 

chance to speak about something and when we left the room out in the hall was the sweetest old woman 

who met Lois and me with a smile. She introduced herself as Catherine ("Kedda") Luft of 

Sheybogan, Wisconsin, and a native of Yagada who had once traveled to Endicott. Larry, she had the 

most amazing mind and gentle spirit of any of our people I ever knew. As a girl she had memorized every 
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Psalm and could sing our people's folks songs and so relate in exquisite detail all kinds of information 

about the Old Country. I still have recordings of her singing and I also encouraged her to write down her 

impressions of growing up in Yagada. She only wrote English phonetically but did eventually get around 

to putting pen to her ideas and wrote the most remarkable memoir that I included in my compendium of 

sources about our ancestral village, "Return to Berry Meadow."  

 

Her article is titled "The Garden of My Youth" and is far and away to my mind the best piece in 

the collection. I sat down with her once and had her draw on a big white paper sack (all I had at the time!) 

the names and locations of residences in the village. She was precise and comprehensive and I used this to 

assemble the map that appeared some years ago in our Usu Leut newsletter so if you've been in touch 

with Patrice Miller you've probably seen it. When I made my first trip back to the village about 1990 I 

couldn't believe how accurate her recollections were. I walked right up to my great-grandfather's place but 

of course our clan had long since relocated west--the lucky ones, and east to oblivion. We did find about 

six of our people who had come back from Siberia, however, including one "Georg Scheuerman" so we 

had quite a reunion. Here now I am looking at an old sickle in my bookcase I brought back as a souvenir. 

 

How well I remember those basketball games in the Old Gym. Lois and I still joke about dreams 

where we are leaning down along that railing only to find it disappear in places! Seems like there was 

always a Morasch on those winning teams. And I remember Johnny Hardy performing like a sharp-

shooter beyond the top of the key back in pre-3 point line days. You probably have me confused with my 

brother, Don, for high school basketball as he was pretty good and with Kenny Smick and that crew 

placed in state back around 1967. Our son, Karl, was truly gifted that way and went on from SJ-E to play 

for the Air Force Academy his first year down there. Then his advisor told him that at the Academy you 

can either be a fine athlete or a fine student but rarely both. So he went the academic route as that offered 

better possibilities for the longterm future and he's glad he did. Just pray that he and nephew Jared return 

safe and sound from overseas. 

 

Your mom was so much fun to visit with and I do remember what a great fan of the games she 

was. I can just see her calling the shots at that retirement home! I'm grateful that you mentioned the 

card Mom sent you after her passing. I must tell her about that as she and Dad loved visiting with your 

folks. I remember John Youngman and he was one of the first old timers I decided to "interview" when I 

was kid. As I recall he was pretty well informed and had a great sense of humor. Somewhere I have 

a collection of peculiar expressions our people had that Ruthie Benner put together that's just hilarious. 

Not sure it's the kind of thing to go public with, however! Your welding story reminded me of neighbors, 

the Blevinses, who lived out on Jimmy Smick's place just beyond ours. Paula was in my grade was a 

tough as nails. She took all the ag classes and when the FFA awards were presented for best welder, she 

bested all the guys!  

 

  I remember Clara's sister Amelia well. Clara was real nice to me growing up and always 

interested in our heritage. She gave me a book of poetry by Kahil Gibran when I graduated. She was our 

junior choir director and always encouraged my musical interests. We have tons of ancient sheet 

music Ed Litz gave me after she passed away, mostly sacred music from the 1940s and the like. She also 

gave me her Grandfather Scheuerman's black Feltschtievel and red peasant shirt from Russia which we 

treasure. Did I tell you that Luke Benner gave me a Nazi flag he got in Germany during the war? I have 

a interview I did with him about his time in Europe. He saw some of the liberated concentration camps 

and said he never missed going to church after he came back. Can't imagine. I'm grateful he entrusted the 

flag to me but it's not exactly the kind of thing you can display so it stays hidden in a file cabinet.  

 

 My Uncle Karl Lewis Scheuerman served in Asia in WW II and as a kid I found a suitcase in our 

basement filled with medals and all kinds of stuff of his from the war. We returned them to him and after 
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he passed away cousin Janice gave one of his medals to me that I had framed for Karl when he graduated 

from the academy. Aunt Millie (and Leo) Lautenschlager lives down in Vancouver now with her son, 

Rick. I worked for Uncle Karl one summer back in the early 1970s and had a great time. Wish now I 

would have asked him more about his service. Fortunately somebody interviewed him not long before he 

died and got some of that down on tape. 

 

The most remarkable thing I have on tape in an interview with old Phillip Ochs, Marlo's 

dad. My dad told me all kinds of tales about his life as if he were a character right out of an Old West 

dime novel. A WSU grad student named Gordon Lindeen was doing a history of Endicott back around 

1958 and tracked down Phillip and some others down for an interview. Karl Lewis's wife, Aunt Una Mae 

(Huntley) was related to the Greens and Ochses and told me about this study back when I was getting 

started. So when I was at WSU around 1970 I tracked Mr. Lindeen down and he found that old reel-to-

reel tape and told me to take it as he would lose it. So I did and it is quite a trip into yesteryear. As I recall 

Phillip was on the posse that helped track down badman "Big Bill" Masterson who ran a horse-thieving 

ring out of one of the coves north of Winona back in the 1890s. All those stories along with some shared 

by my Grandpa Karl Scheuerman got me interested in area Indian history as well so on a trip to see Aunt 

Millie and Uncle Leo over in Brewster I asked Grandpa if we could stop in for a visit at the Colville 

Indian Reservation. Grandpa was always up for another adventure so we did so and to make a long story 

short we met old Art Tomeo Kamiakin, grandson of famous Chief Kamiakin, who lived for years at 

Matlock Bridge and later at the south end of Rock Lake. I eventually tracked down quite a few members 

of the Kamiakin clan and worked that into a new book, Finding Chief Kamiakin: The Life and Legacy of 

Northwest Patriot, that WSU just published in November.  

 

Loved your story about Mr. and Mrs. Adam P. Morasch. I have them on tape somewhere as well 

but got quite a kick out of the "Schweethardt" tale! I can just hear them talking! Lois and I lived 

in Grandma's house down where Alec Reich lived as they lived there after they moved down the hill from 

your folks's place. When we went to clean the basement we found piles of carefully saved tin foil, rubber 

bands, papers sacks, and all kinds of things. Such a frugal people they were; like you say our culture 

today could use some of those lessons to avoid these economic dislocations. I mowed Alec Reich's lawn 

on Saturday mornings as a kid. His family's nickname was Moslanga--Russian for sunflower. Guess I 

didn't recall that you were related to the Christian Klewenos. They have quite a history settling so early 

down on the river in the colony and all. I used to love going down there when I was kid and often walked 

back to the Palouse River behind our place as it was such a beautiful view with lots of deer and wildlife. I 

still think it's my favorite place in all the world and the kids know I consider it the "center of the 

universe."  

 

There was a little one-room shack just west of that little three-cornered park you mentioned. The 

door was opened and window busted out when we were young so on one of those childish exploring 

expeditions with cousin Clifford Cook we poked inside and found a big trunk with some old pictures of 

Endicott. I think Luke Benner wound up with them all. We also heard wild tales about the old Hattie Hill 

Hotel, that there was a Spanish saddle in the basement filled with gold pieces! Never was able to track 

that one down! I did find out, however--and this in confidential from Marlo, that George Hill was one of 

the two guys who killed immigrant Henry Schierman when they rigged a Model T Ford owned by Doc 

Henry to blow up and kill him for threatening to shut down their cathouse in Endicott. This 

happened back around 1910 and I remember seeing the newspaper article on microfilm about this 

"unsolved" murder. Hapless Henry was hired by Doc Henry to move the cars so he got killed. The other 

culprit was the older brother of Bally Miller. Not all that long ago I asked about these families and 

somebody told me members of the Miller clan were still living up around Oakesdale so I decided not 

to publish anything about it. I also found out quite a bit about how terrible some of the pioneer families up 
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by Rock Lake--one in particular, treated Indians like the Kamiakins. It got back to me they didn't like 

some of what I wrote which was actually rather mild compared to what I know really happened. 

 

We sure do need to get together someday soon. I make a mean batch of ceespleena--the only 

thing Lois permits me to do in the kitchen. Or we could raise a New Years's glass of Lois's Uncle Coon's 

(Schmick) unique concoction of port and whiskey but the very thought makes me want to heave. Alas, we 

head back up to SPU this weekend as classes resume but I sure hope our trails might cross again soon. 

Also, did you drive a red Covair "back in the day" or was that your cousin, a son of Roadgrader Johnnie 

Morasch? I thought that was the greatest car when I was a kid! 

 

  Blessings, Larry, and thanks again so much for sharing. 

Dick  

 

 

IV. Larry Morasch, Chehalis, Washington to Richard Scheuerman, 

Frederickson, Washington, January 12, 2009 

 

Dear Lois and Dick, 

  

I am always happy to read your stories and find them fascinating as well.  I loved my childhood 

in Endicott.     

  

The barber shops were always a tough situation for me because one of my class mates was Dick 

Bernhardt.  I was always pressured to go to his dad.  Geo. Weitz gave the better haircuts, and I usually 

went to him. One day I was in the Barber Shop in 43 or 44, and I heard Geo. Weitz and   someone talking 

about his son Raymond.  At that time I did not even know he had a son.  He had just received a letter from 

him.  He did not know where he was in the Pacific, just that he was ok.  I asked Geo. what his son did and 

he said that he was a PT boat skipper.  Apparently, his son had attended one of the Ivy Leagues 

Colleges, not sure which one.  In the fall of 45 or 46 I was sitting in the Shell Service Station owned by 

Fred Tye.  Raymond drove a 2 door Ford Coupe of that era in.  He said to me to get in, that he would give 

me a ride?  I got in and we drove around the block and he told me to open up the glove box.  I did and 

laying in there was his Navy Service 45.  He told me to pick it up and look at it.  I picked it up and laid it 

right back down!!  I believe he worked for the Government Meteorology Service after the war. 

  

My grandfather Philip Morasch had a close friend, a neighbor out in Dusty next to Conrad 

Moore's place.  He was dying and they were childless.  He asked my grandfather to buy his place, and that 

he would give him a good deal.  All he had to do was promise to take care of his wife the rest of her life.  

My grandfather was having a difficult time but finally caved in.  Plus, the Bank encouraged him.  He 

mortgaged his place to buy his neighbor out.  He missed some mortgage payments, the bank called the 

loan, and he lost both places.  A little more to it than that.  He died in 1926.  His best friend was Otto 

Brink.  From the Dusty Elevator, he lived on the road that went toward the Snake River.  Dad said that 

they could make two trips a day with the old hard rubber tire chain drive GMC, hauling sack wheat to the 

River.   

  

I thought that most of the farmers in the 50's had a 1000 acres or more in crop and 1000 in fallow 

or re-cropped every year or so.  And, in the late 40's and early 50's I knew that wheat was over $5 a 

bushel.  I also knew they were averaging 50 bushels to the acre with fertilizer.  They were building new 

Roman brick homes and buying up acreage?  I would do the math and say what is wrong with this 

picture?  Our family always struggled.  When I was a teenager helping Dad in the Garage I use to get 

angry with him.   I would say dad you have to charge more.  He would finish up a car, truck, tractor, 



 

214 

 

etc., they would take it and leave, saying they would make it right after harvest?  Some did tip when they 

paid the bill.  I would say Dad why don't you bill them and make them pay on taking it out of the 

Garage?  He said you just don't understand? 

      

The summer before I was a senior, the cellar door fell on moms head and she had two detached 

retinas.  She was going blind and they had to get her to Mt. Zion Hospital in San Francisco fast.  They put 

her on a plane in Spokane and flew her to California.  Dr. Henry's sister was an ophthalmologist in San 

Francisco and was waiting for her at the airport and took her to the hospital.  She was down there a month 

recouping with her brother, Uncle Elmer [Poffenroth].  Dad went down about a week later and stayed 

there also.  Bennie Bafus, and others collected a large sum of money at that time and when Dad came 

home they gave it to him.  It was enough to pay off all the Medical Bills, Doctors, and Hospital.  The 

money I had earned was enough to take care of the other expenses.  After that I pulled in my horns about 

being too easy on the Farmers! 

  

When I was a kid they use to have Donkey basketball, Smokers, boxing matches, etc., for 

community entertainment at the school.  They would go down to the first grade and so on, getting kids to 

box three rounds.  Even though I did not want to box, my buddy Pete and I always got paired up.  I use to 

say don't hit me Pete and I will not hit you?  Ed Litz and Elsie always put on a skit before these events.  

They had a little portable wind up phonograph player.  She would start the music, he would play the 

bones, spoons, dance and do his rope tricks.  Elsie always wore colorful full short hemmed dresses, 

something like the square dancers of today. 

  

Luke and Ruth were very kind to me also, of course cousins again.  Shortly after the war there 

were all kinds of war souvenirs in the show window of Con Hergert‟s Hardware store. The hardware was 

where Roland‟s service station is, now, the school bus barn.  I remember seeing guns, Jap flags, and 

Luke's Nazi flag there.  I remember Luke working for Con Hergert right after the war until he started 

delivering mail.  The story was that he and his brother Boone crossed the Rhine River the same day about 

a mile apart and did not know it. 

  

When I was in the Army in Augsburg, I took some time to go through the concentration camp at 

Dachau.  I brought a book back which described in graphic detail with photo's of the events that took 

place there.  We also took our daughter Lori there on our last trip to Germany.  Now they are called 

internment camps and have been toned down to that?  The Crematorium was used only for those that died 

naturally while there?  To the displeasure of some of the Germans there, I voiced my opinion of it, and 

told Lori what it was really like.  They scattered immediately.  I gave the book to Pastor Schnaible. 

  

I remembered the day Karl Lewis came home from the service.  He was in his summer uniform 

and near the barber shops.  I remembered that he farmed Great Uncle Yost's place.  Karl was also very 

kind to me. He was lucky and was able to get into the VA home at Ritville, where he lived the rest of his 

life.  

  

Interesting to hear you talk about Phillip Ochs.  I had heard stories that Phillip was a deputy and a 

very good horse man in his own right.  I did not know that Masterson was this far north.  One of the very 

first service calls I went on with my dad as a kid was out to Phillip and Marlo's place.  I think it was next 

to Alex Reich's farm.  I remember as a kid that Phillip Ochs and Phillip Green, whom lived side by side 

next to Rolands place, had impeccable lawns.  The grass was perfectly edged by butcher knives.  In the 

summer the sprinklers were running all the time.  Actually, all the older farmers that were living in town 

did.  Competition I believe. 
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Bally Miller had a wonderful collection of large photos of Endicott and the surrounding area.  He 

use to display them in the café.  When I was going to Spokane Tech and Voc School to get my A&P, I 

went to work for a fellow at Felts Field, some retired General.  He had a large Aviation business and won 

a contract from the Air Force to rebuild all their large cat-driven power generators at Fairchild.  I applied 

and went to work there.  After we were finished with the contract the shop foreman offered me a job full 

time.  He knew that I was from Endicott from my application.  He told me that he worked for Doc Henry 

and was his foreman in Endicott when he sold Model T's.  He said that the Dealership was in the block 

building next to the bank across the street from the Drug Store.  Con Hergert owned the building when I 

was a kid.  That spring I took the job with Boeing.  I also had a little help from my dad.  One day when I 

was about 17, he asked me what I wanted to do after High School.  I said that I probably wanted to be a 

mechanic like him.  Dad said, “I will break your legs!”   

  

Rosalinde is an excellent cook.  In our early years she worked closely with my mother and my 

grandmother Mae and learned to make our Endicott and peasant food.  And, of course, ceespleena and 

wurst are my favorite?  Aunt Carolyn is always calling.  Linde, how do you make this?  There is 

something wrong with the German cook book.  It is not coming out right?   

  

Dennis and I used to make sausage.  I built a smoke house behind our house in Seattle.  And, it 

never failed, every time we made sausage there would be an weather inversion.  I would smoke every one 

out for several blocks.  They got use to it, Larry is making sausage again!  I love potato sausage.  But, I 

could never make it as good a Wally and Wilma.  When they made it with Edger, Pat Kleweno, and 

others it was simply the best.  Dennis had a bypass and I figured he had enough wurst so I 

sold my grinder and stuffer.   

  

I remember going to Brewster to visit the Lautenschlagers with Mom and Dad.  One day, Linde 

and I were down at the Outlet Stores along the Freeway.  I saw these two gorgeous platinum blond ladies.  

I said to myself they are Lautenschlagers.  They were walking away from me and I wanted to holler out to 

them, but was embarrassed to do so.  I don't know if it was them or not? 

  

The Covair was a Monza Spyder, I believe.  The regular Covair was around 90 hp and the Spyder 

was 150 hp, not sure.  Yes, it belonged to my cousin Danny Wayne, Uncle John the Roadgrader‟s son.  

And, it was a cool car.  They use to say here comes Roadgrader John, he never wore out a grader blade in 

30 years, funny huh?  He had the last laugh though.  He lived until he was 94 or so and had a wonderful 

retirement pension from the County.  He loved dad and knew dad was alone in the Garage and always 

stopped in after work to see if dad needed any help lifting a transmission or something.  Danny Wayne 

got an engineering degree and worked for Wenatchee or the County Road Dept. in Wenatchee.  Danny 

had two children a boy and a girl and they are both school teachers. 

  

I have my Grandfather Morasch's butcher saw, kraut crock, kraut stomper he carved out of a 

cedar post while on the farm, and his sickle.  It is easier to buy good kraut.  And, Linde makes excellent 

Kraut soup and Rye bread.  I cannot get enough of it.  
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V. Richard Scheuerman, Frederickson, Washington to Larry Morasch, 

Chehalis, Washington, January 17, 2008. 

 

Dear Larry, 

 

Greetings to you and Linde on this foggy morning here in Frederickson. We had a busy week up 

on campus and always look forward to coming down here to be with the kids on the weekends. Two years 

ago we still had a couple nephews over in high school at St. John-Endicott—can you believe the old rivals 

merged! My sister Debbie‟s son, Andrew was quarterback for the Eagle (Wildcat) football team while my 

other sister Diane‟s son, Brett, was a receiver. They had a fine team and Lois and I wound up going over 

home for every home football game. That meant a lot of miles on the Caravan that fall but we‟re so glad 

we went. You may recall that the team went on to win the state B championship and as I think that was 

the last time I saw Donna Rae as she and Willie were at the game at the Tacoma Dome. Lots of other old 

familiar faces were in the crowd including Ellen Schnaible and Terry Schaeffer, whose dad, Leroy, 

managed the Endicott Grain Growers in my day. Maybe Gerry Bernhart also who lives up on Whidbey 

Island. 

 

Anyway, life if a bit easier these days that we aren‟t heading across the mountains every 

weekend, but we will do so on Thursday to prepare for Aunt Evelyn Reich‟s memorial service at Trinity 

on Saturday. I spent a lot of time with Ray and Evelyn when I was in high school and college summers as 

they were always interested in family history and would suggest a weekend drive to see Litzenbergers in 

Walla Walla or Repps in Yakima or Aunt Lena up in Spokane or who knows where. I loved going along 

and asking questions and hearing Uncle Ray‟s stories about places we‟d drive through. How interesting 

that you visited the Lautenschlagers in Brewster. I used to go over and spend a week some summers when 

I was grade school age. Millie and Leo‟s daughter, Mary, had some tough times in life and her only child, 

Kevin, was about my age so we enjoyed exploring the banks of the Columbia River around the town. 

Years later I hunted there a few times though without much luck. At 92 Aunt Millie lives down in 

Vancouver with her son, Rick, and both girls, Dot and Mary, are in that vicinity. So those platinum 

blondes you saw at the outlet stores down there might very well have been them, though I think only 

Dorothy has her hair that color. We see them every June at the annual family reunion. We‟ve been doing 

that since at least 1960 as I‟ve seen old pictures of everyone in the back of Grandpa Scheuerman‟s place 

in Endicott with that date and I remember some show your folks.  

 

I have very few memories of Grandma Scheuerman as she died when I was about nine or ten and 

she always seemed to be ill. Sorry to say my only vivid memory of her is not a very good one. Cousin 

Clifford Cook and I were in their kitchen hoisting ourselves up onto the counter so we could get some 

soda crackers in the cupboard and she came in and scolded us. Maybe saved us from a broken arm! 

Grandpa Scheuerman, however, was among the most important influences in my young life. He was 

always so kind and even-tempered, never spoke an ill word about anyone and seemed to be forever either 

receiving company or going to visit somebody. When his only brother, Yost, got too up in years to live 

alone in Endicott, Grandpa made arrangements for him to reside in the rest home in Ritzville and I often 

drove him over there for visits.  

 

Uncle Yost was also a kind man, but as kids we were a bit afraid of him because he had some 

kind of throat problem and always sounded gruff, but that was not really the case. When I was about six 

in the backyard at one of those gatherings at Grandpa‟s, I walked by Uncle Yost and must have said 

something like “hello.” He was also hard of hearing and said in his German accent, “Pardon me?” Naïve 

Richard had never heard this expression before, and I had no idea what the word “pardon” meant. I stood 

there for a moment and repeated whatever I said in the absence of any other thought and then went inside 

to find out what that word meant. Funny how such insignificant things stick with you after all these years.  
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Your reference to Benny Bafus touched on a special memory related to Grandpa. I think my 

grandfather was in his teens when his mother died and not long afterward his brother, John, died in South 

America. (Maybe I told you this story already.) In any event, John‟s wife, my Great Grandfather Henry‟s 

sister-in-law, then came up to Endicott and moved in with Henry out of necessity. How they came to be 

married is something of a mystery as she was of a very different personality, and soon my Grandpa was 

out on his own. His father was not in good health and around 1938 had a stroke and died. By the time 

Grandpa got to the house in Endicott, his step-mother had burnt a precious little notebook brought by his 

father from Russia and lots of other things were apparently lost or thrown out. I think the only thing he 

ever had of his father‟s was a wooden soup spoon.  

 

So it was quite an event back around1970 or so when Benny Bafus asked Grandpa to come over 

to his house across the street to show him something. As you probably know, Benny was pretty handy in 

antique furniture restoration and sitting in his workshop was an old Boston rocker with lovely flower 

painting on the back. Grandpa recognized it instantly as his father‟s rocker. It had gone down the Pete 

Scheuerman branch of the family since Pete was the son of the John Scheuerman in South America. 

(There was quite a colony of our people near Buenos Aires including the Foxes, Wagners, Scheuermans, 

and others. Lizzie Fox told me she only spoke Spanish and German when she came to Endicott around 

1910. And no ESL programs at school but she did just fine. I have a wonderful interview somewhere that 

she gave me telling about her life down there.)  

 

At some point Ben decided to take the rocker over to Grandpa‟s and let him use for the time 

being but did not want to sell it. After a few weeks he took it back and that was that except Dad and I 

knew we had to get it for Grandpa at any price, and I went to ask Benny about it. I don‟t remember what 

we finally agreed on, but it seemed like a fortune to me at the time; I think $300 and we split it. Seems to 

me like we gave it to Grandpa on Christmas—which was also his birthday. I also think it was Grandpa‟s 

last Christmas so I‟m so glad he got to have it back again after all those years and we would often see him 

sitting it in when we went to visit. Grandpa loved music and we also got him a stereo record player one 

year so he could listen to Gospel songs by Tennessee Ernie Ford and Stuart Hamblen. Lois and I now 

have the rocker in our front room so you can have an honored place to sit when you come visit us, and we 

also have a high heavy oak candlestick holder from Benny that he fashioned from an old table leg. Sister 

Deb now lives in Benny and Emma‟s house in town. 

 

Thanks for sharing the wonderful story about Ben‟s generosity toward your family when your 

mom was hospitalized. I had never heard that before. We always liked Ben and he helped my dad get a 

start farming considerable acreage up near Colfax that Ben had leased for years from prominent area 

businessman Gene Foley. Unfortunately those good intentions didn‟t turn out so well. As you mentioned, 

a little math makes is easy to understand that anyone with even a thousand acres in the 50‟s and 60‟s 

would make out all right at the price of wheat in those days. Dad tried to make ends meet on Grandpa‟s 

half-section—320 acres, which of course was not enough and especially so because rent properly went to 

Grandpa as dad didn‟t own it. So looking back I think we must have been on the edge but always had 

everything we needed thanks to Dad and Mom‟s devotion.  

 

Around 1962 or so is when Dad arranged to lease the Foley place which was something like 800 

acres, so he thought he had hit the big time, and by our standards he had. But there were two critical 

factors that conspired to almost cause ruin. Ben wanted top dollar for his old equipment (my memory is 

that it was $30,000 but that sound awfully high, so much have included his work and expenses for what 

was in crop), and the lease was to be year-to-year in accordance with Ben‟s arrangement. Mr. Foley was 

an honorable fellow so that seemed okay. (I remember meeting him once and that he spent most of the 

time on the phone with his stockbroker.) We had to go beyond Thera to that gravel road to the right that 
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heads past Ed Hamilton‟s, and then several more miles to where Bo Henry had a spread on the left. We 

turned in by an old barn there and the real fun began: over a mile through the dirt to finally reach the 

Foley place, which had no buildings, just what seemed like miles and miles of the steepest hills in God‟s 

creation. We worked our tails off for several years making weekend treks in fall and spring all the way up 

to that remote part of the county to work those fields and summertime held long days of fieldwork and 

longer for harvest, maybe even more so for Richard‟s brother, Don, who seemed to find such labor 

something akin to indentured service. Just getting to the place was something of an ordeal.  

 

Poor Mom tried driving in with our harvest meals that first year. I swear our old blue-green 

Dodge with those rocket tail lights looked like something launching sideways from Cape Canaveral with 

enormous dust clouds roiling behind. We could see her approaching our orbit for miles and could only 

hope she wouldn‟t get high-centered on the deep ruts in the road. By mid-August that dirt had the 

consistency of baby powder. Well, that was the last year she drove into the field! She tells the story that 

whenever leaving home with our little sister in tow, Diane would start bawling about having to go into all 

that dirt. In future years we ate inside the old Henry barn and dodged the pigeons rather that condemn 

Mom to another stint with NASA West. She brought multi-course hot meals every day—roast and 

mashed potatoes with gravy, rolls, butter and strawberry jam, homemade pies, and always crock dill 

pickles for Dad and Loren Poffenroth or whomever else we had impressed into service that year. 

 

This all went on for several years until Mr. Foley died unexpectedly and his son informed Dad 

that he wished to immediately liquidate all his real estate assets. Dad still owed money on Benny‟s 

equipment and had no access to capital for a down payment on what would be needed to buy that much 

land. He had hoped to farm it for at least ten years or so and then be a position to buy over time. But in 

one fell swoop he found himself with enough equipment to farm Whitman County and not enough land to 

throw clods. I‟m not exactly sure when this happened, but I think about 1967. I have a memory that the 

previous harvest or maybe before, Dad gave me and brother Don each $100 for our work that year. I 

thought it was more treasure than existed in Ft. Knox. I moiled for days on how much to save and how 

much to spend. I think I put half in the bank and on the next trip to Spokane took fifty to buy a 

microscope and whatever else that I enjoyed immensely. Those days I was of the mind to follow my 

mother‟s brother, Willis, and become a scientist. It was also the last time in my life I ever received a dime 

from Dad, not because I knew he wouldn‟t give it, but because I knew he didn‟t have it.  

 

Dad got on part-time with McGregor‟s for a while and rented George Weitz‟s little place—more 

trouble than what it was worth in my mind, and we eventually paid Benny off. Then Dad got the 

substitute rural mail carrier job after Luke Benner retired and Evelyn McCall took over. Eventually he 

took over for Evelyn which brought stability. With no Foley place to work, I started working for neighbor 

Mel Kleweno in the summer and was introduced to the scenic wonders of what we came to call “Beautiful 

Benge” since he had acquired a considerable spread down in that dry country. A few days down there and 

I decided those treks beyond Thera were not nearly so bad! Years later I contacted Mel‟s son, Pat, about 

hiring our son, Karl, for similar work so he could learn the wonders and responsibilities of life among the 

rattlesnakes under the scorching sun. I remember telling him later when he went through the tortures of 

summer orientation at the Air Force Academy to keep his chin up, because surviving Benge would steel 

anyone to adversity of most any kind. His cousin, sister Deb‟s son, Jared, made Eagle Scout in high 

school and earned his stripes with such work as well so they both had a country orientation to hard work 

to prepare them for military life. We‟re sure proud of those boys as I know Grandpa was, and he‟s surely 

smiling down at them from on high. 

 

Those Foley years in the 1960s are when I remember going to see your dad at the shop in town so 

often. I swear we had the old black Ford truck, „49 Willy‟s Jeep (later dubbed the “Sweatmobile”: never 

met a hill it couldn‟t climb), or a Caterpillar tractor in there year-round. Only your father could figure out 
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how to keep them running. He was an absolute mechanical miracle worker but you can only do so much 

with equipment manufactured when the pyramids were built. He must have been so proud of your work at 

Boeing. Somehow “Georgie P.” kept those rigs going year and after year, and I sure hope Dad was not 

one of those who deferred payment because he sure thought the world of your father. We used to wonder 

how he ever got the grime off those hands and under the fingernails to look so clean in church on 

Sundays. It was as if he was a different person. And I always marveled that he never seemed to change his 

smokes. It was as if he always had the same cigarette burned down to the end with about two inches of 

ash artfully posed above whatever spitting engine he was studying with holy hands.  

 

Thanks for solving the mystery of your cousin Danny‟s car. Yes, a red Monza Spyder. I thought 

that was the most beautiful car I had ever seen. Maybe if I can ever retire I‟ll still get one! I could never 

afford a car in high school or college so kid Lois that is why I married her: to get my hands on the wheel 

of that little tan Ford Falcon! Later I wound up having to drive it backwards in Monterey, California when 

the transmission went out. I was in the Air Force down there in 1974 and we sometimes went to see your 

Uncle Elmer. I just loved that guy, and would always try to spend some time with him and his family 

whenever they came up for their annual summer trek to Endicott. I think he eventually bought the old 

house of “Grandma and Grandpa” Lautenschlager near the Wayne Lusts, and fixed it up for his periodic 

visits. I wish I was in closer touch with Elmer‟s wife and Patty, John, and Tammy as they sure seemed 

like fine folks.  

 

And speaking of Con Moore‟s place out where your grandfather used to farm, I remember well 

the old Darden place just beyond the Moores‟ as my classmate, Jim Moore, lived near there and we 

converted it into a haunted house for a high school Halloween extravaganza about 1967. We worked for 

days on it and the event was thoroughly worthy of Vincent Price if I do say so myself. A real highlight 

was famously theatrical Lanny Messenger from Winona decked out like some murderous butcher 

thoroughly drenched in whatever bovine innards he managed to procure that morning from the Colfax 

slaughterhouse. Every room had some such a “surprise” and I think it must go down in history as one of 

the better Halloween events we staged in my time. I know from stories that in your day such things as 

horrid practical jokes were played on unsuspecting but perhaps deserving high school faculty members. 

And of course we had those shameful fall weekend garden raids and rotten vegetable fights. One almost 

destroyed that antique black coupe of John D. Schmick‟s that the Smick boys—Greg and Monty, when I 

was in high school. 

 

I remember Ed Litz very well but that was after Elsie passed away. He remarried Clara Schmick 

Holm, related to us by yet another wayfaring Scheuerman brother from the Old Country—Adam, who 

moved to Canada while John went to Argentina and Great Grandfather Heinrich ventured to America. 

(There was a fourth brother, incidentally, Karl, who remained in Russia. His son, “H. K.”, however, also 

moved to Endicott and was Amelia Swent‟s father. I didn‟t really understand when I was growing up that 

we were related to them but she was always very kind toward me. I think I shared this with you before.) I 

remember Ed playing those bones you mentioned for us at Trinity‟s daily vacation Bible school in 

summers as a youngster. I think he told me that “back in the day” he had played the Pantages vaudeville 

circuit all across the country. He sure had a sense of humor.  

 

You surely remember Ed‟s brother, Carl, although he may have been living back East in the „40s 

and „50s. Carl retired to Endicott and regaled my students with his life‟s adventures when I went back to 

establish the middle school there with St. John in the early 1990s. Carl had some significant 

responsibilities to train Army Air Corps pilots in World War II and was quite a barnstormer in his day, 

working with the likes of Pancho Barnes and Amelia Earhart. His pilot‟s license was signed by Oroville 

Wright. The Litzenberger boys were quite the characters and I swear were operating the Union Flat 
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Aerodrome in the 1920s out of their old barn just above the Luft place long before there was ever a Sea-

Tac.  

 

Yes, what a collection of old photographs and newspaper clippings Bally Miller had. All his 

sports records eventually wound up at the school, thank goodness, and I think Luke Benner acquired most 

of his old pictures. By then they were riddled with a zillion thumbtack holes as you may recall he had 

them stuck up all over the walls of his house. Fortunately, most were prints from R. R. Hutchison glass 

negatives. Hutchison got his start in Endicott and went on to become a photographer of some note 

regionally, amassing something like 100,000 negatives, many on glass, in his lifetime. He was actually 

still living in Pullman or Clarkston when I started at WSU in 1969 but I didn‟t know it at the time or I 

would have sought him out. Most of collection went to the WSU Archives which is a real treasure there 

and I think some of his images are online through their website in case you want to check them out. I 

always thought it would make a neat book to go back to the places he photographed and show the changes 

in the homes, people, and landscapes. Ah, the best laid plans of mice and men. At least I did retrieve that 

old Phillip Ochs audio tape so am glad that didn‟t get tossed as likely would have happened. Thank 

goodness Aunt Una Mae told me about Mr. Lindeen and his study of Endicott. 

 

Thanks for telling me your memory Uncle Karl Lewis coming home from the war. He really 

opened up about it on that interview he did not long before he passed away and I can probably find it and 

send you a copy if you are interested. So that flag of Luke‟s I have must be the one that hung in Con 

Hergert‟s store in the display of war memorabilia. Wasn‟t his store something? Everything from soup to 

nuts, probably literally. Someone once told me that had Coonie ran for governor back in the „30s he 

would have won. Was that well connected on both sides of the state, and a big wheel in the Democratic 

Party. Marvin once told me he was a major force behind getting funds approved for the Lake Washington 

floating bridge. Did you know he forged the huge metal framework that holds Trinity‟s belfry steady?  

 

I had forgotten about Boone also being in the war with Luke, and remember meeting him at 

funerals and the like when I was a kid. Another writing project I always wanted to do was a history of 

World War II told through the eyes of Endicott area veterans. I suppose if I quit work and started 

tomorrow I could still do it, but that sadly won‟t happen. And here we had Lancaster‟s George Fisher 

serving as Admiral Nimitz‟s orderly (son Karl did a wonderful school report on his life), Earl Colyar at 

Pearl Harbor, and so many, many others. I think Augie Repp was a belly gunner in a B-29 and remember 

being told that was about the quickest way to cash in your chips when the flak and bullets started to fly. 

Of course others like Don Schmick and Bud Smick of that great generation are still with us.  

 

I remember your Uncle Otto very well and used to visit him with Grandpa. Of course I knew he 

was vet or he wouldn‟t have been in that hospital, and I should have pursued his story but in those days I 

seemed to be solely occupied with getting the Russia and frontier Northwest story down in my notes. I 

worked harvest with Uncle Karl Lewis‟s crew one year when I was still in college and had some visits 

about his time in the war. He always seemed to dress nicely, even for fieldwork (!) I remember being 

impressed by his even temper even with some machinery breakdown in the middle of nowhere. Folks 

who have been under fire even metaphorically seem to take the longer view of things in times of trouble. 

Of course we also know there were times when they could not handle things so well. 

 

Your mention of the Endicott Café brought to mind the unforgettable Devaney family. What a 

time they must have had trying to fit in with their Italian or whatever high-spirited ways among all those 

stoic Germans! In my time you could always expect to find a couple fixtures inside the cafe—Lem Bafus 

at the bar ending some yarn with his deep-throated laugh (Jerine now lives in Endicott), and big Larry 

Schmick fastened to the pinball machine with a bottle of coke that had salted peanuts floating on top. 

Thinking back, those two probably kept Guy and Millie in business.  
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Larry, what do you think about our sharing these exchanges with Dorie? Maybe it would give her 

something else to think about given some of her personal challenges and she could contribute 

perspectives from an earlier time about the same persons and places we recall. I‟ve always found her to be 

very literate, insightful, kind, and observant—all wonderful attributes that seem to come down rather 

deeply through your line. Whatever you think, let‟s do continue as best we can for the sake of those 

precious souls who‟ve gone before us, and maybe for the next generation as well. Take good care. 

 

Dick 
 

VI. Larry Morasch, Chehalis, Washington to Richard Scheuerman, 

Frederickson, Washington, February 2, 2009. 

 

Hello again, 

 

      Thank you for your Tribute to Evelyn, it was wonderful.  I also enjoy your letters and recollections of 

the past.  I am happy to hear that your are very busy at SPU. Your grandfather Karl, my grandmother 

Mae, and Uncle Harold were all born on Christmas Day. 

 

      I remember Ray Darden, dad use to keep his old equipment running.  During harvest he always kept a 

Box Car on the siding by the Depot.  He had an old Ford truck with an auger on it.  He would cut a load 

of wheat and drive to town to load it in the Box Car one load at a time.  When he died he had an old 

Willys Knight in his Barn.  I think one of the Hughes boys got it. 

 

      One day we stopped in Moscow to see Guy Devaney.  He had a Tavern on the corner where the old 

main highway into Moscow and the main street of Moscow intersected.  On the flight line at Boeing there 

was this inspector named Bill Endicott.  I asked him if he had anything to do with Endicott Wash.  He 

said no, but do you know Guy Devaney?  He said that they were best friends in the Navy, small world. I 

believe Guy's son Jimmy ran the Tavern after he retired. 

 

      Yes, some of the farmers dressed real neat for field work.  My Uncle Herman Mackleit in Colfax was 

one of them.  He always wore a white shirt under his Bib Overalls.  He use to roll the sleeves up above his 

elbows.  I guess Aunt Lizy washed them every day? Carl Litz told me that when they first went to 

Portland to check out the first Jenny they purchased, he went with his dad and Alvine.  They each got one 

hour of flight training and then they flew it home.  Carl also told me that when he took his exam to get his 

Pilot's License they asked him which wings the green and red light were on?  He did not know so the 

examiner told him and gave him his License.  He said when he was training pilots early in the war they 

had only one size of leather flying helmet. They talked through tubes that were attached to ear holes in the 

helmet.  If a fellow had a large head the holes were above his ears and vise versa for a fellow with a small 

head.  He said they had a hard time telling the young pilots what maneuver they wanted them to do!  

During the last part of the war when he was the head of the training department they had quota's. He said 

if they needed a lot of pilots, some that were commissioned, should have been washed out.  The next 

month if they needed less pilots, they may have washed out some good pilots.  After the war he continued 

to fly in some capacity for the Government.  He told me that he flew Senators and Congressmen to 

Florida and back, etc.  Said that one time they sent him back to Washington DC for a case of whiskey. 

 

      When I was born, Elsie Litz was a midwife and worked with Dr. Henry.  Dad took mom up to Elsie's 

house and she made ready the kitchen table.  She told her son George about 15 or so to make some hot 

water on the old wood stove.  Apparently Geo. was tired of making hot water for this process.  Mom 

said Geo. told his mother, just who's damn case is this anyway? 
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      We pushed over a few out houses on Halloween.  Acquired a few water melons?  Changed a few 

city mileage direction signs around.  About 20 of the upper classmen would lift the school merry-go-

round off its post and put it on the back of a flat bed truck and put it in the middle of the intersection in 

town.  The next school day they would make them put it back?  Chained the teachers cars rear end to the 

light pole.  A little Limburger cheese on the engines now and then.  When I was in the Seventh Grade I 

was in an Exclamation Contest and was second in Grade School.  I went with Mr. York, our teacher to 

Steptoe for the County Contest and won second with the Gettysburg Address.  He got the Limburger 

Cheese treatment before we left for the drive! I remembered some of the cars the older retired farmers 

had.  They all had large 4 door Packard's, Buick's, Studebaker Presidents, etc., all with side mounts. 

 

      Robert Kromm was killed on Saipan, Aunt Emma Morasch's brother.  One time I was watching a 

Documentary on the Pacific on PBS.  There was a segment on Saipan.  I had never seen much footage on 

Saipan before so I watched it.  At the end of the segment they had footage of the temporary cemetery on 

Saipan.  The cameraman panned to a Flag Pole in the middle of the cemetery up front, and then to the 

right of it.  The first grave was of a Jewish fellow, the second grave was marked unknown, and the third 

grave said Robert Kromm!  I about freaked out?  I contacted PBS and my cousins were able to get video 

copies of it.  He was later moved to Punch Bowl National Cemetery in Hawaii.  Taft Hergert was on the 

White House Honor Guard.  Martin Morasch went through the Philippines.  Augie Luft was a Flight 

Engineer on a B-24.  There were many more.  Elaine Poffenroth sent me a list that I have somewhere. 

 

      I had two Scheuerman grandmothers.  H.K. Scheuerman was my Grandmother Anna 

Morasch's brother.  He had four sisters I believe.  My Grandmother Julia Kleweno in Yakima, and 

Matilda Wilhelm in Endicott.  I think one sister stayed in Russia.  The Wilhelm's lived across the street 

from Helen Geier's parents John Holstein, toward town, and behind Uncle Carl and Aunt Emma's house.  

That is funny that you remember Lem Bafus?  Poor fellow had a tough time.  I really liked him.  He was 

another close friend of Dad's in the early days. 

 

      I could not open your letters so I sent them to my son to open and he sent them back to me in an E-

mail, not a problem.  Interesting, Grandmother Mae could read and write German fluently.  Her father 

bought her an Organ so she could learn to play.  I believe he bought it back east and had it shipped out.  

She could play the Organ well and played the Organ in Church as a girl.  I remember listening to her and 

Bert Wilson (Pansy Repp's mom and dad) playing his fiddle.  Mother gave me all of Grandmother Mae's 

letters from Bill Scheirman and his genealogy charts.  I also called and talked to him a couple of times.  

His son lives on Vashon Island I believe.  Like an idiot!! I threw out several of the hand written charts he 

developed around 1958 or 1959.  I thought they were duplicates of his typed ones of a later date and I did 

not want my kids to be confused.  If you have any of his hand written charts I would like copies of them.  

I remember it showed how we were related to Waldo and Wesley Schierman.  I talked to Wes a couple of 

times down here at the Airport.  We were in the same Confirmation Class.  After all these years Wes 

finally opened up and it is on line, very interesting.  Go to 67tfs.org, scroll down until you see his name 

and picture.  Open up each page listed, Bad Day 1-4, and his personal story, pages 1-9, etc. 

 

      What happened to Lois's brother Danny Lee, was that his name?  I remember Leo coming up to the 

house to talk to me about Spokane Tech. and Voc. School.  He wanted to know about the A&P program I 

was attending.  He said that Danny was thinking of going to Northrop Aviation School in CA for his 

A&P.  I remember several years ago, my son's wife, Linda, was getting ready to fly to LA as an Flight 

Attendant for Alaska and the plane was delayed for Mechanical problems.  The Mechanic working on the 

problem was a Morasch.  He came up to the flight deck and she talked to him.  She said that his wife's 

name was Linda also.  Was this Danny? 

 



 

223 

 

      In 1945 or 46, in the middle of the night, the large wooden Elevator in Endicott burned down.  Dad 

thought that the whole town was going to burn down.  It created a wind/fire storm around the Elevator.  

Large pieces of corrugated metal were coming off red hot and flying all over town.  One landed in 

Hergerts wheat field behind our house.  The field caught on fire and Con Hergerts father had a heart 

attack fighting it.  He later passed away from complications of it.  Dad put us in his old car and took us up 

the hill past John E. Weitz to Margaret and Joe's place.  They use to live where Leo and Alma lived I 

think.  Anyway, we woke them up and stayed there until dad came and got us the next day.  That was 

something to see! 

 

           I attached a family reunion picture taken in 2004.  I also attached an explanation of who everyone 

is.  I forgot to comment earlier on the Bullitt family.  You are keeping some fine company there, 

impressive! 

 

      Looks like we will be having nice weather for awhile. Take care,  

Larry     

 

 

VI. Larry Morasch, Chehalis, Washington to Richard Scheuerman, 

Frederickson, Washington, February 16, 2009.                 

 

Dear Dick, 

 

After my dad was sent home from school that last time, he started doing field work.  One day 

Uncle Grader John and Dad were harrowing.  They were in the back of the field with very little to finish 

up.  Uncle John wanted to finish it up but the horses were balking.  They knew it was getting dark and it 

was time to go to the barn to eat.  Uncle John started one more round and dad tried to follow although dad 

wanted to quit also.  As they started dad's team balked again and backed up.  They flipped the harrow 

over and one of the horses stepped on one of the spikes.  It went through the horse‟s ankle.  Needless to 

say Grandfather Phillip was not very happy and had to put the horse down.  That was an expensive lesson 

for Dad. 

 

Some of the farmers used mules as part of a team.  They usually put them in the back.  

One harvest when they first started using the pull combines a mule merchant came to town.  He talked 

Grandfather Phillip in to buying several.  Dad said his dad was reluctant, but bought them.  They hooked 

them up behind the horses next to the combine.  That way they could snap the whip over them.  Well, as 

soon as the horses started pulling the mules laid down.  They would not get up and pull.  The horses 

dragged them until Grandfather gave up and unhooked them.  He went to town that evening, a long trip at 

that time, and found the mule merchant in the tavern.  He gave the fellow a piece of his mind and the 

mule merchant said that he would be out in the morning.  He was there when they got the team all hooked 

up.  Grandfather started them and the mules lay down again.  The merchant asked Grandfather for some 

kerosene.  He sprinkled some on the mules‟ butts and struck a match on his bibbs.  Dad said those mules 

got up and pulled the rest of their natural lives!  Of course, they had to do a little doctoring, Vaseline, etc.   

 

Dad said that the horses ruled.  Every morning and evening the stalls were cleaned out and they 

were fed before they sat down at the table to eat.  No chapped or sore butts either.  They were all cleaned 

up and vaselined, or the red salve treatment!  Aunt Kate, Uncle John's wife, use to tell me that she had to 

make old fashion oats for him every morning.  Uncle John said what was good for the horses was good 

for him!  Dad said that you did not have to guide the horses.  Just “Getty up” and “Whoa!”.  The 

lead horses knew exactly where to walk to keep the farm implements lined up on the next pass. 
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The city use to use Con Hergerts work horses to pull the city mower to mow the grass along the 

city roads where there were no sidewalks.  Deafy Pete use to work for the city and do the mowing.  Pete 

Poff and myself use to hide in the tall weeds and watch him.  When he got off to clean the sickle we 

would say “Getty-up!”.  He would look around to see where we were and stop the team again to clean the 

sickle.  He knew enough to stay behind the mower.  When he would be mowing we would holler, 

“Whoa!”.  The same thing, Deafy Pete would look around to see where we were.  The story goes that 

deafy Pete‟s parents kept him in the cellar in Russia until he was twenty one to keep him out of the 

Russian army.  Somehow he went deaf from that. 

 

When Grandfather Phillip got his first Model T, they built a lean-to on the barn.  Grandfather had 

large wurst hands and fingers like Great Grandfather Scheuerman.  Remember, that picture of him 

standing with his wife?  He was a huge man?  The spark control and the throttle levers were on the 

steering column right below the steering wheel.  The road up and into the lean-to was curved and every 

time grandfather turned the steering wheel to go into the lean-to he would accidentally hit the throttle 

lever and would drive thru the lean-to, taking out the wall on the other side going out.  After fixing the car 

and the barn several times, they finally took the wall out and made it a drive thru. 

 

When the first Fairbanks, one cylinder, water jacketed, cooling motors first came out, grandfather 

had one hooked up to the wind mill.  Dad‟s older brothers tied up the brake on the wind mill.  Of course, 

the motor would not drive the pump up and down.  So they sent gullible dad up to see what was wrong.  

They hooked up some wires to the windmill from the Magneto on the motor.  When dad got up and got it 

untied they started up the motor.  Needless to say dad got down real quick, but not before he was shocked 

a zillion times. 

 

When I was a kid about ten or so, Wayne and Reuben had the Grocery store across the street from 

CP Morasch's building.  It was a large brick building next to the hardware.  One day I was in there and in 

the back were some huge sturgeons hanging on the meat hooks.  Their heads were almost to the ceiling, 

and their tails were almost touching the floor.  Although, I had heard of them, I had never seen them 

before.  When I went home I asked dad about them.  He told me that they would go down to the river 

from Dusty.   Drive out on a sandy beach, cut a chicken in half with a meat clever, and put it on a large 

treble hook.  The hook was on about twenty feet or so of piano wire hooked to a long rope.  They would 

row out to the middle of the Snake River, drop the hook, row back in and coil the rope on the sand.  The 

end of the rope was then hooked up to the Model T or A.  When the rope started uncoiling they would 

wait for a few minutes, start up the car, and pull them in.  He said they were wonderful smoked. 

 

Uncle Johnny and Uncle Herman Mackleit were taking engine mechanics at the college in 

Pullman.  They had an engine tore apart and put it back together.  They could not get it to run.  They went 

back to the college to see what they had done wrong and when they got back Uncle Carl and Dad had it 

running?  During harvest time with the stationary threshers, dad was the engine engineer for all the 

neighbors close by.  He use to operate the old Rumley steam engines and keep them running.  He was 

always interested in mechanical things and that is how he got his start.  Plus, that was the era of the 

mechanical revolution.   

 

As the family got larger and older there was not that much room to sleep in the house with the all 

the girls.  So Uncle Carl and Dad slept in the hay loft during the spring through fall.  Uncle Henry had 

married and started out on his own.  Uncle Grader John was working in St. Maries, Idaho in a saw mill.  I 

believe this is where he met and married Aunt Kate (Bafus).  Dad had built his own open road roadster 

out of several cars and decided he had enough of farming.  He told his Mother and Father so, and left for 

St. Maries.  Several days later his parents got up and there he was lying behind the wood cook stove 

where it was warm, sick.  His father gave him the raspberries about being a big boy and leaving. 
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Dad's family had an old fiddle and dad use to play it in the hay loft.  In about 1950 or so we went 

to Palo Alto to see Uncle Elmer.  We took Grandmother Mae along.  We were over at Aunt Relda's 

parents‟ home in Oakland and there was a violin.  Dad said that he use to play one a little.  We all said, 

“Ya sure, you betcha!” Aunt Relda's mother was a music teacher.  Dad picked that thing up and played 

something that was close to “Turkey in the Straw,” pretty close anyway.  We all had to eat a little crow?  

He said now you try it, none of us could even make the thing sing!  

 

There was a fellow that invented a radio tube for the old radio's that was much more power full 

than those available in the 30's.  Although it was better he had a difficult time marketing it.  So Relda's 

father and brother, whose family name was Cunningham, marketed the radio tube with their name on it.  

RCA eventually bought them out and they made a small fortune and built beautiful homes.  The brother 

built a sandstone one in Monterey California that is still standing. The Cunningham's  invested wisely.  To 

this day when we go in to an antique store I still pick up old radio tubes that say Cunningham on them. 

 

Looks like the weather is going to break so I will be working on the acreage around the house for 

awhile.  Thank you for what you do.  Take care,  

 

Larry 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


