The HOMEPAGE for this site is:   http://www.lapella.net/
The following story is by Edna Mae Koehler Snodgrass about her grandmother Louise Yost Koehler.   Apr 2002

How Louise and Edna fit into the Jost/Yost family:

1. Georg (Jost) Yost b 1719 married  Anna Cunigunde b 1725

       2. Johann Georg Yost I b 1748 married Anna Elisabeth Tillemann b Abt. 1756

             3.  Johann Georg Yost II b Dec 24, 1775 married Elisabeth Schneider b Aug 31, 1778

                    4. Conrad Yost b Jan 19, 1807 married Katherine Elizabeth Sauer b Feb 13, 1810

5.  Johannes C Yost b Jun 2, 1839 married Catharina (Katherina) Maria Preisendorf b Feb 26, 1838 

6 Catharina Yost b Apr 28, 1861 married Johannes (John W) Schmer b Nov 3, 1859

7.   John H Schmer b May 5, 1885

                            5.   Heinrich C Yost b Oct 30, 1846 married Margaret Bauer b May 15, 1849

                                     6.  Louise Yost     b Nov 28, 1874  married John Koehler b  Jan 18, 1875

                                            7.  George Koehler b Aug 17, 1895 married Clara Wichelt b Dec 5, 1895

8.   Edna Mae Koehler b 1932 married George Snodgrass

                                     6.  Henry H (Hill) Yost b Jan 1, 1886

             3.  Conrad Yost b Jan 26, 1794

                     4.  Heinrich Johannes Yost I b May 22, 1813

                            5. Peter Yost b Nov 5, 1838

                                     6.  Margaret Yost b Jun 21, 1865 married Nicholas Brehm    NOTE:  Kathy Brehm LaPella’s great grandparents
Introduction

  In memory of Louise Yost Koehler and her ancestors, we, her descendants, dedicate this book.  She will not be forgotten by those who knew her.  We wish to have her life remembered by the grandchildren and great grandchildren who never saw her.

  When Louise was 12 years old, she came to America from Norka, Russia, with her parents, uncles, aunts, and cousins.  During the voyage the baby of Louise’s family suffered severe throat burn.  Apparently her mother, Margaret, had been boiling the drinking water for her one-year-old brother, Henry, in a teakettle and then letting him drink from the spout after it had cooled.  Once when he was thirsty, he helped himself to the water when it was boiling hot!

  Why did these German people living in Russia immigrate to the United States?  This much we know:  One “blizzardy” Nebraska day when Louise’s husband’s father was complaining about the snow being blown into drifts and talking about how wonderful it had been to have the snow fall quietly as it did in Russia, one of his grandsons asked why they had left Russia.  He said they had emigrated because they had never been allowed to own land and they felt they could never make any progress there.  Besides that, Russia was beginning to draft their young men to fight in the army.  (About one hundred years earlier their ancestors had moved from Germany to Russia because they had felt that Germany was too militaristic.)

  In Russia, several Yost families lived together in a large one-room house with snow-white floors, cleaned with sand.  They cooked and ate together.  There were curtains hung between the beds to give each family some privacy.

  The farmland that the German people rented was so far away from the village where they lived, that they had to pack up and drive their oxen out to this land at the beginning of each week.  Because of this arrangement, their Sabbath began at sunset on Saturday and lasted until sunset on Sunday.

  Some of the women with their children went along each week in the covered wagons to do the cooking and help with the farm work.  At harvest time, they bound the grain after their husbands mowed it down with scythes.  Meals were cooked in open kettles over a fire.  One food used frequently was called “glease” (probably “dumplings” to Americans).  Some varieties of “glease” were sauerkraut glease, potato glease, cottage cheese glease and strawberry glease.

  When the women worked in the fields, the older children, like Louise, were assigned younger children for whom they were responsible.  One of Louise’s charges was John Schmer, the infant son of the first cousin of hers.  When he became hungry, she would carry him into the field to his mother for his feeding.

  Louise said that every family had at least one sheep to provide wool to be spun into yarn and knitted into mittens and socks.  Men as well as women spent long winter evenings doing the knitting and weaving.  The village had one shepherd who each morning took all the sheep and milk cows into the country where there was grass for them to eat.

  When government inspectors came to check that the harvested grain was accurately reported, they took a portion of it.  Some of the grain had to be hauled to Moscow.  In winter the men took their grain on sleds and crossed over the ice and snow of the Volga River.  They camped at night and kept a fire going in order to scare away the wolves.

  There was a division of labor among the men and women of the family.  Louise’s father made the shoes and harnesses, one uncle made wagons, and a third took care of the cattle.  Louise’s mother was a specialist in midwifery and was the nurse when illness occurred.  She would even set broken bones when necessary.

  The care of babies was different then from now in at least two ways.  One was the use of a swaddling cloth – a long piece of material wrapped tightly around the newborn infant.  The other was the method of providing easily digested food for the young child without teeth—his mother “pre-chewed” it for him.

  Louise spoke of other things.  She described the combination brick fireplace and oven for heating their homes and baking the bread.  In winter the children sat on the stove to keep themselves warm—probably when the fire was getting low.

  The bread was made mostly of rye flour.  On Sundays, for a special treat, they had white bread.  The bread that was to be taken out to the farm land was “twice-backed” so that it would not get moldy during the week.  Bread that had gone to the farm and back again was called “rabbit” bread.  It had chased over the land.

  Louise told of the fun that the children had running out-of-doors barefoot in the snow!  Did the children go out when the parents weren’t paying attention or did the oldsters send the younger ones outside to get rid of excess energy?

  During the first years in Nebraska, Louise, at age 12 or 13, even through she could not speak English, began working in other people’s homes in order to contribute to the family income.  While they were still living in Fairfield, she had a job in Harvard and would walk the twelve miles to be home with her family on Sunday.

  The first work the new immigrants found in America was helping to build the railroad out of Fairfield.  This they did not enjoy.  Louise told of hearing her father and his brothers talking on Sunday afternoons about the conditions here and sometimes wishing they had stayed in Russia.

  Louise’s family lived in a one-room house.  In winter the house was so cold that the mother would either put the children to bed or have them jump around to keep warm.  For fuel they burned cow dung or coal they had picked up along the railroad track.  Sometimes the fireman would dump out extra for them.  When the children went to school, they had one outfit of clothing.  Often when their clothes needed washing, the children were put to bed until the clothes were clean and dry again.  After the second winter at Fairfield, Louise’s parents must have felt more hopeful because then they moved to a farm near Harvard.

  Louise not only worked in homes in Harvard, e.g., the Rosenbaums and Updikes, and washed dishes in the Harvard hotel; she also did housework in Hastings for a pay of one or two dollars a week.  In one Hastings home she was mistreated.  It was probably at this place that she slept in the attic with her head under the covers because rodents would run over the bed.  The woman of the house was mentally ill.  She locked Louise in a closet, she spit at her when Louise brought food, and she threw hot coffee at her.  That was enough.  Louise left for home—a long walk.  The husband begged her to return, but she would not.  When Louise arrived home and told her parents what had happened, her father said she did not need to go back.

  Louise really liked a Mrs. Slater (name changed later to Mrs. James) for whom she worked.  Mrs. Slater wanted Louise to continue living with them and go to school, but her father felt that it was more necessary for her to earn money.  Louise had only what formal education she had received in Russia.  With difficulty, she read her German Bible, her Sunday school quarterly and occasionally the “Botschafter.”

  After her marriage, Louise was a typical pioneer farmer’s wife, rising early in the morning and working until late at night.  She milked cows, churned butter, husked corn, shocked grain, (caring for the younger children at the same time by making them comfortable under a shade tree in the field.), baked bread, split wood for the kitchen range, pumped and carried in water until the house had a cistern with a pump, fed chickens, gathered eggs, cleaned the chicken house, “set hens” or watched the incubator in order to hatch her own baby chicks, made soap, cut up pork and “fried it down” so it would not spoil, made sausage, rendered lard, made clothing for her children (even the boys), raised a garden (vegetables and some flowers) canned fruits, vegetables and meat, made sauerkraut, cooked jelly and apple better, raised geese and ducks, dressed geese and ducks for sale, plucked the feathers to be made into pillows and “feather beds,” made quilts, crocheted rugs, patched overalls and socks, papered walls, painted floors, window sills and stair steps, pulled weeds, washed lamp chimneys, and was busy every minute.

  Louise carried her cookbook with her (in her head). She had a number of specialties—custard pie, lemon pie, banana cake, sunshine cake, sugar cookies, gingersnaps, “glease”, “crusty” bread, crisp “hard” rolls, rye bread, and home-made noodles.

  Louise loved to have her married sons and daughters and their families with her for Sunday dinner.  She prepared for company every Sunday.  She never knew how many or who would be there, but someone always came.  Children and grandchildren will always remember the Sunday dinners in her home just as we have recalled the evens that you have just read.

Her granddaughter, Edna Koehler Snodgrass


