The HOMEPAGE for this site is:   http://www.lapella.net/
I, Kathy Brehm LaPella, received in 1977 the following from Lawrence Lefler in Fremont, Nebraska.  It is about

the family of:  Johannes Schlitt (Schlitz) b Nov 13, 1832 Norka Colony married Magdalena Brehm Schlitt b May 23, 1833

In 2002, I received a book, with poems included that was written by Bonnie Hicks Van Campen.  Some of the poems are below.

___________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

Elisabeth Yost (Lizzie Schlitt) Hicks

1.  Johannes Schlitt, Sr. b Nov 13, 1832 married Magdalena (Lena) Brehm b May 23, 1833

     2. Child:  Magdalena (Schlitz) Schlitt  below

1.  Heinrich Yost b Aug 17, 1840 married Elisabeth (Lizzie) Sauer b Mar 11, 1840

    2.  Child:  Jacob Yost below

2.  Jacob Yost b Nov 15, 1860 married Magdalena (Schlitz) Schlitt b Apr 6, 1858

     3.  Anna (Annie) Yost b Jun 16, 1885 married Lewis Henry Lefler b Aug 9, 1866

           4.   Glenn L Lefler b Sep 10, 1901 married Luella Virginia Collins b Oct 9, 1906

                 5.   Lawrence Glenn Lefler b Apr 7, 1926  (L.G. Lefler)
     3.  Peter Yost   b Abt. 1886

     3.  Elizabeth (Lizzie Schlitt) Yost b Aug 13, 1887 married Frank Nathan Hicks b Nov 27, 1885

           4.   Earl Frank Hicks b Sep 25, 1912 married Viola Edith McVey b Oct 24, 1915

                  5.  Bonnie Kay Hicks b 1938 married James Van Campen b 1929

NOTE:  Elizabeth Yost was raised by her grandparents, Johannes Schlitt and Magdalena Brehm Schlitt.

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

This is a letter which was written by  “Elisabeth (Lizzie) Yost”.  It came into my possession by a roundabout way through the family and has been retyped by someone.  Accordingly, I cannot vouch for its accuracy but it is probably close.  Please note the name “Brehm.”

L. G. Lefler  (Lawrence Glenn Lefler)

To my children, 

Hamilton, Mont. May 19, 1963

You kids have asked me to write up my history or about your ancestors.  Well, I don’t remember dates too well—What dates I had burned up in the fire we had at Gibson.  My people came from Germany.  Protestant stock, mostly farmers, who settled in Russia near Saratov by the Volga River. A village by the name of Norka.  On the map it reads “German Volga.”  These people were promised by the Government to be exempt from military training for a hundred years (I believe by Catherine who was the head of the government then.)  I’m proud of my grandparents, John Schlitz, Sr. and Lena, whose maiden name was Brehm.  They loved the Bible, and lived by its precepts and their children being raised in this environment, consequently lived by the same code of ethics.  I remember my Grandfather reading Bible stories to me standing between his knees or sitting on his lap, listening.  How I loved those stories.

  Here are the names of my uncles and aunts, 4 boys and 5 girls. [I think these are Schlitz children]   John Jr., Elizabeth, Katherine, Christina. (Magdalene who was my mother, she married Peter Yost [per Bonnie, this is Jacob] and they had 3 children—Annie, Peter and myself.  She died shortly after I was born.)  Henry, William, Gretchen and Peter.   Henry and John Jr., his wife and 2 daughters came to the U.S.A. before the rest.  By that time the hundred year military training exemption had run out.  William was drafted for military training so he came here after he finished that.  (By the way, he learned to smoke cigarettes while he trained with those Russian recruits.  The only one of my uncles who smoked.)  My granddad farmed, small acreage with four stout horses.  They drank tea and wine because they had to buy the coffee and sugar.  They raised everything else—Rye, wheat and flax—also a few head of cattle, some sheep and chickens.  The wool and the flax they converted into clothing for themselves.  All the boys stayed home, even John Jr. with his wife and two daughters until they left for the USA.  The two sons now living in Nebraska, urged their parents to come to the US too.  Beings Granddad’s help was about all gone, decided to come.  My grandparents, Gretchen [Maybe this s/b be Annie], Peter and myself, who they had adopted after my mother died—came to the U.S. about 1890 to Nebraska.  I don’t know how Henry and John Jr. came to settle there in the first place.

  After the work was pretty well done in the fall – Granddad freighted from Norka to Saratov, he took a load there and brought back coal and of course calico for the ladies, sugar, coffee, and some other needed articles.  John Jr. built wagons thru the winter.  Uncle Peter went to German Bible school and had some Russian schooling too.  He was, or became a musician, and the three children all play an instrument.  I believe they all live in Denver yet.  My adopted mother (my grandma) never seemed to get over being homesick for her home in Norka.  I guess I was quite a comfort to her, beings all her children, now married, had scattered over the US.  They are all dead now, even my own brother and sister.

   By mom

_________________________________________________________________________________________________________________-

Kathy Brehm LaPella has added the following information.  It gives information on the people in the letter above.

The family is:  Johannes Schlitt b Nov 13, 1832 Norka Colony married Magdalena Brehm Schlitt b May 23, 1833

John Schlitz Sr.   John Jr. Schlitz     b abt 1854 married ?;  had 2 daughters; came to the USA before the rest, with Henry.

Married              Elizabeth Schlitz   b abt 1856

Lena Brehm        Katherine Schlitz  b abt 1858

 B abt 1834        Christina Schlitz    b abt 1860

                          Magdalene Schlitz b abt 1862 married Peter Yost b abt 1860  married about  1880-1885

                                                                had 3 children—Annie b Jun 16, 1885,  Peter, and Lizzie (the writer)

                          Henry Schlitz      b abt 1864  came to the USA before the rest with John Jr.

                          William Schlitz    b abt 1866

                          Gretchen Schlitz  b abt 1868

                          Peter Schlitz       b abt 1870

______________________________________________________________________________________________________-

Memories, by Bonnie Hicks Van Campen of her grandmother, Elizabeth (Lizzie Schlitt) Yost Hicks  b Aug 13, 1887 – d 1969

This information may not be reprinted in anyway without the permission of Bonnie.  ioofmt@ttc-cmc.net
There are many attributes for which I admired our Grandma:

· She was thrifty beyond reproach.

· She loved music

· She found ways to enjoy life with her limited means.

· She was a serious Bible student.

· She had the confidence in herself to write poetry, articles, and music even though she had little formal training.

· She was the first homeopathic “self doctor” I knew.

· She had the fortitude to get away from a marriage that was negative for her life even though the resources for survival alone with young children were almost nil.

· The strength of her faith in God saw her through all of the blows life dealt her.  This thread of faith is evident in how she lived and in her poetry.

She raised a garden and enjoyed the fruits of her labors.  She saved money in several banks and when she made her last move to Big Timber, Earl, her son, took his checkbook to help out but wasn’t needed.  She drew out her savings from several sources and paid cash for her house!

I remember in 1945 when her youngest son Frank Ezra “Bud” was killed in Luzon during the Second World War, she was devastated.  It seemed she needed money to bring his body back to the states and as I recall she didn’t get any support.  My mother in later years would try to find his grave in the Philippines to no avil.  I’ve tried to find his military record but have also been disappointed.  He was a devoted son killed on the front line on April 27, 1945.  The ware was all but over.  No wonder she has written so many poems against war.

I found this poem in her Bible about Bud:

OUR WAITING DAYS ARE PAST

When days are short and nights grow chill

Your thoughts turn to a son now still

Who has gone on to wait for you

In a land where there are no blues.

We know my dear you’re resting there

With loved ones and nary a care

While we struggle to maintain peace

Often praying for wars to cease.

When lying awake the nights seem long

You ponder a love that’s still strong.

We’ll go to the Father of us all

And pray for courage fest we fall

Or ask for hope and faith so great—

With peace and content while we wait.

War and strife are to end at last

Our waiting days are all but past.

The trumpet sounds the Lord’s in the air

Calling off saints His reign to share.

Other poems by Elizabeth Yost (Schlitt) Hicks

MY TRUEST FRIEND

Christ Jesus friend of mine

Friend for every need I find.

Friend to hear me when I call

Friend to lift me when I fall

Friend to guide me where I go

Dear ones may forget, loved ones may neglect:

Fail to help me when in need

Fail to listen when I plead;

 Fail to help me when I’m weak

Fail the proven friend I seek:

But not so, my dearest Friend –

Who stands by me to the end.

In the ceaseless clang and din in a city full of sin,

He can hear my faintest cry;

Only friend who’s always nigh.

Only friend true and tried,

Never fails to be my guide.

When bomb warfare will be fought

And no shelter can be bought

When folks will fear and tremble 

I know good folks He’ll assemble

Hide me under the shadow of His wing:

And to the only place of safety bring. 

SPRING VERSUS WINTER

Old man winter will pass away

Miss Spring made her debut today

Wake up earth, wake you sleepy head

Sure, it’s time you quit playing dead

The sun sheds warmth and vigor too

Just see the blades of grass break thru

Tulips burst out as if by magic—

Daffodils, no less energetic.

Black clouds gather with rolling sound

The rain is swirling on the ground

A strong wind – whistling thru the trees

As if it were calling birds and bees –

Baby chicks peep and lovers spoon

These things mean, nature is in tune.

FISHING

Some like whaling in the ocean

Some just angle in nearby brook.

Some folks think they must have a seine,

Others do well with just a hook.

Perhaps the method isn’t taught, 

Yet there’s no end of fishes caught;

Be it catfish hid in a nook –

Or a rainbow that swims in the brook.

Some go fishing with just a snack

Hoping soon to land a finback.

Some go chugging out with a trawl.

Soon come back trailing a big haul

Me, I to go along loaded down

With paraphernalia of renown;

But all I got was sunburned brown

And classed the worst fisher in town.

One thing more I wish to narrate

Our expert angler came out late –

Unlike the proverbial “Big Fish,”

This one had a tragic fate

Because it was caught, cooked and ate!

MY GREAT GRANDDAUGHTER





MY GREAT GRANDSON
They say my great granddaughter is a wow

                    
            My great grandson is so handsome

Tho the boys are not dating her right now   




   All way from head to toe

But she laughs and her eyes sparkle and glow—
                                    When he smiles—eyes really sparkle

Sort of like ice crystals on the snow.




                Like crystals on the snow.

Lips remind one of roses, when petals fall apart,

And she has a way of stealing your heart. 




His lips tempt one to kissing--

Yes she’s chubby and wobbles where she goes                                                    Has a sort of turned up nose

Now and then pauses, for she loves to pose.                                                     He charges and knows no retreat--

With the forgoing rhyme, you haven’t been told




    Tho’ he does it for a pose.

That she is only eleven months old.











He looks so cute in cowboy suit


 







                With pint sized gun in holster

                           







He straddles a wooden horse

 









   And rides without a bolster.

MOTHERS ARE LIKE THAT

Mothers worry when you are sick

When you’re getting well she’s glad

So proud of your when you’re good

Blind as a bat when you’re bad.

But dotes on you, when you are tall,

She loves to hear your cheery call

Hi there: I see you’re on the ball

Now tell me Mom, How is you all?

