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This is how they are related:
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.  Conrad Yost b Jan 26, 1794 married  ? Yost b Abt. 1795

                  4.   Heinrich Johannes Yost I b  May 22, 1813 married Catherine Bott b Nov 10, 1815

5. Peter Yost b Nov 5, 1838 married Anna Elisabeth (Alice) Schmer b Mar 4, 1841

6.  Margaret Yost  b Jun 21, 1865 married Nicholas Brehm  Dec 16, 1860 (Kathy’s g grandma)

                         6.  Dorothea (Lizzie) Elizabeth Yost b  Aug 14, 1868 married Henry Miller Oct 3, 1865

                              7.  David Robert Miller b Jun 27, 1898

              8.  Lavonne Joyce Miller  b 1940 married Harold Larsen

         7.  Frieda Miller b Jun 13, 1903 married Thomas Wood Reneau 

 


         7.  Edna Miller b Jan 17, 1909 married Rollin (Rollie) Axtel

A story about Henry Miller and Elizabeth (Lizzie) Yost Miller (Dorothea)

As told by Frieda Miller Reneau, in 1976, at the Brehm and Yost, reunion in Lincoln, NE.

My father was Henry Miller married to Lizzie Yost  

These are some notes left by Edna Miller Axtel. (Frieda’s sister).  Miller/Yost genealogy by Edna Miller reviews information not previously known to this writer and will be incorporated in this narration.  Information garnered  otherwise will be included in this family treatise also.

We are concerned as to the genesis of the Miller family in terms of origin and whence they came to America.

“Father once told me,” so Edna wrote, “that our ancestors, on both side of the MILLER-YOST family were born in Hessen, Germany.

While the Empress Catherine ruled Russia, they migrated to Norka, Saratov, Russia.”  This, then, is the basis as far as is known of our origin.  Hessen, a province or Duchy as these states of Germany were know, lies in Southwest Germany and east of the Rhine. 

**(Skipped some Russia/German history.)**  

  When Catherine the Great, a former German duchess, became Empress of Russia, she made a 100 year pact with Germans. She issued a manifesto making clear the provisions offered to induce immigration by native Germans.  She guaranteed freedom of worship in their religion of choice, to all immigrants, forever with the provisions to build and support their own churches.  Another almost unbelievable term to the manifesto was the declaration that no foreigner settling in Russia would be required to serve in the military.  This special status was guaranteed as a perpetual exception to the descendents of the original settlers.  Taxes were exempt or eased for years for farmers.  Thirty years if they settle on virgin land.  A loan of money for a period of time without interest was a proviso to encourage new settlers.  The Empress was promoting schools and would provide instructors and other professionals to move into the areas.  As a result of the manifesto, mass migrations took place from 1762 to 1862. 

   Our forefathers, tired of the strife and wars in Germany and seeing their sons leave for these wars made the decisions to leave and thus migrated to the eastern part of Russia.  They settled in small “Dorf”s or villages on the Volga River near Saratov.  They kept aloof of the Russia population retaining the German language and customs.  When school became available, they were required to study the Russian language, under Russian instructors for half of the school day, while the other half of the school day was given to instruction in German.  It was to a situation like this that the families of the MILLERS, YOSTS, ULRICHS, SCHMIDTS, SCHMEARS, SCHOELINGS, and many others found in their new land. 

   To continue to quote from Edna’s notes, “In 1878 the Miller and Yost families left Saratov, perhaps on a 4 or 2 wheeled cart, horse drawn for a port of deportation.”  The carts for which passengers rode had a long bench and the passengers rested their feet on a bar near the ground.  Father told the writer “the ship they took was the Wieland of the north German line.  There were 1400 passengers on board and it took 2 weeks were required to cross the Atlantic.” 

  The journey from Hamburg took place in the month of April and made one stop in Le Havre, France where coal was loaded.  They arrived in New York harbor, stayed overnight on Ellis Island and proceeded by rail to the west.  Nebraska had become the 38th state in 1867.  Railroads were pushing west in the 70’s and the 80’s encouraging settlers to the areas and many Germans arrived on the new rail lines.  Our Grandparents the Millers and the Yosts were among the new arrivals and settled in Hitchcock County in southwest Nebraska where land and homesteads were offered at low prices.  Soon they build sod houses near Culbertson getting along as best they could without much wood.  

   When mother was a girl, her father contracted a cold that became serious enough to take him by death.  Leaving his widow and six children.  William, Anthony, John, Christina, Lizzie, (our mother) and Maggie (Maggie married Nicholas Brehm-great grandparents of Kathy Brehm LaPella).  In due time Grandma Anna Yost married a widower, father of 6 or 8 children.  He was a man of small stature being of the Baptist faith, Edna noted.  So Grandma Yost became Grandma Ross.

It is recorded that she had weeping sores on her lower extremities, most likely varicose veins with ulcerations.  This weakness was likewise transmitted to her daughter, our mother, and to subsequent generations.  It is reported that Mr. Ross coughed a lot and eventually a respiratory illness caused his demise. 

 On Sept 21, 1888, when Henry Miller was 23 and Lizzie Yost was 20, they were married at Culbertson, NE.  Mother said she was married in brown, and as a saying went, lived out of town for the rest of her life.  Thru Alva Shurtz they accepted the advent of space soon after they were married. (not sure of these words).  When her mother’s stepsister, a Mrs. Hornbecker, also accepted the message.

July 4, 1889 their first son was born (William).  Martha was born, who was their next child, and they moved to a new location.  This may have been their second sod house, as it is known that Martha and 5 others were born in the sod house.  

During one of the winter storms, when snow sifted thru the cracks of the sides of the sod house wall, under the beds inside, father invested in blankets to keep the family warm, Martha recalls.  There was illness in the family and the loss of one child Elizabeth.  She was 2 years old.  Lydia, Manual and David were born here.  Before the next move Hulda was born and heralded in the 20th century.

This move took the family to Clay Co.  Several places are mentioned they lived, Bensons Corner, Eldorado, and then the family was located at the last place northeast of Saronville on a farm before moving to Calif. in 1911.  

   The area in Western Nebraska, is described by the notes left by Edna, as a prairie covered with Buffalo grass and deep sod.  There were many coyotes, and at one time the family had raised turkeys and coyotes had reduced the flock of 30 to 29.  A member of the family on alert had saved the flock from the ravages of the coyotes.  Badgers, jackrabbits and were common and were ready prey for the dogs.  Buffalo were reported but were never seen by the family.  Prairie dogs abounded.  The last place was our home until Dec 1911.  The writer (Edna) was the first child to be born in a frame house.  This place was a few miles outside of Saronville to the Northeast.  Few facilities were present. We had rural mail delivery, which meant the mail would be deposited in a mailbox at the section line.  Where a member of the family would take up the mail in a one-mile walk round trip.  Our first telephone was also installed here.

    Father had developed some carpentry with a saw, hammer and nails.  Neighbors bartered for services, as was common practice on the frontier.  On this place he built a grain elevator with the help of his sons.  This edifice or granary was built on the elevation on which the rest of the farm buildings stood, the house, the root cellar, the barn, corncrib, and outhouse etc.  In the center of the “Hoofe” stood the windmill.  This structure depended on the wind for providing the power for pumping the water to the house, and the watering trough for the animals.

     When father built the “new house”, it was planned to incorporate a cistern for the water supply.  Water then was available anytime for family use.  A hand pump was installed in the kitchen, whereupon one could pump water for household needs.  This convenience was really ahead of its time and was something we kids really considered something to tell about. 

     The grain elevator mentioned above was another energy saving device father built.  Built on the rim of the yard area, it provided a natural approach from the back in which the wagon loads of grain would be brought from the fields or thrashing floor.  The grain would then be shoveled to a revolving belt on which were cups or receptacles and the belt revolving in an upright manner would pour the grain into a bin provided.  The machinery which caused the belt to revolve into operation, was horse drawn.  I recall that it was Hulda’s assigned job to keep the horses moving and it was I, as apprentice, to tag along.  This was a first in the area and brought considerable interest from the neighboring farms. 

    The creek below and behind the grain elevator was a delight for the growing children to follow and investigate.  The woods which abounded along the creek produced wild plums to ones hearts content every season.  Another experience was collecting cocoons from the branches of the willows.  These would collect and take home, place them in a box, in a dark place.   In due time we would remove the lid and to our hearts delight beautiful butterflies would escape.  Today this would be called a “nature study.”

     Our family garden was an important source of food for the family.  The potatoes raised were stored for the winter supply in the fall.  Root vegetables likewise were in the root cellar.  Sauerkraut “Vitamin C” was processed in ten-gallon troughs.  Dill pickles were processed in quantities for the winter supply. 

     Hulda recalls that while she was working in the garden a piglet had found the supply of feed.  She picked up the nearest weapon she could find and struck the little animal, apparently breaking his back.  As she recalled it was no longer able to use its hind legs.  It became the family pet.

    Our parents left a legacy to their family, that of a Christian education.  While living at the last place near Saronville, they decided to hold school at home.  A Mr. Anders was hired for the first year.  The next year a Miss. Nettie Monroe of Carney, NE was hired and lived with us.  The parlor was the classroom.  After this disbanded, we were sent to the district school about 1 ½ mile distant.  During the winter, the weather was quite severe and father would take us by sled when necessary.   Dave recalls that father came for us at school one day as a blizzard had struck and as we neared home on the return, the sled tipped over and all were dumped into the snow.  There were no casualties.  Their romp with the sled was over the drifted snow, cross-country, and over rolling hills. 

   The Kansas City Star, a newspaper, was read to the family.  An advertisement caught the interest of our parents.  It was a sewing instruction by correspondence.  Martha was enrolled.  She became proficient in sewing and mended the clothing for the growing family.  The writer, years later in California, remembers the silk shirt she made for father.  This must have been some indication of affluence, attained to the standards of the day.  With the enrollment in the course it became necessary to buy a sewing machine a new home, a treadle to be sure.  This machine was shipped to California with household goods, when the family left NE in 1911, a truly treasured piece of furniture. 

    In 1911 the decision was made to move the family to Fresno, California.  This decision was made after father made a train trip to California and made the preliminary arrangements for purchase of 40 acres west of Reedley on Manning road.  Later the purchase, of 40 across the road, making the homestead 80 acres.  Grandfather Miller had some hand in the initial purchase of the 40 acres.  Grandparents Miller had retired from NE life some years ago and moved to Portland, OR.  But at this time they were in Reedley, where they had a large 2-story house.  They had a pony and carriage and they spent much time with us.  We were very fond of our grandparents and they were always most welcome.

    Grandfather Miller’s estate apparently was sufficient to leave to each of his 5 children 40 acres of real property or its equivalent.         They spent their last years living in Lodi, CA.  They lived with the oldest daughter Aunt Katie or Katherine. 

   Selling out at NE meant having an auction on the farm.  The auction was advertised by posting at the cross roads and wherever the posters might be seen by the townspeople.   It was early in Dec 1911 when the farm was sold and the household goods, not shipped to CA by freight, were put on auction.  It was customary to have food for those in attendance - bread, butter, cheese, and homemade goodies and doughnuts.  From reports everything sold. 

    Our oldest brother William was destined to leave by freight train, about 2 weeks before.  4 horses and 4 mules were included in the shipment.  Hay was provided for the journey and arrangements were made for watering the stock along the way.  Household goods included furniture and clothing and so forth.  Food was also essential for William.  The boxcar was shared by another Nebraska farmer, a Mr. Titman, of Gitner NE who likewise shipped horses and household goods.  He had his attendant also, thus the journey was shared expense-wise and the young men were company for each other.

  The acreage in CA was devoted to fruit.  It consisted of 40 acres in full production.  There were peaches and grapes.  There was also a small pasture where cows were kept, which provided the milk and butter supply.  Irrigating the land was a new endeavor for the inexperienced hands, as was pruning the vines and peach trees.  We had a goodly number of orange trees also.  These oranges were a real disappointment to the writer.  Never were oranges so sore.  Oranges in Nebraska were an occasional treat and were always sweet and California was considered the source of this fruit.  Since then we have learned of varieties, but family newly arrived from the plain state was sorely disappointed in the first oranges from our own trees. 

   One should not omit from this account the train trip from Nebraska. As stated before, there were 10 children.  William had preceded us, thus there were 9 siblings with our parents.  Each one was equipped with a satchel.  I remember well the one I was responsible for was an accordion type.  It could be extended to where the leather straps on both ends until it could hold no more.  Or limited also by the weight one could carry.  Martha, who was 20, told of being responsible for the youngest child Edna, who was to have her 3rd birthday the following month.  Martha told of helping to keep us clean, comb our hair and help in food distribution among all her sisters and brothers.   It must be noted that mother was pregnant with sister Helen who was born six months later.  

  We arrived in Reedley after a trip of 5 days.   The sun was setting, we all waited at the railroad station as father walked to town to find a livery stable where he arranged for 2 surreys.  I’m not sure about the fringe on top.  With 2 vehicles, we loaded with satchels and all started on our last stretch.  It was dark when we came to the bridge crossing the Kings River, and when the “klop-klop-klop” of the horses resounded on the bridge, I recall father saying, “Yes, this is the right road”.  We found the place after darkness.  About 5 miles west, we were greeted by Grandmother and grandfather Miller.  They bought a home in Reedley and had bought a pony and carriage and would spend much time with us.  It was on our arrival that evening that I experienced a great disappointment with our oranges picked off our own trees.

    There was a period of adjustment and some illness for whatever reason.  Also there was the time came when we children were to be entered into school.  We were in the Parlier District and that meant walking 2 ½ miles one way.  Five miles a day was a long way, especially on cold foggy wet mornings on winter months.  To make lunches for 5 children was no small morning chore.  I recall the bread and butter sandwiches and there never seemed enough butter to spread to the edges of the bread.  It had been instilled in us, “waste not, want not.”   So dry crusts were never discarded.  On arriving home from school, hunger was ever present after a long day with a cold lunch and a five-mile walk.  Bread and butter then and on occasion with jelly, was never better.  Bread was baked once a week.  

  I was entered into the 3rd grade.  Hulda was a year ahead of me and Alma followed me.  Joel was 4 years old and didn’t attend.  Dave and Manual were entered, however. 

    The first summer we girls were introduced to cutting fruit.  This began when our neighbor needed cutters for apricots.  This entailed the following of the natural crease on the fruit with the knife, and completely separating the fruit in half, removing the pit and placing the fruit cup up on a wooden tray.  The fruit was placed touching, covering the entire surface of the wooden tray.  Another tray was placed on top and a repeat of this procedure until box after box was emptied and the fruit was then ready to be placed in the “sulphur shed,” not much larger than the trays.  In a small receptacle, usually a tin can, a measured amount of sulphur was placed at one end, then lighted and the shed closed tightly while the fruit processed through the night.  The next day, the trays were rolled out of the sulphur shed on miniature iron tracks to the drying yard and spread to the sun for drying.  This was a beautiful sight, with each half of the fruit filled with the nectar of the apricot and in the process of drying became golden and enriched the dried product.  This same procedure was followed in the preparation for the drying peaches.  The pits that remained from the fruit were burned in the kitchen range throughout the winter months and made a “hot” fire. 

  During the busy season in the cutting shed during peach cutting time, father would have additional help.  This usually meant a family would move in for the seasonal labor.  In due course of time he found migrants, Mexican, for the most part to be reliable and dependable help.  They would set up camp across the road under the shade of the umbrella trees.  There was running water for these people, but what other accommodations they may have had I do not know.  They returned year after year.

    When I had reached the age of accountability, I was made responsible for keeping of the time and hours for these laborers throughout the harvest season.  With my tablet I would check them in the orchard each morning, at noon, and at the end of the week adding my totals and multiplying the hours by the amount paid.  Father would pay them off in cash.  The season was closed with an ice cream feed before the migrants would leave until the next season.

    Cutting fruit became quite a skill. Payment was based on the number of box holes cut. In due time a cutter could cut between 40 and 50 boxes a day, at 5 cents a box.  Members of the family and I were not paid.

   While our Grandparents Miller lived in Reedley, it became my assignment to help grandmother clean house on Friday.  I recall her supervision on cleaning the stairway with a whiskbroom.  It must have left a big impression on me, for I dislike cleaning stairways to this day.  It could be grandma’s payment to me after I finish the job was a reward however. She would reach down in a hidden pocket in her full skirt and give me a dime.

Dimes have never been the same size since.

This is the end of this story from Frieda and Edna.

