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Forward
This book tells a story of Germans, Webers and Koenigs, who emigrated from Germany in the
early 1800s to settle in St. Petersburg, Russia. The first to arrive (that we know of) either were,
or became, bakers and grew prosperous through hard work, diligence, and intelligence. The
Koenigs and Webers intermarried and some of their Weber descendants eventually returned to
Germany about 80 years later. After finishing school and German military service, two of them
immigrated to Roseburg, Oregon in the 1890s. This book attempts to chronicle the course of the
lives and descendants’ lives from those original German emigrants down to the Webers who
settled in Roseburg, Oregon. The goal of the book is to provide a coherent and factual account
of this family’s history for anyone who is interested in it, especially for their descendants. In
addition, final chapters will deal with some of the descendants of Moritz Julian Weber and
George Ernst Weber, the two immigrants to Roseburg, partly to help descendants understand
their relationship to their ancestors, and hopefully to make it more interesting to them.
The German and Russian history part of this story was pieced together from translations of four
books that were written in German by family members prior to the Webers’ immigration to the
United States. The oldest book, written in 1885 by Julie Koenig, chronicles the life of the master
baker Johann Georg Koenig, who literally walked from Germany to Russia, arriving in St.
Petersburg in 1813. A second book tells the story of Eitel Moritz Weber, who at 13 years old,
walked from Bad Wildungen, Germany to Lübeck, Germany to catch a sailing ship to St.
Petersburg. He became a master baker under the apprenticeship of Georg Wilhelm Weber, his
father’s half brother, who had immigrated to Russia in about 1805. Georg Wilhelm was the first
of our ancestors to immigrate to Russia that we know of. A third book is a story of Georg
Leopold Koenig, the brother of a direct-line descendant (Emilie Koenig Weber) of ours, who
became one of the richest men in Russia in the sugar refinery business. He was important to this
story because his wealth and influence strongly influenced the lives of our direct ancestors, and
his story is truly impressive. The last book was written about vacations that Moritz and George,
the Roseburg immigrants, took with their parents and siblings in Estonia on the Baltic Sea.
George, my grandfather, was born in Reval, now renamed Tallinn, Estonia on one of those
vacations. The book was written by his eldest brother Leopold, who became a well-known
writer and art critic in Munich, Germany before he (presumably) was snuffed out by the NAZIs
in 1944.
The family picture (figure 1) on the next page shows the principal characters in the direct line
from the first generations of Weber and Koenig ‘Russians’ down to the first generation of Weber
Oregonians. I put Russians in quotes because they always maintained their identity as Germans,
if not their citizenship. The photo shows the connections between the Koenig and Weber
families, first with the marriage of Gertrude Elisabeth Weber and Johann Georg Koenig, then
later with the marriage of their daughter Emilie Koenig with Georg Philipp Weber, who, as one
can see, were half-second cousins. It’s interesting to note that both Johann Georg Koenig and
Eitel Moritz Weber worked for Georg Wilhelm Weber in Saint Petersburg. J. G. Koenig was
already a master baker when he began working for Georg Wilhelm in 1812, but Eitel Moritz
Weber was only 13-years old and began as an apprentice in 1821 or 1822. By then, J. G.
Koenig already owned his own bakery and was independent of Georg Wilhelm before Eitel
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Moritz arrived.
The relationships in this family are sometimes difficult to follow. To help out a bit, I have
provided a ‘pared-down family tree showing the path from our forefathers to the Oregon
Webers. I call it “Source of the Oregon USA Webers” It can be found in a page or two. It
shows some of the descendants of my grandfather, Georg Ernst Weber (born 1872,) who
immigrated to the US in 1895. This is not to slight Moritz Julian, his brother, who was the first
to immigrate to Roseburg, Oregon, but Georg Ernst remained in Roseburg, except for a few trips
to Germany and Russia, for the rest of his life where he died in 1966. Descendants of both
brothers still live in Roseburg in the year 2007. One descendant was Henry V. Weber, my
father, who only lived outside of Oregon long enough to meet my mother in California and bring
her back to Roseburg. Hank, as many knew him, researched and wrote a lot about his life and
the Weber family, and for that I now am grateful, although when he was alive, I failed to
appreciate all that he had done. Because we learn a lot about life in the early 1900s from him, I
have included some of his writing. The family tree also includes generations down to my
granddaughters, Kristina and Sydney Weber and my brother Michael’s three grandchildren,
Beau Dickey, Dawson Weber and Duncan Weber. Because of space limitations, many deserving
family members have been omitted, but this chart should give enough information for them to
locate their relative positions in the family tree.
I have done my best to translate the four books that form the bulk of this book from German.
After translating them, I trimmed them down a bit, merged them together and tried to make a
story that flows reasonably well. I have embellished the stories with photos, but have not
changed any of the text except for occasional clarifications that I put in parentheses. Over the
years, the names of many of the cities named in these four books have changed, as have the
borders of some of the countries. In addition, some of the cities were spelled differently by
different authors, depending on how they transliterated them from Russian. Also, Prussia,
formerly a country, ceased to exist in the last century. I have tried to assign the cities and
countries the names that they have in the year 2007.
We are very lucky to have had relatives who wrote books about the family, and even luckier to
have found copies of them. The stories are remarkable and let us know that our ancestors were
exceptional people. They may help us to understand where we came from, but if nothing else,
looking at the world in 2007, it should make us happy that George Ernst Weber made Roseburg,
Oregon his home.
Dennis D. Weber,
Las Vegas, Nevada
January 2007
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These are the direct-line Weber ancestors who are the principal players in the first
few chapters of this book. The picture of Georg Wilhelm is copy of a drawing.
The rest are copies of old photographs. The photos of Johann Georg Koenig, and
Wilhelmine & Eitel Moritz are the only ones of them in existence that I know of.
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Ancestors of the Oregon USA Webers
Johannes Weber, b. 1734 in Bad Wildungen, Germany
m. 1st: Catherine Elisabeth Stracke
m. 2nd: Barbara Margarethe Hauschild
b. 1739 in Bad Wildungen, Germany
b. 1752 in Bad Wildungen, Germany
I
I
Georg Wilhelm Weber
Georg Conrad Weber
b. 1772 in Bad Wildungen Germany
b. 1781 in Bad Wildungen, Germany
1st m. Martha Catherine Schröder
2nd m. Caroline Dorothea Seibel
b. 1775 in Bad Wildungen, Germany
b. 1783 in Bad Wildungen, Germany
I
I
Gertrude Elisabeth Weber
Eitel Moritz Weber
born 1797 in Kassel, Germany
b. 1808 in Bad Wildungen, Germany
m. Johann Georg Koenig
m. Wilhelmine Bötz
b. 1785 in Gebesee, Germany
b. 1811 in St. Petersburg, Russia
I
I
Emilie Koenig
Georg Philipp Weber
b. 1834 in St. Petersburg
b. 1832 in St. Petersburg, Russia
m. Georg Philipp Weber
m. Emilie Koenig
I
I
I______________________________I
I
_____________________ I_________________________
I
I
Moritz Julian Weber
George Ernst Weber
b. 1869 in St. Petersburg, Russia
b. 1872 in Tallinn, Estonia
m. 1st Emma Fisher
m. 2nd Marussia
m. Effie Stephens
b. 1876 in Oregon, USA
b. in Poland
b. 1876 in Nebraska, USA
I
I
I
Emily, Josie, Henry, Oscar
Andrew & Georgi
Ernest, Cora, Maurice, Elza, Henry
all b. in Roseburg, Oregon
b. Andrew in Oregon
all b. in Roseburg, Oregon
I
(1895 - 1904)
b. George in Germany
(1897 to 1909)
I
__________________________________________ I
I
I
Henry Victor Weber, b. 1909 in Roseburg, Oregon______ m. Grace Duncan, b. 1910 in Northville, S.D.______________
I
I
Michael Lee Weber
Dennis David Weber
b. 1936 in Roseburg, Oregon
b. 1939 in Roseburg, Oregon
m. 1st Judy Kuester
m. 1st Theresa De La O
b. 1942 in Minnesota
b. 1945 in Aragon, NM
______________I___________________________________
I
Dana Aileen
Daniel Warren
Dawn April
David Whitney Weber
b. 1964
b. 1969
b. 1977
b. 1967 in Silver City, NM
m.2nd Alyssa Barttels
m. 3rd Bob Dickey
m. Celine Fummerton
m. 1st Sheri Duff
b. 1951 in California
b. 1966 in Roseburg, OR
b. 1977 in California
b. 1974 in Seattle, WA
I
I
I
I
Beau Daniel Dickey
I
Kristina Janine Weber Sydney Ann Weber
b. 1993 in Reno, Nevada
I
b. 1996 LV, NV
b. 2006 LV, NV
______________ I______________
I
I
Dawson Weber
Duncan Weber
b. 1999 in Roseburg
b. 2002 in Roseburg
_______________________________________________________________________________________________
b. = born, m. = married
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From Germany to Russia: Webers and Koenigs
We begin the story with Georg Wilhelm Weber, born in
1772 in what is now known as Bad Wildungen, Germany.
Georg Wilhelm had moved from Bad Wildungen to
Kassel, Germany and had been a baker there. But it was
during the time right after the French revolution and his
business was going poorly. Then in 1804, his wife Martha
Catharina (born Schroeder) suddenly died. He then had
four daughters, the eldest of whom was Gertrude Elisabeth
Weber, seven years old, born 1797, who would later marry
Johann Georg Koenig. The youngest was only six weeks
old. Shortly after the death of their mother, Georg
Wilhelm also left the minor children, who were placed
with various relatives on their mother’s side. Whether bad
business or the pain of the loss of his wife was the reason
is not known, but he left Kassel and struck out for St.
Petersburg, Russia to seek his fortune. He arrived there in
either 1804 or 1805: nothing is known about his mode of
travel or how long it took to get there.
Drawing of Georg Wilhelm Weber, first
known of our family to emigrate to Russia
(1804-05)

He was so successful in St. Petersburg that he soon owned
a stately bakery in the suburbs, in Smolnja, with the
famous Monastery for noble girls. Smolnja also was the
section favored by the German immigrants. There he took another wife, Anna, of German origin and in
1814 after the Napoleonic war was over, he had his four daughters travel from Kassel via Lübeck to St.
Petersburg.
But, while her father was in Russia, Elisabeth (Gertrude
Elisabeth Weber) had to endure life in Kassel. The first
seven years of her childhood had been spent under the care
and watchful eye of her mother, who was the brightest ray
of sunshine that one could imagine. She was alright with
the arrangement at first because she was placed with her
grandmother, whom she was very fond of. She was the
apple of her grandmother’s eye and became spoiled by her.
However, that good luck only lasted for a short time, for
after a few years, the grandmother died, thus ending her
paradise. She was then sent to her uncle Schröder. She
was quick, determined, and ambitious, and in school she
was the pride of her teacher. But, her egoistic uncle
Schroeder, heir to her grandparents’ guesthouse “Zur Stadt
Schmalkalden on the Fulda” and now her new guardian,
made her into a maid for his own use. She was only
allowed to attend the school for which her father sent
money from St. Petersburg as little as possible , even
though the school teacher repeatedly told her uncle that he
would answer to God for denying the child a good
education. But, it didn’t change a thing.
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Gertrude Elisabeth Weber (1797 - 1877)
future wife of Johann Georg Koenig

As a child with a thirst for knowledge and learning, she complained about her mistreatment, but she
suffered no loss in ability to converse and mingle with people, for the most knowledgeable people liked
to talk with her and found her interesting and knowledgeable. But, that didn’t fill the gap for her. She
was required to do all kinds of housework, and whether it be in the house, the yard, the kitchen, or
cellar, she was involved. There she was scarcely more than a child, often so tired that she felt that she
would fall in her tracks. Once she tripped on the steps to the beer cellar and fell down the steps with
mugs full of beer. The fall had almost knocked her unconscious, but she didn’t worry about her
bleeding head, her skinned up arm and knees, but rather only about her torn dress. She asked her aunt to
fix it as quickly as possible so that her uncle wouldn’t punish her. Her wound required stitches, but it
healed quickly. We can also assume that the lively, cheerful heart, in spite of her sad situation and
experiences, was open for pleasant experiences. She used to tell, with pleasure, of the famous
Wilhelm’s Höhe, of the meadow, an excellent garden with beautiful trees that provide a place for birds
that flew before her eyes.
Also, the fate of Germany had changed. She recalled very vividly when on November 1, 1806, the
French occupied Kassel and Prince Wilhelm I of Hessen fled to Denmark. It was with disgust that she
heard the name Jérome and of his misdeeds. He was the youngest brother of Napoleon I, who made him
the king of Westfalen (the German state in which Kassel was located.) Jérome made Kassel his
residence and capitol and moved in December 10, 1807. On August 23, 1807, he married the daughter
of the king of Württemburg, after which she also moved in with him in Kassel. His extravagant, lavish,
and wasteful lifestyle required the citizens to pay excessive taxes, which burdened them and created bad
will against him.
In the meantime, she had reached 14 years old, and was confirmed on April 9, 1811 in the French
Reformation church of Kassel, as is documented in her confirmation certificate in the French language.
How it happened that she wasn’t confirmed in the German Lutheran church that she belonged to rather
than in the French reform church is not known. One could assume that there was some problem
between her uncle and the preacher. In any case, she was, according to all concerned, pure German.
In September 28, 1813 Jérome fled Kassel. He returned shortly, but on the 26th of October, he had to
leave for good, and two days later, the Russians moved in. Some of the Russians, who were looked at in
astonishment because of their unusual appearance, were housed at her uncle’s guest house, which they
must have found to be especially pleasant. The Russians were, for the most part, behaving their best,
considering the ridiculous misunderstandings because of the language. But, our mother saw them as
somewhat lacking in acceptable behavior.
By 1814 in Petersburg, her father had found a second home, remarried to Anna and was so successful
that he owned his own home in Smolna. The time had come for him to reunite with his children, so he
made the necessary arrangements, sent them travel money, and consigned them to a family that he knew
in Lübeck, to prepare them for the voyage by ship to St. Petersburg. The four sisters, Elisabeth then 17
years old, traveled via the postal service to Lübeck where they were received with love and friendliness
and taken care of for the next six weeks.
Finally on the sailing ship, with changing weather, sunshine and rain, storm, and wind that often
opposed them and drove them back and once threatened to sink them, the sisters were under great fear,
shaking and sea sick. They had been three weeks underway. When they arrived in Kronstadt (an island
very near St. Petersburg,) they changed ships to one whose captain was a Russian. Also, there they had
high waves and rocking to deal with, and how disgusted our mother was at the Godlessness of the
captain.
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The memories of her homeland (Kassel, Germany) were only unpleasant and after leaving it, she
recognized only St. Petersburg as her homeland. She retained only the weakest recollection of her
earliest happy memories. She said until the end of her life “here, where I am happy, is my homeland!”
Georg Wilhelm, who in the meantime had waited more than once on the banks of the Neva in order to
greet his four children, finally was able to take them into his arms and to introduce them to his wife,
with whom he already had two small girls, Charlotte and (possibly) Adele, half sisters of Elisabeth.
The four girls were indescribably happy, after three long weeks of travel, again to be on solid earth, and
in the friendly parents’ home. However, their father was a strict, religious man. That made the children,
who saw him as a stranger, shy, and they pulled ever closer to the smart, gentle mother (Anna) who did
everything possible to win the children over and to develop their trust in their father. She soon happily
was successful.
The house in Smolna was a wonderful one. Everyone who came was welcome and was hosted to a
hearty meal. But, in later years, her irritation was great, when she saw how poorly her father’s former
hospitality was reciprocated when he became less prosperous.
The maturity of Elisabeth was first observed by one her father’s coworkers, who took their meals at the
family table. In his modesty, entered Johann Georg Koenig, and upon his first glance at her, glowing
and strong, he was convinced that the man was to be congratulated who would win her heart and hand,
and he quickly developed the wish and the hope that he would be the one. Her tasks in the workshop
gave him the opportunity to exchange a few words with her, and whether or not she thought about
becoming a baker’s wife, she was smart enough to recognize the good young man as a good life partner
and to accept his offer of marriage.
At this point, we return to Germany to trace the life of Johann Georg Koenig from his home in Gebesee,
Germany to St. Petersburg, Russia. We borrow here from his daughter, Julie, who wrote in 1885 the
book “Johann Georg Koenig and his House.” In the following account, the text in quotation marks are
direct quotes from the diary of Johann Georg Koenig that Julie included in her book.
Upon a sheet of paper, which shows considerable aging,
is written “I, Johann Georg Koenig, was born May 20,
1785 in Gebesee, a farm community in Thüringen, four
hours (on foot, that is - it was only 13 miles) north of
Erfurt. My father was a grist miller himself, Johann
Leopold Koenig. My mother, Martha Margaretha, born
Marschall, outlived my father with four sons and one
daughter, of which I was the third and was ten years old
when my father died.”
“My mother let me stay in school until my 14th year, to
enjoy the usual schooling, which thank God was only
instruction in religion.” That ‘thank God’ that sounds so
foreign to our much learning and knowing time (in 1885.
These are Julie’s words) and to many would mean so
restrictive, signified the joy that the Christian religion
meant to him his entire life. “One year after my
confirmation, my mother took me to Erfurt, to the ‘white
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and dark’ bakery to learn (to become a baker) from master baker Kober in the Einergasse.” The
departure from the father’s house, the separation from his siblings, and namely the separation from his
mother, was overwhelming for he who was barely out of his children’s shoes. With tearful eyes, he was
on his way and as long as he could, countless times, he looked back to his family, and only after he lost
sight of them, did he break down.
Homesickness that at first strongly set in him, very slowly diminished with time and eventually
disappeared, of which he said “After three years, from 1799 to 1803, my apprentice years were over.
Then I worked another two years in Erfurt. In 1805, at the age of 20 years old, after Easter, I entered
into my journey as a baker.” I assume that around that time, he visited his home town. Of that, I’m not
certain, since he didn’t mention it, but it is certain that during his apprenticeship, he visited his mother,
perhaps also his siblings, several times. “I went via Leipzig and Wittenberg to Berlin, where I worked
for seven weeks. From Berlin, I traveled to Lübeck, where I also worked for seven weeks. From there,
I went to Hamburg, where I stayed for one year.”
This ‘I went’ is literally true. He walked, and not to understand it is to be in our advanced age (1885)
where we would go by steamer! At that time, and perhaps also today, it was the custom in Germany that
poor traveling young craftsmen (journeymen) among whom he counted, had the right when they were in
dire need, to knock on someone’s door and ask for something to eat. How often did he, whose hardearned, small income was quickly consumed, visit those friendly homes in order to prepare for the long
trip ahead! He found everywhere the friendliest places and would depart with heartfelt gratitude, with
sufficient provisions for the journey ahead. His humility and friendliness were probably major
contributors to his success.
Hamburg was the place where he first noticed that he had rheumatism, which in later years became a
serious problem for him. He believed that the cause of his affliction was their preparation of the icecold doughs, and the abrupt change from cold to hot. For after he was tired from having worked himself
into a heavy sweat, he had to pack heavy flour sacks, so heavy he could hardly stand, up a steep
stairway from a cold room.
“Then I traveled, during the newly started war (Napoleonic wars) from Hamburg with the intent to enter
into the Prussian field bakery. I couldn’t make it, however, for underway, I encountered none other than
the Prussians fleeing the French! Then I went back via Braunschweig to Lübeck. There I developed a
bad foot from all of the walking and couldn’t walk any farther.”
“I was barely in Lübeck for two days when the Prussian Army under General Blücher’s command
arrived with the French on its heels, where I was an eye witness to the famous battle and invasion of
Lübeck on November 7, 1806. Three days later, I again walked to Hamburg and obtained work from
the master baker Jochim Jarr, where I worked for four years. After that period, I traveled via
Magdeburg and Leipzig to Gebesee and stayed for three months.”
What a celebration it was in the small town as the word spread from house to house that “Hans Görgel”
as he was known there “has returned.” How often assembled both the young and the old there to listen
to the tales of the journeyman. He had already been around in the world fairly much, had seen and
experienced a lot, which moved the hearts of every German. He could relate as an eye witness the
famous battle and many other things they hadn’t yet heard of. So it was that after a beautiful three
months of untroubled togetherness had flown by, the up-till-then constant homesickness for the love and
homeland had been stilled. Probably for the last time, he kissed his mother goodbye and his siblings
and many friends said farewell.
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“Then I traveled to Weimar and worked a half year for the court baker Brettschneider.” Everywhere he
worked, whether for a long or short time, he won the hearts of his employers, his coworkers, and when
he departed, he regretted each departure as a misfortune. After that half year, he traveled via Leipzig,
Dresden, through Schlesian, to Wroclaw, Poland.
“From there, a trip through Poland to Grudziadz and Gdansk, where I worked for 14 days and from there
I went again to Grudziadz, Poznan, and Warsaw.” In Poznan, he had made the acquaintance of Karl
Papmehl (whose future daughter, Caroline, would later marry Johann Georg Koenig’s son, Leopold, the
sugar king!) - “and then to Klaipeda, Lithuania, where I applied at the Russian Consulate for a visa to
travel to Russia, which I received after a wait of four weeks. During those four weeks, I traveled to
Kaliningrad and to the fortress Pitawa, where I worked 14 days in the Garnison Bakery: then I traveled
back again via Kaliningrad and Memel, picked up my visa, which at that time (1811) was required and
had to be processed in St. Petersburg. I traveled via Polanga, Lithuania (near Klaipeda) and Courland,
Latvia to Riga, where I worked for a half year. From there, I traveled to St. Petersburg, where I arrived
at the end of June, 1812.”
In later years, he could
still show us a stone
marker where he sat
down dead tired and
quenched his thirst
from a nearby spring,
and also was able to
wash his dusty head,
hands, and feet. This
marker showed 6
kilometers to St.
Petersburg and 12
kilometers from
Strelna, a suburb of St.
Petersburg. A stream
ran at its foot to the sea
nearby.
So, there he was,
finally at the greatly
desired goal of his long
journey. He had
The wander route of Johann Georg Koenig from Gebesee eventually to St.
worked through
Petersburg, Russia. He began on foot in 1805 and arrived in St. P. in 1812.
unspeakable
difficulties, one of which was that he, unable to speak Russian, very infrequently ran across a German
speaker with whom he could speak and ask questions. But, through good luck, he landed in the working
man’s lodging where he rested up from his trip and found work.
“I got work from the baker Mr. Weber, my present father-in-law, where I worked for four years. During
that time, I met the eldest daughter of Mr. Weber, Gertrude Elisabeth and married her July 26, 1817.
We bought a small bakery from my father in law for the sum of 3,500 Rubles.” Of course, ‘Mr. Weber’
was none other than Georg Wilhelm Weber, and Gertrude Elisabeth was his daughter, who, as we have
seen above, arrived in St. Petersburg about one year after Johann Georg.
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Georg Wilhelm had agreed to sell him his small bakery because he was getting older. He also had
suffered many other unfortunate things and later found it necessary to sell his house in Smolna to
Johann, in whose debt he was. Johann, however, only lived in it for five years because at that time he
was having a four-story house built. He sold the Smolna house in order to pay off the debt for its
construction. He sold it on March 24, 1841 to Eitel Moritz Weber, the future father-in-law of his
daughter Emilie (Emilie Koenig later married Georg Philipp Weber, Eitel Moritz’s son.)
From the above quote from Johann, one could believe that his marriage went quickly and trouble free.
That, however, would be a mistake. Johann, who was too poor to fund a house from his own means,
went to his future father-in-law who offered him a helping hand. Georg Wilhelm offered to sell him his
second small bakery, which also had living quarters, however, at every opportunity, he postponed
helping when Johann wanted to buy his small bakery; it was no small thing for him to lose such a good
worker. Finally, Johann declared that he no longer held out hope and would seek his luck elsewhere. It
was too much for the old man (45 years old) to make his daughter suffer the consequences, so the long
awaited moment of the takeover of the bakery arrived, and shortly thereafter followed the wedding.
The wedding date was the 26th of July, the date set by Georg Wilhelm’s wife, Anna Weber, because it
was her birthday. Their new very-small home, which they greeted with joy, was only furnished with the
indispensable furniture. Oh such enjoyment and humility they both possessed. How they
complemented each other. How they both were frugal, so that they were able to quickly pay off their
debts. With their joy of creativity, they were untiringly busy. There was no work too small or too hard
that they didn’t put their full effort into it.
On July 22, 1818, they had their first child, a daughter. On the 26th of April 1820, a second daughter, on
November 13th 1821, the first son, Georg Leopold Koenig, and then a string of 13 more children. Of
them, two boys were born dead and one girl died shortly after her birth. The table below lists their
children and the number of children each had.
Since the beginning, the small family circle
gradually increased in numbers by the
marriages of Elisabeth’s sisters (3 sisters and 2
half-sisters.) The band of love and friendship
surrounded the new family and as we all
became more prosperous, it permitted a more
generous life style. And Sundays we all visited
together. That was a great pleasure when at 4
pm we were all together. The adults had a
good cup of coffee, discussed the experiences
of the week, and were able to inform each
other, exchange information, and to strengthen
each other. The men usually had a glass of
punch, talked, and enjoyed each other’s
friendship. After a pleasant dinner, which was
accompanied by a glass of tea and butter bread,
the party dissolved before 10 pm in order to get Johann Georg and Elisabeth (Weber) Koenig
home at a proper time. Our father was usually
the one who would say to Elisabeth “The bell has sounded” the sign that it was time to break up the
party. It was like a law to him, that he strictly adhered to all of his life.
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Table of the J. G. Koenig Children
Johann Georg Koenig and Elisabeth Gertrude (Weber) Koenig and their children (as of 1885)
Name
Johann Georg Koenig
Gertrude Elisabeth (Weber) Koenig

Date of Birth
May 8, 1785
April 19, 1797

Marriage
July 26, 1817
July 26, 1817

Date of Death
February 23, 1856
May 14, 1877

No. of
Children
14

Children of Johann Georg and Gertrude Elisabeth Koenig
No. of
Date of Birth
Children
July 22, 1818
April 26, 1820
12
Nov. 13, 1821
9
April 22, 1823
0
Dec. 27, 1824
8
May 6, 1826
9
July 30, 1827
0
Nov. 9, 1828
2

Name
1. Amalie
2. Charlotte Schmidt
3. Leopold (the Sugar King!)
4. Julie (author of this book)
5. David (artist)
6. Elisabeth Bötz
7. Marie
8. Wilhelmine Schultze
9. Daughter (not baptized)
10. Georg
July 2, 1833
11. Emilie Weber
Nov. 21, 1834
12. Florentine Papmehl**
April 6, 1835
13. Emanuel (artist)
May 30, 1838
14. Henriette Papmehl
Mar. 4, 1840
**
Florentine married Eduard Papmehl after her sister Henriette,
Italicized names above are married names.

6
5
5
2
58

Their apartment consisted of three small rooms, one of which was the sales room for the bakery, and the
other two were used as a living room and bedroom. The bakery oven was so set up that the back of it
separated the bakery from the sales room. That served to heat the entire apartment, but made it almost
unbearably hot in the summer. Elisabeth suffered severely from that heat. Johann, who out of love for
every victim, couldn’t let her suffer so he decided to move her with the children (7 of us) to a village in
the country. He chose the small village of Kalamäga, which they moved into in 1829 for a several-year
stay.
The year 1824 was a significant one, for on
November 7th, there was a terrible flood in St.
Petersburg that also caused considerable damage to
our family. But, our father distinguished himself by
saving the lives of three soldiers by pulling them
through the window of his bakery. On that fateful
day of the flood, he left the bakery window open so
that flood victims could get in to save their lives.
Especially remarkable is the fact that our father
remained calm while, as with many bakers, in the
face of the incoming water, the ovens flooded and
were knocked over. He was of the type to take care
of not only his customers’ bakery needs, but also all
day and night long, he would responded to a request
for help from a neighbor to help him with his needs
and damage that he couldn’t handle by himself. For
that, he received endless gratitude, but no other
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compensation. It gave him great joy, however, to have helped and to have been able to provide
provisions at no cost to many poor people.
Our parents made sure we had a good education. They sought out the best schools at the time for us.
They instilled in us a respect for age, such that we would kiss the hands of our grandparents. When we
heard that our grandmother (Anna Weber) or grandfather (Georg Wilhelm Weber) had arrived there was
excitement in the little house and a great commotion, for everyone was to take his place. There was,
however, no forcefulness, no interference in the free and happy development of our childhood, in fact
we children were as free as possible to move around in the house and yard and play to our hearts’
content, for the rules were set more by deeds and examples than by words.
Our father was very demanding of himself, more so than he was of his wife and other people. He was
very self disciplined and lived as he asked others to live. He was always quick to help others less
fortunate than himself and he enjoyed doing it. He always treated his employees as coworkers, and he
treated his apprentices in a fatherly way. On the major holidays, such as Christmas, New Year, and
Easter, he invited his coworkers and associates to dinner, and as an exception, he opened a bottle of
wine, his wife the first to be served, then his guests. Sundays, punch was prepared for him, otherwise
just water.
The family had its share of hardships. For example, August 11, 1828, a daughter Marie Luise died of a
tooth infection. The second son, David, at a few years old, began to develop a hunched back. It became
so bad that eventually he had to walk with his hands on his knees. Father, finding no way to help him,
decided when he was about 7 years old, to send him to an orthopedic Institution. It was very painful to
send him away, and David was weak and sick and had to spend day and night strapped in a machine.
But, in the end, they were happy and thankful because after a few years, the cure was successful.
On the other hand, the oldest daughter, Amalie, their first born, came home sick from school one day.
They sent for a physician immediately, who diagnosed her with pneumonia. Three weeks later it was
diagnosed as tuberculosis. She suffered another year and four months before she died on July 10, 1831
at the age of 13.
In 1832, after Amalie’s death, Johann, with the agreement of Elisabeth, decided to move to a new
apartment that was larger and had better ventilation. The house was in Wassili Ostrow, and lay in a
wooded area. It was a single-story house and bakery, which Johann bought and immediately moved
into. It had a view of the location where later, the eldest son Leopold, the sugar king, built his mansion,
and it had a garden. The business window, through which he sold bakery goods was easily accessible to
everyone. With that, a new world opened up for the family. They considered themselves in the country
and could take deep breaths of the good fresh air, which had the most positive affect on our mother.
However, after a few winters there, the old house became more difficult for Johann, whose rheumatism
began to give him severe pain. Also, the oven was very dangerous, for example, during the preparation
for the baptism of the daughter Florentine Dorothea Amalie on December 26, 1836, the wall behind the
stove began to glimmer red hot, and would have burned the house down had it not been noticed in time.
But that was only a portent of a worse disaster, which occurred in August, 1837, on the eve of the
confirmation of their eldest son, Leopold. While Leopold was working in the middle of the night with
his crew, one of them discovered a fast-growing fire, and soon also the storage room, that contained the
large storage of flour, butter, etc., was in flame. Then the entrance to the house began to burn. All
efforts concentrated then on saving lives. The 15-year-old Leopold, trapped by the burning entrance,
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broke out a window, grabbed his sister, Wilhelmine, threw a coat over her, and climbed out a window
and carried her to safety. Fortunately, the house didn’t burn to the ground. Of course, there was heavy
damage, because the storage supplies weren’t insured, many things were lost, and the furniture that had
been dragged out into the street was damaged.
In spite of all of these vicissitudes of life, which had cost Johann a lot of money, he still had the means
to buy the property next to our house. On the 24th of October, 1837, the first ground stone was set for a
four-story house. It was finally finished in the winter of 1838. The savings that our parents had
accumulated did not cover the cost of the house. Indeed, they were careful enough to ask our relatives
in advance if they could lend them some of the needed money to lessen that which they would have to
borrow from the bank. Eventually, year by year, they were able to pay off their debts ahead of schedule.
When we looked at the back of the final receipt, we saw in Elisabeth’s handwriting “Thank God, all paid
off!”
Johann thought in his younger years that he would be able to work until his 50th birthday with full
energy and strength. In hindsight of this thought, he said “Man thinks, God guides” meaning that what
man thinks will happen is not necessarily what God may have in mind for him. For he still had eleven
children at home who had to be raised, fed, and taken care of. That didn’t leave much time for him to
dream about his goals, for the necessities demanded that in spite of severe pain from his rheumatism, he
had to pack all sorts of bakery supplies from the cellar, which necessitated climbing up and down a
steep stairway countless times.
The years had brought many changes in the house of Johann Georg Koenig. They saw the physical and
moral development of their healthy children, they saw their eldest son, Leopold, enter into a self-chosen
profession (apprentice sugar refiner) and later into a good situation. His apprenticeship was so
demanding that his mother was concerned and tearful when the 15 year old Leopold would proudly
show her the callouses on his hands, but she knew then that he was happy with his work. He went to
work at 1 am and quit at 5 pm, a sixteen-hour day with only a short break for lunch. His father had
lectured him when he first left home “Don’t ever go to work or start anything before first having said
“God bless the work that I do.” And when we see our brother Leopold Koenig today (1885), we know
from where he received his blessing, that is, the fatherly advise.
The first daughter-in-law, Caroline Papmehl, produced a son, Leopold, on June 1, 1846. Her father,
Karl Papmehl, who had died, was the man who every Spring before the ice broke on the Neva, along
with Johann, made travel plans to visit Germany. Although they had both had it good in Russia, they
both pined for their home towns in Germany, where they spent the golden days of their childhood.
Johann and Elisabeth had experienced enough by now to know that joy and suffering cycled with one
another and that many happy results ended in bitterness. So it was, when in 1847, the businessman, a
young, noble, and nice man, Heinrich Schultze, came from far away and asked for the hand of their
daughter, Wilhelmine. They gave her to him with heartfelt joy, but it tore at their hearts that she would
be living far away (Mitau, East Prussia, which is now Jelgava, Latvia) where they would not be able to
see her. The bride, whose wedding was supposed to take place in May, was superstitious enough to
think of the month of May as unholy, and asked to postpone it until June. Johann allowed it, but
grumbled that “She fears the month of May, but doesn’t worry about the evil seven” for it was that day,
June 7th, 1847, a number that for her in later years would have a great significance. For on November
7th, 1850, Heinrich died and she became a widow with two fatherless children. Then, her problems and
pain became that of our parents also. At first word of his death, Johann and Elisabeth sprang into action
and devised a plan. They made the impossible so quickly and easily possible. How our mother, on her
way there with her son Georg (born 1833), ignored all discomforts and travails of the 7-day trip in a
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kibitka (a Russian wagon, see illustration.) And
although Johann, who anxiously awaited word that
Elisabeth had arrived safely, was also apprehensive and
sad, it was clear to him where their duty lie and that God
would care for her. She left on November 24, 1850 and
returned on February 16, 1851 with her son Georg, her
widowed daughter, Wilhelmine, and with her two
children (also named Georg and Wilhelmine.)
The two-and-a-half-month absence of Elisabeth had
given Johann the opportunity to consider some options,
namely that of selling the bakery business to his son-inPainting of a Russian Kibitka
law, Wilhelm Bötz (who married Elisabeth) so, on
March 1st, 1851, he sold the bakery and retired after 34 years as a master baker. Now he would be able
to enjoy the fruits of his work. After many years of hard work, he would be able to relax and recuperate.
So, to that end, we moved along with his daughter-in-law Lina, into a joint apartment in the country in
the Strelna Colony (near St. Petersburg) where he was surrounded by women, children, and
grandchildren. There it was that the angel of death knocked on our door and took his granddaughter, the
little Minuscha (Wilhelmine) Schultze. Our parents returned from the country with six children and one
grandson to their apartment, which consisted of 5 small bedrooms and a kitchen and always had enough
room for friends who wanted to stay for awhile.
Johann visits his home town in Germany
Motivated by increasing pain from rheumatism, Johann came upon the idea of combining a cure at a spa
in Germany with his long-desired plan to visit his hometown in Germany. So, on May 15th, 1852, with
two of his daughters, Wilhelmine and me (Julie), they took their first Steamship trip on the Preussischen
Adler (Prussian Eagle.) Oh, with such delight he greeted the four-day trip floating only between heaven
and sea, although he also got seasick. We landed in Szczecin, Poland (then Prussia) on his homeland
soil. How interested he was in everything. How changed he found Berlin! But, the first thing was the
cure, or at least the mitigation of his pain, which was to be in Wiesbaden, Germany. They headed
directly there, taking the shortest route. How pleasant was the impression that he had of Wiesbaden,
and how thrilled he was at the success of his treatments after only six weeks of them. But, how
conscientious he was about following the physicians instructions, and how blissful he was when again
he was able to climb up and down steps without pain.
But, by the end of the cure, there was no city nice enough to keep him longer than the prescribed six
weeks, for he was pulled already with a powerful force towards the town where he was born 67 years
ago. How his heart pounded as he entered the gate of Gebesee. In order to arrange an appearance, our
father decided to stay in a Guesthouse. When he asked the whereabouts of his cousin Hoffmann, it was
immediately clear to the proprietor that the inquirer could be none other than Hoffmann’s cousin
Koenig, and without a word, sent for him. In a short time, he was standing before us.
Whether the surprise was as our father had envisioned it or not, it was indescribably big and the joy
immeasurable. Staying at the guesthouse was no longer an option, for whether we wanted to or not, our
things were packed up and we were off to stay at Hoffmann’s house. The cousin, a through and through
honorable man, was only a bit older than our father, and as a child, had taught our father the love of
order. He was the only surviving intimate friend that our father still had in the hometown. He found a
previous school mate and playmate, who was now a cow owner. But closer than he was his sister, who
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upon hearing the news that he was there, hurried to see him. Oh what a greeting that was! What had the
many years brought for them?! Time had so changed them both that at first they didn’t recognize each
other. How painful he found the losses of members of the family. His mother had died long ago and his
brothers had died, and they lay now in the cemetery.
As a true thankful son, he had a gravestone installed for his mother, and arranged to have her remains
protected for many years to come. (Note: in Germany it is customary to reuse plots after a given time.)
With which eyes and feelings he viewed the family home where he grew up, and the gristmill where his
father had worked, and all the places where he had spent time in his childhood. So many long-forgotten
memories came back to the old man. Yes, his entire past, in joy and happiness, as in pain and sadness
returned to his soul again as if it were yesterday.
Then, memories and experiences, old and new alike, were dredged out of this man who had journeyed
for many years. The stories went on endlessly and it was hard to imagine how many people stormed the
Hoffmann’s house from such a small town as Gebesee.
The cousin Koenig, although he had little family relationship remaining, an honorable, well-off man,
who supported his poor sister also here and there, had given a helping hand and many contributions to
the present church. Everyone wanted to have the honor to host the regal guest and his daughters - there
was a large number of nieces and nephews, who almost overdid their hospitality and almost fed us to
death, had we not controlled ourselves.
Our relatives, good, honest, generous people, were almost all country people and at that time were
needed to tend the fields. Therefore, our father shortened our stay there, only a bit. So, we made our
departure. Now, this meant goodbye and that they would next meet in the “better world!” Our father, as
we left, turned to the large number of people who were crying and said “Children, don’t make my heart
heavy.”
On our way to Erfurt and Gebesee we visited Kassel, the birthplace of Elisabeth, who had described it to
him in exact detail, so it wasn’t hard for him to locate the house in which she was born, and the guest
house of her uncle on the Fulda “Zur Stadt Schmalkalden” where she experienced her difficult
childhood years. But, there were no longer any close relatives of Elisabeth still living there.
With that, our stay in Germany came to an end. The goals had been attained and we now headed back
to our beloved Saint Petersburg. How happily Johann would have been to have found an alternative to
the sailing ship voyage, but at that time (1852-3) there still was no railroad service between Berlin and
Petersburg, so there was no choice but to take the ship back from Szczecin, Poland to St. Petersburg.
The joy of the reunion of our parents and we children was extraordinary. There was an unending
relating of stories, and no one tired of hearing them. Life resumed its normal pace after that, and
everyone was indescribably happy to have us back.
With his advanced age, his strength and energy were considerably diminished. He didn’t complain
often about it because he feared that we would suffer for it. Therefore, he simply became less strict and
more verbal. In his last years, he concerned himself more often with his relationship to God, whether he
had pleased and honored God in life. Himself cheerful and content, he didn’t like to see others around
him otherwise. He loved to joke with his grandson, George Schultze, who he had raised after the death
of George’s father.
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Johann and Elisabeth went in the year 1855 to the
villa at Oranienbaum (now Lomonosov - the palace
at Oranienbaum, which survived WWII, is now a
museum.) Surrounded by his loving family,
Johann fully took advantage of the opportunity.
Often he took the boys for walks in the nearby
forest and cut walking sticks for them. They had
an open view of the neighboring Kronstadt
(previously a fortress on an island in the Finnish
Sea and where Elisabeth changed ships upon her
trip from Germany to St. Petersburg in 1813.) His
son, David, created a painting of that scene during
that time that showed Johann standing looking out,
while Elisabeth sat on a bench in a garden with her
knitting in her hand. That painting is now in the
possession of our brother Leopold.

Johann’s grandson, Georg Schultze and his wife,
Henriette (Papmehl) who was also his first cousin,
daughter of Henriette and Eduard Papmehl.

On July 26, 1855 came their 38th wedding
anniversary. The house was decorated with flowers
and the noon meal so richly served that their hearts ran over with gratitude. However, our father
prophesied that it would be the last one for them. And, unfortunately, in that he had not erred, for on
February 1 of the following year (1856) he suddenly became ill with a heart attack which eventually
lead to his death.

Oh what a day of horror that was, totally unexpectedly, for such dark clouds to land over our happy
house. How great was the confusion when, as we, each busy with his or her work, the call for help came
out of the bedroom from our mother. Her words were “father has had a heart attack.” Oh, how different
it had been just an hour before at 1 pm.
I see still how our father, after he left us to take his afternoon nap, soon returned and sat down on a stool
to take some pills, which normally helped his pain. Then he went back to bed to recover, without
success. So, he stood up, but took a bad fall, when mother became aware of it and went to help him.
She didn’t notice his condition at first and tried to help him stand up. She screamed when she realized
that his entire left side was paralyzed.
He lay in bed from the first to the 18th of February in stable condition. He was conscious and conversant
and without pain. It was then that he began to feel pain and wanted it to end soon. On February 23rd,
1856, he got his wish. The funeral procession of friends, family and others stretched from his home to
the cemetery when he was buried on March 1, 1856.
Elisabeth ended 38 years of happiness in marriage. With the death of Johann she was a broken widow at
the coffin and grave of her husband. But, surrounded by the love of her five daughters, a son and a
grandson (George Schultze), who stayed at home in her time of need, took care of things for her, and
encouraged her to go on with her life, she quickly responded. With the same love and respect, the
married children and their spouses rallied to her support and enjoyed her intelligence and wisdom.
She put the business in the hands of her widowed daughter Wilhelmine and since things were going
well, she also gave up her work in the business.
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Elisabeth travels
In 1858, her calm life was interrupted by a trip that our mother made with her daughters Emilie and
Dora, and with Marie Papmehl. The reason for it mainly was concerning news from her son David, who
was living in Nürnberg. She couldn’t rest until she saw him with her own eyes. David was a frail child,
who, according to a physician would not live past his 30th year, which he had already passed (he was
now 34 years old.) So, she was even more concerned because he complained of coughing and chest
pains. As he also suffered now and then from stomach problems, it didn’t seem like a good idea to
bring him to St. Petersburg, which necessitated a sea voyage. So, her trip began on a nice June day. On
the bank of the Neva, she climbed aboard a ship and anticipated a nice four-day trip to Rostock. From
there she made her way to Hamburg, and finally to Ems, where she met David, who had been sent there
by his physician.
To her great joy, she found his condition better than she had anticipated. After a span of six weeks,
which she spent with him, the trip took on the character of a pleasure trip, which she enjoyed
completely. She took in everything worthy of seeing with a great sense of joy and interest. Her interest
in everything beautiful and noble, all in nature, art, science, and historical, was as keen in the 61 year
old woman as when she was a young woman. She saw the Memel, the Elbe, the Main, the Rhein, the
Neckar, the Fulda, the Spree with their cities on their banks. She was in Stuttgart, Nürnberg, München,
and Bergtesgaden, the highpoint of the Bavarian Alps.
She made a side trip to the hometown of her father and of her mother (Bad Wildungen.) She visited two
cousins on her father’s side and was received with open arms. But, nowhere did she feel less at home as
in the place where she was born (Kassel). Her memories of her childhood affected her so much that she
wanted to be alone to let the tears flow to release her emotions. But, nevertheless, she was drawn to
Kassel where she visited the original house of her grandparents, which in her time became a bakery,
brewery, and an Inn. Since she already knew (from Johann’s trip) that the last of the family that she
knew was dead, she didn’t waste time searching for them. She did, however, ask an unknown woman
about the only friend that she would like to have seen, only to find that she had died a few weeks before.
Through unforseen forces, the trip stretched out until November 4, but what a reunion we had upon her
return. I remember being breathlessly running toward the oncoming Post Wagon when I saw her
crossing the bridge.
In the meantime, her youngest daughter had fallen in love with Eduard Papmehl, and she was very
impatiently awaiting the return of our mother in order to immediately announce it to her. A few
comments from me made our mother accept the situation. The marriage, however, brought both joy and
sorrow for us, for after three happy years of marriage, she died. Also, she had two small children, who
were now motherless. However, after one year, the next to the last daughter, Florentine, married the
same Eduard Papmehl and they had 5 more children together.
At the request of her son Leopold, Elisabeth was again traveling, this time to Germany. At 66 years old,
in 1863, she undertook a trip for the 3rd time, this time she took us along. The trip took us to Germany,
Switzerland, France, and to the distant Menton (The French Riviera.) Those of us who know the
exciting Menton, would find it difficult to represent the incomparable beauty and to be able to describe
it in print. But, even there, our mother wasn’t safe from pursuit, for she learned from a letter she
received on November 19th, that Georg Philipp Weber, a son of her cousin, Eitel Moritz Weber, sought
the hand of her daughter Emilie. She approved with joy and trust and let it be known of her great joy
about her last son-in law and the luck of her daughter.
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So, one after the other, the daughters married. The son
Emanuel, who chose to be an artist, went for advanced
education in Düsseldorf, and later to Italy. The grandson,
George Schultze, entered into a profession and so our
mother was now alone with her daughters Wilhelmine and
me (Julie.)
Leopold “Sugar King” moves to Bonn
Leopold, in 1867, bought a mansion in Bonn (later named
Villa Hammerschmidt, presently, in 2007, the home of the
president of Germany) and settled there and invited
mother to visit him there. Since the visit was in the
summer of 1868 and was a good time, she took us along
and we all spent a few months there. On the return trip,
she took a detour to Nürnberg to visit her son David, who
had married in 1860. Everywhere she enjoyed her
children and grandchildren. Also the year 1871 she
traveled to Bonn again to attend the silver anniversary of
Georg Philipp Weber, photo taken in 1849.
our brother Leopold. Oh what days those were of happy,
He was the father of the Roseburg
pleasant company and yet also serious visits.
immigrants, George and Moritz.
That, however, was the last time that mother saw Germany. Here after, she only made it to Gut
Trostianez, which Leopold purchased in 1874, and that she described in words and pictures in all it
splendor. There, she was so at home that she could find her way in the dark. No wonder that she didn’t
complain about the long unpleasant trip there and back.
Then she heard that her son Emanuel, who lived in Sorrento, Italy was ill. I (Julie) was sent to bring
him back from Honnef am Rhein, where he made it to.
Note: Julie brought Emanuel from Honnef to Berlin. There, her sister Emilie, with her husband
Georg Philipp Weber and their son, Leopold, who was seven years old at the time, helped her to
bring Emanuel back to St. Petersburg. The Webers took the opportunity to visit Leopold
Koenig, the ‘Sugar King’ at his home in Bonn, Germany on that trip.
Mother held her tears as the wagon carrying Emanuel entered into the courtyard. She hadn’t seen him
for three years and he was reduced to a skeleton. She greeted him with the friendliness and joy that only
a mother is capable of. He was dying, but he was astounded that she was not horrified at his appearance
and was grateful. He lived another six weeks under the eyes of his mother and thanked God for the time
with her and for the care that his sisters gave him.
In Katherinenhof, where we had lived since some years at the wish of Leopold, he died on October 10,
1873. Our mother was so weak from the pain and suffering that she couldn’t participate in the funeral
procession, but rather only attended the service in the St. Katharinen Church on October 17, 1873.
The so-painful loss was followed in one and a half years, when she heard on April 15, 1875, that her
granddaughter Charlotte Schultze (daughter of Charlotte (Koenig) and Johann Nikolaus Schmidt), had
died unexpectedly. Our mother had just seen her a few days earlier. She had married Friedrich Schultze
three years prior to her death.
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Now began the days in which she began to say more and more often that she didn’t enjoy living any
longer and began to consider selling the four-story family home. She suggested it to Leopold, who
bought it at a price very favorable to us. He believed it would please her to have it renovated, which
was completed in 1876. However, he was very disappointed when she showed little interest when he
took her to show the renovated house to her.
We began to notice that she didn’t drink her coffee in the morning, and to our horror, one day we saw
that her face was lopsided, and that she spoke not so clearly. She had not looked at herself in a mirror
for some time, but she noticed also her speech problem which she attributed to an infected tooth, which
she wanted to have extracted immediately. That gave us the opportunity to call a physician, who pulled
the tooth under heavy bleeding. Although she earlier had been told that her weakness was caused by an
unknown disease for which she had not yet found the proper medicine, she now took the medicine
without argument. She walked around, assisted by us, but she was shocked when she finally looked at
herself in a mirror. She described herself as hideous. But, it didn’t bother her after that, and her speech
improved and her face returned to normal. Her spirit remained clear and fairly fresh, her hearing
unaffected, and her vision remained so sharp that her much younger sister was astounded by it. She did,
however, use reading glasses.
Her feet and legs, however were not so good and she couldn’t walk well. She used support hose, but her
knees still wobbled. We either assisted her walking or used a wheel chair.
But, while it gave us great joy to take care of her, and to repay our debt of gratitude to her, she bitterly
complained about her dependence on us. The life which she otherwise loved, began to be a burden to
her which she more and more wanted to come to an end. We heard more often the words “Oh how long,
how long will my heart beat until I come to you.” That was the expression with which she expressed
her longing to return home to her lord. She saw herself returning to her husband, our father, and in her
last few months expressed it inwardly and outwardly.
When on April 19th she ended her 80th year of life, she hardly took note. She slept almost the entire day
such that all of the family members who came to visit her were not able to see her.
We noticed the Angel of Death knocking at the door and sent word to Leopold in Bonn, who decided to
make a final visit to see his mother. As he began the journey, we feared that she would die before he
arrived. But, it appeared that she was holding on until he arrived, for only a few hours after he arrived,
she passed away. We, however, stood there as if something mysterious had happened. As he
approached her deathbed, she stopped moaning as long as Leopold silently put his hand on her head.
When he tried to pull it back, she began to moan again until he put it back. Finally, there were a few
more deep breaths and she was gone. She died on Saturday morning, May 14, 1877. She was
transferred from Katherinenhof, where she died, to the vault in St. Katharinen church, and then on the
22nd from the church to the Wolkowa cemetery.
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Eitel Moritz Weber: Court Baker of the Czar
This chapter is a slightly-abbreviated translation of a chapter From a farmer’s son in Niederwildungen
to the Court Baker of the Czar of a book written by Leopold Weber with the title Auswanderer
Schicksale (Emigrants’ Fates.) Therefore, the “I” doing the speaking was Leopold Weber, and the
grandparents of whom he speaks were his paternal grandparents, Eitel Moritz Weber and Wilhelmine
(Bötz) Weber. Leopold’s maternal grandparents were Johann Georg Koenig and Elisabeth Gertrude
(Weber) Koenig. His parents were Georg Philipp Weber and Emilie (Koenig) Weber. In parentheses
are the maiden names of his grandmothers.
Foreword by Leopold Weber
I don’t know my ancestry in the formal sense of the word, but I am nevertheless just as proud of my
forefathers as one would be if he could trace his family tree back to Adam. For mine were pious and
industrious men and women, even when they were well off. So was my grandfather Eitel Moritz Weber,
the son of the farmer and master baker Georg Konrad Weber of Nieder-Wildungen (now called Bad
Wildungen.) I remember him as he was with us on a Saturday afternoon in St. Petersburg. He was short
with broad shoulders and had a defiant "Lutherkopf'” with a masterful farmer’s face. He would stand
thoughtful before the stove and slowly smoke a cigar. He spoke mostly in short terse sentences, but
they always carried an impact, and we children enjoyed him when he replied with impromptu riddles
and verses. The stories handed down from generation to generation maintain that the Webers had
immigrated from Holland before the 30 years war (1610-1640) although this cannot be proven. My
aunts had no doubts that we were from Holland and they based this on a saying of their father. "Argere
Dich nie, wundere Dich bloss". (don't get angry, just be amazed.) This he got from his forefathers and
such a calm and cool concept of life could only have originated from a Dutchman. (rather weak
argument in my opinion).
Eitel Moritz Weber
Eitel Moritz Weber, born on April 4, 1808 was the second
son of Georg Konrad Weber. He wasn't the last son and their
means didn't suffice to rear all the children in an equally
careful way. According to family tradition, the eldest,
Friedrich Sigismund, became the sole heir to the farm. He
was well taken care of and grew to be a tall, stately man. In
order to offset this special attention, my grandfather was
forced to carry a heavier work load than was good for him, so
that he remained very short and broad. He was the shortest of
the siblings, but never referred to this with bitterness, but
rather as a fact of nature and he learned to be very
independent. This he proved one time at the age of seven
when his parents were working with the hay. He was left to
do the housework and to watch over his youngest sister. The
sister became hungry, cried like a banshee, and Moritz also
became hungry, for the parents had left nothing for them to
eat the entire day. He didn't think long about it. He milked
the goat in the barn, as much as he could with his stubby
fingers, got flour and eggs from the storeroom, the coffee pot
from the kitchen, and in it baked an egg cake that was so hard Eitel Moritz Weber
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he had to prechew it for his little sister, but it was so delicious that they ate it to the last bite. It did,
however, give them some stomach problems. When the mother came home, he expected to be beaten
severely, but she only turned her back on him and saw that their economic measures had forced him to
help himself. So he remained at home under hard work in the fields and meadows and in the bakery
until his 13th year.
Meanwhile, Georg Wilhelm Weber, whom we have already written about in previous chapters, was a
half-brother of Eitel Moritz’s father. In 1804, after the death of his wife, he left his four young
daughters with his relatives and went to Russia. He was so successful in St. Petersburg that he soon
owned a stately bakery in the suburbs, in Smolnja, with the famous Monastery for Noble girls. There he
took another wife, Anna, of German origin and in 1814, he had his daughters travel from Kassel via
Lübeck to St. Petersburg. His success became well known amongst the relatives back in Germany.
One day the twelve-year-old Eitel Moritz's parents told him that there was no more room for him at
home, since the children were growing and their means didn't suffice to feed so many hungry mouths.
So, it would be best for him to go to Russia and see if his uncle could help him. The money for the trip
he would have to earn for himself and he shouldn't write to the uncle lest he refuse to accept him.
Quickly he saw that his father wanted him to leave, not out of lack of love, but out of necessity. So for
an entire year, the twelve-year-old boy worked every evening at the spinning wheel till late at night,
especially when the moon shone since then he required no candles. After that year he figured he had
enough money saved for the trip. Quickly, like the time he decided to bake the cake, he decided to leave
for Russia. He acquired his ship ticket from Lübeck for a place in the middeck of a sailing ship and said
good-by.
The father shook his hand and quickly went into the house, but the mother stood at the door as he left,
and as he looked back after a while, she was still standing there with her apron over her eyes. He had, as
he later related, a funny feeling inside as he left home.
The Journey to St. Petersburg
The trip by foot from Bad Wildungen to Lübeck was, in 1821, difficult for a 13 year old with short legs,
who had to find the route himself. Also in later Fall, staying overnight in barns and sheds was not at all
comfortable. But he made his way bravely and reached his destination. He finally made it to the
Lüneburger moor, where at dusk two workers came to him. He related, "These guys appeared to me like
giants, three times as tall as I, with unkempt beards and red noses and stank like wine so badly that they
appeared to have a whole jug of wine in their bellies." They slapped him in a friendly manner on the
shoulder, looked at him critically and suggested that he try his luck in the open field with them in a card
game. Moritz wanted to escape, but no one else was around to help him. He walked out quickly and
muttered that he didn't know how to play cards. The two followed him and insisted they would teach
him and soon it went so far that they explained to him that he had lost everything. They emptied all his
pockets and left him with nothing but his ticket, underwear, bible and some provisions for his trip,
whereby they smilingly disappeared into the fog. There he stood and was only happy that they hadn't
done him in.
As he was finally in Lübeck with sore feet, half starved and frozen, he crouched in his bunk on the
middeck and wondered what fate had in store for him, for he was too proud and helpless to ask the
strangers on board for help. But this didn't help the growling in his stomach. With good weather and
strong winds the sailing ship slid out of the harbor on its way, a trip that took 14 days. From the salon,
where the first-class passengers ate, came the aroma of food. The steward rushed by him busily,
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unlocked the supply room door behind him so that the boy saw a whole wonder world of sausages and
hams inside, returned and locked the door and went on his way. Then Eitel Moritz, in his weakened
condition, prayed to God to let him have at least a little from the supply room to keep him from starving.
Then sure enough, the steward returned, and this time left the door open in his hurry. He sneaked in,
grabbed a mettwurst as long as his arm, and muttered a prayer of thanks that he had been helped so
quickly. One sees from this that he had his own view in religious matters, but probably the almighty
would have smiled over the simplicity of his thinking.
On the way, the weather grew worse from day to day and finally broke into such a storm that the
passengers had to be locked in the inner room because they had become so hysterical. But my
grandfather sat calmly with his bible on his knees in all the tumult and read aloud to himself. The
situation looked bad, the sails tore before they could be taken down, the ship responded no longer to the
controls and danced wildly with the raging wind. The sailors reeled about on the deck as though they
were knocked about by a giant's fist and as one of them paused to recover his breath by the door to the
mid deck, above the howling and raging of the storm, he heard the screams of the doubtful passengers
and their shaking and bouncing around in between; however he heard, when the storm momentarily
silenced, the clear voice of a boy reciting in an assured tone, "Send your hand Lord, from above and
save us from the great water, give us help in this emergency, for we are helpless." The sailor, hearing
this, gained courage, returned to the deck and as the storm subsided, and after the sail was restored to
order, related to the Captain what he had heard. The Captain invited the boy to his table and held a
speech in his honor. "This boy has shamed your fear with his security and confidence." Afterwards he
asked the boy about his situation, and Moritz reported everything accurately, only the incident with the
mettwurst he kept quiet out of caution since he was of the opinion that it was not achieved by him alone,
and he didn't know if the Captain would be convinced of the Lord's part in it.
From that time on, he sat at the Captain’s table all the time. He had Moritz give him the address of his
uncle in St. Petersburg and when they landed, he took the boy, who was without a penny and who spoke
no Russian, in a carriage there. Since that time Moritz put more weight in his Bible.
The (half) uncle, Georg Wilhelm Weber, wondered what he was supposed to do with such a midget who
had unexpectedly appeared, and the journeymen bakers who had assembled around the two dissimilar
relatives, ridiculed whether it was the task for Christians to teach such a flea a trade. But my
grandfather threw back his head, and showing self confidence said, “Der Floh kann springen, Und mir
wird's gelingen!” (The flea can jump, and I will succeed!). With that he had won the first round, but it
didn't make it easy for him. Georg Wilhelm’s youngest daughter had related, as an old woman, after
Eitel Moritz’s death, how she had pitied him when he had to drag two 50 pound weights to the ovens to
raise himself up so that he could reach the back with his short arms. Also he did his own wash by hand
and hung it in a hidden corner of the bakery to dry, since he was embarrassed for people to see how few
things he had and how holey his shirts and socks were.
Things improved with the years, as he moved up from apprentice to a respected associate baker, but
when he wanted to make his master grade in order to become independent, he was such a valuable
worker to his uncle that he didn’t pass him on his exam. So Moritz had to work longer as an associate
baker. But the uncle couldn't put him off very long, and when Moritz attempted the second time, he had
to pass him with full honors.
From then on, it all went well for him. He opened his own bakery and soon he was able to enlarge it,
then he moved it into the city center. His patronage grew from both the rich and the poor and the short,
wide master baker was liked not only because of his good wares, but also because of his personality, by
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his own countrymen as well as by the Russians who enjoyed his kind, and sensed in him an appreciation
of the things they also liked. He never withheld his opinion and criticized severely things that he didn't
like, corresponding to his temperament. So once he sent to one of his relatives whose greediness
angered him, a long, enticing looking sausage as a New Year's Greeting. As he excitedly cut it open,
straw and hard stones came out with a verse:
"Freund denke dran, es ist ein Graus:
So schaut's in deiner Seele aus!
(Friend, think about it, it is a horror:
That’s how it looks in your soul!)
Yes, he could be pretty blunt, the master-baker Weber, but there were always counter-examples, and
finally his semmel (rolls) and bretzen appeared all over, even the Czar Nicholaus himself, the proud
Ruler of all Russians, wanted his french bread, the so called "Französischen Bulki" for breakfast every
morning. But once it almost caused his doom. "With the Czar", he related, "one could not fool around.
Before one knew what was happening, one could be on a sled destined for Siberia. Now, one morning
very early as I went to my bakery, I was summoned to the Winter Palace. There sat the Czar with a wild
countenance, in his golden seat and held a broken Bulki (some kind of a roll) open before my nose. In it
was a black bug that in Bad Wildungen we call a Schwaben, solidly baked in." "What is that?" he asked
angrily ''you damned baker you." “Now fearful for my life, I didn't have time to think, and my heart
almost jumped into my throat. Heaven help me I thought, I grabbed the bug and gulped it down. A
raisin, your Kaiserly Majesty! I said calmly. Then the Czar began to laugh so hard that I thought he
would choke.” "You are a man of many talents!” he said, “but be careful, if I find another such raisin in
my Bulki it will be bad news for you!!” “With that he shook his finger at me. Since then he always
smiled a bit when he drove by our shop, and I make a bow at the door."
So it was then that the little guy became a Court Baker, and a man whose fortunes grew from year to
year. Then the women got together and decided that Moritz must make his life complete through one of
them. As was his way, however, he had already independently looked around.
The baker Bötz, of East Elbe origin, was a tall hard-working man, without a special love of Spiritual
pressures. His daughter Wilhelmine, on the other hand, was a fragile, plump, lively thing with nutbrown hair and apple-red cheeks, bright blue eyes and a heritage of Swedish blood from her mother
who immigrated over Finland to St. Petersburg. This Minchen (as she was called) preferred to read
German poetry than to stand in the store. All her pocket money she converted into books, and in her
diary she entered verses from the historians and poets that inspired her. In the summertime she often
hustled past Moritz's house on the way to visit a girlfriend of hers. He sat then in shirt sleeves on a
bench in front of the door with a cigar in his mouth, saw her from a distance coming and watched her
after she walked by until she turned the corner, which of course from the power of femininity she
noticed without having to have eyes in the back of her head. This she took as admiration and she was
convinced that the master baker must be a perceptive man and he began after awhile greeting her with
verses which she, in her old age, could still relate from memory. They weren't too difficult, like:
"Wohin so geschwind - Wie der Wind - Schoenes Kind” (where are you going so quickly - like
the wind - beautiful child) or still shorter "Ei, ei, Schon vorbei ! O Wei! (Oh, oh, already gone
by, Oh darn!)
after which she couldn't, because of politeness, turn her head towards the gallant verse-maker and laugh.
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As master-baker Bötz's wife got wind of his attempt to get
closer to Wilhelmine, she was at first perplexed at his lack
of respect for her right as matchmaker, but then decided to
take over the game. Eitel Moritz’ uncle's wife (Georg
Wilhelm Weber’s 2nd wife, Anna) collaborated with
Wilhelmine's mother and it was arranged for Moritz to be
formally invited to the Bötz's for dinner, where the whole
thing could be tested under the observation of both parents
to see if they were suited to each other, and where the lady
could lead matters to a happy conclusion. But here again
Moritz broke with tradition and showed the strategic
capabilities of Alexander the Great, who with one stroke
of the sword cut the Jordan knot. As Wilhelmine entered
before the complete assembly of guests, he stood up,
strode to her in front of the baffled guests and gave her a
resounding kiss, whereby the finely laid plans went down
the drain, since the girl showed no shock, but blushingly
and laughingly wiped her mouth.
It was a good marriage, perhaps because they were so
different in nature, the outwardly sober and calm Moritz
was full of quaint witticisms, and the lively woman was
enthusiastic about everything beautiful. Attending theater Wilhelmine (Bötz) Weber, wife of Eitel
and concerts, was for her, the highest form of
Moritz Weber.
entertainment, but he kidded her about such things and
was close with the money, so she allowed herself to invade the cash register in order to fulfill her
desires. That he suffered in silence so that he could also do a few things of his own.
The Children of Eitel Moritz and Wilhelmine
Their oldest, Georg Philipp, slim and tall, over 5' 11", took after his uncles in Bad Wildungen while the
5 following sisters, short and plump, took after their father, and were, by the way, in old age, still nice
looking women.
The children of Eitel Moritz and Wilhelmine are given in the descendant list below with whatever
information was available. Reval is now Tallinn, and a +sign means ‘married.’
Eitel Moriz Weber, b. April 04, 1808 in NeiderWildungen, Waldeck, Germany. D. Oct. 14, 1876 in
Wiesbaden, Germany. + July 12, 1831 in St. Petersburg to Wilhelmine Bötz, b. April 04, 1811 in St.
Petersburg. d. Sept. 15, 1877 in Reval (Tallinn, Estonia). Their children were:
Georg Philipp, b. May 08, 1832 in St. P. D. April 18, 1882 in St. P. + Oct. 18, 1864 in St. P. to
Emilie Koenig, b. Nov. 21, 1834 in St. P. d. July 05, 1914 in Dresden, Germany.
Katharine, b. Jan. 09, 1834 in St. P. + Aug. 12, 1858 in St. P. to Johann Eckhardt, b. Aug. 27,
1812 in Mitau. d. Mar. 03, 1874 in Wiesbaden, Germany.
Emilie, b. Nov. 21, 1835 in St. P.. D. Feb. 23, 1908 in St. P. + July 12, 1860 in St. P. to
Hermann Korpus, b. Oct. 14, 1835. d. Sept. 28, 1879 in St. P.
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Charlotte Anna, b. Jan. 19, 1837 in St. P. d. May 09, 1925 in Dorpat. + Oct. 13, 1862 in St. P.
to Johann Woldemar Ferberg, b. Jan. 16, 1832 in Reval, Estonia, d. Jan. 18, 1882 in Reval.
Johanna, b. June 25, 1839 in St. P., d. Dec. 12, 1908. + Oct. 11, 1871 in Reval to Hugo
Konstantin Ferberg, b. Nov. 07, 1834 in Reval. d. June 06, 1900
Marie, b. Dec. 20, 1844 in St. P. d. Dec. 12, 1915 in Reval, Estonia. + Mar. 30, 1871 in St. P.
to Hugo Gonsen, b. Feb. 16, 1838 in Reval, Estonia, d. Feb. 14, 1913 in Reval.
As the daughters all were married and the son hesitated to take over the bakery, despite it's being a
goldmine, Moritz sold his bakery without regret when he reached 60 years old and settled in a friendly
farmhouse on the edge of Reval (where George Ernst Weber was born in 1872, now Tallinn, Estonia), a
city on the Finnish Sea with its Medieval stone walls and manned towers, whose oldest was called "Kiek
in de Koek" because from there at noon, one supposedly could watch the women at work cooking.
There he lived comfortably as he wanted, had horses, cows, chickens, geese, and ducks and enjoyed his
grandchildren who visited with their parents during vacation time. We children (Leopold, Heinrich,
Moritz, George, and Elisabeth, the five children of Georg Philipp and Emilie (Koenig) Weber) took to
him very lovingly. There we had more freedom than under the eyes of our strict father. We could play
in the barn, garden, or meadows, and go walking hand in hand with grandfather. This was wonderful for
me for then I heard stories from him who was normally so quiet. We returned regularly to a bakery
where I got a foot-long Brezel (sort of huge pretzel) as a reward for good behavior. Besides that, he let
us ride in a tiny wagon drawn by little horses and only seldom did he refuse. To be feared, only toward
the week-end, was his scratchy beard, that he liked to tease us with by rubbing our cheeks, for he held to
the old farming custom of shaving only once a week and that was on Saturday afternoon.
All the poetry of life, however, was embodied in my Grandmother, who was always lively, talkative and
friendly with her red cheeks and shiny blue eyes. My greatest childhood pleasure was to hear her softly
relate fairy tales and biblical tales so vividly that one really believed them. Also I felt a double claim to
her since she was also my Godmother and she was very close to me, for I was the eldest of her son's
children, and had to her amazement, learned to make verses before I learned the letters of the alphabet.
She hoped that I would become another Goethe or Schiller to the German people, a goal which I have
not, despite a lot of effort, been able to fulfill.
Eventually Grandfather began to suffer from old age. His feet would swell, probably from standing so
much by the baking oven in his earlier years. He had trouble breathing, he had constantly an irritated
cough so that he no longer went to Church. "I don't want to bother the people with my coughing" said
he, and remained at home on Sunday and read from the Bible. Finally at the urgent request of his
physician, he traveled to Wiesbaden, Germany for a cure. But no mineral water could help him now.
After a few months, he died there in the summer of 1874, calmly by Gods will, as he lived, and was
buried in German soil.
Now the people believed it was the day of freedom for his wife and that she would catch up on all of her
poetic and social leanings uninhibited, but they had figured wrong. The restrictive bridle was taken
away, but also simultaneously the guiding hand that he had provided. That she couldn't bear, and all
desire to live left her. One year after the departure of the grandfather, she lay on her deathbed in Reval.
I was there as a 9 year old boy and could not believe it was the same face that had so warmly smiled at
me and now so coldly stared at me with the look of death. The body was, according to her last wish,
taken to Wiesbaden and placed at the side of her husband.
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In St. Petersburg, however, more Webers came in all the time. All of Moritz's brothers in Bad
Wildungen had moved to my grandfather, became well off and sent their children to colleges, but didn't
forget their homeland. My great-uncle Friedrich Sigismund Weber, the eldest of the siblings, founded
the "Weber Kindergarten" there in Bad Wildungen, which still exists. So, I grew up in an entire colony
of cousins, and to that came also a large number of relatives from my mother's side (who was Emilie
Koenig, the daughter of Johann Georg Koenig)
Written by Dr. Leopold Weber (1866-1944): Leopold mysteriously disappeared in 1944 as he rode the
train to visit a friend south of Munich. His body was never found. It was assumed that he was
assassinated for his opposition to Hitler.
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Georg Leopold Koenig: The Sugar King
Georg Leopold Koenig, who went by ‘Leopold’ was a
maternal uncle of George Ernst and Moritz Julian
Weber. He was the brother of Emilie (Koenig) Weber.
Although the Oregon Webers are not direct descendants
of Georg Leopold Koenig, he was a major player in
their lives and to understand the Weber and Koenig
families in Russia and Germany one needs to know
about him. His wealth, his character, and his influence
had an impact on everyone in our family from about
1850 until the Russian Revolution in 1918 when the
family lost everything. Furthermore, the story from a
purely historical perspective is interesting and it tells us
a lot about the lives, the times, and the character of the
Germans in our family.
The following text is a shortened translation of the
book: Georg Leopold Koenig: 1821-1903. No author
is given, but the book was published in the year 1903.
In the book is the statement “Only published for the
family” and it was published in Germany by Jakob
Hegner in Hellerau.
Georg Leopold Koenig, “The Sugar King.”
On the 17th of December 1903, a remarkable man,
Georg Leopold Koenig, died in St. Petersburg. The fifteen- year-old baker’s son began to earn his daily
bread by hard physical work as a sugar-refiner apprentice, and he ended his life as one of the greatest
Russian industrialists of his time and as owner of refineries and extensive property, all of which was lost
in the Russian revolution a few years later.
In all of the huge changes in his exterior circumstances, however, inwardly he remained unchanged and
true to himself. As an old and dying man, who at the end of his powerful life’s work, when asked how
he was feeling, he simply replied “schlecht und gerecht (bad, as it should be!)” In his innermost soul, he
was the same person as the young man who, instead of complaining to his mother about his grueling
work and his calloused hands, displayed them with pride and happiness.
Leopold was a German of the pure and powerful type. His father Johann Georg Koenig, a miller’s son,
came from the town of Gebesee by Erfurt. The young married couple, Johann and Elisabeth Koenig had
their small business near the center of the city. The baker’s sign, two golden lions with ring and crown
on a blue background, hung on the street. The heat from the baking oven flowed through the two rooms
where they lived, and from the small bakery room, the customers were engaged through a sheet metal
sliding window from which they had to order outside on the street.
There, on the 13th of November, 1821, their third child and their first son, Georg Leopold Koenig,
known as Leopold, was born. His mother related later, happily and proudly, how early he had
established his self sufficiency. As a small child, he crawled out of the wash basket, which at the time
was used as a crib, without anyone knowing, in order to look around the apartment until he had seen it
all. At six years old, he fell in love with a neighbor girl named Rosalie, and immediately announced
determinedly to his father his intent to marry her. Of course, not everything worked out the way he had
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planned.
A greater indicator of his powerful entrepreneurial sense or spirit occurred when he, at thirteen years
old, had been instructed by a baker about the properties of an umbrella, climbed to the roof of a barn and
with an opened umbrella, with the solid expectation that he would fly, jumped to the courtyard below.
Luckily, he only sustained minor injuries.
Slender, but muscular and sinewy, with bright eyes and brown curly hair, the boy was humorous, and,
occasionally in an way that sometimes angered others. On dark winter evenings, he often would knock
on the sliding door of German bakers, and when they responded with “What’s that?” he would ask,
mimicking the Russians, “Do you have bread?” When the answer came back “Yes”, he would say
“Thank God!” and leave quickly.
In both schools that he attended consecutively, the best that his parents could afford, he was loved by his
teachers, since he learned easily and gladly. His classmates of the “better” citizens, at first, of course,
watched the son of a baker with envy and sometimes were scornful. But, he soon consciously and
energetically defended himself and upon a comment by one of his classmates such as “The baker boy
with the bread is here,” he yelled loudly from the door into the classroom “Not the baker boy, but the
son of Mr. Koenig.”
At home he received the strict upbringing of serious loving parents. There reigned reverence and
respect - the respect of the man of the house, against whose word there was no contradiction. The
respect for work, the coworkers in their white aprons, the “Mosjos”, were the first concern of the
woman of the house. Above all, however, was the reverence for the eternal, and more than just Sunday
services, brotherhood and family prayers. The father set an example: by all the cheerfulness of his
being, by all happiness with which he trafficked and even played with the children, he never entered a
doorway without removing his hat and quietly praying to himself. The mother, however, depended with
all of her soul and love on her son, who in all outward manners and gestures was like her. Would she
fulfill her childhood dream through him?
In 1837, fifteen year old Leopold saved their lives and property. The family had already moved with
their many children to a better home in Wassili Ostrow, the German section. There on the 17th of April,
the single story house in which they worked and lived caught fire. Leopold and his siblings were
trapped inside, and since there was no apparent way out, he broke out a window with a chair and helped
the others out. He even went back to rescue another sister.
At that time, at fifteen years old, he was ready to begin a profession. At first he wanted to become a
builder and had already studied drawing at the Academy for Visual Arts. Then one day he suddenly
declared that he wanted to become a sugar refiner. He had heard a voice at night that had told him to,
the same voice that for the rest of his life would become his faithful advisor in every important decision.
It became the voice of his inner strength and his innermost instincts, which came to him from deep in
his subconscious, from his active imagination, or it spoke to him from an external, higher will to his
sensitive ears.
On April 9th 1837, Leopold became an apprentice to Karl August Papmehl, an old friend of his father’s
whom he had met in Posen, Preussia (now Poznán, Poland.) His father allowed him to leave the home
with the admonition “Don’t enter into your life each day without first praying Lord bless my work!
Then you will succeed in everything.” And Leopold attributes always his enormous success in life to
the fact that he applied that advice to all of his activities. Karl A. Papmehl, with whom he first began
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his apprenticeship, had traveled a good part of the way to St. Petersburg with Leopold’s father, Johann
Georg Koenig. They were fellow bakers from Poznán, and Karl later had taken a job in the sugar
refinery in St. Petersburg on the advice of Johann Georg Koenig because he hadn’t been successful in
his bakery business there. Then later, he himself, owned a successful refinery in an at-the-time little
developed part of the city. Of course the refinery wasn’t big, and compared to the general standards of
the time, it was primitive with regard to using manpower rather than machines. It was there that the
slender apprentice, Leopold, along with the other workers, went to work at 1 am and worked
continuously until 6 pm: In those 17 hours, there was only one single pause at noon, and the work was
hard.
The refinery essentially consisted of a chemical-mechanical process to extract the brown sugar by first
putting the sugar cane in boiling water to dissolve out the sugar, then filtering out the residue to obtain
the pure sugar. In glowing heat and bad air, in cramped space, the filtered brown sugar was brought to a
boil in open vats. The thick mass had to be constantly stirred using long stir sticks, which required no
small amount of strength and endurance.
There, the slightly built young man soon had hands full of blisters and callouses and in winter when he
came out of the refinery soaked with sweat, steam rose in the cold air from him and fell back on him as
ice on his collar.
His mother quietly wept about the hard life Leopold was leading. His “better” school chums, who
during this time had taken more comfortable jobs in stores and offices, shrugged their shoulders over the
“slaving” that he had to endure. Leopold, however, remained unshaken in his choice of profession and
was undaunted as he often gritted his teeth and said “sink or swim!” And, he remained enthusiastic, for
in spite of the pain that he felt in his body, he felt the joy of his inner strength constantly growing. So,
he gained spiritually by all of the hard work and suffering.
Of course, reading books, studying abstract fields or aesthetics was not his thing, but he enthusiastically,
consciously, and instinctively followed everything that concerned his profession. He followed the
sparse news from the sugar beet industry in the south of Russia that was barely visible at the time, but
which would later develop into the greatest contribution to the industry. His mother had to cook sugar
beets for him at home so he could get hands-on experience about every bit of news.
After five years, he was finished with his apprenticeship and ready for the first step of his chosen
profession. Since Karl Papmehl at the time was dying, the wealthy and experienced man shocked the 20
year old, not yet of age and without financial means, by asking him to care for his children after his
death.
In 1842, Leopold had saved enough money from his salary that he proudly was able to give his parents a
silver goblet for their silver wedding anniversary. A few months before, suddenly his master Karl
Papmehl, as he predicted, had died of a heart attack and Leopold had to find a new job because the
refinery had been already contracted to be sold at his death. He then, a master himself, became a
technical leader of an important large refinery in the outer southwestern part of the city. The owner, the
rich industrialist Prokofij Iwanowitsch Ponomareff, an older man with a powerful white full beard, who
dutzed (spoke informally to) all of his employees in a patriarchal manner, had at first hesitated to trust
such a responsible position to one so young, but after a few years he was happy to give Leopold a raise
at every opportunity.
In the meantime, from the slender and small boy, a medium-height, powerful young man had developed,
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who had taken advantage of every one of the few free hours that his work had left him to go in every
direction. He sailed after work on the Neva out into the Finnish Sea. In fact, as his savings increased,
he bought his own sailboat, dog, and his own horse. And as a dancer at the unpretentious balls of the
German craftsmen and merchants, he was well respected, and with his uncomplicated joy, he enthused
the entire company. Even at that, he, who had to be back at 1 am to work, promptly took his leave from
the fun-loving circle at the strike of 10 pm.
And, his economic situation had improved so much that he could consider getting married. Even as an
apprentice he had been fond of his master’s eldest daughter Karoline Papmehl. Now he approached her
in his decisive, direct way. He proposed and announced to the surprised seventeen-year old that if she
could not decide immediately, then he was going to leave the following morning for England. She
promptly said “yes!” That was in the spring of 1846 and in June their wedding was celebrated.
In 1848, at the age of 27 years, he was far enough along
that he, who had inherited the entrepreneurial spirit of his
mother, and the prudent, deliberate spirit of his father,
made in good conscience the decision to go into business
for himself. That meant he would acquire a refinery. Of
course he couldn’t yet afford it with his own resources.
On the Wyborgerseite, in the northeast of St. Petersburg
among the wretched huts of the filthy suburb, stood a
refinery for sale at a reasonable price. The husband of his
mother’s sister, a rich tailor, confidently made the
necessary money available. His farsighted mother pushed
him to take advantage of the opportunity. In fact, she
even secretly contracted with the seller to pay him 2,000
Rubles more than he had asked for. So, the refinery was
purchased, actually against the wishes of the buyers for
27,000 Rubles rather than 25,000. But, his first step on
his own was not accompanied by good luck. In fact, it
took all of his mother’s convincing for him not to sell out
after the initial shock of a sudden plunge in the price of
sugar.
In St. Petersburg at the time, all in all, at the most, 10,833
tons of sugar were refined, and that production was
Karoline (Papmehl) Koenig, wife of the
distributed among 28 refineries, of which the largest
produced at most 722 tons annually. In other words, the Sugar King, Leopold Koenig.
sugar industry was in a very early stage of development, because the market for the city’s half million
residents and a large part of North Russia obviously could use more sugar than was being delivered. In
the industry itself, there was no great capital investment being made, which explains the annual
production of its refineries only being 722 tons, about what could be produced today (1903) in one large
refinery in two weeks.
All of the refineries were ugly, rectangular boxes with low ceilings and small window, farm huts in
comparison to the refinery “palaces” of today. They were allowed, for there was no impetus to improve
them. Also, the technical process left much to be desired. In short, the sugar refineries from a great
number of larger and smaller capitalists operated more in the sense of the “good old days” than as
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profitable and efficient businesses.
Leopold Koenig’s refinery on the
Wyborgerseite belonged to the smaller of
the mid-sized refineries with its annual
production of some 433 tons. Koenig
threw himself with all of his strength into
the finding of the most efficient utilization
of existing technology. Not for nothing
was he the son of a painfully clean and
parsimonious German craftsman. Not for
nothing had he himself spent a dozen years
in 15-hour work days over the boiling vats.
Soon his reputation spread publically for
producing especially good sugar. But also
he was lucky commercially. With his
smart, clean-shaven face, with his happy
and quick look and his characteristic
Koenig’s Sugar Refinery at the Wyborgerseite in St. P.
natural charm around his fine-lined lips,
with his alert hearing, that while he listened to those near him, at the same time he picked up on the
furthest away noise, he appeared by his nature to possess the qualities that the modern development of
the industry required.

His established good reputation as an
enterprising refinery leader, as well as his
father’s reputation as an honorable citizen
through and through, allowed him to
maintain an excellent credit line. That
freed him from having to use his own
capital to buy and sell and gave him
considerable flexibility.
Within two years he had paid off all of his
debts, and within three years he had already
outgrown his refinery. He sold it
Leopold Koenig’s home near the above refinery in St. P.
advantageously and bought one that had
twice the capacity in Ziegensumpfe in the Kolomna area of St. Petersburg where he had served his
apprenticeship. At that time he thought back on prophetic words written on the stock market “Now he is
bowing to everyone, but soon everyone will bow to him.”
Shortly thereafter, the Crimean war broke out in 1853. England sought to cut off commerce with Russia
and blockaded the import of sugar cane to Russia. As a result, the price of sugar soared to high levels.
But, most of the well-supplied refineries held back their sales in the hope of even higher prices. Koenig,
being more farsighted, sold all of his supply of sugar without regard to getting the maximum price,
which nevertheless was a windfall profit. That decision paid off handsomely, for when the blockade
was dropped suddenly and unexpectedly, the price of sugar plunged. Koenig was freshly empowered
and enriched, while most of his competitors suffered heavy losses, and a large number of them had to
close their refineries.
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In the meantime, in Germany, a new process of boiling the sugar cane in vacuum-sealed containers that
were heated by steam was being introduced to replace the cooking in open vats heated underneath by
open fires. That meant a high reduction in the required manual labor and heating energy, the capability
of getting a higher percentage of the sugar out of the cane, and a greater purity of the sugar. In addition,
it made possible an incomparably faster processing and a correspondingly greater productivity than in
an otherwise similar refinery.
In a word, here was the decisive step from hand work in the refinery to a modern industry. Also, other
men with a keen sense of business in St. Petersburg understood that too. The first to act was a
representative of the firm Molvo, who in the year 1855 had his refinery outfitted with steam. Koenig,
however, first personally traveled to Germany, not only to see the equipment with his own eyes, but also
to learn the entire process by doing it himself in the Elbseiderei in Hamburg. Koenig, the refinery
owner who now worked as a boiler master, undertook every small job with such enthusiasm that his
coworkers had no idea that he would be departing in a few months to return to being a Russian refinery
owner. Thereby, he learned and mastered the entire process in small detail that he would later
introduce, in contrast to the majority of those who hired, for better or worse, foreign experts to run their
businesses.
So, in 1855, Koenig bought a larger refinery in Katharinenhof, immediately near the powerful Waldpark
Peter the Great, and began to completely rebuild it and equip it with steam power. His ambitious
mother supported him in all of these ventures. She helped him with the move from refinery to refinery,
she oversaw his construction, and she took care of legal and business matters. His father, likewise,
watched Leopold’s progress with pride.
Then, on February 1, 1856, Leopold’s 71 year old father, in complete surprise and to the shock of his
family, suffered a heart attack. Half crippled, he lived another 14 days completely conscious and taught
his children a proper death in which he prepared longingly for death as if it were a holy completion of
his life.
At the time, however, Leopold was especially consumed by his work. He oversaw his new construction
to completion. A year after his father’s death, he gave up the Papmehl refinery in Ziegensumpfe and
opened simultaneously the new steam-powered one in Katharinenhof. There he refined within a short
time almost ten times more than he could before. But, he introduced still another highly important
upgrade to the steam process.
At the end of the 18th century, Achard, a student of the Berlin Chemist Markgraf, in his professor’s
research, had discovered that one could get crystalized sugar out of beets, and with the help of the
Prussian State, had been developing the method in a big way in Germany. The process was also known
in Russia, but the industry developed very slowly in Russia because of a lack of commerce routes with
the south, which had the black dirt that was well suited to growing the beets.
Only in about 1874, after the railroad system of the Russian Reiches was constructed, were sugar beets
delivered to refineries in large enough amounts to be sufficient for the total production in Northern
Russia. That provided the opportunity for the refinery owners to personally examine the production
capabilities of the suppliers and of the managers who had to include the harvest predictions of the beets
in their business calculations. So, at that time the sugar beet business spread and diversified in one
strike in which lively exchange relationships were established.
Again, Koenig was one of the first northern Russian industrialist to recognize and utilize the advantages
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that they offered. Already, fifteen years earlier in 1859, while the entire sugar beet production of all
Russia climbed to 72,000 tons, he alone produced 4,500 tons from beets in his refinery.
And now he arose more and more clearly into a commanding position. Already, he produced half of the
total production of St. Petersburg. The old fire refineries fought a hopeless battle for survival and
finally closed. However, also the new steam-driven refineries had to work hard to compete with the
increasing power of a new refinery. On the Wyborgerseite, separated by only one street from the
primitive little refinery in which Koenig began his own business, a powerful new refinery had risen on
the bands of the Neva. The building style had been modeled after an early Swedish church, with a large
garden and a wide courtyard. Its owner set himself in competition with Koenig, but eventually lost and
had to sell it to him. Thus, Koenig increased his production up to 18,000 tons, about 50% more than all
the 28 refineries in Petersburg had produced a few years before, he now produced in two refineries.
Then, in 1864, the Molvo company gave up business after it was damaged in a fire. The Papmehl
refinery was converted into a distillery and nothing more was heard from Ponomareff. Leopold Koenig
was the sole master of refining for as far as the Petersburg market reached. But the master was no
tyrant. He was too farsighted and too careful to raise prices in a disrespectful manner, and to cause a
revolution against him. Also, the egotism that usually goes with exploitation was foreign to his good
nature. For, it was not just a vacuous phrase, but it was his deepest life’s conviction that he expressed to
ones he knew “To me, it’s not as if all of this that I have acquired belongs to me. To me, it’s as if it has
been given to me to take care of.”
To his sons, he occasionally said “God has blessed me with wealth, but he can take it from me at any
time. Search to learn, for that alone stays. Everything else is temporary.” There he was without the
slightest ego, master over life with its suffering and troubles. With happy singing and whistling, the
“Sugar King” arose at the crack of dawn and in the evening he shed his troubles along with his clothing.
Thereby, it fulfilled him in his characteristic way with a special pride, that, as he expressed it, he was
entrusted to provide so many a living (their daily bread.) And he took care of them in the manner of a
head of household, benevolent and smart.
With the higher-level employees, he shared a certain percentage of the profits of the business. Also, in
contrast to the at-the-time normal indifference towards the workers, he tended to their working
conditions and their health. Thereby, it became a great preference to work for Koenig and the best
workers swarmed to him. Of course, he was demanding of their performance, but without unnecessary
rudeness. He had a disdain for everything crude and was against everything rough handed in his so
tender nature.
Never again had he laid a hand on anyone since in his rash youth, he pushed an impudent down a flight
of steps. True, he avoided it by scolding in a raised voice. But as he himself served as “administrator”
both in respect and passion, so he also demanded respect and passion, and for the lazy and
undisciplined, there was no place.
In his personal evolution, however, in spite of all his luck, he remained accessible, humble, and amiable.
When he moved into the Katherinenhofer House on the Waldpark, with the stately rooms and the old
massive furniture, he maintained still a humble simple lifestyle. Also, he reduced his social life when
his wife became sick and because of his own reluctance for all publicity about his family circle. His
sons, he raised with as much care as it was possible with his nature.
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In the summers, he traveled usually alone or with his family to foreign countries. He traveled to Paris
and London on business and for pleasure. German spas, the Riviera with Cannes, Nizza, and Menton,
were common goals. Thüringen with his recollections of Luther (Martin Luther studied at the university
in Erfurt, about 12 miles from his father’s hometown of Gebesee) and of his own ancestors. The Harz,
Switzerland were visited, and frequently the man sat in his favorite places of his happy childhood in
order to take in folk art and to experience local culture.
During these trips, he had, of course, many adventures. So it happened in spring of 1861, when the
steamship in which he traveled from St. Petersburg to Stettin (in 2007, Szczecin, Poland) ran into a
hurricane and almost sank. He groped his way to a seasick passenger in the cabin and said “get up,
we’re going under!” For he liked so little to talk about it, and he feared dying even less. So often he
faced death, that he, only at the bidding of a higher order, at the last moment appeared to have tried to
prevent it. As a young apprentice who bent over the glowing hot vat of sugar pulp, he once lost his
balance and only at the last moment was yanked back by a coworker. As a master, however, he could
climb through several stories of an open elevator shaft on foot while holding a burning lamp in his hand,
without injuring himself.
Koenig had eliminated every one of his competitors, but after a few years of running his refineries,
towards the end of the 1860s gradually the “sugar relationship” entered a change in the St. Petersburg
market. The expansion of the railroad system made it possible for competitors from the west and south
(Ukraine) to enter from the large refineries. Koenig realized that his monopoly would not last. Quickly
he decided in 1867, now 46 years old, to close his Katharinenhof refinery. Simultaneously, he decided
for the health of his family to move to a milder climate. He moved with his family to Bonn, Germany.
On the banks of the Rhein across the river from the legendary Seven Hills, he acquired a mansion on a
gentle slope with extensive gardens.
He was comfortable in the serene
fruit and wine rich regions, in the
industrial areas, and in the
University community of Bonn. He
established a friendship with several
professors, and he attended
colloquia on applied science such as
chemistry. He also attended
colloquia presented by professor
von Siebel on history.
In multiple modifications, he
expanded his house to the status of a
stately villa, but nevertheless, he
maintained an air of simplicity and
natural freshness that was typical of
Leopold Koenig’s Villa in Bonn, Germany. Now (2007) known
his nature. He maintained horses,
cows, hounds and other animals as as Villa Hammerschmidt, the home of the president of Germany.
though he were in the country. He
added a playhouse and small cannons, which his guests applauded when they were fired to greet the
steamers that moved up and down the Rhein in the evenings. Often he received visits from relatives and
good acquaintances. Proudly he showed them the area and happily drank good wine with the men. His
favorite saying was “work when I work, and be again happy with me,” a verse which he wrote on his
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portrait for friends and family members, he designated himself as the kind of man who loved both work
and good company.
There in Bonn, he celebrated his silver wedding anniversary in the year 1871, shortly before his 50th
birthday and just after he had experienced the German-French war in the vicinity. His now 74 year old
mother visited him for the celebration, but the wise and active old woman was only half-hearted in his
beautiful villa. And she was also half-hearted about the purchase of the stately nobleman’s estate Gut
Boekel in Westfalen, which he acquired three years later for his eldest son Karl. They were only play
things for her son and she wanted him to do greater things. In actuality, he also wanted to do new and
greater things. As a refiner and businessman, he had attained a high level of technical expertise and
competence, which was satisfactory to him, but the creative genius of the man was at work to push him
to expand his operation to produce the sugar beets for his refinery.
In southern Russia, Ukraine, where the soil
(which was called ‘black dirt’) was very rich
and fertile, the sugar business was already
being developed. Areas of black dirt
produced the beets in abundance and
everywhere high factory chimneys were
rising across the flat lands between the
quaint hills above the straw-covered mud
huts, the church steeples, and cherry trees of
the villages. Here the complete business
was developing, that is, both the sugar beets
were grown and processed there.
In the fall of 1874, Koenig acquired, in the
province of Charkov, the Manor Trostianetz,
with a distillery and a sugar refinery that
produced over 1,805 tons of sugar annually.

Gut Bökel, the home Leopold bought for his son Karl. It
later became the home of his granddaughter, Hertha
Koeing, a well-known author and poet. Today, Gut
Bökel is a German State Park. It is a Wasserschoß, that
is, a castle surrounded by a moat.

The manor Trostianetz, with it’s
land, in total spanned an area of
over 50 square miles (32,000
acres.) This huge property,
which a few years earlier had
been the property of Prince
Galitzen, was on a railroad line
between Charkov and Kiev on
the edge of the hilly land near
the great south Russian plains,
which had been for centuries the
battle ground for Tartars, Turks,
and Kosaks.
To Trostianetz, his central
focus, Koenig soon began
systematically adding new
acquisitions of land with soil

Manor Trostianetz in Ukraine. Home of Leopold Koenig in 1874.
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that would supply beets
to his factories from his
own property.
Trostianetz was, in
spite of the at-the-time
in Russia so badly
mismanaged forest and
fields, still doing
relatively well since
they were trying to
avoid the breaking up
into small farms. He
acquired the complex
of Krasnkoje, which
was for a long time a
place of beauty,
Leopold Koenig’s Refinery in Trostianetz
contained a proud
forest of several varieties of trees, of 22 square miles (14,080 acres) in a single piece, with oak and ash
trees up to 400 years old. And as for agriculture, at least at the time a few ambitious “forces” applied,
when they weren’t hampered by a lack of a farsighted management and a lack of farming resources.
Koenig’s strong point was a solid will, which included a plan and order, in which he organized them by
using the latest technologies. And immediately he put his entire effort into the activity. He gave all
areas of expertise the ‘Koenig Spirit’ of high quality craftsmen and high expectations and strict
supervision: As he drove his land, his animals, and those who cared for them even harder, so he also
stood by his word, that what they delivered to him would be compensated by generous pay, housing, and
expenses, by good stables, feed, and fertilizer, things for which his kind were widely known and praised
by most industrialists and land owners, and which won him the love and trust of his employees in spite
of all his demands.
Then he imported with a clear comprehension of the essentials, modern forest management. The
existing good but unkempt and wild stands of forest came into management. Above all, however, he
began to renew the failing and cut-down forests. All this evoked wide criticism and ridicule, for in
Russia, the forest was, in general, considered to be a natural creation and best left to the care of nature
and it appeared to them to be the height of absurdity and conceit to “plant” a forest. But Koenig did not
yield to either mockery or threat. He continued steadily, unconcerned through all ups and downs, to go
the way his “inner voice” told him to go.
For these acquisitions of her son, his old mother had full knowledge, but she couldn’t rejoice in it any
longer. In May 1877, shortly after she had celebrated her 80th birthday, she lay on her death bed. Her
son, who received a telegram from Bonn, came immediately in order to spend the last moments of her
life with her. From the moment in which he arrived to his already unconscious mother and laid his hand
softly on her forehead, was her loudest death rattle in her throat, then she took her last breath.
He himself was now close to 60 years old, but he still whistled his morning song as he arose in the
morning, and healthy to his last fiber, fresh as though right out of the bath, went the thick-set, cleanshaven man with the bright and enthusiastic face and the grey locks of hair.
In 1881, he took on a new project. In Guty, on a sugarbeet farm some 60 kilometers east of Trostianetz
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on the new railroad line, a refinery had burned to the ground. He acquired the 15 square miles of land
under favorable conditions and immediately rebuilt the refinery in the same style as his refinery in
Trostianetz. Here in Guty the typical mismanagement of land and forest had completely dominated.
However, that didn’t bother Koenig. With the same resolve and resources as in Trostianetz, he
undertook a fundamental reorganization of the farm. He created in Guty a second center of his land
acquisitions. Besides that, he established here the beginning of a new work culture of great style.
Numerous swamps decayed in the low bottom land areas of the rivers and creeks in South Russia and
poisoned the air with noxious gasses and mosquitos during the summers, so that the entire population of
some villages was chronically sickened with malaria.
Koenig began with the
recognition that here a
new pastureland was to
be gained by draining
the swamps between the
villages and the Guty
refinery via
canalization. While he
worked still in full
health, an insidious
decline in the sugar
business began in St.
Petersburg, which was
under the management
of his best coworkers
and employees. So,
Leopold Koenig’s Refinery in Guty
Koenig moved out of
Bonn again back to St. Petersburg and made his home at Wassili Ostrow, next to his office in the great
residence that he built there where his father’s bakery had once stood in flame. It was there, at the site
of the refinery that had experienced continuous growth, that he engaged in a difficult “sugar battle!”
And, with the powerful growth of the railroad system in Russia, the sugar beet and refinery production
astonishingly had
increased. In 1900, 1.14
million tons of sugar
were produced whereas
there were only 0.22
million tons produced in
1874. With that, the
sugar consumption
couldn’t keep pace
although it nevertheless
rose. The resulting
sinking of the sugar
price, however, caused
the sugar industrialists to
seek means to counter it.
Then in 1885, their
Worker at Guty refinery during cleaning up of swamps
resistance to the crisis
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was finally broken.
The price plunged,
and also Koenig, as
the last of the power
structure, had to join
them. It was the
decisive turning point
in the production of
sugar production
from the era of
‘irrational
exhuberance!’ to
where the industry
gradually had to back
off into calmer mode This was the home of the refinery manager at Guty, where Heinrich Weber,
brother of George and Moritz, lived when he was the manager
of business.

However, that didn’t dampen the entrepreneurial spirit of a so-important capitalist as Koenig. In spite of
the bad times, he enlarged his refinery on the Wyborgerseite in the next few years, and in 1888, he
realized his dream plan from long ago. He built in South Russian, in Trostianetz, where he grew the
beets, next to the brown-sugar factory, at the cost of around two million Rubles, a new refinery of great
style.
With this refinery, however, he had completed his own world. He had put the finishing touches on his
farms to combine them into independent, individual undertakings of agricultural-industrial units. In
their realm, the ‘sugar experience’ had played itself out, from its planting beets to its finish in the
refinery. There, he moved his center of operations from Petersburg finally to the south, and more and
more often he appeared at his farms for increasingly longer stays.
His private life progressed to where he enjoyed more and more the serenity of being surrounded by his
family. Already in 1886, he had moved from Wassili Ostrow into the master mansion on the refinery
courtyard in order to be closer to the refinery. There, the active man who had enjoyed his childhood,
enjoyed the large family gathering at Christmas time with his grandchildren, nephews and nieces. In the
great family room, he assembled them in front of the dark tree, and when he read the happy message
from the Evangelical, he emphasized the words “The clarity of the Lord lights your way” and then
pushed the electric light switch that suddenly made the dark fir tree come to life with light.
There appeared his first sign of aging, a gall stone, which in 1889 sent the otherwise solidly healthy man
to an operation in St. Petersburg and forced him afterwards to visit the spas at Kißingen and Bad
Wildungen several times.
The diminishing of his circle of siblings made him more sensitive to his mortality, the most painful of
all old-age suffering. The circle diminished ever more, and in the fall of 1894, after suffering a long
illness of heart disease, his wife also died. But, he trudged on and on with every inner faith that earthly
life was only a temporary wave in the eternal life. Also, the graves of those over whom he wept, gave
him the creative power again and again to continue his work.
By now he had brought his refineries and his farms to the highest pinnacle of their development. To
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Guty and Trostianetz he had added over 20 new farms in the course of the years. That meant that the
total land ownership of Koenig amounted to an area of 125 square miles with a perimeter of 45 miles.
Of that, every square inch of land was put into productive use, and over 7.3 square miles of poisonous
swampland had been converted into flourishing agricultural land. Overall, where earlier barren land or
quicksand lay, where the sloping hills met the mud, where water runoff eroded the fertile soil, one now
sees reforestation in various stages. And soon, the growing forest began absorbing the rain as well as
protecting the soil from drying out in the dry season.
So, Koenig had created a powerful region of fresh productive culture in the heart of Southern Russia.
And, as a result, his staff of employees who worked this enormous business, grew. In the fall season,
when refineries and agriculture together were at their peak activity, it grew to an army of over 20,000.
However, also in winter the work did not stop. All over, Koenig kept his army of poor farmhands in the
region busy on the farms and in his refineries, and they reciprocated with ever more loyalty and skill.
And, still more. At first the small Russian farmers had been mistrustful and critical of the new kind of
agriculture. But, when the fruits of the quality works turned into rich harvests lasting for days, they
began with time to accept and apply it themselves. By using deeper ploughing and more careful
harrowing, his small plot of land produced better. Also, Koenig had built clean and carefully run
hospitals, which he opened to the entire area. At first they were not used because of superstitious
mistrust of the “master’s healing methods.” But, gradually, they overcame their mistrust and began to
use them and to develop first-class hygiene. The schools also became in more general use, and of them,
Koenig himself founded a big education center in Guty.
And again and again, unconcerned that at his age he could attain nothing more for himself from the
fruits of his wealth, he continued to disseminate it wherever there was promise that new life could
sprout.
So, the baker’s son had climbed to the highest pinnacle of his enterprise, which in restless creativity, in
the happy demands of life, had found its prosperity. He had been an acquiring and successful
industrialist and businessman, a man of unsatiable striving, but was, as an old man, so unaware of his
own modesty.
He had finished his life’s work, but he was now slowly beginning to fade. His eldest surviving sister
now lived with him at the Wyborgerseite, since he lost his wife. An unmarried niece took care of him
and traveled with him. It was a task that became more demanding on every front, as with the years, his
memory gradually failed, and as he himself painfully began to realize, his ability to understand his
gigantic empire began to cloud.
From his 80th birthday on, which he celebrated November 13, 1901 in the most intimate circle of family,
his strength failed visibly faster. He became more and more sensitive to every disturbance and he
preferred to sit at home in the company of his last surviving sister, silently on the sofa, sunken down in
it.
His distant childhood and youth he saw with the wisdom of age, clear to the finest detail, but the recent
past, the today and yesterday he found only in the fog. His powerful body withered away until he was
skin and bones, and his face seldom showed recognition, and more and more it looked like the face of
his mother, as if she appeared in him as she had always lived in him.
On December 8, 1903 in the morning, his niece observed that as he walked passed the picture of his
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deceased wife, he joyfully spoke “soon we’ll see each other again.” On the same day, he lay down. An
old blister wound had begun to fester. Then began a fever to gradually sap his strength. In the failing
body, however, awoke the clear eyes of his soul.
Now fully conscious, he lay nine days on his deathbed, and also his memory had returned, so that he
again recognized everyone who he for years had mixed up with figures from his childhood. Without the
slightest hesitation, he looked forward to his death in his miserably weak condition. He retained his
religious nature to his last breath. He refused any comforts, as someone wanted to bring him a water
mattress “I’m not a clown that you can put on a water mattress. That’s too much of a water
underground for me!”
When he was so weak that the slightest disturbance sapped his energy, he dictated how his guests should
be brought to see him. In the middle of the deepest sadness, as the large group of grandchildren came to
see him for the last time, he joked with them and said “There comes the funeral procession already!”
With the Pastor, however, who was of the same solid and straight type as he, he toasted his death with a
glass of fine wine. And as the last of his family had assembled before him, he asked them to his bedside
and spoke his blessing with a wavering hesitating voice. On the evening of December 16, he lost
consciousness, but he lived until finally at 4 am the next day when he stopped breathing.
Of the many who attended his funeral, as he lay in state, one sobbed in the deepest sadness. He had
been a worker for Koenig for almost 60 years, who had moved from refinery to refinery to work for
him.
On the 20th of December, funeral services were held for Leopold Koenig by the Katharinenkirche in
Wassili Ostrow. His refinery employees, who comprised the church choir, filled it to the last seat and
later joined the two-hour long funeral procession to the cemetery at Wolkowo. It was the wish of
Koenig that no official ceremony was held. Only the pastor spoke, who had been with him his last few
days, and an old friend made a short speech afterward.
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Boys’ Summer Vacation on the Baltic Sea
Original Title: Bubenferien am Baltischen Meer
My Youth in the Baltic and Russian Countries
by Leopold Weber in about 1935
Foreword
Leopold Weber's life work has been a visible expression of his
convictions and his being. From his vivid memories, we learn
about his childhood in Russia. There were years following in
Germany where he, the grandson of farmers of Lower Sachsen and
Thüringen origin, did not feel comfortable as a student of Germanic
Literature at the University, so that from 1888-1894, he went to
Partenkirchen, at that time still a quiet mountain village in southern
Bavaria, Germany. In the lonely mountain world, he gained his
inner self. In 1894, he traveled overseas to his brother George in
Roseburg, Oregon intending to become a farmer. But in a daily
struggle with stubborn old prairie horses, half-wild pigs, and
gigantic tough tree roots, he recognized that his calling in life lay
elsewhere. He returned to Munich and lived for twelve years as a
curator of an art gallery. Around the turn of 1905/6 he traveled to
southern Russia and helped his brother defend his property (in
Guty, Ukraine) from the assault of the first Marxist revolution. In
1907 he returned to the University. After receiving his doctorate in
Germanics, he voluntarily joined the army at almost fifty years old Leopold Weber, author and brother
to fight in WWI. After being wounded in the "Fleury vor Verdun", of George and Moritz.
he was promoted to officer and served as interpreter on the East
front of his Fatherland. With distinguished service awards, he returned home and was finally able to
begin his life's work: the renewing of the German and Northern sagas, where, as he said once about his
work, he never meant so much to illustrate the past for its own sake as much as he wanted to extract
from the past the spirit that lies in the hearts of the Germanic people
The story Leopold wrote for the family is centered around the summer vacations of four brothers, one of
whom was Leopold himself. The others were George Ernst, Moritz Julian, and Heinrich. Their sister,
Elisabeth, was born in 1978, which post dated the events in the book, therefore, she does not appear in
the story. Leopold is telling the story, so it is he who is ‘speaking’ in the text below.
Introduction
Both of my grandfathers, Eitel Moritz Weber and Johann Georg Koenig, had emigrated to Russia
around the beginning of the 19th century, and both of them became wealthy and prominent in St.
Petersburg as master bakers. My mother's oldest brother, Georg Leopold Koenig, was in the sugar
business and finally controlled the Russian market as the so called "Sugar King." My father was
employed in one of his factories in St. Petersburg as a sales manager. The factory was located on the
bank of the wide tributary of the Neva in a large park amongst small gardens. There we children, my
three brothers and I, felt as though we were living in the country. Our father, a tall, serious, and strict
man, had to do everything possible before he could finally, eleven years after their engagement, bring
our mother home as his wife. Our mother was a calm, contemplative woman, whose natural
cheerfulness always won her the upper hand. To our household belonged the bowlegged handyman
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Danilo, on whose good nature we unleashed our overzealousness, the Sachsen cook Johanna, who
entertained us with fairy tales and romantic stories, and the Russian Njanja (nanny) who spoiled us
hopelessly. We felt the best, of course, on holidays, above all in the freedom of the beach of the Finnish
bay, and now I want to relate something about how we, German youngsters, played with Estonians and
Russians.

These are the four boys that the story is about. These pictures were taken circa 1883.

With the Grandparents (1872)
The Weber grandparents, each in his own right,
were of the greatest joy for me. Our grandfather,
Eitel Moritz Weber, was a short and stocky man
with a solid "Lutherkopf” on his shoulders and a
smoldering cigar in his mouth. Specially
remarkable about him was that he expressed
himself often in short powerful doggerel (comic
verse). Grandmother, (born Wilhelmina Bötz)
sober and talkative with her red cheeks and
bright blue eyes, was always a lively source of
spiritual stimulation for me. Silently I would
crouch near her and listen attentively when she
told me about the lives of the famous German
poets, for I wanted to become one myself and
had already begun industriously and
systematically to practice making verses. The
"knights" of the romantic stories that the old
The Weber grandparents, Wilhelmine and Eitel
cook Johanna read to me proved to be useful,
Moritz Weber.
since they admirably and in good verse always
smashed their opponents. And at first, when they related to me the works of these poets, stories full of
force, I didn't fully understand them, but had a good idea of how they were. No one but they understood
my thought processes and my fantasies or was amazed at me: rather, others simply laughed at me when I
would give one of my self-discovered riddles such as "What is with the parents thin above and thick
below? Answer: Bread with butter." I was afraid that after such a brilliant attempt and considering their
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grandmotherly bias, that they would figure that I had a future that was only deserving of the great
intellects on the earth.

Map showing the location of St. Petersburg, Meriküla, and Tallinn, the places visited in
this chapter by the Weber family. George E. Weber was born in Tallinn.
As our grandparents gradually had married off their five daughters, our aunts, and indeed all ended up in
Tallinn, Estonia, they rented a small house with a garden and meadow in Katharinental, a suburb in the
east of Tallinn, in order to spend the summertime with their children and grandchildren. When our
father told us one day that we were going to spend a few months there, my six year old heart jumped for
joy.
Tallinn was a city that showed signs everywhere of
medieval German culture and was, therefore, a
wonder for me. Everything there was different
than at home in Petersburg with its wide straight
streets that had been stamped out of swampland at
the order of the Czar. There was an endless
amount there to behold. There jutted the cathedral
on top of the steep rock walled coast over densely
packed houses of the city. Below, the tower of the
Olaikirche (Olai church) raised itself in memory of
the missionaries in Norway, in honor of Olaf the
Holy. There, resisting time, are still the remains of
the old ring wall and the mighty watch tower that Talllinn, drawing from Leopold’s book.
through its unusual name was mysterious - it was
called the “Fat Margaret” - also the "Peek in the koek" (peeking at the cooks.) The latter arose because
from the tower, one could ook in on the women cooking in their pots around noon time. In the
Katherinental was a large park that Peter the Great had given to his wife, the Czarin. It had a centuryold oak tree patched with tar soaked rags that reminded me of ancient wounds from a gigantic battle,
and a slender white light tower on the hill with the bright polished mirror in the watchman's
compartment from where one could see steamers, sailboats, and fishing boats out over the shimmering
sea. A deep cave in a rock cliff in the forest near the city was at one time a hideout for a powerful
robber called the daring Rinaldini, and his band of men. There was the Kaserne, with the hungry
illegitimate sons of soldiers, who were feared because they were reputed to be thieves because their
hunger drove them to steal from their neighbors. Yes, Njanja warned me threateningly about walking
there alone because they were child eaters.
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George Ernst is born
It was said that my mother was a bit ill, but we didn't need to worry because it wasn't serious. In the
meantime we had to move over to a big beautiful villa in Tallinn that uncle Eduard and aunt Florentine
Papmehl had rented for the summer. While our mother was inflicted with this mysterious illness, we
were allowed every morning to look her up in the rented house where she was always lying contentedly
in bed and greeted us with a smile. However, as both my small brothers and I got up one beautiful
morning and were toddling along hand in hand to go see her, we were greeted by our father whose eyes
were sparkling. "There is a marvelous surprise for you. Guess what it is". "A book of fairy tales" I
cried anxiously. "Wrong! Something better, something alive!" "A dog!" I said excitedly. "No
something much more precious: A little brother!" that was a surprise! Our father could scarcely follow
us we ran so fast in order to see the miracle. But it was a great disappointment as a tiny red pitiful
whining blob was held up for us to see. And that was supposed to be a little brother! Nevertheless, one
consolation was that our mother soon was completely over her illness. That little brother George (born
July 10, 1872) grew to be the strongest of us four and now lives far across the Pacific Ocean (Roseburg,
Oregon) as a farmer with a bunch of children (five) and grandchildren.
The Russians celebrated Easter
wherever they were in their vast
land as their highest religious
holiday: in the far north, in the
forests and deserts of Siberia as in
the Kaukasus and in the warm
cities of the Krimm, on the west
border of Poland as in the
mountain chain of the Urals in the
East. For sure on the evening
before, all of the churches were
overfilled with crowds of proud
dignitaries and workers in fleece
Kaftans (a long coatlike garment
tied at the waist with a sash) of
proper women in fineries and of
farmers in thick sheepskins: The
Russians celebrating Easter.
halls resounded under the deep
bass sound of the religious
atmosphere in the glittering mass, and scarcely had the cannon shot from the fortified island announced
midnight when the people, all at once as the situation had thrown them together, man, woman, and child
shouted together "Christ has arisen truly, He has arisen" as they embraced and kissed each other. At
daybreak, after the long privation of fasting, on the breakfast table lie the delicious Easter bread that had
been blessed by the church, surrounded by colored eggs, and with a pyramid of white headcheese,
generously sprinkled with raisins, and next to that was the fragrant and tempting baked Easter ham.
Also at home all of the servants who came to the garden with their festive Easter greetings were
embraced and kissed three times "over the cross" on the cheeks, where our mother was only a bit
reluctant to kiss the coach driver because he had dyed his beard black with shoe polish to make it shine
for the holiday. Nevertheless, it was something to behold that these Russians were suddenly all brothers
in the name of Christ, while at the same time the mild air of the earth’s awaking from the long winter
sleep was beginning to be felt. Then, of course, I made a big fuss over the colored Easter eggs, and the
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delicious chocolate that accompanied them as I ran from house to house to show everyone my treasures,
that is, until I was in bed that night with hot cheeks and a stomach ache from drinking so much hot
chocolate.
The nicest celebration in the year for us however, was our German Christmas, and it occurs to me that
nowhere was it so sincerely celebrated as at our parents house. Certainly, the charming secrecy of the
coming miracle time, the curious questions of the children, the mysterious packages from the servants
that were brought in, the meaningful, smiling silence of our mother about them, the listening behind
closed doors, and when the great day arrived, the peeking through the keyhole, and the joy when one
caught a glimpse of sparkling gold or the foot of an angel on a fir bough. All of that was a joy to us
kids, but the way our father put up the most beautiful Christmas tree with such loving devotion,
decorated it and built the nativity scene in the grotto with the Christ child in the manger, with Mary and
Joseph and the little Oxen and donkeys in the stalls, that could never have happened elsewhere. I didn't
see it with my own eyes, but I felt it when I heard him in the hall fussing around and advising my
mother. And when finally the clock chimed, the doors swung open wide and we children entered as if
spellbound before the lights and stood before the wonderful scene, he stood before us beaming. He was
as if transformed: his serious eyes were twinkling, all of his cares and worries were gone, he stroked us
on the head, he kissed us and lead us to the gifts, in front of which our mother was waiting with a smile
and shoved them into our arms in order to give each one of us his share. Yes, there was in truth peace
on earth and goodwill towards man. Blissfully, I sat over my picture books and observed the miracles
unravel before me that the Lord had created for us on earth, the beautiful animals, the majestic lions
with their yellow manes, the spotted leopards, the mean tiger the gigantic elephants, the mountain of
flesh and bones, with their high swinging trunks, until my mother lay her hand on my shoulder and said
"come child, were going to the table."
When, however, all was still in the house and I was still too happy and excited to go to sleep, I crept
barefoot back into the room in my pajamas and sat down in the dark in front of the Christmas tree, that a
short time ago was beaming with lights, and now was like a giant towering over me mysteriously. Only
the silver decorations on the branches glittered and the Christ child at the trunk of the tree glittered in
the nativity scene, and alone in the quiet of the night, I felt the soft breeze from a higher world.
Uncle Leopold (the “Sugar King”) had moved his home from Petersburg to Bonn, Germany because of
the health of his wife and to give his children an education in Germany. In the meantime, his youngest
brother Emanuel, who lived in Sorrento, Italy as an artist, had become ill with tuberculosis after having
had a bad cold and not having taken care of himself. As he became steadily worse with it, he had to
return home, but he had become so weak, that in the summer of 1873, he could only make it to Konnef,
where aunt Julie (one of their sisters) sought someone to bring him to Berlin. From there, my parents
were supposed to help him the rest of the way. During this trip, my parents wanted to visit my uncle
Leopold in Bonn, and I was allowed to accompany them. Of course, I was very excited about it, finally
to see Germany with my own eyes, the country from which both pairs of grandparents came, and about
which I had heard so much.
Naturally, only good memories remain of my first big trip in my seventh year of life. I remember that I
constantly bothered my traveling companions in order to press my nose up against the compartment
windows, that I saw deserts, forests, and swamps flying by, poor villages with wooden huts between
them, and then when it became dark I would sleep with my head on my mother's lap, lulled with
mysterious and adventurous sounds. One morning I awoke suddenly to the call "Wake up, now we are
entering Germany!" Instantly I was again at the window: There it was, that highly praised land! And I
was amazed: in the sunshine sparkling in the distance were grain fields and green meadows, sickles
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glistening, swung from powerful arms, pointed church towers visible both right and left, stately houses
everywhere, locomotives steaming here and there in the distance disappearing behind hills with only the
dark smoke trail slowly rising into the sky. Life, movement, and work, everywhere work!
We pressed on to Berlin! I groped for my father's hand as we passed the streets and I stared in
amazement at the unending maze of Pedestrians, yelling newspaper sellers, wagon factories, horse
stables, and horses with riders in bright uniforms.
We finally arrived in Bonn. White shone behind the high trees of the park of our uncle's villa (Villa
Hammerschmidt, present (2007) palace of the president of Germany). Further down were the noisy
waves of the Rhein river. "There was a noise like thunder, like the clashing of swords and the beating of
waves!" Steamers full of laughing people were gliding along. Small cannons were sounding on the
beach and people were shouting back from the boats.
In the warm summer night we sat in the light of the kerosene lanterns on the terrace over the bank of the
river, glasses clicking and ringing together, quickly rising rockets climbing up in glowing streaks and
exploding high up in the sky into swarms of glowing particles until they rained down and were
extinguished.
We made trips out into the surrounding area. The morning sky was softly blue over the mountains
chain. I rode on a real grey mule to Drachenfels. It had long ears that wagged in synch with its stride.
It was in Drachenfels that young Siegfried had fought with the monster dragon an unthinkable time ago,
and had slain it. We rode until we were under the cave in the rock wall, from which the dragon first
emerged roaring and spitting flame at the brave youngster. But all was still now, only now and then the
sounds of voices were heard from the vineyards below.
But yes, again it was time to pack the suitcases, and we were on the steamer again on the return trip we
stopped in Berlin several days in order
to wait for the arrival of our sick uncle
Emanuel. We were staying in the
Hotel Royal at the corner of Wilhelm
and Unter den Linden streets, one of
the small comfortable family hotels for
quiet-loving people. At that time there
were all sorts of politicians,
ambassadors, and other kinds of
important people staying there. Also
Bismark mentioned staying in this
hotel in the "Thoughts and Memories."
One morning, I was playing alone in a
corner of the spacious stairway with
my teddy bear and a colored toy
soldier. It was so still in the hotel, that
one could only hear the clock on the
wall ticking. All at once there were
voices, spurs clattering, and a tall,
stately form, an elderly gentleman with
Leopold annoyed by Kaiser Wilhelm I.
a white cheek beard in a uniform with
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many medals on his breast, came up the steps. He was followed by
several similar spit and shined soldiers. He stood before me, bowed, and
looked at me in a friendly manner and said, "what are you doing there
young man?" "I'm playing," I replied unpleasantly because of the
interruption, "please go away and leave me alone!" The elder gentleman
grinned and said "Alright, then I won't bother you any longer, my son."
And he climbed on up the stairs with the others who all looked back at me
and laughed. On the next floor up however, my father stood formally
dressed at the door, bowed deeply with his hat for the old gentleman, and
when it was all over, he came to me and took me by the hand and said
"Do you know who that was who spoke to you? That was our great,
Kaiser Wilhelm I." There I had had the most beautiful opportunity to
come into the company of a royal dignitary, and I had acted like a fool
Kaiser Wilhelm I
who had no other wish from his king than for him to get out of his way.
When uncle Emanuel arrived with my aunt and was led into the hotel by my father, I was horrified. He
looked terrible with his big blank eyes in his sunken face and his long unkempt beard. He spoke very
softly with a hoarse voice and coughed constantly. During the entire return trip I did not feel
comfortable. In late fall, my uncle Emanuel died in the arms of his seventy six year old mother,
Gertrude Elisabeth Koenig.
Meriküla, Estonia (1876)
In the meantime, my father had looked for a village close to St. Petersburg for our vacation and had
found a small swimming place on the south bank of the Finnish bay for us where my uncle Eduard had
rented a "Datscha," (a summerhouse) for his family. The railroad led over the city Narva to a station at
Korff, so named after the Baltic baron, who owned estates in the area.
In Narva we had a several hours layover since we had to wait for the local train that took us to our
destination. With curiosity I glanced out at the old city, which centuries ago the Danes, German
Knights, Swedes, and Russians had fought over. It had fortified walls, with high observation towers, the
"Langen Hermann" in the south, and with the ruins of "Johannisfeste" Jwangorodok, that jutted out over
the river on the steep rock cliffs.
In Korff, after we had loaded our baggage on a wagon, we rattled on to our destination. Scots pine
forests covered the moorland, and westwards a small mountain chain of three hills, called the Waiwara,
jutted into the blue sky, and all at once I jumped from the seat and pointed "what on earth is that over
there?" In the north, behind the edge of the moor, climbed a deep blue surface stretching forever
towards the sky. "That is the ocean!" said my father: "Don't you see the ships in the distance?" Yes,
there they were, scarcely visible from here, several three-mast sailing ships with full sails on the
horizon, and a breeze that blew cooler and purer from there.
We turned sharply to the right and passed fields of rye and barley, and stopped before the edge of a deep
valley, and before us lay Meriküla, the longed-for destination, with its small houses amongst the pine
trees, and with aspen groves on the beach. "There on the beach is the hotel, a spa" said my father.
Farther beyond on the right appeared the tip of the forest chapel from amongst fir branches and behind
the village lay a thick forest of spruce as far as the eye could see.
The driver pulled on the brakes as we descended below in a lively gait between rows of houses and
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gardens. A meadow appeared: on the end of it, in the shade of a huge pine tree that resembled an oak
tree for all of its knotty and twisted branches, appeared a lone house.
I longed to immediately get on
my feet and see the surrounding
area with my own eyes. As
quickly as possible, I went with my
brothers, except for the
youngest (George, 4 years old)
whose legs were too short to
follow us. They exclaimed
excitedly "It's wonderful here."
They were very happy that I
came because they weren't
allowed to wander far from the
house alone because there were
mushrooms, berries, swamps,
and poisonous snakes whose
bite is fatal if the venom is not
sucked out immediately and the
wound burned with a glowing
iron. Behind the forest was a
harbor on the ocean where the
ships came in from Narva. My
mother said it’s called
Hungerburg because once in the
past history, the Germans were
trapped there by the Estonians
and had nothing to eat, but there Map showing location of Narva and Meriküla, Estonia. St. Petersburg
isn't a castle there anymore,
lies to the East.
rather just a small town. "You
must go there with us! But in the village over there on the meadow we won't go because the bad
Estonian children will beat us up because we are Germans, the Njanja said. And to the left of here
beyond the overhang - from our house one can see well - is a tower between the trees, the Olga-Pavilion,
that George always calls the Onkel (uncle) Pavian, because he is so small and stupid! From it, one can
look over the whole land. And there is always music at the spa, in the middle of the village, or in front
of the chapel in the forest, and
many children play there. The
nicest thing, however, is the beach.
Every day we went swimming
there with Uncle Eduard and we
were allowed to go out into the
water until the water was up to our
necks! "
So it was that they led me along
the foot path through the alter
trees. The evening sun was deep
red as though it were burning, and Sketch of their summer home by the sea.
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the air seemed to stir even greater though not a single leaf stirred. Impatiently I broke through the
woods, and there it stood, before my feet, reaching endlessly to the heavens, the ocean in foaming waves
that waltzed in long rows one after the other like swimming herds of horses with waving manes and
finally broke into spray on the beach and rolled back in the tide in a never ending cycle. My brothers
collected mussels on the beach - I couldn't get enough of the view. Over the waving ocean on the left
jutted the bright rocky coast, torn into crags, and surrounded by screaming sea gulls. To the right were
forested lowlands, and overpowering granite blocks towering above the beach, one here and one there,
as if giants had thrown them at one another in a battle.
I lay in bed. My little brothers had long since gone to sleep, only my parents were in the dining room
chatting. Through the crack in the door a red light shimmered, and once more I reflected on all that I
had experienced that day until I finally went to sleep. Here I had found my childhood paradise. How
often I still dream of those days as if they weren't over sixty years ago.
We wandered across the meadow and
climbed up through the alder forest to
the slopes of the high barren
wasteland. The mountain chain
Waiwaras, that looked so inviting in
the distance, was our goal. Swifts
circled us with their short loud cries in
the afternoon sun, - over the moor
ponds dragon flies were buzzing
around back and forth, and frogs were
sticking their wide mouthed heads out
of the water and croaking. Heinrich
The mountains and sea by Meriküla
was chasing colorful butterflies with a
net, and Moritz was busy collecting dung-beetles. He turned the dry cow dung over skillfully with a
stick and found the moist side swarming with beetles. I, however, was constantly spying towards the
mountain chain that jutted out above the moorland ever higher like a dreamland. My imagination spread
its wings and soared into the heights that must hide mysteries behind the blue walls of the mountains.
Now we are right at the foot of the mountains and are climbing steeply through the woods to the highest
summit. An observation tower loomed above the trees, grey from age, and the steps to the platform
were rotten and broken. Our mother had forbidden us to climb up the steps, but it was far too tempting,
and besides, no one was there to see us, except, of course, the eye of God, the all seeing! But maybe
this time he will look the other way. We climbed up, and the ladder only creaked under the light load.
Up above, the tower swayed lightly in the wind and we quickly descended.
As we returned home, the sun was setting over the sea behind us, and a chorus of unseen crickets was
chirping in the wasteland, and from the ponds an ominous croaking sounded like glass bells ringing the
longing of the sunken nobility.
We went to the swamp where the vipers live. One was lying on the bank in a coil hissing. We hacked at
it with our clubs. After awhile it was smashed, it jerked, and finally was dead. We lifted it up. Yes sir,
it was a real viper with the dark zigzagging stripes on its back. In triumph, we carried it home and laid
it at the feet of our screaming Njanja. But no, that didn't fulfill our ambitions. We wanted to bring a
live one home, so that the people could see one hissing and spitting as we had seen. Moritz had an idea.
"When it goes into a tree, don't club it right away, but rather one must quickly pull it to the ground and
the other must make a fork from a branch and pin its head with the fork, then it can't bite us." After
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several failed attempts in which the unfortunate snake was accidentally strangled, we were successful.
"Oh you disgusting children," said our mother as we approached with the hissing snake, "that you
torture that poor animal, get it out of here, get it out of my sight.”
One time we were especially lucky in our hunting. Three vipers were coiled on our staffs as we were
going home. We came out of the shade into the sunshine onto the street: from the forest chapel came
music and the sound of happy children. Such an opportunity to show ourselves off in our full glory.
With our chests out we victoriously crossed the meadow to the chapel through a swarm of people. The
people looked at us curiously as we passed by. They asked us "What do you have there?” "Vipers!" we
proudly replied. Mothers screamed and pulled their children back. Fathers hurried by with evil looks
on their faces. A heavyset man approached us boiling with rage. "Give me those things immediately or
I'll beat you all silly!" A foreigner is going to beat us up? We who have cleaned the area of vipers!
"Here, take it!" I yelled bitterly and held the hissing spitting reptile under his nose. "Take it!" yelled
my brothers and stuck theirs under his nose. The fat man went pale and stepped back. There was
cursing, noise, and laughter. We, however, were scampering and running through the crowd of people
like the devil to get on our way back home. Of course the next day there was a complaint to the spa
administration about our endangering of the guests and our unheard of insubordination to adults. For
that our mother punished us with house arrest for three beautiful summer days. That was bitter!
Of course we brothers got into arguments, and of course I shamelessly used my greater size and strength
to an unfair advantage, but there are feuds that get carried out within the family. So it happened once in
the forest on the way to the spa when I was beating up on my little brothers in a rage such that they were
reeling about. A stately gentleman with a dark beard came over and grabbed me by the collar. "You big
bully, aren't you ashamed for beating on the little ones?" And he took out his cane. In an instant,
however, the little underdogs were hanging on his pants, hammering on him with their little fists and
yelling pitifully "let him go, you! What business is it of yours when our brother beats us?” Then the
man lowered his cane and said laughingly "There I have it now, meddle in robber's business and right
away the whole band is against me!"
What would Meriküla have been without uncle Eduard (Papmehl), aunt Florentine, and the cousins?
Completely unimaginable for us! Every morning we trotted over to the forest chapel where two cabins
such as ours were sitting amongst the trees, and we would call to our uncle to ask him if he would like to
go swimming with us. He would be sitting on the porch surrounded by paperwork, deep into
calculations. A remarkable man, he was alway busy trying to help his fellow man although he already
was well off himself.
Was it perhaps a small effort that he had taken over to supervise us while we went swimming. Into the
water it was with a cry of joy, but only little George stayed peacefully splashing in the water near the
beach. I soon had swum beyond the allowed limit far out into the sea. Heinrich had stumbled in
between two sandbanks into the deep water, and Moritz, inventive as ever, fluttered about on the waves
with our large play ball as a float under his stomach. All at once he was nowhere to be found, only the
ball was floating on the surface, and our uncle had to quickly dive after him to fish him out of the sea.
Then began the real problem, to get us out of the water because none of us wanted to leave until we
were completely blue from the cold water and all of our arms and legs were shaking "like leaves" said
Moritz. And when we had been swimming already once in the day, we stood around his porch in the
afternoon, then in the evening until he would get up shaking his head and give in to our wishes. One
time from morning into the night we had succeeded in going swimming five times. For that we loved
and respected our uncle, and when he refused our excessive demands and punished us for misbehavior for he wasn't one to be pushed around - we accepted it with humility and sadness.
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Less accessible for us was his eldest, cousin Edia (Eduard, born 1860, was Eduard (senior) Papmehl’s
first wife’s eldest son) who sometimes supervised us. He replaced his father’s grumbling with a grumpy
muttering whenever any demands were made of him. What was an almost seventeen year old boy
(summer of 1876) to do with such a bunch of grassgreen brats like us? Carefully and accurately, he
took nothing lightly, but rather with unswerving tenacity he pursued his goals and attained them. He
was strong in mathematics and construction of useful and fun things. When he built and plastered
dragons with painstaking care according to scientific calculations, we watched him anxiously. And
when we went out with him into the meadow to show his dragon, we were proud of him and he would
laugh with pleasure at his accomplishments. His whole life, however, was the piano. Every morning he
would practice for hours. The
sun shining did not tempt him
until he had perfected the piece
he was practicing. On the side,
he gave me music lessons twice
a week, which showed that he
had the good heartedness of his
father for we were completely
different natured. While I
became enchanted with the
magic of the sound and played
more from inspiration than from
what was correct, he allowed me
to make no mistakes and pushed
Eduard Papmehl scolding Leopold for being sloppy
me untiringly without letup
until, moaning and sweating, I played it right. One day as I appeared for practice straight from playing
outside, without a jacket, my shirt open, my hair messy and barefoot, he chased me out. What kind of
insolence was that to come to such serious work so sloppy. Go home immediately and dress decently,
otherwise its over between us. And also, my uncle looked back at me indignantly shaking his head, only
the compassionate aunt Florentine said appeasingly "the poor kid didn't know any better!" Of course,
that wasn't the art that I had learned yet, to think at the right time!
With the 16 year old cousin Jettchen, (Henrietta, born 1861, the daughter of Eduard and his first wife
Henriette [senior]) I formed a special bond. We wrote poetry together passionately, however, in
opposite directions. She wrote corresponding to her charming and sensitive being, loving, happy, or soft
melancholy verses, that she wrote in her clean and neat handwriting. My poetry stumbled and
staggered, exactly like my handwriting, and they dealt with elemental events like That is the storm, the
real German Storm, Before them, trembles every man and every worm, (in German, Sturm and Wurm
rhyme!) Jettchen thought that Turm (tower) would fit better in the rhyme, that such an insignificant
being as a worm does not fit in poetry. But such a disparagement of the worm I rejected indignantly.
Jettchen had written a beautiful love song, “The forget-me-not" and it was duly admired by all of the
family. All of the verses ended artfully with a melancholy sigh such as "forget me not!" Now, every
Sunday a cousin of the Papmehls, Georg Schulze, an esteemed and respected man having a high social
position and with a full red beard, came to visit. As we all went for walks together, he would always
fall behind and walk with Jettchen alone. Now there was the opportunity to take revenge for the insult
to the worm. As the beautiful poem was again repeated, I asked loud enough for the whole group to
hear "is it a red forget-me-not that you mean?" and with that I took off in a hurry to avoid the thrashing
arms of Jettchen.
My favorite place was at the home of my uncle Georg Koenig (Emilie’s brother) for there was my
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cousin Lilly (Elise) who was five years older than I, and had a soft voice and wide brown eyes. She had
named me as her future husband. Indeed, I didn't take this completely seriously because there was a
wide difference between this active girl, who was already interested in attending gala events, and me.
She probably was making a harmless, friendly game with me, but nevertheless, I didn't take it entirely
so. It was a relationship that in a way could never develop anywhere else than between us impractical
Germans. My desire wanted nothing, it longed for nothing, it was wishless and thankful only to exist.
An infatuation, certainly! But this infatuation lasted to the end and because there were no expectations,
it was a grounded in freedom. As Goethe would say "What's it to you if I love you?" It remained a
shield to all material temptations during my childhood days. Besides, it didn't hinder me at all in
making other relationships, like the poets of the middle ages, who despite their high values that they
praised, would settle for something less.
The vacation was coming to an end. Our father visited us for the last time in Merreküll. After dinner he
walked to the beach and took me along. The sun was already setting but the clouds glowed in purple
stripes, and the evening light reflected off the majestic waving tide in mysterious iridescent colors. My
father remained standing and looked out at the sea with his arms crossed behind his back.
I was playing near him on the
sand and built a sand castle out
of the moist sand. When I
looked at him from time to time,
I wondered: Emotionless, like
stone, he towered lonely in the
evening light, dark and distant,
from the sound of the waves
undisturbed, as though he were
looking off into infinity. The
earth, with his thoughts, was no
more a reality than it was to a
priest. A shudder of reverence
flashed through me. For the first
Georg Philipp Weber standing by the sea
time, I had an insight into the
inner being of my father. As we were finally calling it a night, he took me gently by the hand and
silently we went home.
The next day, when I awoke, he came into our bedroom and sat down on my bed. "Listen", he said. "I
promised you a dog, and of course you will get one, unless you voluntarily turn it down, and I don't
want to pressure you, but you would do me a favor, for your uncle George has just acquired two new
dogs and that would be a few too many in our court with yours added to it. What would you think if I
were to offer you instead, two nice books, one from the classical Sagas from olden times, and the other
from the Gods and heroes of our own ancestors, the Germanic people? Above that our housedog
Mordaschka would be yours alone from now on." Mordaschka, a powerful Boxer with noble
Newfoundlander blood, whose nickname Schnauzchen fit poorly to its grim blunt snout, my heartfelt
friend, my own! And still two precious books, whose titles alone ignited my fantasy. How could I
resist such an offer and refuse a favor to my father that was purely an advantage to me!
As we rode from the country back home, and the carriage stopped in front of the house, I jumped out,
ran along the garden fence to the dog house and yelled loud cries of joy already from a distance
"Mordaschka, Mordaschka, now you belong to me alone!" The mongrel ran to me with his chain
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rattling, jumped up against me with his paws on my shoulders so hard that I staggered back, and he tried
to lick my face and howled stupidly with the joy of seeing me again. "Mother, look", I cried moved and
excited, he understood, he's happy that I'm his master now!" Next I ran into our common study: how
was it with the books my father promised me? Where are they? I was namely a bookworm by nature,
as one would say. I even read in bed hours long by candlelight and when they were taken away from
me, I used boxes of matches and read by the flickering light until the last one was gone, and when it was
dark I would sink into my pillow with a sigh. So I had read Grimm’s and Anderson's Fairy Tales,
Robinson Crusoe, and Lederstrumpf. And now they stand on my bureau, the two new, big, beautifullybound books! Which one do I grab first, the thickest one of course! There one would find the most:
Schwabs Sagas of the classical old ages it was! My elbows extended, my fingers buried in my hair, I
read! My mother came over and thumped me on the head "You, put your things away, do you hear?”
But I didn't hear. I was far off in the fantasy world.
So it was that I read, night after night, the Greek mythology, the story of the gods, the creation of the
earth.
My mother came into the bedroom and asked: "Have you finished your homework?" "Right away
Mother, right away!" But I already had the Sagas of the heroes and gods of our Germanic ancestors in
my hands. And again I read night after night and let my fantasy run wild. When I finally returned to the
real world from my fantasy world, after I had sat in the school and daydreamed, and had read my books
everyday from afternoon until into the night, I, of course, had fallen behind in school and had to pay a
bitter price. But nevertheless
Here, out of my childhood vacations, my life's work came together, although it took another half century
to finish it to the best of my ability: my modifications to the Germanic Sagas and the Odyssey, the epic
poem from the godlike Odysseus.
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The Roseburg Immigrants
We finally get to the last leg of the journey from Germany-to-Russia, Russia-to-Germany, then
Germany-to-Roseburg, Oregon. Moritz and George you have already read about in the text above as
children enjoying vacations in Estonia. We now jump forward in time to chronicle their lives, which
lead to ours. The information given below comes from writings by my father, Henry V. Weber (b. 1909
in Roseburg,) from letters written by Moritz and George, and from miscellaneous documents that have
survived the years. Some of the text below is taken from Henry’s own writing, but has been edited and
embellished with photos and additional information.
Moritz Julian Weber (1869 - 1969)
Other than a few mentions in his brother Leopold’s book on their childhood vacations in Estonia, we
have very little information about Moritz’s earlier years. However, in 1958, Moritz wrote a wonderful
reminiscence of his childhood memories, which will be a nice introduction to him and gives us some
insight into his mother and father. It is given below without editing. Comments in parentheses are
mine.
A Few Reminisces of My Boyhood Days (1958)
Experiences in our early youth are said to be engraved on the
heart with “The point of a diamond, and the hand of an angel."
Such an experience, though painful at the time, taught me a
useful lesson between a "house" and a "home." The house, so
intimately acquainted with and so dearly loved, I lost while still
a young boy. The sense of home I gained by this very loss.
Our house was part of a property alongside the Neva, which
flows through the center of the beautiful capital of Russia, St.
Petersburg, my birthplace. This property belonged to an uncle
of mine, Leopold Koenig, an older brother of my mother, a man
the world recognizes as a commercial genius. Starting with a
small loan from his mother (Gertrud Elisabeth Koenig, born
Weber), he in time developed the largest sugar refinery in
Russia and acquired immense farmlands in the south (Ukraine)
where he produced raw sugar from sugar beets. The sugar was
transported to his refinery in St. Petersburg for refining.
(Leopold Koenig also had refineries in Ukraine, surrounded by
his farmlands)

Moritz Julian Weber in 1961 in
Before starting his business career Leopold studied architecture Virginia, three years after he wrote
this letter.
at the University of St. Petersburg, Russia, and I believe he
drew his own plans for his beloved refinery (in St. Petersburg.) It was a eight-story high, very long
brick building, not ugly at all as factories go. The center part was a little higher and wider than the
sides, and had a tower-like structure in the middle, capped by a large clock, which chimed the hours.
Opposite the factory and about 200 yards distance, running parallel with it was our house and a very
long two-story brick building with eight apartments for the administrative employees. Then followed
the stables and carriage sheds. Somewhat recessed and protected by an ornamental iron fence and a
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Georg Philipp Weber home in St. Petersburg, near the Leopold Koenig sugar refinery.
small lawn stood the manor house, overlooking the large, paved quadrangle formed by all these
buildings and affording a pretty look at the river. It was a beautiful two story, natural stone house, with
all modern appliances. It was two years in the building, and of course, we watched with the greatest
interest the progress of it.
It became the home of a younger uncle of ours (Georg Koenig 1833-1884, brother of Leopold), the
overall director of the refinery, after Leopold moved his home to Bonn, Germany. His family consisted
of two daughters, much older than me and three boys, our companions. On the back side of the house
was a large park, laid out in the formal French style with a beautiful greenhouse on the side of it.
Our house was an old fashioned, one-story wood structure in the shape of an inverted U (see photo
above.) The two prongs formed the back part of the house and contained on one end, the kitchen, living
quarters for the servants and the store rooms. The other prong contained two bedrooms. One for little
sister Elsa and her Nannie, and a large one for us four boys. The front part facing the refinery was
formed by father's office, his private study, and the front entrance with ample provisions for storing the
protective clothing, so necessary in this northern climate. Then followed the reception and dining
rooms. In back of the dining room, but of greater depth, was a living room. In back of the reception
room and entrance were two bedrooms, one for our parents.
Each room had one of those large Russian stoves built clear to the ceiling, the inside an intricate system
of brick flues which heated this mass of bricks inside. The outside was lined with beautiful white tile
and there was a shelve, like over a fireplace. No matter how cold it was outside, our rooms were warm
day and night. What a challenge for four boys to start a pillow fight on a bright Sunday morning with
the hoary frost on the outside window frames, and our room so warm and cozy.
Hearing the rumpus, Mother would come in and tell us pleadingly "How many times do I have to tell
you not to throw the pillows?" Thereupon we would surround her, kiss her "good morning" and
probably one of us would say, "but Mother, you don't know much fun you miss, here take my pillow and
hit me over the head!" Seemingly indignant, she would leave with the admonition, "Now quit and get
ready for breakfast." Sometimes we would get out of hand, and Mother would say, "I am going to call
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Father!" The change was instantaneous and overwhelming. When Father opened the door, he saw
nothing but four well-behaved boys. Sternly he would say, "You are late again, in ten minutes I want to
see you at the breakfast table!" And we were there on time.
Father was stern, pedantic and severe. Mother was gentle, gay, tender, and loving. She was our life.
What one of them lacked, the other supplied abundantly and lovingly, and through the many years of
their lives they formed a kind of spiritual union so essential to a harmonious home. They had known
each other since childhood: were drawn to each other as they grew up and probably did never doubt that
they would eventually marry. But father hesitated because he was not sure of his future. He was an
artist at heart, loved music and literature, drew beautifully and quit painting only when he found he was
partially color blind. He also realized he had not enough talent to devote all his time to the arts. So, he
accepted the position of commercial director of the refinery. A position he filled with the utmost
efficacy, but I feel sure that commercialism never satisfied him.
Under the loving guidance of Father and Mother we had a wonderful home, secure, harmonious and
joyful, though very strict in its demands on us to fulfill our duties at home and at school. Our playmates
were the three cousins and five sons of employees. Twelve boys with unrestricted movements to play
and exploit. A little kingdom in our youthful fantasies!
As usual among boys of different ages, we divided into different groups. One included my brother of
about 15 years old and five of his companions ranging in age up to 17 years. They were a sophisticated
lot with disdain for our conception of play and adventure. Our group was very close in age, 12 and 13
years except our youngest brother Georg, then only nine years old. After we had once caught him in our
Indian games as the easiest "Paleface" to tie to a tree and torture, he took his affairs into his own hands.
He began to visit his nearest neighbor, a nice little girl his own age, who liked him very much and
treated him to kitchen delicacies, to which he was never adverse. Thus he grew up more gentle and
considerate than the rest of us.
There was one occasion when all twelve boys met, and that was when some dog died or a cat
inadvertently met her death. These were always buried ceremoniously in some nice place in the park
where flowering bushes hid their graves. Our oldest brother, Leopold, who, as the saga goes, would
read books when only four years old without being taught, was the preacher on these occasions, and
surely aroused our admiration. How he could extol the love and faithfulness of the dog, his
watchfulness during sleepless nights to protect his beloved master and his family.
If the subject was a cat, he would look sternly in our direction and thunder, "Do you really believe that
this poor creature deserved her violent death just because she mistook a canary for a sparrow! She had
to live didn't she?" "Perhaps her owner didn't feed her well, poor cat!" Well, he didn't exactly move us
to tears in this one case, nor to the needed repentance in the other, but we certainly considered his
sermons way ahead of those we heard every Sunday in Church. They were so much more life-like and
to the point!
The refinery was a well spring of never ending interest, especially to three of us; a dear friend of ours,
Fred, my brother Heinrich and myself. Although we had not been forbidden to visit the refinery, we had
the discretion to never come in by the front entrance. But we knew about a half dozen ways to enter by
the back side, hidden from view. From there we could reach the top floor and follow the different stages
of refining. There wasn't a nook or cranny we didn't know.
The summers we spent at the seaside, (in Estonia) and when we returned, we could hardly wait for the
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winter to set in, for we had our own skating rink and two icebergs for tobogganing. Nearby was the
green house inviting us to come inside and warm ourselves and walk among orange and lemon trees and
beautiful flowers along the graveled paths.
Then amid all the freedom and happiness, tragedy struck at our home. Father died suddenly, only fifty
years old. He didn’t die at home. Lately he liked to take long walks to visit his two widowed sisters
(Katharina and Emilie), have lunch with them, and take his usual nap. Mother would come after him in
our coach, they would all have their afternoon tea, and father and mother would then drive home
together. On this ill-fated day, mother was extremely nervous and could not wait till father would wake
up. When she opened the door to his room, she saw him lying on the floor, near the low couch, dead!
The shock was terrific. She was stunned. She couldn't talk, weep, eat, or sleep. The doctors despaired
of her life.
The moment I close my eyes and let my memory go back these many years, I see mother standing near
the open vault at the cemetery, a pitifully shrunk Mother, deeply veiled. After a short ceremony the
coffin was lowered, and amid the dead silence of hundreds of friends, the preacher spoke the usual
words, "Earth to Earth; Spirit to Spirit." Then as a symbol he dropped a trowel full of earth on the
coffin. At the hollow, muffled sound, I saw Mother sway and I thought she would collapse; but she
endured bravely.
For awhile she stayed with two older sisters of hers, and then returned to us, but oh what a changed
person. Still as loving and caring about our well being. It almost broke our hearts to
see her so sad.
Time passed slowly to the end of the school year and then mother's brother arranged to have us all and
two of mother's sisters and two older cousins of ours to spend the summer at one of his farms in
southern Russia.
Gradually Mother began to live again. What helped her most was the care she felt she must devote to
our little sister Elsa, only four years old. She knew we were tough and would make it without her, but
here was a small and helpless creature. What would become of her without a mother's care and love?!
Little did she realize then that this loving little girl, so spiritually minded, would be a sustaining help to
the end of her life. The two were inseparable until sister married, and only on the uncompromising
insistence of mother, each had a separate apartment, although in the same house.
When we returned to St. Petersburg, all our belongings had been moved to a very roomy and pleasant
apartment nearer our schools, and everything to the last detail had been arranged by loving hands.
During this year we visited, of course, with our cousins and old friends at the refinery, but our old
intense love for it was passing. Strangers lived in our house and we shied around it.
At the end of the school year 1883, when I was 13 years old, it was decided that the care of all of us was
too much for mother and that three of us, Heinrich, George, and I, should enter a boarding school, the
Bender Institute, near the small town of Weinheim near Heidelberg, Germany. The oldest brother,
(Leopold) would stay with Mother and little Elsa, finish high school and then enter the University of St.
Petersburg.
A few days before we would depart, I had an uncontrollable desire to see our old home again. But I
wanted no one to know of it. So I waited till we had a perfect summer day, then I sneaked off and
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moved as fast as I dared. I must have been quite excited, for as I passed through a park near the Zoo, a
country woman with a heavily laden basket, set it down and exclaimed, "What has happened my dear
child, what is worrying you, why do you run so?" I replied, “nothing mother dear, nothing."
But I slowed down and when I arrived at the refinery, I took a back road to our house through the garden
--- strange --- the gate half open---the grass uncut --- weeds in the graveled paths. When I looked at the
house, I could barely believe what I saw. No curtains over the windows, the house empty - dead. Not a
soul around, everything so terribly still. A dark cloud seemed to settle over the house and it's two long
arms tried to close in upon me and crush me.
I was scared, shivers began to run down my spine, I wanted to run away but couldn't. I just stood still
and waited with bent head. Gradually the darkness lifted, and the warm sunshine of the perfect day
returned. When I looked again, I saw mother and father standing at the curtained window, smiling so
friendly at us four boys playing, little sister was walking with our dearly loved Nannie; our faithful
houseboy Danela was splitting wood as usual and our good old cook stood at the kitchen window. All
of us were there again, but it seemed like a whirlwind turned me around and threw me into the tall grass,
where I lay a long time and wept as I had never wept before.
When I quieted down, I got up and returned to our new home. I was so glad that nobody had noticed my
absence; but in the evening when I went into mother's room to tell her, as usual, good night, she rose
from the desk and facing me asked," Where have you been my Mohs ?" When I looked up in surprise, I
saw in her sad face such a compassionate understanding and love, I knew I didn't have to tell her. She
put her hands lightly on my shoulders and drew me to herself, probably a little closer than usual, and
kissed me ,as usual, on the forehead and I felt a hot tear strike my face and running down my cheek,
mingle with my own.
Mother lived 32 years after father's death. Time healed her grief. She remained to her death, loving,
kind, and helpful, but never again gay as she once used to be. Fate scattered us boys to distant parts of
the world, but when we visited Mother, her home was our home also. Later in years we also discovered
in her a strength of character we had never suspected: but her decisions were never harsh, but always
gentle and loving.
A most wonderful mother.
Moritz Weber, February 16, 1958
The Bender Institute
In Moritz’ letter above, he mentions that he, George,
and Moritz were sent to the Bender Institute near
Weinheim, Germany to fulfill the wish of their father
that they be educated in Germany. The three
brothers spent four years there, after which Emilie,
Leopold, and Elsa left St. Petersburg. Leopold, who
had remained in St. Petersburg (with Elisabeth and
their mother) to finish his education there, had
finished high school and two years at the university
in St. Petersburg. Now he moved to Munich to
continue his university studies. Emilie and the rest Bender Institute where George, Moritz, and
of the siblings moved to Karlsruhe, where brothers
Heinrich attended school for four years from 1883
to 1887
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Henry, George and Moritz finished their schooling in the Gymnasium, which prepared them for
university studies. Leopold, after a several-year interruption of his university studies, eventually
received his Ph.D. in Germanic Literature.
Off to Roseburg!
After completing the Gymnasium, Moritz served his term as an officer in the German Army Artillery
and studied agriculture at an agricultural college in Dresden. He then traveled to the United States to
work on a farm in Iowa. His goal was to study American agricultural methods to prepare him for life as
a farmer. While he was working at the farm in Iowa for six months, he had received pamphlets claiming
that one could make a lot of money raising prunes near Roseburg, Oregon. So, at the age of 23 in the
year 1892, he set out for Roseburg. His first stop was at Portland, Oregon, and after the freezing
weather in Iowa, the mild spring weather in Portland made him feel like he was in heaven. He next
went to Drain, Oregon, and took a horse-drawn Stage to Scottsburg. From there he took either a boat or
stage to Coquille, where he worked a short time on a farm before continuing over the Old Military
Highway to Roseburg, his final destination. Then, according to family lore, he walked to the top of Mt.
Nebo, from where he saw a beautiful valley to the north. He walked to the area, known as Garden
Valley, and decided that it was where he wanted to make his home. Moritz soon bought a farm and set
about planting a prune orchard.
In about 1852, the Jake Jones family had come to Garden Valley and had acquired thousands of acres of
land. They had a daughter Melissa, and when Adam Fisher, another German immigrant, came to
Roseburg, he married Melissa Jones, and together they had four children. Melissa’s parents had given
Adam Fisher and Melissa a ranch at the end of the Fisher road in Garden Valley as a wedding present,
and Adam bought some more land that had been set aside long ago as a school site. The oldest
daughter of the Fishers was Emma, who became Moritz’s first wife early in 1894.
When George, Moritz’s brother, got out of the Army in 1893, he came to
visit Moritz in Roseburg. In George’s own words. “In 1892 I served my
country in the Königin Olga Dragoon Regiment, was promoted to 2nd
Lieutenant and put in the Reserve in 1893. I came to the U.S. to visit my
brother Moritz, who owned a farm in Roseburg. I stayed about eight
months. I didn't like it here and went back to Russia, St. Petersburg, and
worked for six months in a drug store. They offered me a very attractive
position in Trutsh, Siberia, but Mother talked me out of it. In 1895, I
returned to the U.S. and this time I appreciated this country more, bought
a farm in Garden Valley, and married Effie Stephens January 18, 1897.”
Moritz and Emma produced four children; Emily in February of 1895,
Johanna in May of 1986, Henry Leopold in July of 1900, and Oscar in
October of 1904. Not much is known about the agricultural activities or
successes of Moritz in Roseburg, but many of his community works are
documented. One of his first concerns was that there was no school for
his children in Garden Valley. He already had children, and George had
arrived, married, and also was producing children. Mostly due to
Moritz’s efforts, Riversdale School District 123 was built and opened in George E. Weber in 1892 in
1902. His daughter Emily was one of the first students to attend in 1902. the Königin Olga Dragoon
We will see more of this school in Henry’s writing later on in this book. Regiment: German Army
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Of the four brothers, Moritz
was the born engineer, a fact
that was mentioned by his older
brother Leopold in his book on
their vacations in Estonia. To
this end, he was always
building houses, barns, etc. In
a different twist, he became the
Roadmaster for that part of the
County. He was responsible for
the building and maintaining
the roads in Garden Valley and
other locations around
Roseburg. He is noted for
creating innovative roadconstruction techniques to
make the roads passable in the
wet Oregon winter climate.
Moritz Julian Weber and his wife, Emma (Fisher) in about 1894
Emilie, Moritz’s mother, wanted Moritz’s daughters Emily and Josie to further their education in
Germany; so in 1910 Moritz sent them, along with his wife’s sister Alice Fisher, to Dresden, Germany,
where they went to a boarding school for two years, then to a business school for one and a half years.
Moritz’s brother Heinrich had become very wealthy in Russia, and promised Moritz and George
excellent positions if they would come to work for him. George didn't go because his wife, Effie,
absolutely refused to go to live in a foreign country. Moritz, however, returned to Russia in 1912 with
his wife Emma and his two sons Henry Leopold and Oscar and soon began building a beautiful house on
land that Heinrich owned near Pokrowski. In Emily’s (Moritz’ daughter) own words:
“We moved to Pokrowski near Moscow in
1914. We left Dresden (where they had gone to
business school) and arrived in Russia April 1st.
We went first to uncle Henry’s (Heinrich’s)
farm in southern Russia where he had a big saw
mill. We were there until May 25th. Dad was
having our house built and that summer we all
lived in a big datcha (summer house) until our
houses were finished. Aunt Lily (Heinrich’s
wife) and her (two youngest) sons Leopold and
Wolf, and their Fräulein (nanny) came, as I
recall, in June. Grossmama (Emilie, Moritz’s
mother) died and was buried in St. Petersburg
and Aunt Lily just had time to go back to Berlin Heinrich’s house in Pokrowski.
to meet Georgi and Andrei (Heinrich’s & Lily’s
eldest two sons) who were coming home from England (where they were attending an English school)
for their vacation when war was declared and they were held as prisoners. They were all put in cattle
cars with a lot of others who were caught there and taken to some point on the coast south of Sweden.
From Stockholm, Lily wired uncle Henry (Heinrich) and a business friend of his took them under his
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protection and they finally got to Pokrowsky some time
in August after war was declared. As I recall, our house
was finished first and we moved in before uncle Henry’s
house was renovated and they continued to live in the
datcha for a short time after we left (moved out.)
However, we had all moved before the cold weather set
in. The boys couldn’t go back to England so uncle Henry
hired two teachers to tutor the children. Marussia, who
later married my dad, taught Leopold and Wolf and the
two older boys French. A man teacher taught Georgi and
Andrei. We also had a teacher to teach my two brothers
(Oscar and Henry Leopold,) who would eventually enter
Andrei and Georgi, Heinrich’s eldest two
the Russian school, and to teach my sister and me
boys.
Russian.
About a year before the revolution, uncle Henry bought a farm
near Smolensk and a house in Moscow. They moved to Moscow
and we moved to the new farm. That was in May of 1917. Then,
in July of 1917, I started back to the states. My sister (Josie) and
my mother had left the year before because we couldn’t get the
food my mother had to have due to ulcers. She died about 6
months after leaving Russia and it was after that that Dad and
Marussia were married in April of 1917. In September, I went to
Norway and took a boat from Oslo to Boston. Dad, Marussia, and
my brothers didn’t get out of Russia until 1918. I was still in
Boston (where Josie and mother had been after they came back)
when Dad came back from Germany in 1918. He wanted me to go
with them to Oregon as Marussia was expecting Andrew in June
1919. Lee (Henry Leopold), my older brother, stayed in Boston.
The rest of us got to Oregon in May 1919 and Andrew was born
June 26, 1919.” Dad worked at various jobs until Siegfried wanted Marussia, children’s teacher and
him to run a ranch in Germany, so they went back (circa 1919),
later (1917) Moritz’s second wife.
but Oscar and I stayed in Roseburg. Uncle Henry and Aunt Lily
had gotten out of Russia by way of Odessa.” End of quote.
During the Russian Revolution, Heinrich and Moritz lost everything and after Moritz and Marussia
returned to Roseburg in 1918, Moritz was hired to manage the Sunshine Ranch, which was a few miles
from Roseburg, and Marussia produced Andrew, their first child together.
Final days in the old country!
Siegfried Koenig (Moritz’s first Cousin) had married a Norwegian woman, which gave him Norwegian
citizenship and enabled him to escape to Norway with his fortune practically intact. Siegfried had two
peat farms near Oldenburg, Germany, and he offered Heinrich and Moritz employment there as
managers. They both accepted and moved to Oldenburg in about 1921, but, after two years, Siegfried
sold the farms. Heinrich got a position in Riga, Latvia, and Moritz returned to the U.S. in 1923.
Marussia stayed behind until Georgi, their second son, was born in 1923 in Dresden, Germany, and
finally Josie, Moritz, Marussia, Andrew and Georgi were re-united in June 1923.
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Oscar and Emily had stayed with their grandmother Fisher in Roseburg, while Moritz, Marussia and
Andrew were in Germany. Moritz, Marussia, Andrew, and Georgi eventually went to live in Stafford,
Virginia, where he managed a large farm for a wealthy man. Andrew and Georgi stayed on the East
Coast and never lived in Roseburg and Moritz never returned to Roseburg after 1923 except to visit.
Emily and Oscar lived the rest of their lives in Roseburg. Henry Leopold married Ollie Lucinda
McDonald in Illinois and they had one son, Donald Lee. Henry died in 1927 in Illinois while
attempting to help another man extinguish a gasoline fire. Henry and Ollie’s son, Donald, moved to San
Diego, married Rozanne Katheryn Zalabak. They had four children there.
Josie stayed in Boston for the rest of her life. Moritz died 19 days short of his 100th birthday.
Emily married Archie Ferguson in 1921 in Roseburg and they had two children, Lester and Norval, born
in 1923 and 1925, respectively. Norval lived out his life in and around Roseburg. He married Karen
Kronke and they had three children, Kenneth, Susan, and Thomas, born in 1952, 1954, and 1958,
respectively. Thomas died in 1976 in an auto accident. Susan didn’t marry and had no children.
Kenneth stayed in Roseburg, married Rosalind Hays and they had one child, Emily Elizabeth Ferguson,
born May 17, 1996 in Roseburg. Lester Ferguson moved to California and has family there.

George Ernst Weber
Now we return to the life of George Ernst Weber, the brother who settled in Roseburg and, except for
three trips to Germany and Russia, never left Oregon again. In gathering information for this book, I
tried to get a feel for what George was like, not only for the book, but because he was my grandfather
and I’d like to know more about him. I asked family members who spent time with him what he was
interested in, what he talked about, what he enjoyed, but never was able to learn much except that he
was very religious. That he was a Christian Scientist is well known, but that he was very religious
surprised me. I used to stay with him when I was in high school, sometimes for a few days, so that Elza
and Albert, with whom he lived for the last several decades of his life, could have some time to
themselves. I never heard so much as one word about God or religion, but perhaps it was because I was
too young at the time to ask the right questions. I just remember him as a nice old man who drank tea,
and knitted rugs as a pastime. I remember that he told me stories about the boarding school where he,
Moritz, and Heinrich went to school for four years after his father died. But, my lack of life’s
experiences didn’t allow me to appreciate them or to ask more questions. The man would have been a
wealth of information about many of the ancestors written about in the four books. The most tragic
thing was that he kept diaries all of his life, but burned them all when he thought his death was
imminent. They would have been priceless!
So now, I muddle on and piece his story together with what little we have of his past. Fortunately, his
oldest brother Leopold left us with two of the above books, which include him in places, and we glean
some information from letters and notes that survived the years.
Just as review of his life prior to arriving in Roseburg, remember that he was born in what is now
Tallinn, Estonia while his parents and siblings were vacationing there with Eitel Moritz and Wilhelmine,
his grandparents. Leopold writes of his birth in his book on the Baltic Vacations, and mentions him
fleetingly in other anecdotes of their escapades in later years when they vacationed in Meriküla, Estonia.
Other than that, we have no information about him until his father’s death in 1882, when George was ten
years old. The family spent the summer following his father’s death on the Ukraine estate of the “Sugar
King” Leopold Koenig, and then attended school one more year in St. Petersburg. After that year,
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Arvilla married Stewart David
Stephens, who also lived here
at the time, but was born in 1849 in
New York. Cora Arvilla and
Stewart David had five children
together, the second of whom was
Effie Nina Arvilla Stephens, born
in Nebraska December 16, 1876.
She later would become the wife of
George E. Weber.
Little is known of the arrival in
Roseburg of the Harveys and the
Stephens, but they must have
moved to the area around 1888.
William F. and Arvilla (Thurlow) Harvey. Arvilla died in 1901
Property deeds show that the
Harveys bought land in August of 1888 and that Stewart David purchased land in January of 1889, both
in Garden Valley. Effie Nina Arvilla was twelve or thirteen years old when she arrived in Garden
Valley. George Ernst Weber bought land there around 1895 shortly after he arrived and made Garden
Valley his home. It isn’t difficult to imagine how he and Effie met in such a small community, but
nothing seems to be written about it.
Upon the death of Effie’s mother (Cora Arvilla Harvey) in
December of 1890, Effie had to quit school to tend to the
family, as she was the oldest daughter, just under 14 years
old, and her youngest brother, Floyd, was barely two years
old. According to Effie, the family had very hard times
when they first came to Oregon. One winter, they only had
potatoes, bread, and gravy to eat. In addition to carrying for
the other children, she had to carry water from the river for
the household and to do the washing. Her father, Stewart
David was a farmer and carpenter, according to family lore.
He eventually remarried and moved to Albany, Oregon,
where he sold real estate and died in 1913.
Effie’s older brother, Elbert W., married Blanch McVeigh
and had two children, Avis (b. 1900) and Alfred (b. 1904.)
His first marriage to Blanche didn't last. He later married
Ella Fisher, who was Moritz Weber’s wife’s sister. He and
Ella eventually moved to Reedsport, Oregon where he had a
large green house and did a lot of fishing. He lived there
until Ella died, after which he remarried and moved to
Cora Arvilla (Harvey) Stephens, mother
Woahink Lake where he lived until he died.
of Effie (Stephens) Weber. She died in
Elsie Vivian Stephens married in Albany, Oregon to a baker 1890, before her mother
by the name of Carl Schnurstein. He got hold of some bad
"White Mule", a rotgut moonshine whiskey, and ended up in the nut house. They had three children by
this marriage. Elsie Vivian divorced him and remarried.
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Elma, Stewart David’s youngest daughter, married Roscoe Miller. She died in childbirth.
Floyd Elbert was the youngest of the family. He married Etura Van Buskirk and they had two children,
Stewart and Carl. Floyd was a baker. He worked for quite a while at the Model Bakery in Roseburg.
He eventually bought a bakery in Powers, Oregon and lived there a good many years. He had asthma
bad, so he eventually sold out and returned to Roseburg, where he worked at the Elks Club until his
death.
My Mother (Effie Nina Arvilla) was the kind of person you meet only once in a lifetime. She was kind,
generous to a fault, and I have never heard her speak ill of anyone. She could always find something
good to say about everyone. One of her favorite sayings was; "There's so much bad in the best of us,
and so much good in the worst of us, it hardly behooves any of us to talk about the rest of us." She was
very religious, but lived her religion rather than talked about it. She worked from daylight till dark and
never complained about a thing.
Henry Weber, March 27, 1976

So the stage was set for the “new-world” Weber family.
George and his brother Moritz married local girls, one
from the Stephens family and one from the Fisher
family. To mix it up, as we saw above, one of the
Stephens brothers married one of the Fisher sisters.
Above, we saw some high points of the Moritz Weber
family’s life. Now we will concentrate on those of
George Ernst and Effie Nina Arvilla, but this time in
more detail because it is the aim of this writing to focus
on the Roseburg area Webers. George and Effie were
responsible for producing the majority of us, and since
Henry, my father, assumed the task of being a local
historian during the last twenty years of his life, most of
the story will be told from his viewpoint. To keep the
story at least mildly interesting, I will try to include
anecdotes that show life back then, rather than a
genealogical description of births and deaths, although
there will be plenty of them.
To get oriented, we need to introduce very briefly the
children of George and Effie, who were born in
Roseburg and Garden Valley. Here they are:

George and Effie wedding portrait on January
18th, 1897 in Roseburg, Oregon

Ernest George was born Oct. 24, 1897. He first married Maude Allen, had four children, George,
Wanda, Joyce and William. Maude died in childbirth with their fifth child. Elza adopted that child but
it died at a very early age. Ernie eventually married Agnes Hunter, a widow with two children, Evelyn
and Dorothy.
Cora Emily was born Jan.7, 1899 in Roseburg. She first married Ray Ward and had two children from
that marriage, Jeanne and Elza Kathleen. She divorced Ray, married Ocla White, divorced him, married
Harry Dutton, he died, then she married Berger Tinglof, a well known Los Angeles attorney, but then he
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also died. She never married again, but she had two other “significant others.” They were Peter Didtel
and Phil Harth, both of whom she outlived. Cora died at 102 years old. Of Jeanne and Kay, Cora’s
children:
Jeanne married James Lee Crawford and they had three children James L., Sally Jeanne, and
Kathleen Ann. Jeanne divorced and married Alan Palmer. They had no children together.
Kay (Elza Kathleen) married Shirley M. Vader and they had two children, Steven L. and Suzette.
They divorced and she married James Traill Anderson and they had Douglas Traill and Jon
Scott.
Maurice Fritz (Bud) was born Oct. 22, 1902 at Roseburg, Oregon. He married Kathleen Bonebrake
and they had one son, Maurice Jr.. Bud died of cancer in 1970.
Maurice Jr. was married to Annabel and they had three children, Mark, Cathy, and Andrew.
Elza Flora was born Sept 4, 1904 in Roseburg, Oregon. She married Albert R. Kronke. Albert died at
the age of 64 and Elza never remarried. They had no children of their own but adopted a daughter,
Karen Lynette.
Karen married Norval Alec Ferguson and had three children. Kenneth Alexander, Susan Elaine,
and Thomas Neil. Karen divorced Norval, then married Bill Marie. No children from the last
marriage.
Henry V. Weber was born October 19, 1909. He married Grace Duncan and had two children, Michael
Lee and Dennis David. Henry died in 1999 and Grace died in 2006.
Michael Lee married Judith Ann Kuester and they had three children, Dana Aileen, Daniel
Warren, and Dawn April. Michael and Judith divorced and Michael married Rosalie Renee
Klint.
Dennis David married Theresa De-La-O and they had one son, David Whitney.

Ernest, Elza, Henry, Effie, George, Cora, and Maurice in 1934
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Early Days in Roseburg, Oregon
I’m adding this section because it describes some of the life of our
family in the early 1900s. It is told by my father, Henry Victor
Weber, in some of his writings that he did in the latter part of his
life. In the interest of saving space and avoiding too much detail I
have edited his work fairly aggressively, but at the risk of losing
some of his ‘folksy’ style. What the following pages deal with are
his recollections of camping and a few other activities, most of
which would be difficult for the youth of today to recreate in the
year 2007. However, since some of our lives overlapped a bit with
Henry’s, it won’t be as surprising as it may be to later generations,
who will never experience his “good old days.” So, here it is,
beginning about in the year 1912.
Henry V. Weber (1909 -1999)

Camping at Cavitt Creek

Our mother (Effie) had hay fever quite badly, so most summers were spent camping out in the
mountains where she felt much better. We spent two or three glorious summers at the mountain
paradise of Cavitt Creek, which was an ideal place
for a summer camp. Our father learned of Cavitt
Creek from a friend, Fritz Asam, who also came
from Germany and two Purdue brothers, Alex and
Leslie, and Fritz. The two brothers had lived in
Edenbower, near the present location of the
Douglas National Bank. The three men had a
homestead in the mountains at Buck Fork, and
they had told Dad of Cavitt Creek. Cavitt Creek
seemed quite distant from Garden Valley, as our
journey back then (about 1912) was made by
means of a team of horses and a large wagon
filled with Mom, Dad and us kids, as well as all
the provisions for the summer.
Since we lived in Garden Valley, which was five
miles from Roseburg in the opposite direction
from Cavitt Creek, the journey required a preMap of Roseburg area showing locations of the
dawn start. However, the traffic was light back
George E. Weber farm & other points of interest.
then, and after resting the horses at the top of
Vinegar Hill (between Garden Valley and Roseburg), we roared through the city of Roseburg. No
traffic signals impeded our progress in 1912, and at about 3 miles an hour, we were on our way to the
churchyard just prior to reaching Dixonville, where we would stop for breakfast.

At the churchyard, our ambience was a large oak tree in the churchyard and our table was a large cloth
spread on the ground. Our mother was the cook, waitress, and dish washer, but she didn’t even get a tip!
After breakfast, we once again loaded up and after Dad had counted us kids to see that we were all
aboard, we were off and within a few minutes we were in the suburbs of Dixonville, then in the city
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proper, which was composed of Hatfield’s blacksmith shop and across the graveled road, the General
Store. Two or three houses comprised the rest of the ‘city.’ The next settlement we would encounter
after we had traveled up through Black Mud Hollow and arrived in Oak Creek, where there was a
schoolhouse and a cemetery. There also were several houses, which were not too far apart. We then
said goodbye to these small cities and entered wild country until a while after we turned up Little River,
when we would enter the village of Peel, Oregon.
Peel was just a rough board
building, housing a general store
and a post office. The post
office was established close to
Little River and a few miles
upstream from Glide on Jan
1888. The town was named for
Samuel West Peel of
Bentonville, Arkansas. The post
office was finally closed on
December 15, 1921, but the store
continued on until about the
1920s, although it didn’t seem to
prosper.
Peel was the last sign of
Map showing camping sites.
civilization until we crossed a
Little River bridge and headed south on Cavitt Creek. After several miles of narrow, steep, and
torturous dirt road, we arrived at the settlement of No Fog, which, as the name implies, was free of fog
because it sat high on a bench of land above Cavitt Creek. No-Fog was almost directly east of
Dixonville, and would have been relatively close if we could have traveled as the crow flies. The town
was composed of a post office, school, general store, and several homes. There was also a cemetery for
those who chose to remain in No Fog. The No Fog post office was established on June 7th, 1915 and
was discontinued on February 28th,1918.
Except for window sash, flooring, desks and seats, the whole school building was constructed of boards
that had been split by hand from cedar logs. At one time, eight of the seventeen pupils were from the
same family.
In 1935, my brother Maurice and I hiked up to No Fog and our old camp on Cavitt Creek, as well as to
the orchard of Mr. Cavitt. At that time the cabins and store were still standing at No Fog, and there was
quite a bit of open space. The result was a sad, lonely picture that only a deserted little village can
portray. But in 1984, large fir trees were growing where many years ago hardy settlers had raised
gardens, fruit, and children. Quite a few of the fruit trees were still alive and bearing fruit; thereby
furnishing a few treats for the birds and other animals that are now the only permanent residents.
I believe one of the main reasons a lot of people moved into these remote areas, was to take up timber
claims. There was talk about putting a railroad up in that area. There were also gold miners and
trappers. There were many fur bearing animals in those days and at the time of WWI, furs brought a
very good price. On Lee's Creek, which emptied into the upper fork of North Myrtle Creek, extensive
mining had taken place in the early days, mostly above the Donovan farm. It was done by companies
that hired mostly Chinese laborers. For several years Chinese coins could be found near the mining
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operation. The large mining operations had been conducted by hydraulic water power, and since there
was not an adequate supply of water in Lee's Creek, a ditch had been dug over to Cavitt Creek. In 1931,
my brother Maurice and I had walked along some of the ditch, which was still plainly visible.
When we finally arrived at our camp site at Cavitt Creek, the Purdue brothers and Fritz Asam would
have a couple deer hanging up for us, thus assuring us of a plentiful meat supply. The Creek was full of
fish and crawfish, which we all liked to eat, and Mom brought a plentiful supply of canned fruit and
vegetables along. It was surprising to look back and realize how well we could get along in those days
without a super market. There were no prepared mixes, frozen foods, paper napkins, meat, pies and so
on; however Mom did it all very well indeed.
There was a lot of long moss on many of the trees and in a swampy place nearby. We had fun making
piles of moss to jump in, or just to lay on our backs in the soft stuff and watch the clouds leisurely drift
by in the blue sky. We kids had fun with nothing to do but to play and enjoy ourselves. Mom always
seemed to be busy; yet she always had time to comfort us and keep us in line. When at times we didn't
mind her, a threat that Dad would intervene did wonders to improve our behavior.
Our last vacation at our Cavitt Creek paradise was in about 1913.
Camping at Rock Creek
When we first went up the North Umpqua to camp at Rock Creek, which was several miles past Glide, it
was about 1914, as I was old enough to remember much about those happy days. Our preparations were
about the same as they were for our earlier trips to Cavitt Creek, and we were still using our trusty
wagon and reliable horses for slow but sure transportation.
Now I was aware of the noise the iron rimmed wagon wheels made as they passed over small rocks, and
noisily crushed them. Sometimes the wheels would hit a rather large obstacle which would make the
wagon lurch; however to us babbling kids, it was all lots of fun. Anyone who hasn't ridden in a wagon,
doesn't know what he is missing. You can move about, laugh, talk, sing or do anything, that is, if it
didn't disturb Dad!
I don't know why Dad decided to camp at Rock Creek. In fact I can never remember him consulting us
about this change from Cavitt Creek, but his choices always turned out to be wise ones, and we really
loved it at Rock Creek. He might have gone there on account of better roads or perhaps a shorter
distance. Rock Creek was much larger than Cavitt Creek, there was more level ground, and the North
Umpqua River was only a short distance away.
But to backtrack a bit, we left home at dawn and had our breakfast at the Dixonville Churchyard;
however, as we turned north at Dixonville, things got more interesting. Just after we started down Black
Mud Hill, to our right was a "Haunted House" where a man had allegedly murdered his wife and kids
and then killed himself. Boy, did that place ever look Spooky, and the longer we stared at it, the more
convinced we were that it really was haunted. Chills permeated our bones, and we breathed much easier
when this "Horror on the Hill", was no longer in view.
One advantage of traveling by real horse power was that one could always get out and walk awhile,
which we did on the last long hill before we reached Glide. It was lots of fun to walk along and throw
rocks at bottles and other things. We would generally see a few wild animals and birds that we threw
rocks at, but could never hit. One time we came by an old abandoned house and it really interested us.
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Inside I found a pump Benjamin Air Rifle, which was powered by compressed air. It had a pump and it
worked after a fashion, so I was pleased and to me it was really a treasure. When we reached the
summit of this pass, there in the distance was Mt. Scott.
We passed through a small narrow valley and soon were descending to cross Little River on a covered
bridge that would lead us on our way to the village of Glide. How those loose boards clattered on the
bridge as they protested the heavily-laden wagon containing our summer provisions and the whole
family, and the horses’ sharp horse shoes must have caused the boards to groan a bit more.
The first building we came to was the Forest Service Headquarters. Just a few yards away was the large
Glide store, which was owned and run by John Alexander and his wife Anna. John was born in
Scotland in 1853 and his wife was born in Iowa. John was a tall, rather dour appearing Scotchman, and
at that time he seemed very old. Now that I am 81, he seems to have been rather young then. We always
liked "Old” John very much, as he was good to us kids, and would give us some candy now and then.
Dad would often stop to buy some supplies for us, and we could renew our friendship at those times.
What a view he would get in the morning, when he could step out on his front porch, and there in the
north would be Mt. Scott. There was at least one church in Glide and a school that our future sister-inlaw Agnes Smith attended after attending the primary school across the North Umpqua River near the
Wright home. There were quite a few farms and houses in this small valley. From there, the road
followed the river up to the Ferry Crossing (this was a ferry that carried passengers and horses, and
later, cars across the river.)
The approach to the Ferry was quite steep, so we kids would all get out and walk down the hill. Later on
when we got a car, we still walked down, as we were not sure if the car’s brakes would work, or if the
slender cable stretched across the water end would stop Dad's vehicle. Since Mr. Hall lived on the other
side of the river, we would have to yell for him to come get us. Then we would all help him pull the
ferry back across the river. It was a lot of fun, and we could also see trout swimming in the clear water.
About four o'clock in the afternoon, we clattered across the Rock Creek bridge and after fording the
flow from a small spring, another 100 yards put us at our camp site for the summer, where we could
look forward to a wonderful summer of camping, fishing and just having fun. But first an outhouse was
installed close to camp on a small hillside, and a pit was dug that would accommodate our garbage.
Next the tents and stove were erected under the fir trees. When all was in readiness and our appetites
had reached a feverish pitch, Mom cooked us a delicious dinner. By now, it was getting dark, and we
were soon in our comfortable beds and sound asleep.
By the next day, Dad had split up a supply of wood for Mom, and since everything else was taken care
of, we really didn't need him around anymore for awhile, so we bade him a fond goodbye, after
reminding him to bring us some candy on his next visit. There was not a single tear in Dad's eyes as he
left us, and before he was out of sight, we had returned to our fun.
The road ended just after crossing the Rock Creek bridge. A little to one side of the end of the road, a
nice little cluster of trees was growing, which was a natural location where people would camp. We
found some old bottles which we took to our camp where Mom filled them with some delicious homemade root beer. Boy was it ever good
On our first trip to camp at Rock Creek, we found several families that had taken up homesteads there.
Among the settlers was my mother's cousin Loren Harvey and his wife. I guess his wife got tired of
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being a homesteader and a wife, as she left him. One day Loren stopped at our camp and told us
goodbye, as he gave up on his dream and moved to Cottage Grove where he operated a cleaning and
pressing business. We used to stop and see him when we would go to Albany to see our stepgrandmother (Anny Stephens.)
In 1914, when we first camped at Rock Creek, I was too little and stupid to be of any practical use.
Even my sister Elza, who we often referred to as "Simple Sis" could do a few useful things like baiting
Bud's fish hook for him, taking the fish off the hook, and even carrying them home for him. By
accident, I caught my first trout there. It was about seven inches long and looked enormous to me. I ran
back to camp with my "catch of the day", and Mom immediately fried it for me. I can't remember ever
eating such a delicious fish before!
One day Dad said we were going swimming at a little beach at Rice's place. I
asked Dad what swimming was? He said we get in the water in Rock Creek,
splash around and have fun. I asked Dad, "Do we do this with our clothes on?"
to which Dad replied, "No, first you remove your clothes." That sounded like
fun, so I hurried down to the swimming hole, removed my clothing, and stood
there stark naked and greeted my startled friends and parents with nothing but a
smile. I guess they were surprised. Well, there were no fig leaves around, so
Dad had me hold one of the largest maple leaves he could find in front of my
still growing loins. The leaf was large enough to hide almost all of me and I still
have the picture to prove it!
Since we were in "Indian Country", I guess Dad felt it was only proper that we
Henry in the buff (1914)
kids could have our own little tepee, so he built us one. He decided to take a
picture of Elza, Bud, Iris Rice and me in front of this structure. We only had one
feather and Elza got to wear it. Hoping to ruin the picture, I turned my back
to the camera, but it didn't affect the rest of them a bit. Bud and Iris used to
spend quite a bit of time inside the tepee, and always came out smiling. Elza
and I used to go in it now and then; however we never found anything inside
that made us as happy as it did Bud and Iris.
Old Jim Hayes lived down river a short distance with his wife and daughter
Merle. They had a rough-board little house that sat on a little knoll and had a
few fruit trees around it. Mrs. Hayes was usually out on the front porch in
her rocking chair and we could see her rocking back and forth endlessly.
Some people said she was off her rocker; however when I saw her, she was
Bud, Elza, and Henry (with
always in it and rocking! I did think her daughter was just a bit unusual and his back to the camera)
hard to understand. Jim was the one who brought our mail to Hoaglin
Just a few steps beyond Jim Hayes’ house, the Forest Service had built a small shed which housed a
telephone. The Forest Service kindly gave us campers a key to the building, so we could call in a case
of an emergency or to order some supplies. It was getting to be almost like being in town, as all we had
to do was go to the booth to telephone or hike on up past the Indian graveyard to where Bill McMillan
ran the Hoaglin Post Office from his home. He had a housekeeper named Mrs. Sinnott who lived with
him, so at least he didn't have to cook his own meals. One day Dad took a picture of Mom, Mrs.
Sinnott, old Bill McMillan, Bud, and me in front of his Post Office. I wore my Indian suit, so I felt like
I was among friends when we passed the Indian Graveyard.
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An Indian family by the name of Fretwell moved up
to a house close to McMillan's Home, and they
were very proud they had running water in their
house, which was quite a convenience compared to
the old hand pump on the back porch. The water
came from a spring, a short distance above the
house and flowed to and through the house in
wooden troughs, so they always had fresh running
water in the house, and all they had to do was dip it
out! How about that!
We used to see Mace Tipton, a little old Indian,
with his burros going up and down the road. He
was a nice old fellow and he always had time to
stop and talk to us kids. One time we saw Mace's
burros without him, so I thought I would jump on
for a ride. I jumped on all right, and just as quickly
got dumped in the middle of the road by this very
unfriendly burro.
A group of business men in Roseburg formed a
group they called “The Umpqua Chiefs,” or
something like that. They all got Indian robes and
headdresses and looked quite noble. They also got Hoaglin Post Office: from L to R, Mrs. Sinnott,
an outfit for Mace, and with the title of last Chief of Effie, Henry, Bud (top) and Bill McMillan (1914).
the Umpqua Indians, he would participate in the parades, riding a real nice horse. The horse was nicely
adorned and a far cry from the stupid burro that dumped me in the road. Now Mace is buried by the side
of his wife Nancy in the Indian Graveyard up on the hill.
Even in this paradise, folks were never satisfied. In this unspoiled, pollutionfree environment, we had clear cold water to drink right from the creek only a
few steps away, but were we satisfied? There was a beautiful spring just across
Rock Creek from our camp, so we just had to have that water to drink. The men
got together and built a walkway from rock to rock until we could go across and
bring back a full bucket of water, which was indistinguishable from the water
we had right at hand. Even we kids wouldn't have gone to all that work to have
the privilege of carrying water several times as far as was necessary.
Besides Mom's delicious cooking for us, the adults did another really
worthwhile thing for us. They built us a nice Croquet Court.
In a couple years, while we still had to haul our supplies in by our horse drawn Mace & Nancy Tipton
wagon, Dad had purchased a Model T Ford touring car. Now we could make
this long trip of about 30 miles, quite easily in a couple hours from our home in Garden Valley. No
more stopping at the churchyard for breakfast, we could eat it at home and be at Rock Creek in plenty of
time for Mom to prepare dinner! Progress was great! Of course, boarding the ferry at Lone Rock, with
Dad at the controls of the Ford was still a risk, but it seemed nice not to have to walk down that steep
hill to the waters edge. When we got beyond Wright's house, the road was tree lined and some of the
brush was growing out into the road. Sometimes we took Nick, (our stupid Collie dog) with us and
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from the comfort of the back seat he would bite at all the bushes he could reach. Luckily for him, he
never fell out of the car.
Just before we would reach the Rock Creek bridge, there were some large, round rocks protruding from
the sandy soil of the road bed. Those rocks had posed no threat to the horses and wagons; but for the
low-slung crankcase of our Ford, it posed a risk of disaster. A bunch of men from the camp, armed with
picks, shovels and crowbars, after much hard work and profuse sweating, eliminated the hazard. I
surveyed all this hard work from the comfort of a shady tree and never sweat a drop or did a lick of
work.
At times there would be many people visiting their friends and relatives at the
Rock Creek camp. My uncle Floyd Stephens was there quite often. A special
guest was Ernie's girl friend Thora Eastman and Cora's loser of a boy friend,
Ray Ward. When there was a bunch coming up, Elza and I would spend a few
days catching the wily crawfish that were plentiful in the waters of Rock Creek.
We would generally tie a piece of meat on one end of a long stick, then take a
firm grip on the other end and place the bait in front of a hungry Crawfish to
grab. Whatever they got hold of, they never let go! We would get about half a
washtub full of them, which would be cooked over a large fire. All of us would
sit around the fire and feast. Dad really loved them. He used to break the tails
off, then suck the body contents out with a disgusting slurping sound. Perhaps Thora Eastman
he learned that in Germany!
After our crawfish feast we would sit around and play exciting games like "going out west," which was
an irony since we were about as far West as we could be. We played other games, and the memories of
those wonderful times around the campfire with our friends and relatives are almost as precious to us as
were the crawfish!
One time, a bunch of us hiked a trail to
Honey Creek, which was about five miles
upstream. At this time we had brought along
our horse,"Old Dick” and I got to ride him
most of the way. It was a beautiful trip and
at one particularly attractive place by the
river, Mom said, "What a beautiful place for
a campground, I am going to name it Camp
Hope.” That name held for many years;
however it was later changed to Baker Park.
Perry and Jessie Wright lived at the Illahee
and Roy Foster lived high on a level bench
on the other side of the River. Both men
Camp Hope in 1935. Henry and Grace Weber 3rd and 4th
were engaged in packing parties into the
from the left. Elza Weber on the right. Now Baker Park
North Umpqua wilderness and Diamond
Lake vicinity, and I believe both of them ran
livestock on the thousands of acres of free range. I know Perry did some trapping and hunting and he
was an expert at it. He used to pack all kinds of things home, whether it be parts of a crashed airplane or
Indian relics or hosts of other things. In those real early days, deer were slain for their hides, and there
were camps established in this area for that purpose. One of them where they skinned the deer was on
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Thorn Prairie.
Perry picked up quite a few people to pack back into the mountains at the end of the road at Rock Creek,
I think it was in 1915 when Dr. Seely and his young son, Hall, arrived at the end of the road to await the
arrival of Perry and his pack horses. They were there a day or so before Perry arrived, and during the
waiting period, Hall turned us green with envy with his tales of all the Indian artifacts he would pick up
at the old Indian Race Track at the Ilahee. The idea of him getting to go through all the mysterious
places on Big Camas was almost more than we could bear. And, when he talked about fishing in
Diamond Lake, we turned green with envy and almost began to hate him, but life must go on.
At various times we would see Jessie and Perry driving cattle down the trail to market. It looked like a
lot of fun to me, riding the horses and all that stuff, but it must have been a hard life for Jessie.
However, she seemed to love the life and she lived to a ripe old age. Perry used to also have paying
guests in their home.
Idleyld Park: Our Last Camp!
Things were changing across Rock Creek from our camp site, and it seemed as though our freedom to
move about as we pleased was in jeopardy. A fish hatchery was being installed across the creek where
our very special spring was located, and we realized that change was inevitable in our expanding
society. Therefore the privacy we had enjoyed so long at Rock Creek was eroding away.
Old man McMillan had built a new home, not so far up the hill and along the county road on a high spot
that overlooked a beautiful part of the North Umpqua River. There was an excellent fishing hole down
on the river and Bill had told us they would pickle trout in barrels for their winter use. This new post
office was about halfway between Rock Creek and the new Camp of Idleyld, that came into being in the
1920's. Idleyld was built on a rather high bluff above the River, and at the edge of this bluff a row of
rather crude cabins was built.
Our first stay there was in 1922; however we still camped in our tents on the opposite side of the road
from the cabins. By now Ernie had gotten married, Cora had been married, divorced and had two kids,
and even Elza got married that summer. I guess Bud was working on the farm. So I was the only kid in
the family to make this first camp at Idleyld Park, other than Cora’s two kids, Jeanne and Katy. There
was a general store there and Mrs. Larkin Rice and Mrs. Vlcek operated it. It was only a short distance
to the post office and we could buy groceries when we needed them, instead of waiting for Dad to make
his periodic appearances. Cora came up now and then and attracted young men as quickly as a dead fish
drew flies.
However, Cora had one boy friend that I heartily approved of. His name was Peter Didtel and he came
from Riddle, Oregon. He was always nice and would talk to me, as a matter of fact, he would talk to
anyone who would listen to him. I considered him my special friend as he taught me how to fish, and
how to pick out the best places to catch trout. When he loaned me a fish pole, reel and line, my
gratitude for this wonderful man knew no limits. He was really a very nice guy. Much later in our
lives, Grace and I had many good times with him and Cora.
There was an excellent swimming hole in some calm water in the river, and what fun it was to go down
there with other kids and a few of the adults to splash around in the refreshing, cold water of the North
Umpqua.
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More and more people were coming to Idleyld in the
summer, as modern cars had made it much more accessible
for people to come up for even just a few hours. I can
remember when Mr. Howard rented a cabin at Idleyld, and
brought one of those new-fangled radio's with him. He had
antenna wires strung all through the trees, and although he
spent countless hours in front of his set, I never knew of
him getting a single peep out of it. There were other
permanent residents living there then, and on Saturday
nights, they had some very lively dances at the dance hall
at Idleyld. There was a lodge there in the twenties with an
indoor dance floor and at one time there was also an open
dance pavilion. We kids loved to watch the dancers and
the music sounded great to us. Cora was usually up for the
dances, and I must admit, she was the most popular young
woman there. Even though she was my sister, she sure
was great. Another exciting time was when Joe
Debernardi married Ollie Fredrickson and they had a big
shivaree for them at the park. Boy was there a lot of
celebration going on with blowing of horns, shooting off
firecrackers, and beating on tin pans.
I had built a little clay stove at our camping place, and used
to cook odd things like an eel, digger squirrel or anything
else that Mom refused to cook. As I mentioned previously, Cora Weber, the belle of the ball
eating chunks of cut up eel was like eating pieces of snake,
and it made me sick. No more of that. The digger squirrel was all right though.
Mom, Dad and I continued to camp at Idleyld Park and sometimes we stayed in a cabin. Life was good,
but nothing was quite the same as it had been when we were all camping together in our own special
paradise at Rock Creek. What wonderful days they were.
School Days in Garden Valley
Of course, we were not always up in the mountains having fun. There was always the specter of starting
to school in the fall; however playing with the other kids kept our revulsion at a minimum. Mom had
always cut Bud's and my hair to the bone when school was dismissed for the summer, giving us a rather
grim look, but by the time school started in the fall, our hair had grown out and we looked almost
human again.
We attended a one room schoolhouse in Garden Valley that was located right next to my father’s farm
house. It was heated by a wood heater, and the lighting system consisted of four windows on the north
side of the building that was lit from skylight in the north. Originally the windows were on the southfacing wall, but our parents had heard that a north light was desirable, and the glare from the direct
sunlight was distracting, so they moved them to the northern wall, and never again were we blinded by
the sun in our eyes. The blackboards were moved to the southern wall and the teacher's desk was on a
slightly elevated, small platform in the back of the room. There was a row of small desks in front for
the small children, and the older pupils sat in larger desks in the rear. It was in this room that we got our
education.
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We didn't depend on city water for our
drinking and washing needs. We walked
next door to Dad's house, where he had
installed a faucet outside for our
convenience. There we filled a bucket with
water and carried it back to the schoolhouse
where we all drank out of a community cup
that was filled from a long handled dipper.
We also had a wash basin there, but most of
the time we boys just wiped our hands on
our pants and our mouths on our sleeves. I
imagine the girls did things differently.
Our restroom facilities consisted of two little
wooden outhouses; one for the girls and one
for the boys. They were furnished with
Sears Roebuck catalogues, which could be
used for reading and wishing, as well as for
sanitary purposes. A bucket of ashes was
used to somewhat diminish the odor and
annoy the flies!
Our playground was a yard that was part
black mud and part hill ground that was
covered with tickle grass. There in the mud Front row: Cora &Ernest on the left, and Emily on the
right. Effie Weber in center of the doorway in back row.
and tickle grass, we played games during
our recesses. It really was an exclusive school; one time there was a total of only eight students in
attendance, five of whom were my siblings and me. Two were from the Ed Marks family and the other
was from the Johnson brood. Besides learning quite a bit, scraping black mud off our shoes, and
picking tickle grass out of our stockings, and we had lots of fun!
On warm spring days, the teacher sometimes held classes on top of the hill just a bit north of the
schoolhouse. There under the huge oak trees we would have a wonderful day of learning and fun.
I can remember one time when one of the girls sat on a limb with a slightly protruding snag. In Oregon
in those days many of the girls’ undergarments were made from flour sack material that had been
bleached. Evidently this girls mother didn't bleach the cloth sufficiently, because when she jumped off
the limb, the snag caught her underwear, thereby exposing the flour sack bloomers with “Pride of
Douglas" plainly visible. Pride of Douglas was a flour produced by Bashford's mill.
Other times during the noon hour, we would take off for Pine Hill about a mile away, eating our lunch
as we ran. Sometimes we would run along at top speed to the pine trees chew that really delicious pine
gum, which was very hard to chew. Now I doubt if we would have enough strength in our jaws to chew
the sticky stuff, and if so, it would likely remove all our fillings.
There was a certain hill towards Johnson's farm, where the first lamb tongues of the year would appear.
It was about a mile away from the schoolhouse, but within easy running distance for a noon hour. On
the other side of the county road from the schoolhouse, there was a small area where wild pansies grew
in great abundance, and it was the only place we had ever found them. Other times we would run down
to the river at Uncle Moritz's old place and gather trillions.
Page 77

One teacher at the Riversdale school taught all eight grades, that is, when there were that many. She
was paid 25 dollars a month plus room and board, which was provided by parents of the children who
took turns. The teacher was also in charge of keeping the schoolroom warm and clean. She maintained
discipline, and if her will didn't prevail, a word to the parents would bring hasty compliance from the
offending student! I only remember one time when a dirty trick was pulled on a teacher, which was
only a simple childish prank. Some kid had cut up a garter snake and put the pieces in the teacher's
desk. She never found out knew who did it, and it was kind of funny to us kids.
We always presented a Christmas program, to which our poor parents felt obliged to attend and suffer in
silence. One time Hazel Marks and I sang a duet. We had no piano, neither one of us could sing, and I
doubt if the teacher could either. It took a lot of guts for our parents to listen to it and then to tell us how
good it was.
Dad loved to move frequently and I guess Mom didn't mind too much either. When Uncle Moritz and
his family moved back to Russia in about 1912, we lived at his place for awhile, and I guess Dad must
have rented out our farm house.
Then sometime in about 1912, Dad moved us all to Albany, Oregon, where he had a new house and barn
built. I don't think Dad ever worked very much there, as he didn't have to, due to the fact that his
mother in Germany was wealthy. My grandfather Stephens lived right next door to Dad's new house in
Albany, and he is the only one of my grandparents that I can even vaguely remember. Dad's mother
died in 1914 in Germany, his father died in 1882 in Russia, and Grandma Stephens [Cora Arvilla
(Harvey) Stephens] died in 1890 in Roseburg.
After grandpa Stephens died, we used to visit his wife, Annie, who was my step-grandmother. We
really had no love for her, as she had a big goiter on her neck and yellow snags for teeth. She always
wanted to kiss us kids and we really hated it! But, on the plus side, they had two huge black walnut
trees in the barnyard, and although the nuts were very hard to crack, there was always an abundant
supply of them on the ground and they were very good to eat. Also, it was fun to jump into the feather
beds and bounce around, although the dust always made me sneeze. Grandpa Stephens had built a
special swing for us that four or six could swing in at the same time. We spent many happy hours in
that swing with the neighbors’ children.
A prime focus of our attention and pleasure, however, was an old Victrola phonograph that played
cylinder records, had a large horn to amplify the sound, and had a picture of a dog in the horn listening
to his "Master’s Voice!" The playing head was attached to this horn, and we had to wind it up to start it.
Grandpa let us play it often and what fun it was to hear those old, old recordings. He had lots of records
and we never tired of playing them. Other times we would climb their tall water tower, from where it
seemed we could see forever. At the right time of year, we could see what was going on at the county
fair from our lofty perch.
We kids liked to go there as it was a long, exciting drive in Dad's Model T Ford. It was really a day's
journey, so about halfway there we would make a stop in the shade of a clump of trees where Mom
would layout a picnic lunch for us. A few times Dad stopped at the Gray Goose restaurant in Cottage
Grove, where we were given a choice of what we wanted to eat. We kids certainly enjoyed that, and I
imagine it was quite a treat for Mom, who consequently didn’t have to make and serve the lunch, and
then clean up after us. Sometimes a tire went flat on the car that Dad would have to fix it on the spot
(no dismountable rims in those days.) As Dad fixed the tire and then pumped it up with a hand pump,
we kids would play along the road, throwing rocks and having lots of fun. We also always stopped in
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Cottage Grove to visit a short time with Mom's cousin Loren Harvey and his wife who had a cleaning
and pressing shop at the west end of town. Loren seemed as happy as anyone could be who couldn't
spend the summer at Rock Creek!
In 1913, Dad had a house built on North Jackson Street in Roseburg, Oregon, as he had rented the farm
to Uncle Roscoe Miller and his wife (our Aunt Elma - Mom's sister.) We moved into that house on
North Jackson Street, and in 1914, Dad and Cora went to Germany to see Dad's family. While he was
gone, Mom sold our house in town and we moved back to the old house on the farm. When Dad and
Cora returned from Germany, we were living within a stone's throw of Uncle Roscoe and Aunt Elma,
who were living in our big house, which was the one I was born in. So Dad had a house built on
Commercial Avenue in Roseburg, and we moved there in late 1914 or early 1915.
We moved back to the main house on the farm in 1915, due to the fact that Aunt Elma, as well as the
baby, had died in childbirth. I started to school that year in the fall and my process of learning began.
Hazel Marks and I were starting out in the first grade together, and our days of winter freedom were
ended. It was fun though to have someone of my own age to play with even if it was only a girl/
Everything was going well for us. War was going on in Europe, but that was so far away it was of little
concern to us kids at first, that is, except for Cora, who only worried about boys and good times. To us
kids, our German relatives were only names in a far distant land. Ernie was of draft age, but since he
was needed on the farm (a critical civilian occupation) he was exempt.
The same year, the influenza epidemic hit the U.S., and our entire family came down with the virus.
Dad, Bud, and Ernie were very sick, but because Dad was German, no one offered to help us.
During this time (1917-1918) a small sawmill was built on a small part of the Curry Estate, and the
population of our school had risen with the addition of the Fisher and Ambrose kids. Parts of the Curry
Estate had been cut up into small farm tracts and one such tract was bought by Mr. Commons from
Canada who had two children, Melville and Melchior, who entered our school since they lived in
Garden Valley. Since there was flour rationing in those war days, Mom made bread out of the flour that
Dad ground from the wheat we raised. It made a poor flour, that even in Mom's skillful hands could not
be coaxed into making a good loaf of bread. It produced a rather strange, flat looking loaf that was good
when it was hot, but when cold it was hard and heavy. We had delicious meat to embellish this so
called bread. Meat was something the kids in the sawmill didn't get much of, so would trade a meat
sandwich to them for two slices of good white bread that was available to the mill workers.
Trains passed through Roseburg pulling cars loaded with materials and pictures that were souvenirs
captured from the hated Huns. How excited we were by all the machine guns, cannons, tanks, and other
stuff on display. Then one day in November 1918, while we were at school, we received the news that
the war was over. We were let out of school and we kids marched down to the field where Dad was
working to tell him the news. There was a great celebration in Roseburg, where free firecrackers were
furnished to all the kids and there were bands and drum and bugle corps presenting music and exciting
parades. What a night to remember in spite of some burned fingers and other minor discomforts
suffered from the free firecrackers!
Dad was always very good to us kids, and when we still were in the horse and buggy days, he would
rent a house in town for Mom and us kids so we could attend the week-long festivities of the chataqua,
which really was the biggest event of the year where there would be all kinds of exciting programs,
lectures, and even operas. The chataqua tents were close to the old county jail, and one night when
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some vocal groups performed, the inmates of the jail started singing, and it was almost better than the
singers in the Chataqua. The prisoners were singing that song, "If I had the wings of an Angel , o'er
these tall prison walls I would fly.
The prisoners were forced to stop their free serenade, which so delighted us kids. One time there was an
Arctic explorer by the name of Stephenson who told us about his Arctic adventures and also had a lot of
clothing and other stuff to show from the Northland. He asked for some kids to help him with the
exhibits, and not knowing what I was getting into, I volunteered along with some other kids. We packed
all the stuff inside, and as Stephanson gave his speech, he would have us kids model some of the coats
and other junk. I almost died of stage fright, and it sure cured me of volunteering for anything like that
again.
Dad always took us kids in to see the circus when it came to town. One of our neighbors only took his
kids in to see the parade, claiming they had seen everything that would be in the circus tent. We sure
were glad that Dad wasn't a cheapskate like their Dad was! The Al G. Barnes and Sells Floto Circuses
were the two that came to Roseburg, and what an exciting day it was. The circus performances were
usually held at Bellow's Field. Roy Bellows had once traveled with the circus, which made him kind of
special. We couldn’t understand why he gave up an exciting profession like that to sell radios and later
to operate a men's clothing store in Roseburg. That sure must have been a letdown for poor Roy! It was
exciting to hear the band and see all the clowns perform and all those wild animals and we wondered
how the trainers had the courage to step in the cage with those ferocious beasts. It was a special thrill to
get to see Buffalo Bill and his Wild West Show with real Indians. Those were the days when an ice
cream cone cost a nickel, and a big juicy circus hamburger was only a dime!
When I was a little kid, there were a good many Civil War veterans still around and we would thrill to
the harrowing tales they would tell us of the battles of Gettysburg and Appomattox. They were a brave
bunch of men; however they sure were getting old. The band concerts used to be held in a grove of fir
trees just opposite the administration building for the Old Soldiers Home. There was a nice band stand
and I believe the musicians were all Civil War veterans. They surely sounded great. Sadly enough, of
the administration building, the bandstand, the grove of trees and the old soldiers, only the trees have
survived the ravages of time.
Another big annual event in Roseburg was the Strawberry Carnival, which was held about the last of
May. What fun it was to see all the strawberry booths, to ride on the exciting rides, and also to see the
rather strange side shows such as the bearded lady. Dad would generally give us a dollar apiece, and in
those days, that was enough to take in about everything. Of course there were floats and many parades.
One time in 1914, Stewart and Carl Stephens and I won
a prize in the parade. I think we got about a dollar
apiece.
We were living in Garden Valley when we gradually
made the transition from the horse and buggy era to the
exciting travel by automobile. As if this was not
enough, to break the peace and serenity of the country,
we were treated to the roar of airplanes overhead, as
those daring young aviators piloted their Jenny aircraft
with the powerful 90 horsepower V-8 engines pulling
them along at 70 miles an hour, or more if the wind
was with them. These were really exciting times as
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now we had the mail delivered to our mailbox (1915-1917?) down by the road in front of our house!
This system being known as R.F.D. or Rural Free Delivery. I might add that an acquaintance of Dad's,
by the name of Elvin Cloake, was our first mailman. Now we could order things from the catalogue and
have them delivered at our mailbox, instead of having to go all the way to Edenbower to get them from
John Botcher, who had a Post Office in his general store.
The telephone was a very useful addition to country living, and by "rubbering," others (called rubber
necks) on the party line could listen in on anyone else’s conversations, and thereby, keep advised of all
the scandals, gossip, and news that was of great interest.
In 1917 Dad bought a big Edison phonograph with a Victrola attachment. Elza and I played and played
it as we greatly enjoyed the records that Dad generously provided to us. We thrilled to the war songs
like, "Over There", "Johnny get your gun", and the sad songs like, "Till we meet again." Although Mom
had told us how hard a light snowfall was on the poor birds and animals, we agreed with her; but when
the snow arrived, we could not restrain our delight. We had one phonograph record that we believed
made it snow faster, and I believe it was called "Kaduta". When the snowflakes commenced, we would
play this record endlessly as we ran from window to window shouting, "faster, faster!" We thought it
worked, but in those days we also believed in the tooth fairy!
Threshing time
Another exciting time of the year
was when the threshing crew came to
thrash the wheat that had been piled
into neat stacks. What a thrill it was
for us kids when we would spot the
steam tractor, that not only moved
the threshing machine from one farm
to another, but supplied its power.
We could see the procession coming
over a small rise from the John
Marks farm to our place, and soon
the big event would begin. I really
don't believe that Mom shared our
enthusiasm, as she was the one who Threshing in Garden Valley around 1900.
had to cook for the threshing crew.
Oh, the excitement of seeing the golden grain come pouring out of the spouts into gunny sacks, which
were sewn shut before being hauled up to the grain bins for winter storage. That wheat was fed to the
chickens, livestock, and was used by Dad to make his lousy flour. Dad also cleaned some of the wheat
to use as seed in next year’s planting. After the threshing crew and we were well fed and the big
excitement was over.
However, we did have a certain amount of fun climbing up on the straw stacks (the residual from the
threshing), making tunnels in it, and just jumping down in its soft mass. It gave me hay fever and I
sneezed my head off, and my eyes and nose suffered from excessive blowing and wiping, but it was
worth it, I suppose. Well, in another year they would all be back and the process would all be repeated.
Prune drying time
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Another great event of the year was prune harvesting time, which occurred about the first week in
September. What an exciting time it was as the prune pickers and the men who shook the prunes from
the trees would arrive first to start this exciting process. Most of the time some of the neighbors would
do the picking, as it was something the entire family could do together. Now and then I would help. At
ten cents a bushel box for picking up the prunes (1918), I could make pretty good money for a nine-year
old.
Immediately after WWI was over, prunes
were very high priced as the US shipped
prunes to Germany and other foreign
countries. Dad had a machine that would
shake the prunes into a tub of lye water first,
and then into a tub of hot clean water to clean
them up. The same machine would shake the
prunes onto trays, which two men took care
of. After they saw that the trays were filled
properly, one of them would remove the filled
trays and place them on a stack that could be
wheeled over to the tunnels where they were
dried
Spraying prune trees in Garden Valley
Ernie hauled the boxes of fresh picked prunes
up from the field, and he got to rest going down to the field and back. Sometimes I would ride with him
to provide him with a little company. Our dryer was heated by a couple of long furnaces that used
cordwood for fuel. At the far end of the dryer, after the prunes were properly dried, the dryer man
would remove the trays and dump them on a long bench where they were sorted and the bad ones and
ones not dried properly were removed. The bad prunes would probably be fed to the hogs, and the ones
not completely dried would be redried. All of the sorting was by hand and Dad said that one of his dryer
men used to spit tobacco juice on the prunes because he claimed it made them shine, but he put a halt to
this rather unorthodox practice!
Ernie hauled the dried prunes to Drager's processing plant in Roseburg. Back on the farm, the Dryer
men were furnished room and board, and I think they got the enormous sum of seven dollars for a
twelve hour shift. In those days, Dad didn't plant sweet corn, but rather young field corn, which we ate
at drying time. We had one dryer man who didn't have any teeth, so Mom would cut the corn off the
cob for him. I sure did envy him, and at times wished I didn't have teeth so I could get this special
treatment. I had a space between my front teeth, and the corn would always be getting stuck in there.

The Webers return to Baking
This chapter begins with Henry Weber’s graduation from high school and chronicles the events that lead
up to him and his brother Maurice, known in the family as Bud, becoming bakers and co-owners of the
Weber’s Bakery in Roseburg, Oregon. Further, it is an account of how he struggled with asthma, which
eventually forced him to give up the bakery and strike out in a new direction. He is one Weber in a long
history of Weber bakers, beginning (as far as we know) with Georg Wilhelm Weber in the 1700s in
Germany. This is his story, mostly in his own words.
In 1926, I graduated from high school at the age of 16 after having skipped two grades in a one-room
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country elementary school. Shortly after graduation and after a series of temporary jobs, my Dad got
me a job working for his friend August Heck, who was the owner and operator of the Oregon Bakery in
Roseburg. I would fry the donuts, then deliver bread, rolls, and pastry in a Model-T delivery truck
around Roseburg. In the afternoon, I cleaned and greased the bread pans, washed dishes, cleaned the
machinery and swept the floors. I started out earning $5.00 a week for six twelve-hour days.
Sometimes I worked more hours than that, for in a bakery, there was a starting time, but quitting time
was whenever the work was completed. I really liked Mr. Heck and his wife and I enjoyed working
there. Mr. Heck was good to me, and about every week he gave me a dollar raise.
Dad evidently had gotten tired of my using his car, because he bought me a Model-T Ford Coupe from
Ford Singleton. It was second hand and had curtains on the back and side windows, natural wood spoke
wheels, balloon tires, cut out and a carburetor control on the dashboard. Along with the Model-T, I also
acquired a real nice girlfriend by the name of Hazel Marchbanks who had come from Oklahoma with
her Mom and Dad.
Uncle Floyd Stephens, my mother’s youngest brother, whom I had always liked real well, had purchased
a small bakery in Powers, Oregon. It was a logging town of about one thousand souls, and was along
the South Fork of the Coquille River. Venetta Davis was a good friend of Uncle Floyd's, and one day
when he invited her to come to see his bakery, I took her there in my Model-T Ford Coupe. Uncle
Floyd lived there with his wife, my Aunt Etura, and my two cousins Stewart and Carl.
The roads weren’t good in those days, so it took us
three or four hours to get there. Uncle Floyd
greeted Venetta warmly, and he seemed to be much
happier to see her than me. The bakery was small
and had no machinery, everything was done by
hand, and his big brick oven was fueled by
cordwood. The fire was built inside the oven in one
corner, and when the wood burned down and the
heat reached the right temperature, a long handled
swab was used to clean the oven, at which time it
was ready to start baking the bread. Since the
pastry took a lower baking temperature, it was
baked after the bread. The bread was all wrapped
by hand, and in those days, sliced bread was
Etura (Floyd’s wife), Cora, and Floyd Stephens in
unheard of.
Powers in 1932.
While we were there, Uncle Floyd offered me a job
at ten dollars a week plus room and board. With all the wonderful fishing prospects, and getting to work
with Uncle Floyd while most of the men were out of town, I decided to take the job.
The fishing was good and life was very pleasant indeed in the fair city of Powers. The vivacious
Venetta came to work for Uncle Floyd and all was well. By this time, since we all lived in the rooms in
the bakery, it was getting a bit crowded, so Stewart, Carl and I were moved out in the garage, where we
only had my Model T Ford for company.
Meanwhile, back in Garden Valley, while I was working in Powers, Dad had sold almost his entire farm
and his main home to a man named Mr. Rockwell, except for a little house that Ernie and Maude had
been living in. He kept that and about 20 acres and he and Mom moved into that.
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As it usually does, the dry season arrived in the summer of 1927 and logging in the woods had to be shut
down on account of the fire hazard. Business was poor in Powers with so many of the men laid off, and
I was returned to the ranks of the unemployed. This meant that Mom and Dad were blessed with my
presence again until Dad could find me another job.
In the fall of 1927, I went to work at the Overland Orchards. My first job this time was on a brush
burning detail. The fruit trees had all been trimmed and the ground was littered with the trimmed
branches and dead wood. A team of horses was hitched to a large sled that was made fireproof with
metal sheets forming an inclosure, and also effectively shielding the horses from even seeing the flames.
We threw all the trimmings and other trash that littered the ground into the enclosure, leaving the
ground nice and clean. It wasn't too bad a job, and even though the weather was quite cold, we had no
trouble keeping warm. When that job was completed, another worker by the name of Owen James and I
were put to work spraying the trees. As the ground was quite soft, it required four horses to pull the
spray outfit with it's machinery and load of lime sulphur spray. A gasoline engine provided the
necessary pressure to spray properly, and we wore rubber hats, rain clothes, and long rubber gloves. In
spite of all these precautions, we always got enough spray on our arms to burn the hair from our arms,
as well as to cause some peeling of our skin. I didn't mind the job, and Bill Miller was sure a nice
supervisor.
By now, my girlfriend Hazel was gone and Mr. Rockwell had a couple good looking daughters, I got
acquainted with them and got a date with Marybelle, the oldest, who was the same age as I (about 18)
and also about the same height. Although I didn't dance, we decided to go to a dance at the Tenmile
Dance Hall. I spelled the banjo player in the band a few times, Marybelle danced a bit, and then we left
for home.
Then one day a miracle happened. August Heck called me and asked me to come back to work in his
bakery in Roseburg. I delightedly told him that I would like to, if he could pay me enough money so I
could make my car payments. He agreed and once again I was working in the bakery. This time, since I
had experience as a baker with uncle Floyd, I came to work at 3:30 am to help make up the bread and
rolls, and then I delivered around town and cleaned the pans, dishes, floor, and greased the bread pans
and cookie sheets. My last task for the day was to clean the machines, including the bread mixer and
molder. I usually was finished with my day's work by about 4 pm. I liked the work, as my good friend
Morgan Russell was the bread baker and I had always liked August Heck and his wife, Lena, very
much. I was now gainfully employed at a steady position and was living a life of great comfort, at no
expense, at home with my loving Mom and Dad.
Since I was now living in town, I started playing banjo for dances with some of the kids my age.
Eventually, I got together with Adrian Bowen and we formed a small orchestra. Adrian played piano
and I played banjo. Willie Bowdin played drums and sang, Grant Bales played trumpet, and the others I
can't remember. We played at Camas Valley and other places for awhile.
John King and his wife Effie, who ran a store and café at Coos Junction, rented the Wigwam Dance
Hall, also at Coos Junction, and decided to hold dances there every Wednesday and Saturday night.
John contacted a fiddle player by the name of Herb Williams, who had married a piano player named
Myrtle Hercher. Herb got hold of Fred Hargis (drums), Elton Wimberly (saxophone) and me (banjo)
and we auditioned for the job. They must have both been tone deaf, as they hired us on the spot to play
for them two nights a week from 9 until 12 P.M.
We were paid four dollars on Wednesday night and six dollars on Saturday night. That made us ten
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dollars a week for each of us, and in those days, it seemed like a gold mine! The crowds were large,
boisterous, and with plenty of drunks, thus insuring a wild time for all. We played there for quite a
while, until the crowd tired of us and the place. Then we played at the Oriental Gardens in Roseburg in
the winter months, and at the Rainbow Gardens at Winchester in the summer. When the fickle crowds
would eventually desert us, we played at Myrtle Creek, Canyonville, Glendale, Bridge and Myrtle Point.
We also played for local clubs such as The Elks, American Legion, Women's Business Club and at the
Turkey Celebration Dance in Oakland. It was fun and we made good money until the Depression of
1929 descended on the U.S. Then at times we played on a percentage, and at times made little or
nothing. We had our best orchestra then when Marybelle (then, in 1929, my wife) played piano, Ted
Bach played drums, Almon Rockwell on sax and Mike Crocker on the trumpet. I still played the banjo,
however Ted Bach, our music arranger, changed me to saxophone.
Part of the time Grant Bales played trumpet for us, and a few times Red Tester also played with us. I
was without doubt the weakest player in the bunch. Jerry Hogan played trombone with us, and when
sober he was an excellent player, and drunk or sober he was a better player than some of us. Marybelle
was an excellent piano player and Ted Bach was a good vocalist, drummer and arranger. One time
when we were playing at the Rainbow Gardens in Winchester, we got to play with Halbert Matthews,
who had played with Paul Whiteman. He was a former Roseburg boy who was lovingly called "Soupy".
What a thrill it was to be playing with and getting to listen to an accomplished Musician. We had fun
and played for many dances; however around the middle of April in 1933, I played my last dance,
packed away my saxophone, and abandoned the profession that I was really never qualified for.
After working a few months for Mr. Heck at his bakery, he asked me if I would like to become his bread
baker, which I gladly agreed to, and after a few days with Morgan Russell teaching me how to operate
the machines, I was the bread baker and Morgan was elevated to pastry baker. I got a nice raise and life
was good. I started to work at 12:30 at night, and after baking the bread and rolls, I still delivered the
bakery goods, greased the pans, cleaned and did all the other chores that I did before I became the bread
baker. I was now working about 16 hours a day, so I finally told Mr. Heck that it was too much work
for me, so he hired someone else to do the cleaning and greasing, and I could get through with the
deliveries by twelve o'clock and go home for some much needed sleep.
I had decided that a Sedan would be
much more comfortable vehicle, so I
traded my Chevrolet for a Pontiac fourdoor sedan. I started going with
Marybelle Rockwell about that time.
About a year prior to my return to Mr.
Hecks Bakery, my brother Bud had
secured a job at the Model Bakery in
Roseburg, and he moved into town. Bud
learned to bake pastry and cakes, and
became an excellent Baker in short order.
Meanwhile Mr. Rockwell seemed to
Marybelle Rockwell (center) with Cora (left) and Elza
excel in producing children, but was a
failure at farming. He sold the farm and (right)
bought some stock in a mill at South Bend, Washington. The mill had closed down, but was in the
process of hopefully being reopened. In the meantime Mr. Heck wanted to sell the bakery to Bud and
me. He assured Dad that we were well qualified bakers, which prompted Dad to sign a note that enabled
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Bud and me to buy the Bakery.
When the deal was made, Mrs. Heck told me how smart it would be for me to marry Marybelle. Then
Bud’s wife, Kate, and Marybelle could work for us for nothing and we would save quite a bit of money.
That had a certain appeal in addition to the money-saving angle. Also, although Marybelle had returned
to Roseburg from Myrtle Point, her parents were moving to South Bend, which left me faced with the
gloomy prospect of Marybelle moving away with her parents. I approached Marybelle with the idea of
getting married to me and then perhaps working in the bakery. I think this appealed to her more than
moving to South Bend, where her numerous brothers and sisters would swarm around her like flies. So
with such alternatives, she chose to marry me.
So, the first of April 1929, Bud and I became the owners of the Oregon Bakery, to which was added,
"Weber Brothers ", "Maurice and Henry” With our letterhead and envelopes bearing our names, we
swelled with pride. On June 22, 1929, Marybelle and I were married and true to Mrs. Hecks words,
Kate and Marybelle worked in our flourishing establishment.
At first, Bud and I did quite well
in the bakery business.
Marybelle and I were living in
Dad's house on North Jackson
Street in Roseburg, and Mom
and Dad were camped for the
summer at Idleyld Park along
with my nieces Jeanne and Kay.
As prosperity smiled on us for a
few fleeting months, I had a
chance to buy a second hand
Buick Master Six sport roadster,
with very few miles on it. Since
I was still under age (about 20
years old) I had to drive to
Idleyld Park, where my parents
were camping, to get Dad to cosign for me. Dad was not
pleased, but after a few
admonishing looks and
Weber Brothers’ Bakery, later just Weber’s Bakery. On the right is
discouraging words, he signed Henry’s and Bud’s father, George Ernst Weber, who did bookkeeping
and we got this fantastic Sports for them.
Roadster with a rumble seat.
Boy did I ever feel great going down the "Main Drag" of Roseburg in one of the longest cars in our fair
city, and wearing the shabbiest clothes.
I always had to start work early on Friday to bake the bread for Saturday, the big day, after which
Marybelle and I would immediately take off for South Bend, Washington. That was usually about 2
a.m. Saturday morning. Mr. and Mrs. Rockwell plus their large brood now lived there and the fishing
was good. Mr. Rockwell had a friend with a power boat, so as soon as we arrived, he, Mr. Rockwell, his
oldest son, and I headed up for the river to fish.
That night I could hardly breathe, and was getting worse. The Rockwells called a doctor, who told them
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to put a mustard plaster on my chest and call him in the morning. That was small comfort to a man who
thought he was dying! As I got worse, they called another doctor and he came immediately. He looked
at me and said I had had an asthma attack and he immediately gave me a shot. Much to my surprise, I
quickly felt much better. He asked me what I did for a living, and when I told him I was a baker, he said
that was my problem, and I would likely have to get out of the baking business. I was horrified. I had a
good bakery business with Bud, I just had married a few months before, and following Mrs. Heck's
advice, Marybelle worked as a clerk for nothing. The worst part was that I had this wonderful Buick
Sports Roadster, and I wouldn’t be able to pay for it if I had to give up the bakery. The Doctor told me I
could go home in the morning, and as I drove back home, I really wasn't very happy, even though we
had caught a lot of fish.
I went to work upon my return. I felt pretty good for awhile; however just as I thought a miracle had
happened and I would continue in good health, I started wheezing again and steadily got worse. My
brother-in-law Nip Rockwell told me that his mother-in-law had a way to help asthma, so we drove over
to see her. She had been treating her asthma for a long time by injecting adrenalin by using a syringe
and hypodermic needle. She showed me how it worked. After attaching the needle, she drew a dose of
adrenalin out of a bottle, jabbed the needle in her arm and injected the fluid. While that procedure did
not exactly appeal to me as a pleasant way to repel asthma attacks, I bought the necessary equipment at
the drug store, (no laws against hypodermic syringes, needles, or many drugs in those days.) Now all I
had to do was wait for as asthma attack.
I didn’t relish the thought of using the new device and I had misgivings about how much it would do for
me. But, the next attack came, so with sweat pouring from my brow, I plunged the needle in and after
discharging the adrenalin and withdrawing this loathsome weapon of torture, I immediately felt great.
So I came to the conclusion that the horror of the needle would be easily endured since it brought such
wonderful relief. My next attack occurred in a couple of weeks, and over time I found it necessary to
make more frequent and larger injections. Eventually, I was taking a shot about every four hours and
knew that I couldn’t continue much longer. So, I went to a doctor who found that I was allergic to every
kind of flour, and told me that I must get out of the bakery!
I always felt guilty about having asthma and was ashamed that I had this cursed affliction. Dad and
Mom were Christian Scientists, and Dad always told me it was all in my mind, but it wasn't my mind
that was wheezing. I didn't know if Mom subscribed to Dad's analysis or not, as she had hay fever, and
I hardly believe that Dad thought that it was only in her mind. Dad used to go to bed with severe
headaches and I wondered what his reply would have been if I had told him to get out of bed, as it was
all in his mind.
Wherever I went, my syringe, needle, and adrenalin were my constant companions. When fishing with
others, I would sneak off by myself and take an injection in an attempt to conceal my problem. So it
went on, and the asthma attacks became more frequent and required increasingly more adrenalin.
Marybelle was playing the piano for our orchestra now and we did pretty well until things got really bad
due to the Depression. We managed to pay off the Buick, so in our usual senseless manner, we drove to
Portland and traded it in for a used Nash Cabriolet with a twin ignition six cylinder engine. Boy were
we ever happy with our new, second hand car.
In the meantime, Mr. Rockwell and the mill in Dayton fizzled out; so he next bought a small grocery
store in Dayton, Oregon. His large family and frequent visitors gradually ate him out of his home and
business, so he finally ended up on a small farm near Dillard, Oregon. About the only good thing about
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the farm was that the little creek was pretty good fishing, and Mr. Rockwell made some pretty good
home brew there. Mrs. Rockwell was a wonderful woman, and I was very fond of her. She was a lot
like our Mom, only she had twice as many kids as our Mom.
The Great Depression of 1929 was upon us now. Marybelle and I were playing for more dances, but
were making less money because of the dwindling patronage. We even had to depend on Mr. Rockwell,
who had a seven passenger Studebaker sedan, to transport our orchestra to out-of-town jobs. It had
needed some repairs, which I had done, but I didn't have the money to pay for them. Business was so
bad at the bakery that sometimes we could barely pay our employees, and pay enough to our suppliers to
stay in business. As a result, Bud and I often couldn’t draw a salary, although we always had plenty to
eat. Marybelle and I sold our Nash to pay the repair bill on her father's Studebaker, and except for one
bakery truck, we were reduced to walking.
So we lived frugally without a car for some time until my brother Ernie sold me an old one that he had.
I later traded it in on a new Willys roadster that sold for $750. I was supposed to pay Ernie back so
much a month. I honestly can't remember if I paid him all the money or not. I suppose if I didn't, Dad
would have. Dad was always doing things like that for us kids, I guess that was what kept him so poor.
The car ran well until we had a very bad freeze in 1931 or 1932, when both the North and South
Umpqua Rivers froze over. People were ice skating above the dam at Winchester and brave souls
ventured out on the ice by the Oak Street bridge in their Model T Fords. My Willys also froze and the
spark plugs had detached themselves from the cylinder head and were perched precariously on top of
the head! A friend, George Felt, welded the head together, consequently restoring the car to good
running condition.
Nevertheless, it seemed at times that about everything was falling apart. My asthma was getting worse,
and Marybelle's and my marriage seemed even sicker. There was never enough money to go around,
and since we had no children, it seemed like the ideal time to divorce and make a fresh start, so we did.
Perhaps we were the victims of too young a marriage, and the desperate times in our entire country, but
we always remained on friendly terms.
Epilogue
To finish the story, after Henry and Marybelle divorced, he moved to California and lived with Cora, his
sister. He worked as a soda jerk for her boyfriend and later husband Harry Dutton. In that soda
fountain, he met Grace Lydia Duncan, whom he married in Alhambra, California on February 17th.
1934.
Shortly thereafter, Henry and Grace moved to Roseburg where both of them worked in the bakery that
he still co-owned with Maurice. Because of Henry’s asthma, he took care of the wholesale part of the
business, and due to the excellent cakes and pastry that Bud made and the bread and rolls of their other
baker's, they soon had bread, cakes, and pastry in every grocery store and in most of the hotels and
restaurants in Roseburg. Business had improved greatly, and they we were able to buy new machinery
that made them even more competitive. The C.C.C. Camps bought their bread locally, and their
patronage was divided among the three bakeries in Roseburg at that time. They bought the bread that
was left over from Saturday, which they sold at a cheaper price because it solved the problem of the
leftover bread. If it got stale, they sold it for 25 cents for a sackful, and they also took turns selling
bread to the "Old Soldiers Home", where the last veterans of the Civil and Indian Wars lived.
As time went by, in spite of his reduced role in baking, Henry’s asthma grew much worse. He often
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stayed up in the cabin on Brushy Butte while Grace worked in the bakery, but upon his return to work, it
was the same old story with the asthma. He knew Grace and he would soon have to make a difficult
decision because there was definitely no future for them in the bakery.
Finally, in 1940, Henry and Grace sold their half interest in the bakery to Bud and bought a farm.
Bud agreed to give them enough money for a down payment on a farm. That farm turned out to be at
Round Prairie, an area between Roseburg and Myrtle Creek. It consisted of 850 acres, including a big,
nice house that had electricity, indoor plumbing, and a fireplace. It also had a spring on the hill above
the house that provided water by gravity feed, so they had no water bills to pay. The house met with
Grace's approval, so in December of 1940, they agreed to buy the place for $6,500and moved in, now
four of them with the addition of their second son, Dennis, born September 6, 1939. Henry and Grace
raised their two children there and lived there for at total of 30 years.
Bud sold the Weber’s Bakery in about 1945. He also had asthma and yearned to work outdoors. The
bakery kept the name Weber’s Bakery until nearly the end of the century, when it was turned into a
restaurant, which in the year 2007 seems to be prospering.
To my knowledge, Henry and Maurice (Bud) were the last of the approximately 200 years of bakers in
the Weber family. Will there be more?

Dennis Weber
Las Vegas, Nevada
January 2007
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Descendant Charts
Descendants of Ernest and Maude Weber
Ernest George Weber, b. Oct. 26, 1897 in Garden Valley, OR, d. Jan. 10, 1992 in Roseburg, OR
+ Oct. 10, 1920 to Maude Allen b. 1900 Oregon, d. Oct. 1937
George Ernest b. Sept. 13, 1921 in Garden Valley, OR
+ mar 24, 1944 to Ella Gay, b. Sep 08, 1920 in New York
Linda Gay, b. Nov 25, 1946 in Roseburg, OR
Joyce Marie, b. Sept. 07, 1948 in Roseburg, OR
Janet Ann, b. Sept 07, 1948 in Roseburg, OR
Rita Kay, b. Oct. 27, 1954 in Ft. Jones, CA
Wanda Lee, b. Oct. 16, 1922 in Roseburg, OR
+ Aug. 06, 1946 to Eugene Donald Hargis, b. Sept. 05, 1919 in Myrtle Creek, OR
James Paul, b. Mar. 19, 1948 in Roseburg, OR
Robert Eugene, b. Aug. 07, 1950 in Roseburg, OR
Mary Gene, b. Mar. 15, 1952 in Redmond, OR
Lawrence Merle, b. Mar. 15, 1952 in Redmond, OR
John Philip, b. Aug. 08, 1954 in Redmond, OR
Joyce Effie, b. Jan. 20, 1924 in Roseburg, OR
+ Sept. 12, 1945 to Richard Leonard Kinney, b. May 18, 1922 in Wash. D.C.
Gwendolyn Janice, b. June 24, 1946 in L.A., CA
Jane Maude, b. May 15, 1948 in South Gate, CA
Josephine Valerie, b. Dec. 10, 1953 in Fresno, CA
William Allen, b. Mar. 17, 1925 in Roseburg, OR. d. April 1965 in Roseburg
+ Aug. 29, 1946 to Helen Richmond, b. Aug. 29, 1926
Greg Allen, b. Oct. 10, 1947 in Roseburg, OR
Gary Sterling, b. Oct. 07, 1950 in Roseburg, OR
Daniel Paul, b. Apr. 01, 1952 in Roseburg, OR
Karol Ann, b. Oct. 17, 1937 in Roseburg, OR. d. Apr. 13, 1938 in Roseburg, OR.
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Descendants of Cora Emily (Weber) and Ray Livingston Ward
Cora Emily, b. Jan 07, 1899 in Garden Valley, OR. d. June 27, 2001 in Fallbrook, CA
+ Nov. 10, 1917 to Ray Livingston Ward, b. Aug. 25, 1894 in Oregon
Jeanne Marguerite, b. Sept. 10, 1918 in Roseburg, OR.
+ June 28, 1940 to James L. Crawford, b. 1912. d. 1964
James Lee Crawford, Jr. b. April 23, 1941 in California
Sally Jeanne, b. May 11, 1943 in California
Kathleen Ann, b. July 04, 1945 in California
Elza Kathleen, b. Feb. 12, 1920 in Roseburg, OR
+ (1st ) Sept. 27, 1940 to Shirley M. Vader, b. Oct. 21, 1909
Steven L., b. Oct. 01, 1941 in CA
Suzette, b. March 15, 1944 in CA
+ (2nd ) to James Traill Anderson, b. July 13, 1916.
Douglas Traill, b. February 27, 1952
Jon Scott, b. January 23, 1954

Descendants of Elza Flora (Weber) and Albert R. Kronke
Elza Flora, b. Sept. 04, 1904 in Garden Valley, OR. d. May 22, 2001 in Roseburg, OR
+ July 18, 1922 to Albert Kronke, b. Aug. 12, 1902 in North Dakota. d. 1965 in Roseburg
Karen Lynette b. February 14, 1934
+ June 17, 1951 Norval Alec Ferguson, b. May 16, 1925
Kenneth Alexander b. Oct. 14, 1952
Susan Elaine, b. Sept. 30, 1954
Thomas Neil, b. Jan. 25, 1958

Descendants of Maurice Fritz and Kathleen (Bonebrake) Weber
Maurice Fritz, b. Oct. 22, 1902 in Garden Valley, OR. d. August 1970 in Roseburg, OR
+ June 13, 1923 to Kathleen Hildred Bonebrake, b. Oct. 27, 1904. d. 1990 in Roseburg
Maurice Fritz Jr., b. Aug. 23, 1924 in Garden Valley, OR. d. Feb. 07, 1991 in Roseburg, OR
+ April 14, 1954 to Annabelle Ryerson, b. April 14, 1934
Maurice III, b. March 23, 1956 in Roseburg, OR
Andrew Edward, b. June 16, 1957 in Roseburg, OR
Kathleen Marie, b. Nov. 03, 1960 in Roseburg, OR
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Descendants of Henry Victor and Grace (Duncan) Weber
Henry Milo Victor Weber, b. Oct. 19, 1909 in Garden Valley, OR. d. Sept. 08, 1999 in Roseburg, OR.
+ Feb. 17, 1934 in Alhambra, CA. to Grace Lydia Duncan, b. Sept. 08, 1910 in Northville, S.D., d.
Oct. 6, 2006 in Roseburg, OR
Michael Lee Weber, b. March 03, 1936 in Roseburg, OR
+ 1st 1963 to Judith Kuester, b. May 25, 1942 in Minneapolis, MN
Dana Aileen, b. Oct. 17, 1964 in Roseburg, OR
+ 1990 in Reno, NV to Robert E. Dickey, b. Aug. 19, 1951
Beau Daniel, b. May 20, 1993 in Reno, NV
Daniel Warren, b, Aug. 20, 1969 in Roseburg, OR
+ 1997 to Celine Fummerton in Roseburg, OR
Dawson Daniel, b. Sept. 16, 1999 in Roseburg, OR
Duncan Ira, b. June 11, 2002 in Roseburg, OR
Dawn April, b. Dec. 11, 1977 in Roseburg, OR
+ 2nd 1982 to Rosalie Renee Klint, b. Feb. 12, 1938

Dennis David Weber, b. Sept. 06, 1939 in Roseburg, OR,
+ 1st to Theresa De-La-O, b. Oct. 25, 1945 in Aragon, NM
David Whitney, b. Aug. 19, 1967 in Silver City, NM
+ 1st 1996 to Sheri Duff, b. Feb. 08, 1978 in California
Kristina Janine, b. December 18, 1996 in Las Vegas, NV
+ 2nd 2005 to Alyssa Barttels, b. Nov. 03, 1974 in Seattle, WA
Sydney Ann, b. Sept. 26, 2006 in Las Vegas, NV
+ 2nd 1975 to Linda May, b. Nov. 08, 1946 in Fresno, CA
+ 3rd 1990 to Susanne Sherman, b. Apr. 22, 1945 in New York, NY
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