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Upcoming	  Events	  
 

Scheduled Meetings and Programs for 1999 
 
September 18:  Richard Spinney:  Using the 

1850 Census. 
October 16:  Lois Johnson:  Letters of Calvin 

Graves written from jail.  
November 20:  Workshop -- search and share 

information. 
December: No Meeting -- Happy Holidays!! 
 

COUNTY 
 

 

From the Library 
 
  

GENEALOGICAL	  
 

I’m My Own Grandpa 
 

Many many years ago  
when I was twenty three,  
I got married to a widow  

who was pretty as could be.  
 

This widow had a grown-up daughter  
Who had hair of red.  

My father fell in love with her,  
And soon the two were wed.  

 
This made my dad my son-in-law  

And changed my very life.  
My daughter was my mother,  
For she was my father's wife.  

 
To complicate the matters worse,  

Although it brought me joy.  
I soon became the father  
Of a bouncing baby boy.  

 
My little baby then became  

A brother-in-law to dad.  
And so became my uncle,  

Though it made me very sad.  
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For if he was my uncle,  

Then that also made him brother  
To the widow's grown-up daughter  

Who, of course, was my step-mother.  
 

Father's wife then had a son,  
Who kept them on the run.  

And he became my grandson,  
For he was my daughter's son.  

 
My wife is now my mother's mother  

And it makes me blue.  
Because, although she is my wife,  

She's my grandma too.  
 

If my wife is my grandmother,  
Then I am her grandchild.  

And every time I think of it,  
It simply drives me wild.  

 
For now I have become  

The strangest case you ever saw.  
As the husband of my grandmother,  

I am my own grandpa. 
 

Society 

 

Hancock County Genealogy Society 
 

Minutes May 15, 1999 
 

 
    Respectfully submitted, 
    Charlene Fox Clemons 
    Secretary 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
GERMAN TRANSLATION 

 
 Gillian Zebaida was perplexed and wondered 
how her grandmother could be "great with child" 

(pregnant) yet identified as a virgin by the Russian 
authorities.  I can't help but say that with a change 
of location and time -- say about 2000 years -- 
Gillian's story sounds very familiar. 
 Now to be serious, Gillian, even though your 
grandmother's 1898 ketuba declared that Sarah 
Rifka married Morris Dolliar, it's possible their 
religious marriage wasn't recorded in the local 
Russian civil registry. There were many incidents 
where Jewish religious records were not 
recognized. This led many descendants who are the 
present breed of amateur genealogists (and I am 
one) to believe they had lots of illegitimate 
ancestors. 
 In summary, I don't think your grandmother 
lied, the Russian civil servants were just going by 
the "books." I don't think it would have mattered if 
the census taker saw her swollen belly. If she was 
listed as a "virgin" she was a virgin. What is 
implied is she is unmarried. At least, that's my take 
on the facts as given. 
 The idea that "virgin" was used on a residential 
visa is an excellent example of how  we must be 
very flexible in interpreting words that have been 
translated from foreign language documents, 
especially when they are old documents. 
 Here is an example I ran into: 
 In an 1851 Hattingen (Germany) marriage 
registry, Carolina Charlotta Gedimann's wedding 
ceremony is called "Copulation" (not spelled with 
a "k" but a "c"). The entry is in German and a 
knowledgeable translator would know that was the 
term in German at that time for a wedding 
ceremony. 
 A young translator not knowing the former 
meaning or an inexperienced older translator could 
simple translate the word literally. If I read the 
wedding as a copulation, I too would be bemused 
thinking what the devil went on in those marriage 
ceremonies in those olden days in far away places. 
 I strongly feel your grandmother wasn't lying. 
In any case give her the benefit of doubt. In the 
spirit of Jacky Mason: maybe it was a little fib, 
because she was only, “a little bit” pregnant. 

-- Les Gediman 
lsg3@juno.com 
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The following was printed in Lucas Co. IA July 1999 
newsletter: 
 

Pension Files Found  
     Over a hundred boxes of pension records 
that date back to the "Revolutionary War, War of 
1812 and the Seminole War" were recently found 
at the National Archives. None of these have ever 
been indexed or microfilmed. They are arranged by 
account number and are being published in 
American Genealogy Magazine by Datatrace 
System, PO Box 1587, Stephenville, Texas. 
 

Veterans Records Discovered  
     Some 10 million duplicate of 20th century 
military records thought to have been destroyed in 
the 1973 fire have been found by the Veterans 
Administration. If you have been told the records 
you need were burned in that fire, you may want to 
write again to: National Personnel Records, GSA 
9700 Page Blvd. St. Louis, MO. 
 
 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
HOW TO BE CREATIVE WITH 

TROUBLESOME KIN 
 
 Let's say that your great-great uncle Remus 
Starr, a fellow lacking in character, was hanged for 
horse stealing and train robbery in Montana in 
1889. 
 A cousin has supplied you with the only known 
photograph of Remus, showing him standing on 
the gallows. On the back of the picture are the 
words "Remus Starr: Horse thief, sent to Montana 
Territorial Prison, 1895. Escaped 1897, robbed the 
Montana Flyer six times.  Caught by Pinkerton 
detectives, convicted and hanged, 1889." 
 Pretty grim situation, right?  But let's revise 
things a bit. Simply crop the picture, scan in an 
enlarged image and edit it with image processing 
software so that all that is seen is a head shot.  
Next, we rewrite the text: 

 "Remus Starr was a famous cowboy in the 
Montana Territory.  His business empire grew to 
include acquisition of valuable equestrian assets 
and intimate dealings with the Montana railroad.  
Beginning in 1885, he devoted several years of his 
life to service at a government facility, finally 
taking leave to resume his dealings with the 
railroad. In 1887, he was a key player in a vital 
investigation run by the renowned Pinkerton 
Detective Agency.  In 1889, Uncle Remus passed 
away during an important civic function held in his 
honor when the platform upon which he was 
standing collapsed." 
 Now we give Uncle Remus a distinguished 
place inside the family tree, not hanging from it -- 
where there's a will, there's a way! 
 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
I hope you appreciate the following. As genealogists always 
say, you have to get back to the original record!  By the way, 
this was sent to me by a certified genealogist whose name 
would be familiar to many.          -- Richard 
 
     In an ancient monastery in a faraway place, a 
new monk arrived to join his brothers in copying 
books and scrolls in the monastery's scriptorium. 
He was assigned as a rubricator on copies of books 
that had already  been  copied by hand.  One 
day he asked Father David (the Armarius of the 
Scriptorium), "Does not the copying by hand of 
other copies allow for chances of error?  How do 
we know we are not copying the mistakes of 
someone else?  Are they ever checked against the 
original?"  Fr. David is set back a bit by the 
obvious logical observation of this youthful monk. 
 "A very good point, my son.  I will take one of 
the latest books down to the vault and compare it 
against the original."  Fr. David went down to the 
secured vault and began his verification. 
     After a day had passed, the monks began to 
worry and went down looking for the old priest.  
They were sure something must have happened.  
As they approached the vault, they heard sobbing 
and crying.  When they opened the door, they 
found Fr. David sobbing over the new copy and  
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the original ancient book, both of which were 
opened before him on the table. It was obvious to 
all that the poor man had been crying his old heart 
out for a long time.  "What is the problem 
Reverend Father?" asked one of the monks.   "Oh, 
my Lord," sobbed the priest, "the word is 
'celebrate'!" 
 

************************* 
 

Life in the 1500's  
 
 Most people got married in June because 
they took their yearly bath in May and were still 
smelling pretty good by June. However, they were 
starting to smell, so brides carried a bouquet of 
flowers to hide the b.o.  Baths equalled a big tub 
filled with hot water. The man of the house had the 
privilege of the nice clean water, then all the other 
sons and men, then the women and finally the 
children. Last of all the babies.   By then the 
water was so dirty you could actually lose someone 
in it.  Hence the saying, "Don't throw the baby out 
with the bath water".  
 Houses had thatched roofs. Thick straw, 
piled high, with no wood underneath. It was the 
only place for animals to get warm, so all the pets - 
dogs, cats and other small animals, mice, rats, bugs 
lived in the roof. When it rained it became slippery 
and sometimes the animals would slip and fall off 
the roof. Hence the saying, "It's raining cats and 
dogs."  
 There was nothing to stop things from 
falling into the house. This  posed a real problem 
in the bedroom where bugs and other droppings 
could really mess up your nice clean bed. So, they 
found if they made beds with big posts and hung a 
sheet over the top, it addressed that problem.  
Hence those beautiful big 4 poster beds with 
canopies. I wonder if this is where we get the 
saying, "Good night and don't let the bed bugs 
bite."  
 The floor was dirt. Only the wealthy had 
something other than dirt, hence the saying "dirt 
poor." The wealthy had slate floors which would 
get slippery in the winter when wet. So they spread 

thresh on the floor to help keep their  footing. As 
the winter wore on they kept adding more thresh 
until when you opened the door it would all start 
slipping outside.  A piece of wood was placed at 
the entry way, hence a "thresh hold".  
 They cooked in the kitchen in a big kettle 
that always hung over the fire. Every day they lit 
the fire and added things to the pot. They mostly 
ate vegetables and didn't get much meat. They 
would eat the stew for dinner leaving leftovers in 
the pot to get cold overnight and then start over the 
next day. Sometimes the stew had food in it that 
had been in there for a month. Hence the rhyme, 
"Peas porridge hot, peas porridge cold, peas 
porridge in the pot nine days old."  
 Sometimes they could obtain pork and 
would feel really special when that happened. 
When company came over, they would bring out 
some bacon and hang it to show it off.  It was a 
sign of wealth and that a man could "bring home 
the bacon."  They would cut off a little to share 
with guests and would all sit around and "chew the 
fat."  
 Those with money had plates made of 
pewter. Food with a high acid content caused some 
of the lead to leach onto the food. This happened 
most often with tomatoes, so they stopped eating 
tomatoes... for 400 years.  
 Most people didn't have pewter plates, but 
had trenchers - a piece of wood with the middle 
scooped out like a bowl. Trenchers were never 
washed and a lot of times worms got into the wood. 
 After eating off wormy trenchers, they would get 
"trench mouth."  
 Bread was divided according to status. 
Workers got the burnt bottom of the loaf, the 
family got the middle, and guests got the top, or 
the "upper crust".  
 Lead cups were used to drink ale or 
whiskey. The combination would sometimes knock 
them out for a couple of days.  Someone walking 
along the road would take them for dead and 
prepare them for burial. They were laid out on the 
kitchen table for a couple of days and the family 
would gather around and eat and drink and wait 
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and see if they would wake up.  Hence the custom 
of holding a "wake".  
 England is old and small, and they started 
running out of places to bury people. So, they 
would dig up coffins and would take their bones to 
a house and re-use the grave. In reopening these 
coffins, one out of 25 coffins were found to have 
scratch marks on the inside and they realized they 
had been burying people alive. So they thought 
they would tie a string on their wrist and lead it 
through the coffin and up through the ground and 
tie it to a bell.  Someone would have to sit out in 
the graveyard all night to listen for the bell. Hence 
on the "graveyard shift" they would know that 
someone was "saved by the bell" or he was a 
"Dead Ringer" 

Links: 
 
     I am placing on my web page obit listings 
from the Machias Valley News Observer 
newspaper to include the name along with the 
parents and spouses, when listed. I am keeping the 
entire obits on file for those who would like copies 
of them since they can contain genealogy 
information that would be costly to obtain from 
other sources, if you are allowed to obtain them at 
all. Stop in at: 

http://www.Maine-DownEast.com/ctyankee.htm 
and follow the link to the obits and feel free to 
email me for further information.  -- Kenneth Dill 
 
http://www.mainehistory.com/genealogy.html 
Maine Historical Site 
 
http://members.tripod.com/Wingy/adopt14.html? 
Links to adoption resources, and more 
 
http://members.tripod.com/~Randy_T/aqgen.html 
Passanger list, Native American, and other links 
 
http://members.tripod.com/~Yvonne_in_VA/membe
rindex/mempage1.htm 
 
http://memebers.tripod.com/~Lady_Star51/index.ht
ml 

Happy	  
Genealogy One-Liners 

 
CAUTION!....You have now entered the Genealogy 

Zone. 
My family coat of arms ties at the back....is that 

normal? 
My family tree is a few branches short! Help 

appreciated. 
My ancestors must be in a witness protection program! 
Shake your family tree and watch the nuts fall! 
My hobby is genealogy, and I raise dust bunnies as pets. 
How can one ancestor cause so much TROUBLE?? 
I looked into my family tree and found out I was a sap. 
I'm not stuck, I'm ancestrally challenged. 
I'm searching for myself; Have you seen me? 
If only people came with pull-down menus and on-line 

help. 
Isn't genealogy fun? The answer to one problems, leads 

to two more! 
It's 1999.  Do you know where your great-great-

grandparents are? 
A family reunion is an effective form of birth control. 
A family tree can wither if nobody tends it's roots. 
A new cousin a day keeps the boredom away. 
After 30 days, unclaimed ancestors will be adopted. 
Am I the only person up my tree?  Seems like it. 
Any family tree produces some lemons, nuts, and a few 

bad apples. 
Ever find an ancestor HANGING from the family tree? 
FLOOR: The place for storing your priceless genealogy 

records. 
Gene-Allergy - It's a contagious disease, but I love it. 
Genealogists are time unravelers. 
Genealogy is like Hide & Seek:  They Hide & I Seek! 
Genealogy: Tracing yourself back to better people. 
"Crazy" is a relative term in my family. 
A miser is hard to live with, but makes a fine ancestor. 
I want to find ALL of them! So far I only have a few 

thousand. 
I should have asked them BEFORE they died! 
I think my ancestors had several "bad heir" days. 
I'm always late. My ancestors arrived on the Juneflower. 
Only a genealogist regards a step backwards as progress. 
Share your knowledge; it is a way to achieve 

immortality. 
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Heredity: everyone believes in it until their children act 

like fools! 
It's a poor family that hath neither a lady of the evening 

or a thief. 
Many a family tree needs trimming. 
Shhh! Be very, very quiet.  I'm hunting forebears. 
Snobs talk as if they had begotten their own ancestors! 
That's strange: half my ancestors are WOMEN! 
I'm not sick, I've just got fading genes. 
Genealogists live in the past lane. 
Genealogists do it generation after generation. 
Cousins marrying cousins: Very tangled roots! 
Cousins marrying cousins: A non-branching family tree. 
Alright! Everybody out of the genetic pool! 
Always willing to share my ignorance. 
Documentation: the hardest part of genealogy. 
For a reply, send a self-abused, stomped elephant to. 
Genealogy: Chasing your own tale! 
Genealogy: will I ever find time to mow the lawn 

again? 
That's the problem with the gene pool: no lifeguards! 
I looked up my family tree; there were two dogs using 

it. 
I researched my family tree; apparently I don't exist! 
 

Ancestor	  
 

 
 

Dying 
 
        I am standing upon the seashore. A ship 
at my side spreads her white sails to the morning 
breeze and starts for the blue ocean. She is an 
object of beauty and strength. I stand and watch 
her at length, she hangs like a speck of white cloud 
just where the sea and sky come to mingle with 
each other. 
        Then someone at my side says: "There, 
she is gone!" 
        "Gone where?" 
        Gone from my sight, that is all. She is 
just as large in mast and hull and spar as she was 
when she left my side, and she is just as able to 
bear her load of living freight to her destined port. 
        Her diminished size is in me, not in her. 
And just at the moment when someone at my side 
says: "There, she is gone!" there are other eyes 
watching her coming, and other voices ready to 
take up the glad shout: "Here she comes!" 
        And that is dying. 
 
                  -- Anonymous 
 

Hunting	  
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