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Chapter  8: 

St. Paul’s Lutheran Church,  
Medicine Hat, Alberta, 

And Sabbatical Rest. 

 
1975 to 1977 
Medicine Hat Alberta, Canada. 
 
Now my ministry progressively developed in a new dimension, and 
started to point into a direction, which I was not yet aware of, and 
which I never anticipated – a confrontation and duel with the 
administration of the Lutheran Church. The circumstance of I getting 
the call to St. Paul’s was actually political. My predecessor at 
Medicine Hat, Rev. Wilhelm Torgerson was a former classmate of 
mine, and an extremely outspoken individual in favor of 
conservatism. I was associated with theological conservatism. When 
he left, he recommended me as his replacement, contrary to the 
political maneuvering of the liberal A-BC District administration.  
 
When we arrived at Medicine Hat, it was vacation time. It was late 
summer. We supervised the unloading of our belongings coming 
from Clifford, into the small parsonage and office next to the St. 
Paul’s Church building on the Flats. I met with representatives of St. 
Paul’s, made arrangements for the upcoming installation. Then Tillie, 
Peter, Paul, John and I, with stops near Cranbrook, Rock Creek and 
Princeton, travelled through Southern B.C. to my brother Otto and 
Renate on Vancouver Island. 
 
The old parsonage at Medicine Hat, did not suit our family; we lived 
in it only temporarily and anticipated building a new home. We 
purchased a lot, I drew up the plans for our house, I hired Otto for 
wages, my father came to help, and by Christmas it was almost 
finished enough for us to move in. 
 
That fall, was extremely hectic. In addition to my responsibilities at 
church, I worked on the construction of our house. Fox Valley and 
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Maple Creek congregations were vacant and asked me to help with 
Sunday services. After the German and English worship services at 
St. Paul’s, I would drive to Maple Creek for an afternoon service.  
From there I would drive to Fox Valley for an evening service. By the 
time I got home the children were asleep. In December we had 
German and English Advent evening services. Between Christmas 
and New Years, we had a chance to visit my parents, my older sister 
Adele Eckert’s family, Paul, Brigitte and Helmut in Calgary. 
 
After the initial “honeymoon” in the congregation, I soon 
discovered that I was in the identical, if not worse situation than 
Kingsville. We had some very strong willed individuals in leadership 
roles. However, they could not resist the even stronger, almost 
dictatorial Wilhelm Torgerson. They were hoping that Welk would be 
a push-over, but he did not budge. 
 
They decided to get some big guns. They went to the top and 
without consulting their own Pastor Welk, they invited the President 
of the A-BC District, to help introduce woman’s suffrage and open 
fellowship with congregations of other Synods in town. 
 
When the President of the District came to the meeting, he voiced 
his displeasure with Torgerson’s recommendation of calling Pastor 
Welk. He said publicly, in my presence, “You wouldn’t have this 
problem, if you had followed the District’s calling procedures.” Later 
I took him aside and in private said to him.  
 

“Holy Scripture is absolutely clear: God has appointed in the 
church first apostles, second prophets, third teachers, then 
miracles, then gifts of healing, helping, administrating, and 
various kinds of tongues.” (1. Cor. 12: 28) The highest possible 
office in the church is the apostolic, prophetic office of a Pastor, 
the Office of the Ministry. As District President, you may be a 
chief administrator. But in the God-given order of priority, your 
office is at the tail end, just before speaking in tongues.  
 
As Pastor of this congregation, I am in the highest possible 
office of the church. As an administrator you want to usurp your 
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authority, come in my congregation, whose “Seelsorger” I am. 
You want to meddle in my office and get the people, entrusted 
to me, to do what YOU want them to do. TAKE YOUR BAGS AND 
RAGS AND GO HOME!” 

 
The above conversation may have changed the political arena in 
the A-BC District. For the above president, soon announced that he 
will not let his name stand at the next election of District President; 
he planed to re-enter the Parish Ministry, which he did. 
 
I had gained a reputation on the issue of woman’s suffrage and its 
relation to particularly to the Office of the Ministry.  At a Southern 
Alberta Pastoral Conference, the Ordination of Women was to be 
debated, by weighing pros and cons. Pastor Dombrosky was to speak 
in favor; Pastor Welk was to speak against the ordination of women. 
I opened my presentation by saying: 
 

In the Church, as in creation God has created everything 
perfectly and in order. Within this order, God has assigned 
specific functions to specific individuals, most obviously male 
and female. The differing functions of male and female are 
different.  This difference is clearly delineated in both Old, New 
Testaments, and most clearly in nature.  
 
If God desires to make an exception and deviate from his 
established order, He may certainly do so. And at times he has 
done so. God is not dependent on anyone, neither man nor 
woman, God can speak through whomever He desires.  God can 
speak through an ass, if He wants to, as He had done, when He 
spoke to the prophet Balaam. (At this point the entire assembly 
roared in laughter.) But we have no right to change His order.  

 
Back in Medicine Hat the situation behind the scenes was hostile. 
One of the pastors of the other synods specifically said to me, “I am 
going to do whatever I can to run you out of town.” I did not 
respond, I just looked at him, and thought, “I have dealt with guys 
like you before.” 
 



72 
 
In Medicine Hat I did not have the emotional support, as I had in 
Kingsville.  In Kingsville numerous people, particularly the older 
Germans, which were the mainstay of the congregation supported 
me (Remember the 128 Christmas Cards?). In Medicine Hat the 
German element of the congregation was the minority, content just 
to have German services. The younger English generation was in 
control. 
 
When I developed voice problems, the specialist stated the facts, “If 
you keep on with your public speaking engagements your voice will 
get worse. The only thing, which may help, is extended rest.”  I 
asked, “What is extended rest?” He said, “At least six months.” 
 
Under the existing circumstances, I could expect no sympathy, 
neither from the Church Council, nor from the District.  Considering 
that the collective congregational ministry is always greater than the 
personal ministry of its pastor, I allowed the congregation to get on 
with its ministry; and I asked for a peaceful release.  
 
We sold our House in Medicine Hat and moved to Vancouver Island.  
 
Years later in Calgary, I met a daughter of one of the individuals, 
who got under my skin in Medicine Hat.  Contrary to her father, she 
showed genuine interest in me. At that moment, I realized that the 
poisonous problem in Medicine Hat was not between me and her, a 
leader of the youth group, or me and her mother, who was the 
organist, or me and the congregation at large. It was, as in Kingsville: 
“BULLYING,” individuals in the congregation, exerted THEIR position, 
and THEIR leadership. (Bullying is a real problem, even in churches. I 
never back away from bullies; if I do, it is a calculated move.) 
 
In writing these memoires I suddenly realize how I was totally 
involved, even consumed by my Ministry. I have concluded the 
description of our leaving Medicine Hat already. And I did not find an 
appropriate place to mention that our one and only daughter, 
Christine, was born in Medicine Hat, Alberta. And I was privileged 
see one of the most precious pictures ever: My two sons, Peter and 
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Paul, at Cypress Hills, walking on the beach, happy, each having one 
arm on the other’s shoulder. 

 
1977 to 1978 
Vancouver Island, British Columbia, Canada 
 
As rest, at the end of the day, has no bearing on the past, so a 
sabbatical is not a time to dwell on the past and lick your wounds, 
but a time to get ready for tomorrow, and the task ahead. 

 
We moved to Vancouver Island, for several reasons: 
 

1. Medicine Hat is a community unto itself, somewhat isolated; 
we had few if any close relationships. 

2. We moved into the vicinity of my brother Otto and his wife 
Renate, with whom I spent more good times than any other. 

3. Vancouver Island has a more pleasant and moist climate. 
4. We were going to build a home again. I found that the act of 

physically planning and building a house, your family home, 
is a unifying project, which provides as sense of security, 
stability, and focus on the future. 
 

We bought a building lot in Satellite Park, half way between Victoria 
and Duncan, with a fantastic ocean and mountainview. I custom 
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designed the house to fit the landscape, large windows, great view, 
rustic appearance, country settting, two fire places and sun deck. 
Peter, Paul and John would go down to the ocean, and bring back 
dozens of fingernail-sized crabs, in buckets of salt water, which never 
seemed to dry completely on everything it touched. We went for 
long walks, several times a day. If that was not enough, we drove to 
Long Beach. Tillie took a memorable picture of Christine, asleep on 
my shoulders, like a rag doll laying on my deer skin leather jacket.  
 
The economy was slow. Work as electrician was not available. I did 
not mind. I would fall asleep on top of the wide railing, which 
surrounded our sundeck. One day I met a neighbor on the street. He 
said, “You must be a man of independent means.” I didn’t know how 
to answer him, but I think he described me better than most, if he 
did not refer to money. 
 
But it was not retirement. It was a sabbatical. I started to look at my 
books. There was one on the shelf called, “The Training Of The 
Speaking Voice.”  I carefully read the whole thing, even stopped to 
do breathing and speaking exercises.  I got into my yellow and white 
camper van and took off toward Leach Town, a ghost mining/lumber 
town near the West Coast. In the dark I set up a light, took the book, 
looked at the watch, and for 30 minutes, I read the book aloud, 
projecting my voice that the people at Shawnigan Lake should hear 
me. I don’t think anybody heard me. But the next couple of days, I 
carefully watched for abnormalities in my speaking voice. There 
were none. I concluded: My voice is ready to start preaching again. 
 
I contacted the new ABC District President, the one who replaced 
the other one, and notified him that I am available for a call.  
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Chapter 9: 

Chilliwack and Hope. 
 
1978 to 1983 
St. Paul’s Evangelical Lutheran Church 
Chilliwack, British Columbia, Canada 
 
It was only a matter of weeks before I received a Call to the 
combined congregations of St. Paul’s Evangelical Lutheran Church, 
Chilliwack, and Hope, B.C.  The decision to accept or to decline their 
Call was simple. I did not have to compare Calls.  Their Call did not 
have to be weighed against the needs of another congregation. 
Chilliwack was virtually in the neighborhood. It was just a matter of 
crossing with the ferry to the mainland. And the timing was perfect. 
We could start a new season of activities and school in September. 
 
We notified St. Paul’s fairly early that I accepted their Call. A Call to 
a local congregation is an entirely different matter, than the Call to 
the Office of the Ministry. Please note the personal pronoun “their” 
Call. The Call to the Office of the Ministry was and continues to be 
publicly acknowledged by virtue of Ordination. Once a person is 
called and ordained as a servant of the Lord, he never stops being a 
servant of the Lord, unless he publicly revokes His Call and 
denounces His Lord. The people, who gleefully address an ordained 
Pastor as Mr. …., illustrate that they are either un-educated, don’t 
know what they are talking about, or reprehensible, if their intent is 
malicious or demeaning. Please note that in every previous situation 
Pastor Paul Welk asked for and received a release from the pastoral 
duties, only to certain specified congregations. And from them, he 
received a “peaceful” release; in other words, there are no loose 
ends that needed to be rectified. Pastor Welk, without any question 
or ado, carried on and carries on, according to his original and Divine 
Call. What happened since then, be it in Kingsville, Medicine Hat, or 
anywhere else, is totally irrelevant and a completely different issue. 
Once a Pastor, always a Pastor. 
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The family and I made a couple of trips to the Mainland. I was not 
going to build a house this time. We were looking for a finished 
home, which would meet the requirements of our family, and found 
one on Eglin Drive, Fairfield Island. The house was brand new, 10 
minutes away from the church, 5 minutes away from school, and had 
a playground adjacent to the back yard. Instead of access to the 
ocean, we had a 5 minute bike ride to the Fraser River, and one 
minute bike ride, into the open fields and roads of Fairfield Island.  
 

 
 
St. Paul’s was the smallest congregation, which I served so far. But 
that is not a deterrent. Its Sunday School enrollment doubled the 
very first day, when Peter, Paul and John enrolled. There were 
striking similarities between the congregation in Kingsville and 
Chilliwack. The terrain and the fertile land were the same, if you 
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could imagine that Chilliwack is not surrounded by mountains. The 
church buildings were structurally almost identical. They had the 
same floor space and seating capacity, the same age, the same A 
frame,  roof and ceiling, the same low clearance in the basement, 
the same perennial water problem in the basement, the same altar 
area, and the same small office, and the same attendance as the 
English Service in Kingsville. (The contributions of the German 
numbers were missing in Chilliwack.) 
 
For my installation service I invited Rev. Orland Welke, who served 
as Pastor in Kamloops. Orland and I shared three years at Concordia 
Edmonton, one year in the same room in the same dormitory. He 
replaced me as editor of the Year Book, and in line ups, he was 
always behind me, for Welke comes after Welk. He was younger 
than I, and had to spend the two extra years, which I was spared at 
Fort Wayne. So, he is a little bit more educated than I. But for my 
installation sermon he talked like a typical farmer from Langenburg, 
Saskatchewan, about picking a goal in the distance. If you keep your 
eyes fixed on that distant goal, Jesus, and are not distracted by the 
stuff that is in front of you, or around you, you will always leave 
behind a straight furrow. If you don’t, those who follow you will say, 
“Was this guy drunk? Look at the mess he made!” So Orland and I 
are on the same page. His name is right behind mine in the Year 
Book. 
 
The retiring Pastor Leonard Gabert was moving away, so I quickly 
visited him before he left. He told me almost the identical same 
story, which Pastor Wentzlaff had told me in Kingsville. But Gabert 
was not here long enough to bury all his enemies, like Wentzlaff did.  
But he left some behind, and warned me about them. Yet I never 
buried an enemy, and I have no intentions of burying anybody.  I 
made sure they stay alive, after all the primary motto of my ministry 
has always been and always will be, to call people to repentance and 
expect results. 
 
So we fitted right in and were instantly at home. We started to 
repeat, what we had done several times before. We were looking for 
a working constitution and By-Laws but didn’t find any. So we had to 
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draw one up, that everybody knows what it is all about; even if we 
don’t do, what we are supposed to do, at least we know what we 
should do.  
 
I found records of official acts, baptisms, confirmations, weddings, 
but I found no membership lists. So we [I] started to make a list and 
we started to ask questions. Are you married? Do you have children? 
Are they baptized? Are the confirmed? Where do they go to church? 
Do you have grandchildren? Are they baptized? Where are they? 
 
If memory has not failed me completely, there was one year at St. 
Paul’s about 60 years ago, when 45 baptisms were recorded in one 
year. Where are they now? Did they move away, I doubt it? Did they 
die? Not yet, for they are younger than I. We followed up. 
 
My daily activities as Pastor were almost like clockwork. At 8:30 
a.m. I would give the children a ride to Strathcona Elementary school 
and carry on to the office at church. Until noon I would be in the 
office. And eat a sandwich on the run. (Even on construction I did not 
stop for lunch.) Early afternoon I was about town. By the time the 
children came home from school, I was home also. I would be home 
until about 6:30 pm. During this free time, we would go for endless 
bike rides, and spent hours, looking for agates, or whatever you do 
on the gravel bars of the Fraser, or Fairfield Island. At 6: 30 p.m. I 
would leave home and be at meetings; frequently I would not return 
home until 11 p.m.  Saturdays I would normally be home. Thursday 
morning was sermon writing day, afternoons and some evenings, I 
would be in Hope. 
 
In December 1980, our 4th son was born. We named him James as 
the brother of John and Jesus. In the Christmas Eve worship service 
he laid quietly in the manger at the altar, until his father started to 
play the trumpet: Joy to the Word, the Lord is Come.  
 
We started to organize things and things started rolling. We had 
more than a facelift and a rejuvenated building. We had growth, we 
had geometric growth. We were bursting at the seams. We needed a 
bigger place and got it. 
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I drew up the blueprint for the proposed renovation and addition, 
and had them approved by the Building Inspection Department. I re-
designed the altar. We had big windows, for God’s light to come in, 
and our light to shine. We had an indoor combination wheelchair 
ramp/walkway. We had a spacious office and entry. We changed a 
little Post War country church into an effective, versatile, attractive 
inner city church. It was pleasure for me to supervise the 
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construction and see it completed. And we did not have a great big 
debt. 
 
We had more than building. The God-given order of creation was 
enshrined. The constitution was unchanged and implement by clear 
and specific By-laws, which were approved and adopted. Everybody 
knew what needed to be done. Directions were clear and specific, 
even if they did not as yet apply; they gave clear directions for future 
eventualities. 
 

 
 
We had much more. Our people were equipped, ready and 
prepared to take on the world. We had no “dead wood.” More than 
80% of the adult membership of the congregation had completed a 
16 week, 4 months course, reviewing and rejuvenating their faith, as 
defined in the Catechism. 
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We had even more than that. Every adult member of the 
congregation was personally invited to meet with the Pastor and talk 
not about the weather, but matters of faith and stewardship. And 
the Pastor personally drove with three young men to Edmonton, 
where they would explore the possibility of becoming pastors 
themselves. Everything was ready to go, like a spring all wound up, 
like Jack in a Box. 
  
But the devil was determined to stop all this. He was squinting and 
squirming for some time now. He was on the prowl all along, a lion 
on the hunt, looking for ways to attack. Jump and bite into the 
jugular – kill. In war you do not shoot the Red Cross. Snipers aim for 
the generals.  
 
The witch hunt was on. The target was the Pastor. A District 
administrator un-expectantly notified Pastor Welk, that he would be 
defrocked on Good Friday, 1983. But the administrator was only 
fear–mongering; he bluffed and did not show. But this was serious, 
Pastor Welk’s officiating at the Mike and Rose Rhode wedding, which 
was scheduled for the following Saturday, was called into question. 
So Pastor Welk informed the congregations at Hope and Chilliwack 
immediately on Easter morning.  
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We had previously arranged, immediately after the Easter service 
to drive to Calgary and spend Easter break with Oma and Opa. While 
in Calgary we received a phone call that the District President Ed 
Lehman is in Chilliwack, and I should hurry back for a meeting on 
Tuesday Evening. 
 
It was miserable trip from Calgary back to Chilliwack. Time was of 
the essence. Instead of the children spending Easter break with their 
aging grandparents, (Grandma was dead two years later.) they were 
packed into our Van. We drove through falling snow at Rogers Pass, 
but I had a deadline to meet. The highway was slippery from freshly 
packed snow. The steep West slope is extremely steep. At the 
bottom is a very sharp right hand curve. I wanted to slow down. But 
as soon as I touched the breaks, I started to lose control. The whole 
family was in jeopardy. I thought I would lose it, but we made it 
around the curve. But now we were out of the high country. For the 
rest of the way home, we had intermittent sleet, snow, slush, rain, 
and fog. 
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We arrived at Chilliwack late. Without supper Tillie dropped me off 
at the church, and took the children home in the van. There was no 
one at church. I don’t remember how I found out that they were 
meeting at Kulling’s restaurant, which was very fitting. For what they 
did had nothing to do with the church, or the Gospel of Jesus Christ; 
they were marching to a different drummer. 
 
I don’t know for how long they had met, or what they discussed. 
Present was the entire Church Council and possibly others. At the 
table were no empty chairs. I was disappointed and felt betrayed by 
my own people. They had broken faith. When push came to shove 
they abandoned their Pastor and cozied up to the presumed 
authorities, which is a predictable common human trait. 
 
But I was prepared; I had all day to think about it while driving. I was 
more than prepared; I had experience from Medicine Hat. The Lord 
prepared me for this situation. So I told them the word of the Lord, I 
told this President, what I had told his predecessor: 
 

“Holy Scripture is absolutely clear: God has appointed in the 
church first apostles, second prophets, third teachers, then 
miracles, then gifts of healing, helping, administrating, and 
various kinds of tongues.” (1. Cor. 12: 28) The highest possible 
office in the church is the apostolic, prophetic office of a Pastor, 
the Office of the Ministry. As District President, you may be a 
chief administrator. But in the God-given order of priority, your 
office is at the tail end, just before speaking in tongues.  
 
As Pastor of this congregation, I am in the highest possible 
office of the church. As an administrator you want to usurp your 
authority, come in my congregation, whose “Seelsorger (i.e., 
caretaker of souls)” I am. You want to meddle in my office and 
get these people, which God entrusted to me, to do, what YOU 
want them to do. TAKE YOUR BAGS AND RAGS AND GO HOME! 
(Lehman never again talked with me as brother in Christ would. Come to think 
of it, his conversations, before, were anything but brotherly.) 
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Since he didn’t leave, I left. For it is not a Pastor’s job to argue about 
the Word of God. It is a Pastor’s job to present and apply the Word 
of God. What they do with it is their business, and their 
responsibility. (If anybody can show that what I presented is a 
misapplication of the Word of God, please let me know.) I did not 
merely walk out; I had no vehicle, so I had a one hour (5 km) walk 
home. Considering 12 hours of winter driving in a van with 5 young 
children, stopping for food, potty breaks, this meeting, this walk, it 
was a long day. But I didn’t think of it that way at the time. That was 
life in the fast lane and living life to the fullest. 
 
I officiated at the wedding of Mike and Rose, the following 
Saturday. I completed the final arrangements for the scheduled 
confirmation service 5-6 weeks later in May. I had time to think this 
through in the context of all the events that affected me at the time. 
I did not hear from Lehman; he could care less about all the grief 
that he caused. 
 
Pentecost Sunday, 1983, Confirmation Sunday: I hand-delivered in a 
letter my request to the chairman of St. Paul’s. I asked for a peaceful 
release from my Pastoral responsibilities to this congregation. There 
can be only one valid reason for such a request. It is stated by John 
the Baptist, “I must decrease, but He must increase.”  
 
Since the collective congregational ministry is greater than the 
personal ministry of a pastor, therefore, I allowed the congregation 
to get on with its ministry; and I asked for a peaceful release. The 
people that ruined my public reputation put a dark cloud over my 
head, which called everything I did into question. All the 
accomplishments of the past four years would never come to 
fruition, if the Pastor is under the suspicion of heresy. If the 
congregation was to benefit from the momentum, which just got 
going, I had to step aside. What would become of my future, my Lord 
already took that into consideration.  
 
Confirmation Sunday was also the confirmation of my sons, Peter 
and Paul.  Oma and Opa, Otto and Renate, were at our house. It was 
record breaking day in more than one way. The temperature was un-



85 
 
seasonally high, 100 degrees Fahrenheit, just like on the day of my 
ordination, but it was a pleasant reminder. 
 

 
 
After company left (Opa and Oma left with Otto and Renate), I 
found refuge in God’s creation outdoors. I drove up to the Cariboo.  
When I called home to stay in touch, Tillie, said, “Come home. The 
Church Council wants you to meet with you. They want you to stay.”  
They were grasping at straws and I had not solution. A tentative plan 
was devised, which was a moratorium for one year, during which I 
would assist them, that they may function as a congregation, but no 
firm decision was taken. For, this would have to be approved by the 
voters’ assembly. 
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A Voters’ Assembly was arranged. The plan was presented. A vote 
was taken. The vote was 8 in favor and 6 opposed. It appeared that I 
would continue is some capacity for one year. However, a verbal 
altercation occurred between Rev. Reiner* and I. In consideration of 
this altercation and the vote being 8:6, which could easily have been 
7:7, it was clear, the congregation was beginning to polarize. The rift 
was already evident. I repeated my original request for a peaceful 
release from me duties as Pastor to St. Paul’s Evangelical Lutheran 
Church. Ron moved that I be granted a release. I said, “That is not 
want I asked for. I asked for a PEACEFUL release.” Ron would not 
change his motion. Arnie moved to include the word PEACEFUL. The 
amended motion passed and I was no longer Pastor of St. Paul’s 
Evangelical Lutheran Church. 
 
*Pastor Reiner was my former English 30 instructor at Concordia College Edmonton, 

and a former Pastor of St. Paul’s, who retired in this congregation. He saw himself as 
a critic of the young up-start, and questioned my preaching, but was never specific. 
When I asked a layman to teach a Bible Study on Genesis, Pastor Reiner found fault 
with the discussion guide, which I provided for this Layman. Reiner accused me of 
not supporting the doctrine on the Immortality Of The Soul, and brought in the 
District President for his support. Pastor Reiner had gathered a personal following in 
the congregation; at the end of worship services, like Absalom, he would stand at 
the gate and greet the people. After I left the Reiners’ sold their retirement home in 
Chilliwack and moved to the Okanagan.  
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1978 to 1985 
Congregation at Hope, B.C. 
 
The call, which I accepted in 1978, was to the dual parish of Hope 
and Chilliwack. The congregation at Hope proceeded in faith. They 
paid $800 per month toward the Chilliwack budget for the services 
of the Pastor. Whatever offering exceeded that amount was saved. 
With the saved money they had purchased 4 city lots (3/4 acre) in 
anticipation of building their own church.   
 
I changed the regular Sunday evening services at the United Church, 
to morning services at Henderson’s Funeral Hall. When we did not 
have an organist at Hope, I would play my accordion, even the 
trumpet. We had 6 to 8 regularly attending families. I confirmed four 
young people and one adult during that time. I had even one 
wedding. Every member of the congregation participated in the 16 
week spiritual renewal course.  
  

 
 
While serving at Hope, my responsibilities reached as far as Yale, 
where some of our members lived. We started periodical services at 
the Anglican Church building, which is now an official Historical Site 
in British Columbia. At our opening, 35-40 people packed into that 
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little church. We even had a local organist playing the pump organ. 
For a time, we had biweekly services, and mid-week “Sunday School” 
of 4 to 5 young people. 
 
During the vacancy, after my leaving office, the Chilliwack Council 
acted as absentee landlords, who in no way, knew about the extent 
of my work in Hope. They assumed the role of trustees, and sold the 
property at Hope. With that money, they hired the service of a vicar 
for one year. After the vicar left, the people in Hope had nothing. It 
seemed to me that these absentee landlords (governors) killed the 
congregation at Hope. Some people moved away disgruntled; 
everything seemed to fall apart. Pastor Lassman later accepted the 
call to Chilliwack, but did not think that he had any responsibilities, 
much less the calling to serve at Hope. These absentee landlords, 
apparently only thought about their own bailiwick, they did not 
consult Hope, when calling a new pastor. 
 
Anecdotes from Hope: 
 
I officiated at the funeral of one of our members in Hope. During 
the ceremony at the grave site, a grown black bear hurriedly 
scrambled across the tombstones. 
 
I went hunting with Leonard from Yale. We were moose hunting 
near Blue River for three or four days. We cooked and slept in my 
camper van. Before our first supper, Leonard hesitated and said, “Do 
we pray out here in the bush, or do we do that only in church?” 
 
In 2010, maybe 11, I said to Tillie, I heard the Brenner’s have moved 
back to Hope. I said, “Let’s go see them this afternoon (Sunday).” We 
looked up their address and drove to Hope. We found the address in 
a trailer park. Sonia opened the door and invited us in. When I 
enquired about Leonard, she said, “Yes, he is here. Those are his 
ashes sitting on the mantle.” Leonard had just died the previous 
week. A little later Dennis and his family came. Dennis was one of my 
confirmands in Hope. 
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Anecdotes From Chilliwack: 
 
When Leonard had gone to sleep on our hunting trip, I stayed up 
late and wrote next Sunday’s sermon. My text contained the Apostle 
Paul’s saying, “When I am weak then I am strong.” Next Sunday 
during my sermon, I was emotionally tied up with the concept of 
being weak yet strong, to the point that I failed to retain my 
composure; I could hardly speak. I remember Ellen Broughton sitting 
up, really straight, she looked straight at me, not with an accusing 
smile but an encouraging smile: “You are doing great!” I was able to 
carry on and said about myself, “It is one thing to talk about being 
weak, but another to experience it.”  
 
With the same van, I went deer hunting with Bruce Broughton. I 
still have the small wrack of deer horns in our garage. Once he 
brought fresh pork along. I fried the pork in the enclosed van; the 
van stunk like a pig sty for the weeks. I think he did that on purpose; 
for he wanted to attract and shoot a bear. 
 
I shared half of my communion wafer with my grandson Michael, 
when he was about four years old.  Yet what Stroup and Lunderby 
found offensive, is the most significant highlight in my ministry: 
 

During Communion my grandson, Michael, stood beside me. 
Michael did what 4 year old children do – watch everything. 
He saw me break the wafer, eat half and keep the other half. 
He didn’t get anything. Later in the pew, I would say to 
Michael, “Jesus said, ‘This, my body, is in behalf of you. Do 
this, memory of me.’” And I gave him the other half of the 
wafer. Instantly, with great affection, this four year old gave 
me a big bear hug. Tillie, like Mr. Kuhn, would always bribe the 
kids and gave each child its own box of candy before church. 
Michael had M and M’s that Sunday. After a couple of 
minutes, Michael took his box of M and M’s, he started at one 
end of the pew, and gave to everyone a M and M, as if he 
were distributing Holy Communion.  
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President G. Preibisch of the E.L.C.C.  was so fascinated by this story, 
that he asked me to write it up; it was published in the Church’s 
monthly magazine, Canada Lutheran. 
 
Later when little Michael realized that he was rejected at the altar, 
at one time during Holy Communion, Michael lay on the carpet, as if 
he were a sleeping puppy. At one moment it looked as it Stroup was 
about to push this critter out of his way, with his boot. (I am afraid 
Jesus may say to him on Judgment Day: “I was a child, and you 
passed me by. You gave me nothing, even though I had given you 
everything.”) 
 
Whenever the grandchildren are at Grandpa and Grandma’s one of 
the highlights of every meal is the raising a cup, a glass or whatever 
they have to drink, and following up with the word and command of 
the Lord Jesus, “This, the cup, the New Testament, is by means of my 
blood. Do this whenever you may drink in memory of me.” I 
encourage them to do this as Jesus says, “Whenever you may drink.” 
at the drinking fountain, at school, after brushing and rinsing of 
teeth, no matter when you drink, no matter what you drink. Jesus 
says, “Whenever …” Whoever has such a relationship with Jesus, will 
never be separated from the Lord Jesus. (How dare the clergy steel 
this privilege from the people of God?) 
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Last Sunday, January 8, 2012, Michael Rhode assisted at Holy 
Communion.  He has been trained by the clergy to say, “This is the 
TRUE body  … This the TRUE blood …” I said to Michael, “Michael, go 
home and get your Bible; check it carefully; see if you can find the 
words ‘TRUE body, and or TRUE  blood.’ If you find it, please show 
me, and I will eat the entire book, binding and all, un-cooked.” 
 
Also last Sunday, Tillie was on altar guild duty, cleaning up after 
communion. While I was waiting for her to finish, I saw her come out 
from behind the altar; she was carrying something, but hid it under a 
napkin that I and others should not see and notice it. But I knew 
what she was doing, and what was under that napkin – the leftover 
communion wine, which the ladies are instructed to carry outside, 
and pour on the ground, for it is deemed to be too sacred to be 
poured down the drain, into the sewer. I thought to myself, “You 
wise guys! Rather that serve your own children and me, you pour 
God’s gift on the ground.” Justly you try to cover up your sin and  try 
to hide it. 
 
I remember the text of my first opening devotion, which I had at my 
first Church Council meeting in Chilliwack. I thought it was fitting in 
Chilliwack to dwell on Psalm 121, “I look up unto the hills. Where 
does not help come from? My help comes from the Lord, who made 
heaven and earth.” 
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I remember the text of my Church Council devotion, at the 
beginning of the Princess Avenue building process: Psalm 84: Even 
the swallow finds shelter in your house, oh Lord.   
 
I said to Rob and Dave, “You excommunicated me!  Let me tell you, 
‘NOTHING, NO ONE can separate me from the love of God in Christ 
Jesus, my Lord!!!’ You, Stroup, Lunderby, nobody can separate me 
from my Lord, Jesus. You give me nothing. HE gives me everything.” 
 
When the altar about was about to be built, at School Street, the 
trustees remembered what I had done at Princess. They asked me to 
make a recommendation. I, in consultation with my son Paul 
Gerhard, then an architectural student, designed and drew up the 
blueprint for this altar. Nobody is going to keep me away. Nobody is 
going to keep me away from the Table of My Lord. 
 

 
 
 
 

“Blessed are they who hear the Word of God, and keep it.” 
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Chapter 10: 

At Stake is the Gospel. 
 
1983 to 2012 
St. Paul’s, Chilliwack, B.C.  
 
Immediately after Rev. Lassman accepted the call to Chilliwack, I 
visited him.  When I learned that on the immortality of the soul issue  
he advocated the same position as Reiner and Lehman, I anticipated 
conflict. Consistent with my policy, stepping aside in the interest of 
congregations, I followed suit. To avoid conflict with Lassman, we left 
St. Paul’s and were temporary guests at Christ Lutheran Church.  
 
At Christ Lutheran, Pastor Aechtner allowed me to participate and to 
baptize our Son Timothy, who was born in January 1980. Our 
children, Christine and John, were confirmed at Christ Lutheran. 
When Pastor Lassman, accepted a call to Seattle, Tillie preferred to 
return to St. Paul’s, and we made the move. 
 
St. Paul’s had changed. The ground work, which I laid, as expected, 
came to fruition. The congregation mushroomed and grew, to the 
point that the renovated facilities were too small. Larger facilities 
were needed. The congregation upgraded, and swapped buildings 
with the Legion on School Street. The congregation benefitted from 
Sam and Olga Otto’s lottery winning; a gift eliminated the mortgage. 
 
But theology had changed also, without the general public noticing 
it. Under the pretext of being more modern The By-laws were 
changed. Women’s suffrage was introduced. Alternate confessions 
of faith, replacing the Apostles’ Creed, were introduced. The 
liturgical worship service was crucified, killed and abandoned. The 
Gospel was obliterated. Everything that I had established was 
undone. The hymnody, which is sometimes called the Laymen’s 
Bible, was utterly changed. Hymns like, “Jesus Lead Thou On,” were 
considered outdated, and removed from the congregation’s 
repertoire. 
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My call for a return to the Biblical directives on Holy Communion, 
the ultimate proclamation and application of the Gospel, was not 
only ignored, but declared heretical. Pastors Stroup and Lunderby, 
bolstered by women voters, wished to deny to Paul Welk the benefit 
of the Gospel of Jesus Christ, and excommunicated him. In effect 
they excommunicated themselves, for they no longer represent 
Christ. Obstinately, they refuse to have any fellowship with Paul 
Welk, even threatening to have him arrested for “disturbing the 
peace,” should he attempt to receive Holy Communion, during a 
public worship service.  
 
There are primarily two theological Issues, which are rooted in 
centuries of history. 
 
Theological arrogance is part of the thinking among Lutherans, 
particularly the L.C.-M.S. and L.C.C. This theology can be traced back 
to Luther’s outspoken criticism of the Pope and Zwingli. My first 
encounter with the manifestation of this the legalistic practice was at 
Concordia College, Edmonton, and is exemplified in my above 
mentioned conflict with the Dean of Students. At that time, I could 
not as yet see the whole picture. The problem was far greater than I 
imagined. Luther, who as child was exposed to extreme legalistic 
practices, did the psychologically predictable, he himself reverted to 
that same legalism, with which he was treated as child. Luther did 
not reform legalism. Legalism only received another name, instead 
of Catholicism it was now Lutheranism. A new law was introduced: 
“You must teach like we do.” The Old Testament Gospel promise 
continued to be obliterated, when Luther translated the Biblical 
futuristic promise, “You will be holy, as I the Lord your God am holy,” 
as the law “You MUST be holy.” This concept of legalism dominated 
his thinking and is engrained in Lutheranism to this day. 
 
At the seminary, I was indoctrinated, by what I now consider 
brainwashing, and the theology of arrogance. E.g., One required 
course identified and distinguished all the faults of every other 
church and denomination; it presented “us – Lutherans,” as the 
“only-correct-ones.” Like Saul, who graduated from the Legalistic 
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School of Gamaliel, I graduated with honors in legalism; and, being 
outspoken, I soon gained a reputation of being ultra-conservative.  
 
But the Lutheran principle, SOLA SCRIPTURA, Scripture Alone, 
asserted itself. I applied this principle unyieldingly in every respect, 
to myself and to the Church, which produced changes in my own 
positions and called for changes in the Church, particularly in respect 
to the doctrine and practice on Holy Communion. My un-qualified 
submission to the Scriptures solidified my continued support of 
those positions, which conform to Holy Scripture, particularly the 
Order of Creation and Justification. But as soon as I started to 
conform to Holy Scripture, rejected and exposed the doctrines of 
men and Synods, I was alienated from my former brethren, I was 
regarded as a traitor to their cause; like the Apostle Paul I was 
persecuted, expelled and “excommunicated.” (“Excommunication” is 
a convenient under-handed tool for filtering out criticism: You avoid 
“heretics;” you ignore every argument they present.) 
 
The Order of Creation substantiates and supports the different 
functions and roles of male and female, particularly in respect to the 
Office of the Public Ministry. In the interest of consistency, Pastor 
Welk as many others follow the logic: If the Order of Creation applies 
to the Office of the Ministry, as it does, it also applies to every other 
aspect of Church administration. If according to the Order of 
Creation, women are not intended to be pastors, they do not have 
the franchise to elect and expel pastors and exert un-authorized 
authority. It is almost funny, if it were not sad. The same women, 
who demanded woman’s suffrage, but did not receive it because 
Pastor Welk insisted on the Order of Creation, they now tell Pastor 
Welk, “We’ll show you who is in control; we are BOSS; we 
excommunicate you.” “Really? Where does your authority come 
from, if it is not based on the Order, created and established by God? 
Do you really know whom you represent?” 
 
A more serious issue is the immortality of the soul, for it is linked 
with the doctrine on justification. If in a church forensic justification 
is not taught, invariably the immortality of the soul is not only 
accepted, but promoted.  
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The immortality of the soul concept does not originate in the Bible. 
The immortality of the soul concept originates from Greek heathen 
philosophy. According to Scripture, God alone has immortality. Only 
God is almighty. Everything and everyone else has limitations. Yet 
God created man with the desire to become immortal. He even 
provided the means to achieve immortality, by the eating of the Tree 
of Life, and the sending of His Son. But instead of choosing life, Adam 
and Eve ate the forbidden fruit. They chose death rather than life.  
Now enslaved by sin and death, in sinful stupor, man confuses his 
desire to be immortal with immortality.  
 
Jesus restored life and immortality through the Gospel. This is by 
faith, in the future, after the resurrection. Then eternal life will be a 
reality, now it is by faith. For the time being, we are justified by faith 
alone. The blood of Christ absolves us, and declares us righteous 
even though we are and remain sinners. As Luther reportedly and 
correctly said, ‘Our human nature is the same bag of worms, before 
and after justification.’ On this side of the resurrection, Christians are 
sinners in the flesh and saints by faith. 
 
The unique contribution of Luther and the Reformation was the 
clarification on the doctrine of justification. Justification is a forensic 
act, that is, a legal contract, so to speak, between God and us, signed 
by the blood of Christ. God in Christ reconciled Himself to the world, 
me and you. By faith in Christ, we are children of God, and heirs of 
Eternal Life. But that inheritance will not come to fruition unless we, 
our sinful human nature, body and soul are terminated and die.  For 
the time being, death is and remains God’s indirect servant; it 
terminates whatever is sinful in us. Our human “flesh” consists of 
body and soul. The seat of sin is not in the physical body but in the 
soul, the heart, out of which proceeds evil. This sinful soul must die. 
 
The immortality of the soul concept is a denial of the fact that the 
soul is sinful, and a satanic lie, Satan’s false promise, “You will NOT 
die.” To illustrate the seriousness of this, the Apostle Paul writes, “If 
there is no resurrection of the dead, Christ is not raised from the 
dead. If Christ is not raised from the dead, our faith is futile and vain. 
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We of all men are most to be pitied.” The Apostle’s logic applies to 
the immortality concept: “If the body and soul of Jesus Christ did not 
die, no atonement was made for sins. If only the body of Jesus died, 
but his soul, being ‘immortal,’ did not die, Jesus Christ did not make 
atonement for sinful souls, and we have no Redeemer.” The death of 
the soul is as important to our salvation as the crucifixion of Jesus 
Christ, for if the soul of Jesus did not die for us, we are lost.  
 
The immortality of the soul concept is not in conformity with the 
Gospel. Pastors in the L.C.C. be they Layman, Lassman, Reiner, 
Stroup, and every President of L.C.C. who supports the immortality 
of the soul, obscures the Gospel. As darkness cannot tolerate light, 
they cannot tolerate Pastor Welk, they expel and to shun him. But 
Paul Welk did not go away like a beaten dog. He fought back like a 
lion. He took his case to the court of Appeal of the A-BC District and 
won. But Lehman, and others like him, refuse to recognize that 
decision. My son, Timothy said the other day, “Why do you even go 
to that church?” I replied, “My job is not yet done.” 
 
The other error of the Lutheran Church can be traced to its one and 
only Pope: Martin. Luther was so great that he had virtually no critics 
among his followers. His critics, the Reformed and Catholics, were 
labeled as heretics and were not taken seriously. Thus the arrogant 
mentality evolved, in the Lutheran Church, “We are above criticism.” 
This kind of attitude and people is of little, if any, use to God and the 
cause of the Gospel. Consequently, the LCC, Lutheran Church Canada 
has been and continues to be in constant decline.  
 
The principle, “SOLA SCRIPTURA, Scripture Alone” can come to the 
rescue provided Lutherans do more than give lip service to it. They 
must buckle under and apply this principle even to their hero: 
Martin. Luther terribly offended the Word of God, when he devised 
the Words of Institution, upon which the Lutheran doctrine of the 
Lord’s Supper is based. Luther shredded the Word of God, as letters 
in a Scrabble Game, and presented his reconstruction, as if his 
reconstruction were the Word of God He even added a few words of 
his own. 
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The Mangled Mishmash of Luther’s “Words of Institution,” copied 
from The Lutheran Hymnal, has three distinct sources:  

① Matthew 26, ② 1. Corinthians 11, ③ Luther and others. 

 

"Our Lord Jesus Christ, on the night when he was 

betrayed, took bread, and when he had given thanks, he 

broke it and gave it to the disciples and said: Take, eat; 

this is my body, which is given  for you. This do in 

remembrance of me.  

In the same way also he took the cup after supper, and when 

he had given thanks, he gave it to them, saying: Drink 
of it, all of you. This is my blood of the New 

Testament, which is shed [Luther omitted and replaced: in 

behalf of many with:] for you  for the forgiveness of 

sins. This do, as often as you drink it, in remembrance of 

me." 
 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
 

The above is radically different from the following: 
The voice of the Lord Jesus is simple and clearly recorded by the 
Apostle Paul in 1 Corinthians 11.  Here Jesus personally gives specific 
instructions on how what He instituted ought to be done. Jesus is 
LORD. As a servant of the LORD, presenting the Word of the LORD in 
the following three lines is the most significant aspect of my entire 
ministry; it overshadows everything and everyone: 
 

Jesus says, 

“This my body is in behalf of you. Do this, in memory of me!”  
“This, the cup, the New Testament, is by means of my blood.”  

“Do this, whenever you may drink, in memory of me!”  
 

His word is truth.  
He brings life and salvation, health and healing. 

With defiance I say to those, who reject it and excommunicate me, 
“I and my house will serve the Lord.” 

† 
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Chapter  11: 

Life in the Wilderness. 
 

1980 to 2012 
General Overview 

 

 
 
For Paul Welk to accomplish his God-given task and complete his 
ministry, it was necessary that he enter the Inner Sanctum of the 
Lutheran Church, and be an ordained Lutheran Pastor. It was 
necessary that he endure the “slings and arrows of outrageous 
fortune,” be like Jeremiah – be cast into the pit, be like John the 
Baptist – have his head chopped off, be defrocked, be 
excommunicated, be on the outside looking in, that he could 
objectively see what is going on. 
 
Paul Welk did not become a Pastor because he was a dead end 
electrician; he had a promising career. Likewise, he did not enter this 
new phase of prospecting because he could not function as a Pastor.  
I entered this new phase by deliberate choice, with resolve and 
determination to develop natural God-given resources of precious 
metals, that they be applied in service for their Creator, the rightful 
owner, the Lord of His people, specifically, the training of the laity, 
thousands of individuals, in the country, which has the highest 
percentage of people in the world – China.  
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I expected the best results from the area, which is on record of 
producing the greatest amount of gold from any one spot in British 
Columbia, Williams Creek, in the Cariboo Mining Division. According 
to historical records, Williams Creek produced more the 15 cubic 
meters of gold, from approximately 1,000 meters of a tiny little 
creek. I set out to do, what nobody as yet accomplished: Find the 
origin of the Williams Creek gold. 
 
I had this project on my mind for several years already. The 
circumstance at St. Paul’s indicated that now is the time to make the 
move. Though I was terribly grieved that officials in the Church could 
be so closed minded, cold hearted, and act as they did, I never felt 
sorry for myself, for whatever I did, I did service to my Lord. 
 
Over the coming years, and decades, I would spend well in excess of 
1,000 days in the field away from home, live in this 1978 GMC van, 
which I customized back in Medicine Hat, Alberta, into camper. I 
would drive hundreds of thousands of kilometers, stake in excess of 
50 Square Km in claims, with compass, machete, ax, and hip chain, 
explore, and try to develop them. In the end I abandoned them all, 
not because I was dissolutioned, but I needed to change direction 
and focus. I would spend endless hours reading, researching 
geological history, developments, and textbooks, to the point of 
being an amateur geologist and chemist.  I would purchase and use 
equipment, shovels, drills, pumps, hoses, even dynamite and 
diamond drills. I would consult with other miners and prospectors, 
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and try to gain the interest and investment of minor and major 
mining companies. 

 
1983 to 1986 
Specific Example of Work Done: Staking of Zorro, and more. 
 
Prospecting is not a matter of luck. It is primarily the making an 
educated guess and valid conclusions, based on every conceivable 
indicator and available data, information and facts at hand. Then 
follow every hunch to the extreme, keep the good, dispose the 
worthless, or shelf it for another day. It is an established fact, less 
than one percent of mining exploration endeavors is successful. Thus 
the first lesson in prospecting is to be prepared, to admit, never be 
defeated, but to realize that it is not going to be the way you 
expected it to be, a lesson which even clergymen should learn. 
 
Having very limited financial resources, and little technical 
equipment, I initially located geographical anomalies on aerial 
photographs in active mining districts. Then with pick and shovel, 
drill and excavator, or other means either prove or disprove the 
theories and working hypotheses.  
 
One such project I named Zorro. Zorro appeared to be an ancient 
river drainage system, which eroded and was carved into the 
landscape in the Cotton River Valley of the Cariboo Mining Division. 
 

 
 
I located Zorro on the above aerial photograph. Zorro was drainage 
system with a Northwesterly flow.  Zorro was only a few kilometers 
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North of the most successful placer gold mining operation of this 
area, which is Toop’s, who was related to the Toops in Chilliwack. 
 
I set out to stake and claim Zorro in mid winter. It would be an 
extremely strenuous long day and entail, walking on snowshoes  
more than 12 kilometers, cut down  with machete and buck saw six 6 
to 10 inch trees, blaze and clear a trail between these posts, that 
anybody could follow the location line in the woods. Carry food, 
provisions, and tools for at least two days. God forbid that difficulties 
should arise, and overnight stays be required in 20 below winter 
weather. 
 
I started with a big breakfast before 6 a.m. 4 eggs, bread, 
margarine, jam, honey, instant coffee, and lots of liquids. Everything 
was prepared the day before. Now I took mental inventory before 
leaving the van. Do I have compass? extra compass, machete, gun, 
ammunition, clothing, hanky, gloves, aerial photographs, Placer 
Claim Tags, nails, water, food, cheese, ribbons, emergency kit of 
band aids, aspirin, bandages, electrical tape, wire, string, to repair 
clothing, equipment and snow shoes, several stashes of dry matches, 
lighter, flash light, proper clothing,  head and ear protection, paper 
for starting several fires and toiletries, plastic bags for mineral 
samples, aerial photo, and keeping dry extra clothing, a firm secure 
belt and buckle. Is the van locked, and are my keys secure, that I will 
not lose them?  I almost forgot the pocket knife. You must be 
prepared for every eventuality, be oriented, and know exactly where 
you are at any one time. All of these are essentials and a must for 
functioning and surviving in winter woods. You cannot expect help 
from anybody; you must be completely self-sufficient; you might as 
well be on the moon. 
 
I started out an hour before daylight. The first two kilometers were 
logged off, and I had easy going on logging trails; after that I would 
be in deep woods, virgin forest and bush. I had never set foot into 
that area before, but from detailed studies of the aerial 
photographs, I had a clear picture of what I could expect.  
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You were not allowed to over-dress, for then you would sweat and 
get wet from the inside out. You had to wear layers of wool 
underwear, for only wool clothing will retain heat, when wet. Other 
clothing loses heat when wet. Your legs do not sweat, so you make 
certain that you would have plenty and extra wool clothing below 
your hip, for you will be constantly brushing against snow, and 
invariably will get wet. Your upper body clothing would have to be 
the type of clothing that you can open your chest, ventilate and cool 
down, yet be able to close tightly and retain heat for vital organs. For 
the rest of the day, you would always keep walking at a pace that 
you would always sweat a little. If you ever stop sweating, your body 
is losing heat, which is the very first indicator of hypothermia. Cold 
fingers and toes are already high alert. In winter woods you must be 
warm to survive; if you are not warm, you are “toast.”  
 
Do not go by theories of sophisticated, know-it-all city dwellers, 
who write books in their air conditioned offices. You are the kind of 
warm blooded critter, which wolves and cougars need to survive on. 
I always avoid meat and sausages, food that smells and may attract 
hungry un-wanted guests. My mainstay in the bush is cheese, not 
limburger, whole wheat breads and cereals, nuts, and dried fruit, 
packaged in zip lock plastic. For long range energy I have canned 
beef (The can is essential to boil water in emergencies for a hot 
drink.). Do not wait for lunch time. Eat continuously, for continuously 
you burn up energy and give off heat. Also drink continuously and 
continuously eat snow. Hunger and thirst, are already extreme 
symptoms that you neglected proper intake of food and drink. (A 
survivor does all of the above and more, automatically.) 
 
I kept going all day. I only stopped for the essential. I did only what I 
had set out to do: Stake and claim three Placer Claims. There was 
two or three feet of semi-hard snow; good army-type snowshoes 
were essential. It went uphill, downhill, across frozen water; there 
were piles of dead timber and thickets of alder bushes. The only 
exiting events were seeing the occasional moose track, unique 
formations of snow, which were piled up on trees and bushes; there 
was occasional chattering of squirrels. The only other noise was the 
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breathing of your lungs and the pounding of your heart, the 
occasional bird, or a squawking crow. Normally, it is quiet. 
 

 
 
About 4 pm. I finally finished staking the claims. It was already 
getting darker. It was high time to head back. It was cloudy that day, 
and fortunately I did not have fresh snow; I could follow my 
snowshoe tracks on the way back. At about 7 or 8 p.m. I finally got 
out of the woods. In winter snow you can always see somewhat, 
even at night, especially, if you plan your activity in consideration of 
the moon. As I came out of the woods, the two kilometers of open 
logged off area were still ahead of me. I had to admit to myself that I 
was tired; I could stop to rest, but not sit down, lest it be the last 
resting place. I had to keep on going for about an hour. My outer 
leather jacket was drenched and wet from continuously brushing 
against snow-covered branches. (To blaze a trail you have to slash 
trees with machete or ax, when you do, all the snow slides of the 
branches and covers you. Woe to you, if you are not wearing a wide-
brimmed hat. Location lines have to be straight in line; you cannot 
avoid thickets, you have to go through them.) It was night and 
getting even colder. The continuous sweating made me wet from the 
inside out. Snow made me wet from the outside.  
 
To survive, I had to a make a decision. Either strip down to the skin 
of the chest, take off everything that is wet, and put on completely 
dry clothing, or keep going at a pace, fast enough that I would 
continue to sweat, or else I would get cold fast. I decided to keep 
going, knowing that if I were to stumble and fall, I would have to 
change clothing instantly, even though it was 20 below. I made it 
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safely back to the van. At the van I lowered my pack on to the 
ground, took off my outer leather jacket. It was frozen solid, so hard 
that it stood up against the side of the van all by itself. It was the 
final conclusion of 15 hours on the go. 
 
The above is just one of many such marathons. The first time I slept 
in the snow, it was not by choice. Then I realized, this is not as bad as 
I thought. Now I could plan a three day staking trip, and would spend 
two planned overnights in the snow. I even planned and did a six day 
trip; when I would sleep five successive nights in winter woods. It 
may seem like boasting, but I do not know of anyone, who did in the 
Cariboo what I did. (The old timers had it a lot tougher.) 
 
The most strenuous staking was on top of Mount Tom in winter. 
That day I staked 4 claims, blazed 4 kilometers, in falling snow. I 
climbed with snowshoes 1,000 feet in elevation, the height of the 
Eifel Tower, or three times up and down the Calgary Tower. At the 
end of that day, on a snow covered trail, with a slight decline, I had 
to set myself the goal: I will not stop until I make 50 steps, I would 
count every one, on 50 I would stop, stand (never sit down), and 
rest. I was so exhausted. I could hardly make 50 steps, before my 
next scheduled stop/rest. But I never panicked; I felt that I was in full 
control of the situation. That day, Alex, a prospector friend, was in 
the area. He had returned to an agreed meeting point, built and kept 
alive a huge bonfire. That day started with Alex; we left his camp at 5 
a.m., drove for more than an hour. We did our job, and came back to 
his camp the next day at 1 a.m. 
 
Alex was 5 to 10 years older than I. He was a petroleum geologist 
from Calgary. He and I worked together on several projects. He 
helped me understand geology, and provided much needed moral 
support. I think I helped him also. Everyone could, would, and 
functioned on his own; we had some joint ventures, but mostly 
worked on our own projects. Our common denominator was unique, 
we did not work on bread and butter issues, that is, make a few 
Dollars, so that you can buy bread, butter, cigarettes or chewing 
gum. We were working on projects, where the goal was in the 
millions and billions. A few gold flakes, even nuggets, were at best 
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indicators, and, if they side-tracked us, trash. Alex once said, “The 
day will come, when mining will be different. Guys/chemists in white 
frocks, will go from station to station, not get dirty, only check, if 
everything is OK.” (On lighter note: Alex taught me how to mix 
chewing tobacco with chewing gum; for a while, I did that. I hope 
that he learned more than that from me. At times we had 
discussions is his cabin until late at night. But in the bush it was all 
work and focused concentration.) 
 
That day has come. That process, about the chemists in the white 
frocks, is defined in the author’s Canadian Patent Application No. 
2,761,496, Title: IN SITU MINING. 
 
Required Procedures to Establish and Maintain Mining Properties. 
 
Mining Properties are regulated by the Province of British 
Columbia: 
 

1. A prospector must have a Free Miners Certificate, which 
requires passing a test to ascertain that the individual is familiar 
with the basics on mining laws and regulations. No transactions 
are possible without a Free Miners Certificate. 
2.  A Free Miner may prospect on Crown Land and private land. 
3. Mining properties may be Placer, Mineral, or Industrial. 
4. A Free Miner may directly, or by an agent, acquire mining 
properties from the Province and/or by purchasing them from 
another Free Miner. 
5. In the past, mining properties had to be identified and were 
claimed on the ground, identified by location lines and posts, 
which normally were cut down trees. 
6. Now, mining properties are electronically claimed on line, by 
identifying the location and paying the registration fee. 
7.  Mining claims are measured and identified in units; one unit 
being approximately 500 meters by 500 meter.  
8.  Mining claims must be renewed annually, and the minimum 
of $100.00 of assessment work must be either done for each unit, 
or said money be paid by cash in lieu of work. 
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9. If the above conditions and other regulations are met, and 
all fees are paid, a Free Miner may retain ownership indefinitely, 
or he may sell all, or any percentage of his mining claims. 
10. If the above requirements are not met, the claims revert to 
the Crown, i.e., the Province of a British Columbia. 
11. Any proceeds from mining properties, are deemed income, 
and are taxable, as it is in any other business. Royalties are not 
required. 
 

 
Typical outdated 4 Post Mineral Claim Tag 

 
To do the required assessment work a Free Miner must submit 
annual, detailed written reports on work done. I did the following: 
 

1. To gather test samples, I would walk the claim and grab 
surface samples. 
2. I manually dug test holes, 18 inches deep, 3 feet, 5 feet, 8 
feet, 13 feet, one hole was 18 feet deep. I even purchased and 
used dynamite to blast and break up big rocks. 
3. On 6 or 8 occasions, I hired backhoe excavators, to excavate 
down 8 feet, 15 feet, my deepest exaction was 23 feet. 
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4.  I rented a rubber tired John Deere excavator and operated it 
for one week. Peter and Timothy were with me then. 
5. I rented a Cat 215 excavator and operated it for one week on 
Zorro.  John was with me then. (See photo below.) 
 

 
 
6.  On Zorro I had a Swiss investor purchase an option to work. 
He made a 45 foot excavation, but did not take it further. 
7. I devised a manual drilling tool, with which I drilled down to 
a maximum depth of 58 feet.  
8. I bought a small motorized drill and drilled numerous 
shallow holes. Noteworthy holes were: 25 feet, 55 feet, the 
deepest 135 feet deep. (James took this picture on Canadian Crk.) 

 

 
In most cases, I, by myself, physically carried drill, drill stems, 
hoses, water pump, wrenches and other necessary tools and 
equipment sometimes kilometers into the forest/bush and out 
again, which required many trips.  
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9. Test samples were physically analyzed; if they appeared 
promising, they were submitted to commercial, chemical 
laboratories for analyses. 
 

But analytical testing soon amounted to thousands of Dollars, and 
showed little if any values, which did not make any sense. For the 
Cariboo produced extravagant concentrations of placer gold, but 
chemical analyses invariably showed absolutely no value. Something 
was not right, and I was determined to find out. 
 
Some aspects of this problem may be inherent to the ore. Other 
aspects pointed to a human problem. I came to the conclusion that I 
am not the only smart one. I was certain that others already had the 
answer. For gold and platinum, being more desirable than paper 
money, are worth more than money. When it comes to money, the 
people, who have it, tend to be extremely secretive, and do not 
share their wealth readily. They are even more tightlipped on the 
method or the location, where and how they acquired their wealth. 
The same, even in a higher degree, applies to precious metals. The 
additional advantage to gold and precious metal, are taxes, rather 
the lack of taxes, for precious metals are not taxable unless they are 
converted to cash. (Following this line of logical thinking invariably 
leads to Conspiracy Theories, which may or not have merit.) 
 
I abandoned every mineral claim for trying to maintain them was a 
costly losing proposition. Now, I focused exclusively on chemical 
analyses, for without proper analyses absolutely no progress could 
be made. This required more study than that all the other faculties 
put together.  
 
In due time I made amazing progress. I revealed my chemical 
discoveries in articles, web pages, and description of Patent 
Applications. Some may have been premature. Yet I am confident 
that my last two Canadian Patent Applications are the “End-All.” 
They describe the two most essential procedures, removal of 
precious metal from within the earth, by solution, and removal of 
precious metals from this solution. 
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The end result is almost beyond dispute, according the following 
summary of results. Out of 630 grams of “A” I extracted “B,” which is 
approximately 1.5 mm3 , which is the approximate equivalent of 1.5 
ounces of gold per ton (1000 kg), or the equivalent of 5 ounces of 
gold per one cubic meter of this rock. (5 x $1,600 = $8,000) 
 
        A: Average Cariboo Schist                                B: Gold 

 
  
 

Though I do not have a single mineral claim, I confident, as on the 
theological front, so in this respect, the facts are irrefutable and will 
come to fruition. GOD IS TRUTH. THE TRUTH WILL PREVAIL.  
(See: Canadian Patent Application, No. 2,761,496, IN SITU MINING) 
 
Personal Mining Anecdotes: 
 
I made dozens, and dozens of trips to the Cariboo, each being 
between 1,200 and 2,000 km. Often I would work all day and drive at 
night until I reached my destination; if I was too tired, I just stopped  
at familiar rest areas, and went to sleep in the back of the van.  
 
A moose: I was on the way home, driving through the Fraser Canyon, 
at Blue Lake turn off, just North of Boston Bar, I could see 
something(?) in my  driving lane. By the time I realized that it was 
dead moose, it was too late to avoid it, especially since I was pulling 
my small trailer. I slowed down as quickly and as much as I could. 
Just before impact, I let go of the breaks and coasted over the dead 
moose. There was the most awful noise under the van. I kept 
motoring. Nothing seemed to be wrong. When I checked in daylight 
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next morning at home, there was moose meat and hair everywhere. 
The 1 inch steel shaft, axle of the trailer, was bent by six inches. 
 
A rock bigger than a moose:  I left home about 9 p.m. in winter. We 
had one of those Hawaiian Express winter downpours.  Tillie said, 
“Watch for fallen rocks.” I had six hours of driving ahead of me. It 
was late. I gave her a quick kiss, and left. I just came through Saddle 
Rock Tunnel, watching the road and doing about 90 K. In the blink of 
an eye, I was watching a falling rock. 50 feet in front of me, a 
boulder, bigger than a moose, hit the road, bounced, and was gone. 
Only a few chips of the rock remained. If I would not have taken one 
second to kiss Tillie good bye, the rock would have hit me. The moral 
of the story, take a second, to kiss your wife good bye.  
 
Peter was with me. He just got his learners license. We were 
motoring at 10 o’clock at night in the area of 70 Miles House. So I let 
him drive on the lonely open road, to get the feel of driving on the 
highway. About half an hour later Peter asked, “How do you stop this 
thing?”  We immediately had some stop/start/stop exercises.  
 
In the same general area of 70 Mile House, at about the same hour 
of the day, a few years later, Timothy was with me, we had an 
incident with the same trailer, which I repaired after hitting the 
moose. Someone passed us, frantically flashing lights. I stopped and 
checked the trailer. One tire was gone, and only about half of the rim 
was left. I must have dragged the trailer for several kilometers, for 
the rim to be in that kind of shape. 
 
When Peter was learning to drive on the logging roads I got my first 
grey hair. Peter, being the oldest, claimed the right of the firstborn. 
He claimed the best seat in the van, immediately behind the driver. 
From this position, he had watched my driving for the last ten years 
or more. When I let him learn to drive on logging roads, he would 
drive, just like I did, as fast as the road allowed, and only 18 inches 
from the drop off on the right shoulder. I told him that he does not 
yet have the experience as I do, if an unforeseen problem should 
arise, he could not react automatically, He would need time to think 
the process through and by trial and error discern what is best. In 
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short, I told him to drive not like I do. Drive SLOW, AWAY from the 
ditch, which looked much closer from the passenger seat. 
 
The van could not make it up a hill on an old mining trail, on the 
other side of Conklin Gulch. We were hung up sideways. Backing 
down was out of the question. We had to go up, but how?! In the 
bush you have to be prepared for anything and everything. I had 
more than 100 feet of chains and cables. So we hooked one cable on 
a tree far ahead, and a chain was hooked on the bumper; in between 
them was the 5 foot jack. We made it up ½ inch at the time. 
 
The same happened on Umiti Creek, Timothy and James were there. 
We drove down to Umiti Creek. But even with a good run at the hill, 
we could not get back up. But up was the only way out. So for the 
next 50 feet we pulled the van up with cable, chain and jack, ½ inch 
at the time. Two hours later, we had solved our problem. So what is 
two hours in two weeks? 
 
Another time between Grouse Creek and Canadian Creek, Peter 
backed up. The right back wheel went into the ditch; that side of the 
van’s frame was now resting on the road. Harold McGowan came 
along, put an old tire in between two chains, to absorb the shock and 
pulled us out.  He too was prepared. 15 years later when I visiting old 
McGowan at Wells, he still talked about it. 
 
James and I were off the 600 road, North of Cottonwood. We were 
doing much staking. Mosquitoes were plentiful. James covered 
himself with a net. Face, neck and ears were completely covered. 
When we left that area, I had to drive through a really bad spot of 
mud, water, slippery clay, and deep ruts. I figured: If I go this way 
and that way, with a little momentum, we will make it. Well I went 
this way and that way a whole lot. Everything in the van was going 
this way and that way. And the canoe on top of the van went this 
way and that way.  He made it alright. But we had to walk back on 
foot to pick up the canoe. I was glad that the canoe was still useable. 
 
After that James and I went on a one day canoe trip on the Bowron 
Lakes. It was terrific: Open water, green mountains, glaciers in the 



113 
 
distance, blue sky, white cumulus clouds, that I repeated the same 
trip with Timothy a few weeks later.  A lagoon took us through reeds 
and shrubs and brought us to a small lake only 100 feet across. There 
we watched 1000’s of fingerling fish. Unexpected they surfaced all at 
once, jumping all around us. Suddenly, without warning a cow 
moose came charging into the water, forcefully swam past us, only 
10 feet in front of the canoe. Then as quickly as it came, it stopped 
and started to feed within 20 or 30 feet of us – strange! After a 
while, we realized the moose had a calf, just on the other shoreline. 
The moral of the story: Don’t park your canoe between a mother 
moose and her baby. On the way back to the van, he had a hard rain 
shower and saw the most beautiful rain bow over the water. I vividly 
remember seeing double and triple rainbows. It rains a lot in the 
Cariboo. 
 
I made the same canoe trip with Timothy a couple of weeks later. 
We didn’t see the fish, the moose, or the rainbow, but it was still 
worth it and great. 
 
John was with me for a couple of weeks, when I leased Cat 215 
excavator. John did a lot of watching. So he made many fires to keep 
the mosquitoes away. I had to clear a trail for the machine as we 
went. There was this really steep hill. The excavator had only city 
tracks; on this hill I lost traction, and I was sliding out of control. It 
was a brand new machine from Finning, Prince George, never been 
used. I came to a stop against a tree, and bent something on the cab. 
Later I cut a six foot log, John held it, and I swung the cab and motor 
enclosure against the log, to straighten out the bent part. It was 
much better, but not perfect, but they did not charge for repairs.  
I got stuck with the excavator, in a swampy section, resting against 
a big tree, and could do nothing, it would not go forward or 
backward. We left the machine, drove to Wells. I asked Kurt to help. 
He did. Kurt owned and operated an excavator, similar to what I 
leased. He brought his chain saw, and shovel.  First he cut down the 
two foot thick tree. Then he tilted the excavator with the boom, he 
lifted one side of the tracks until they were out of the mud, with the 
shovel he removed the mud from within the track. Then he did the 
same with the other track. Half an hour later he drove the excavator 
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out, as if it were sitting on pavement. I gave him $100 for he lost half 
a day, and I thanked him a lot. He was a fine man, but he had lost his 
wife, and I never met, or saw him again. 
 
Anecdotes and Life in Winter. 
 
The space heater was the propane stove. I would place it under the 
table; the heat would rise from under the table, and keep your knees 
nice and warm. You had to have a large enough fresh air intake, for a 
burning propane flame produces water, H2O, and CO2. The water 
would condense on the cold metal of the van and cover everything 
with frost. In the winter the aluminum window was always frozen in 
the open position. To close it, you needed a piece of card board.  
 
I had been parked at Alex’s camp for several days in winter. All the 
exposed metal in the van was frosted and iced up. It was Sunday 
morning. I had told Mom, that I will phone her. She was expecting 
my call. I had to drive to the nearest phone booth, 10 km away. To 
start the van, you simply pressed the gas pedal to the floor, two 
times, released the gas pedal, closed the manual choke fully, pulled 
the choke back just a touch, and the van would always start. It did 
start alright – with roar, at full throttle. The engine was racing. The 
metal-enclosed cable to the carburetor was frosted and iced. When I 
pushed it down, it froze into place and would not come back. I had to 
get to the phone – but how? I started up again, and immediate put it 
in gear; while driving under load, the motor was not racing that 
much; I controlled the speed with the manual choke, cutting off the 
air supply. I made it all the way to the phone. There the motor 
stalled. It was so flooded, that I had to wait three hours, for all the 
gas to evaporate, before it restarted.  But I reached my objective.  
 
Again I was parked overnight at Alex’s camp. Alex had dispute with 
his former partner. Alex was accused of stealing sluicing equipment. 
The partner wanted to reclaim the equipment and went to the police 
for re-enforcement. One morning at daybreak at least six vehicles 
drove into camp, most were police cruisers. I was sleeping in my van 
and had no idea what was happening. Policemen were running 
around with guns. The partner had “warned” the police that Alex has 
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guns. They took no chances; they came with guns and with great 
numbers. Seeing that, I moved in my van, very slowly that my CB 
radio antennas would not wiggle, and show the police that there is 
someone in the van. Then I put my tea kettle on the stove, turned 
the propane on high, to boil water fast, that steam would fog up all 
the windows, and nobody could see me.  
 
One police car took Alex away. But the others stayed. I had 
breakfast, watched and waited at least 2 or 3 hours. Nobody checked 
my van.  I figured this might go on all day. Eventually somebody 
would discover me, and it will look like I have something to hide; if 
so, I might get into trouble. So I had a plan: I brushed my teeth; took 
some hot water. I had been boiling water for a long time. I opened 
the sliding door of the van, stepped outside, rinsed my teeth, and 
spit out the steaming hot water, into the cold winter air. Suddenly I 
had the attention of every policeman. They thought they had 
everything under control; yet suddenly, out of nowhere, comes this 
un-shaven, rough-looking prospector, with ragged deer-skin jacket 
and wide brimmed hat.  
 
One policeman asked, “Where did you come from?”  
I said, “I was sleeping in the van, had breakfast. Now I am brushing 
my teeth,” as if I had never seen him before. 
Another policeman asked, “Do, you have a gun?”  
I said, “I have two guns.”  
He said, “Where are they? 
I said, “In my van.” 
He asked, “Are they loaded?” 
I said, “It’s against the law to have a loaded gun in a vehicle.” (I 
didn’t tell him, that I unloaded my guns, as soon as I saw him.) 
 
They took my guns and asked more question. (Policemen never 
know anything; they always ask stupid questions.) After a while, 
another police car drove into camp. Alex stepped out of the police 
cruiser. All the policemen went into a huddle. They gave us our guns 
back; drove away and were gone. Everything was over as quickly at it 
started. 
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Alex was a smart cookie. When they took him away to interrogate 
him at the police station, he took the cardboard box, where he kept 
his receipts for income tax purposes. When they questioned him 
about “stealing,” he pulled out a receipt to prove that he paid for 
part of that equipment. The equipment was, in part, legally his. The 
police had no case, they apologized for not researching the matter 
before acting and causing a disturbance.  
 
Alex removed from the sluicing machine the part, which he paid for. 
His former partner came and took away the rest. 
 
Although the van always started in winter, without plugging in, I 
did not want to take a chance, when it was bitter cold. To be on the 
safe side, if the van would not start, at least I would not be in no-
man’s land, I parked for the night on a side street in Wells, B.C. It was 
colder than I thought, but this night, as every other night, I slept 
warm. To be warm, you have to take off your clothes, have a thin 
wool blanket, which naturally folds around the contour of your body; 
then you put every heavy blanket you have over top. I had the 
feather down, which my mother specifically made for the outdoor 
weather like this, plus the “wool blanket” from Romania, which my 
parents bought in 1939. The only problem was with the breath, 
which would condense in the cold air, and freeze to your beard, the 
blanket, or the pillow.  When it was time to get up, I quickly put on 
more clothing and started the propane stove.  
But the propane stove did not want to burn; I only had a tiny little 
flame, and no pressure. The temperature inside the van was so cold 
that the propane gas turned to liquid propane. (The boiling point of 
propane is minus 42 degrees Celsius.) Like I said before, to survive 
you have to be prepared for everything; I had an adapter, so that I 
could have a propane torch. I put the torch on to the hose coming 
from the 40 lbs. propane bottle, and turned on the torch to heat up 
the steel propane bottle, to bring the liquid propane above its boiling 
point. Now I was cooking with gas; I had heat and I could cook.  
 
But all water was frozen. I knew that would happen. You have to 
plan ahead, and fill your pot with water the day before, when the 
van is warm and the water liquid. But the eggs were a problem too; 
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they were hard like rock. So I took a frozen solid egg, poured hot 
water over it, that the outside layer would melt enough that you 
could “crack” it. But frozen eggs, don’t “crack.” You have to hold that 
slimy thing and peel it like a lemon; watch it, some shells get stuck 
under your fingernail. When you finally have the egg in the hot cast 
iron frying pan, it looks like a golf ball. But it does not slosh around 
like cracked eggs at home in your cozy kitchen. It behaves and is as 
un-predictable like an American foot ball. (It must have been a 
prospector in Alaska, who invented the first American football.) 
Trying to cook this thing is another matter. Before you know it, the 
bottom of the egg is charred, burned black long before the center of 
this frozen rock begins to melt. Normally in the Cariboo, I had only 
two meals, breakfast and supper. Since you are using a lot of energy 
for snow shoeing, hiking, digging, shoveling, I normally had four eggs 
for breakfast. That morning I only had one.   
  
After breakfast was the big critical moment, which was on my mind 
ever since I woke up, “Will the van start?” IT DID. It is sure nice, 
when you can depend on your equipment and your vehicle. 
(It is even nicer, if you have someone, on whom you can depend, no 
matter what. Having people that you cannot depend on is worse 
than a truck that does not start, when it is cold.) 
 
 
Bear and Two Wolf Stories. 
 

 
 
Peter, Alex and I were near Butchard’s Bench on Lightning Creek 
well after dark.  I had fried farmer’s sausage in our van for supper; 
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we were just sitting and talking. Then we all heard this scratching at 
the back door of the van. I got my gun, 12 gauge shotgun Winchester 
pump action, sat there, listened and watched.  The scratching 
proceeded from the back of the van, went along the top to the little 
window and screen, just above the stove. I had one-way mirror 
windows. Whatever was outside could see us clearly, but we had no 
idea, what was going on outside. The scratching stopped, but we 
waited a long time, before anybody went out. When we later looked 
with a flash light, we could see fresh lick marks on the dust of the 
spare tire. We concluded that it was big bear, walking on his hind 
legs along the van, leaning with front feet and claws against the top 
of the van, with his nose sniffing for farmer’s sausage. 
 
 Alex asked me to escort him with my gun back to his van, where he 
slept. I never went anywhere in my prospecting days, without that 
gun. I never needed it; but that is OK. 
 
After that I never cooked meat in the van, except when I was in 
town for the weekend and Church. Then I often made steak, fried 
onions, peppers and potatoes. One day my cast iron frying pan got 
too hot and the steak started to burn and smoke. It was too late to 
turn down the propane.  By the time I picked up the hot frying pan 
and took it out side, the van was filled with the smoke of burnt steak.  
 
That night I slept in the back of the van, off the 600 road East of 
Toop’s.  At dawn there was a commotion. I raised myself up on the 
elbows to look and see. There 10 inches away from me, on the other 
side of the window, was this huge hulk of a bear. It must have had a 
head 12 inches wide, looking directly at me. Without hesitation I let 
out a loud “HUH!’ and without hesitation the bear ran, as if it was 
running for its life. This time I was in the dark; and the bear was in 
the light. He could not see me. I could see him.  But the bear did see 
someone too. In the one way mirror of the window, for the first time 
in his life, he saw his own face. But being a dumb bear, he did not 
recognize himself. So when the other bear in the mirror went 
”HUH!” He didn’t want to see any more, or ask any questions. He ran 
for his life. He didn’t like burnt steak anyway. 
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Here is another running bear story.  North of Cottonwood House, on 
the other side of John Boyd Creek, along the Cottonwood River were 
three houses. The road to them was a well travelled road, but 
extremely narrow. I was riding our Honda CC 50. The road was wet. 
Everything is wet, when it rains in the bush. Suddenly a pitch black 
bear came charging out of the woods, no more than 10 feet ahead of 
my motorbike. I had no time to think about the gun. But the bear 
was not charging me; he was running away from me.  Some bears 
are smart, they know that you can run faster on the road, than in 
thick bush. When I realized what was going on, I turned the throttle, 
and started to chase the bear. He was right in front of me. It looked 
very funny, fur flying, water spraying, but when he realized that he 
could not outrun me, he disappeared as quickly as he appeared. (I 
could tell the identical story about a moose, and a cougar.) 
 
I was driving the van on the same road to the same houses on the 
Cottonwood River. Immediately beside the road, two bear cubs had 
climbed 10 feet up a big tree. Feeling safe on the tree, they just hung 
there; one looking around this side of the tree, the other 2 feet 
higher up, looking around the other side of the tree. I turned off the 
ignition and watched them until I got tired of watching. They were 
just six feet outside my van window. I wish I had my little digital 
camera in those days. 
 
There a lot of bears in this area. It was logged off and in the early 
stages of second growth, when there is a lot of light and much 
vegetation. In such areas bear find what they like – food, especially 
the rose hips; the evidence, which they leave behind, proves it. I was 
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walking along this overgrown logging trail, came to a very sharp 90 
degree turn in the trail, there just around the bend was mama bear 
and baby bear – not cute, just eating grass. Even bears know that 
there is greater nutritional value in fresh meat than green grass. I did 
not make that turn; I just kept walking straight, very fast, yet very 
quietly, this is possible in the bush, when everything is wet and 
drenched. They did not even notice me, even though they were less 
than 50 steps away. They were too hungry and busily ate grass. 
 
In this general area I discovered, that bears like beer.  I found an 
empty beer can, with the tap still in place. It was completely 
squashed, and full of punctured teeth marks, as if it were a sieve. 
 
Some years I saw more bears than other years. The year, when I 
saw the two bear cubs in a tree, I started counting bears. That year I 
saw and counted 13 bears. One sighting was beyond the ordinary. I 
saw a mother bear with three cubs. 
 
Bears can best be seen in the spring, not only because the trees are 
just budding. If in the spring you drive along logging roads, you can 
almost be guaranteed to see a bear late in the afternoon. They come 
out on to the shoulders of roads and replenish their vitamin 
deficiency by eating fresh green grass. 
 
In the spring they also eat the buds of trees. I was drilling the 135 
foot hole with my drill rig on John Boyd Creek. The 2 cycle engine, 
with no muffler and the Briggs and Stratton Pump were running at 
full throttle; I always wore ear protectors.  But while drilling,  I did 
see a strange rustling on a pool of water, 25 feet away, similar to the 
surfacing of fish at Bowron Lakes (when with James). I walked over 
there and looked, but I could not see a single fish. But the rustling 
sporadically re-occurred. I stopped my drilling activity, and 
disassembled all my drill stems to bring up the hollow diamond drill 
casing, with samples. Suddenly a black bear lunged into the pool of 
water, where I was looking for fish. At top speed he ran through the 
creek on to the gravel bar. He ran at right angles to my line of sight. 
But I did not want him to change direction and run towards me. So I 
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shouted as loud as I could, “HEH!” The bear stopped dead in his 
tracks, and looked at me. Then more slowly this time he ran away. 
What had happened? The bear was high up in a 100 foot 
cottonwood tree. When I got there in the morning, he was having 
breakfast on buds. When I carried on with my previous day’s drilling, 
as I did for the last week, the bear did not like it, and tried to get out 
of that tree. Every time he disturbed branches, stuff fell off, hit the 
water and caused ripples. But the further down he got, the closer he 
came to those noise makers, my drill without a muffler. When I 
finally stopped, that was his chance to get away, and he made a run 
for it.  
 
I made a bear angry on two occasions; it might have been the same 
bear twice. I was blazing a trail, staking. I swung the ax to slash and 
mark a tree. The ax was already in motion, when I realized that a 
bear used this same tree to mark his territory. What can you do, just 
keep going. About half an hour later, I cut down, and fell a tree to 
make a claim post.  Within thirty seconds of my tree falling, another 
tree fell, just out of sight, 50 feet away. There was absolutely no 
wind, and no reason for any tree to fall all by itself. It was suspicious. 
I carried on. About a week later, I walked that same line again. I 
noticed that someone/something had followed my trail and ripped 
off every ribbon, which I used to mark the location line. When I got 
to my post, there was no doubt. It was a bear. He ripped off moss 
and soil off the ground, trying to weaken the post that he could push 
it over. The post was only a little higher than one meter, 8 to 10 
inches thick; there was not enough leverage to push it over. The 
metal tag was partially destroyed and ripped off, bear claw marks 
clearly visible. I knew that it was not just any bear, but a grizzly, for 
grizzlies are known to use logic to accomplish their objectives.  
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Bears push over things. A bear pushed over my drill rig; he snapped 
and broke the nylon ropes that held it. Alex told the story, when he 
slept in his van, suddenly his van was shacking as it were a baby 
buggy. It shook so much that he fell off the seat, on which he was 
sleeping. How would like to have a grizzly bear wake you up like that. 
 
I saw, what at the time, I thought were very young baby bear cubs. 
Two small strangely moving creatures came towards me, on the very 
first morning of my six day staking trip, just North of Umiti Creek. I 
thought they were baby bears, who were looking for mommy and 
confused me with mommy.  I was not their mommy, and did not 
want them. I took my gun and fired two shots (Always fire TWO 
shots to frighten an animal. Make a loud “Wuff! Wuff!” It is the sign 
of attack.  A single “Wuff” expresses the element of surprise.) They 
got the message and realized that they were not wanted. But I was 
really on edge after that, I knew mommy is around here somewhere. 
Twenty years later I watched a nature show. The two strangely 
moving creatures were not bears, they had the unique gait of 
wolverines, and their mommy was in the area too. 
 
I have several stories about wolves also. I was sleeping next to the 
coals of my smoldering fire, in the snow, on branches, under a tree, 
full clothing, no tent, the first night of a three day staking trip. It was 



123 
 
about 4 a.m. A most ugly fierce loud noise woke me up. It was 
followed up by a very aggressive angry, “Wuff! Wuff!” At first I 
thought that I must have been dreaming. Then I said, “I was not 
dreaming! It came out of those bushes!” In the dark I was looking for 
my gun, a legal, but sawed-off single shot “Cooey.” Finally I found it. I 
fired the single shot into direction of the wolf – a single “WUFF.” I 
probably missed him. I cocked the gun, but the spent shell was stuck, 
and would not pop out. In the dark, I had to get a long stick and had 
to unload my musket, before I could reload it again. By that time the 
wolves could have had me for breakfast. They did not physically 
attack me. But they were stalking me. Wolf stories are not nice, and I 
have two more. Wolves are very clever cunning hunters, and 
anything that moves in the woods is part of the food chain. They are 
on top of that food chain. And they know it; some people don’t. 
 
My most frightening experience was caused by wolves. Wolves 
“talk” to each other over great distances. They often engage in 
howling before the hunt starts, frequently in late afternoons. I was in 
the woods staking, about 3 p.m. I heard three or four wolves 
howling; they were dispersed and about 5 to 6 kilometers. I said to 
myself, “If I am surrounded by wolves, I want to be associated with 
the smell of gun powder.”  Since I was staking, I travelled light and 
had my single shot Cooey shotgun.  I fired one shot and carried on. 
Half an hour later, I cut down a tree, made an identification post, 
urinated, and carried on. Again half an hour later, the wolves 
gathered as a pack at my post, where I urinated. About 8 to 10 
wolves were howling fiercely and most ferociously. I made them very 
angry; I was in their territory, and claimed it as my turf. They let me 
know, how they felt about it. At wolf’s speed, they were less than 
five minutes away; I was one hour away from my van, and it was 
getting dark. I was alone with my single shot gun, a machete, and I 
had a pack of 8 to 10 angry wolves on my tail. (Why did they come 
from 5-6 kilometers away, and, as pack, meet at my post? Just to say 
Hi? I doubt it. I think they were looking for supper.) 
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Rudolf, who is in the picture below, does not like wolves either. To 
see a Woodland Caribou like this is an extremely rare opportunity. 
 

 
 
Deer and moose are more common but not in great numbers in the 
Cariboo. I did bring one moose home. He was laying in my bed, in the 
back of our van, on a blue tarp. Even Tillie and the children liked him. 
He tasted not bad, even though he didn’t look so good. 
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Chapter  12: 

Back to Civilization. 
 
1985 to 2012 
Chilliwack and Rosedale, British Columbia. 
 
So far the life of Paul Welk was structured and had clear 
parameters. Everybody knew where he was coming from, where he 
stood, what he was doing, and where was going. (Except in the bush: 
Even God was wondering, what he was doing, and Tillie didn’t know where he was.) 
 

 1941 to 1948: He was child. 

 1948 to 1957: He was a student. 

 1957 to 1963: He was a blue color worker. 

 1963 to 1970: Secondary and Seminary Education. 

 1970 to 1983: Pastor in the service of four congregations. 

 1983 to 1985: Fulltime Prospector. 
 
The years immediately after 1985 were years of uncertainty. 
Questions of uncertainty like expletives arose in the minds of many, 
“What Next? Now What! He works like an electrician. He talks like a 
Pastor. His mind is out for lunch, prospecting and thinking about 
chemical formulae. When you listened to him, you would think he is 
geologist, a chemist, or a linguist using English, German, French, 
Latin, Greek and Hebrew, to those of Slavic descent, he would say, 
‘Dobre Dien.’” Many were far removed from his line of interest, that 
some dismissed him as “Jack of all trades and master of none.” 
 
On the prospecting front, I thought I would locate a placer deposit 
and start a large scale mining operation in a year or two. But it did 
not work out that way. In the end, I abandoned Placer Prospecting, 
switched to Hard Rock, and ended up devising chemical procedures 
to extract gold and the Platinum Group Elements. 
 
On the theological front, I carried on as if nothing had changed. I 
immediately requested that my name be submitted on call lists of 
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vacant and calling congregations; for once this prospecting thing was 
started, it would stand on its own two feet, so I thought. But as a 
typical administrator, President Lehman let it be known, “I am in 
control, and unless you do as I say, you are not going anywhere.”  
Lehman demanded that I sign a doctrinal statement, which he would 
draw up. I said to him, “As a Lutheran Pastor, I signed the Lutheran 
Confessions; and that is the only thing I sign. You are out of control. 
You are over-stepping your jurisdiction. I will go over your head, and 
show you, that what you are doing is wrong. I will appeal to the 
Commission on Adjudication.” After years of delay, this commission 
issued a ruling over-riding Lehman and verifying that I have all the 
qualifications to serve as Pastor in the Lutheran Church Canada. 
Lehman would not accept that, and in my absence, without my 
representation argued in the late 1980’s, before some commission in 
Denver, that they should authorize him to have my name removed 
from the L.C.-M.S. clergy roster. They did. Regardless of time, I still 
maintain, “What was wrong then, is wrong now, and must be 
rectified.” I kept on fighting to this day. 
 

 
 
While all this was going on, Tillie, who was feeding five hungry 
mouths said, “The cupboard is bare. We needed a paycheck.” 
Intermittently, I worked at the electrical trade during the winter 
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months. Summers I spent in the Cariboo Mining Division. Every 
winter I purposely worked for different electrical contractors, in 
Chilliwack and Abbotsford to establish as many contacts as possible. I 
worked for Cross Country Electric, the Phase Electric, and Dickies 
Electric (same name as Dickies in Calgary, but no connection), Status 
Electric, Al Gifford, John Flokstra, Friesen, and finally C & S Electric. I 
always left on good terms, with the option to return, except one, 
where I said, “Enough is enough.” 
 
I spent less and less time prospecting. But I recognized the basic 
truth: “Once a father, always a father.” You cannot stop being a 
father. “Once a Pastor, always a Pastor.” “Prospectors have rocks in 
their head – once a prospector, always a prospector.”   
 
To generate temporary income, before I re-established myself in the 
electrical trade, I decided to sell our property, the house on Elgin 
Drive, pay myself wages, and build a new house, just around the 
block, on Osborne Road. This would not affect the children; they 
could keep all their friends and carry on in the same school. So we 
did. The old house was sold. A new house was built. It worked out 
well, but this was not the way to make a permanent living. After 
Clifford, Medicine Hat, Satellite Park, this was the forth unique 
house, for which I drew up the blueprint, and which I built, doing 
framing, roofing, plumbing, electrical, drywall, finishing, and more. 
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We lived peacefully on Osborne – for a while. During construction, 
Rob Gafka from St. Paul’s helped with the soffit. Herman Bloch from 
Christ Lutheran helped a whole lot with framing. Five or six people 
from St. Paul’s helped us move from Elgin to Osborne. At Osborne, 
we had Lightning, our first dog and his house. Timothy was growing 
into a big boy. Christine, was confirmed, and a young lady. 
 

 
 

John started to show alarming symptoms; he was hospitalized, and 
never fully recovered. He is the only one of our children, from whom 
we do not have a Grade 12 graduation picture standing in our family 
room. But I am proud of this his water color painting. 
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A new neighbor moved in at Osborne. When the Lindhouts’ sold, 
trouble started. The new neighbor contested free access to our 
corner lot. The situation became ugly. Altercations and court cases 
ensued, as you may expect from a guy, who lives by the principle, 
“My baby is not going into that nursery.” Yet, indirectly, this 
neighbor did us a favor. Somewhere the Bible says, “Don’t be 
annoyed by your enemies; you will look for them, but you won’t find 
them.” Shortly after we moved away from our neighbor on Osborne, 
the ornery neighbor died of cancer. His wife sold and moved back to 
Alberta. He was gone. I am aware of similar scenarios, but I never did 
what old Pastor Wentzlaff did, bury enemies. 
 
There were other indicators, which we did not like. We were 
getting up in years. We lost both parents, and the children lost all 
their grandparents. Soon in our new home, Tillie and I would observe 
our 40th anniversary, for which we had a family dinner at Minters. 
 
But, we had the privilege of building our fifth dream home in the 
best and most scenic neighborhood (The only possible exception 
might be Satellite Park, Vancouver Island.) Never in my life, did I 
imagine that I would build and live in such a home. And we have had 
the privilege, in good health, to live here since May, 1994 
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Life at Lexington Place was good. The rancher with loft, if we can 
continue to afford it, may yet serve us as our retirement home. In 
February, 2011, I was nudged into retirement. I had a second (minor) 
hernia operation, and never returned to work. At Lexington I have a 
home office, which is the envy of some. I spend endless hours at my 
10 foot desk. I have written and printed books: God Reveals The 
Truth To You, Best Of The Best, Emilie (my mother’s memoirs), and 
Servant Of All, Slave to None, numerous articles and several 
Canadian Patent Applications. At Lexington, I have even a “Lean-To 
Laboratory.” But, not everybody likes it. Even though it has the most 
excellent ventilation system, it causes rust, and on occasion a ruckus.  
 
One day a RCMP officer came by. He ventured right through the 
garage, directly into my outdoor laboratory. And apologetically 
introduced himself. Then he stated the reason for his coming: A 
neighbor complained about the stink I was raising. I told him that I 
am fully aware of the evils of osmium. It is the osmium that I dealing 
with, which causes a stink. I am glad that he came, and I hope that 
he will report to his superiors how the osmium, which is naturally 
occurring in the silt of the Fraser River Valley is making people sick. 
For more details, I gave him the address of my webpage, and I highly 
recommended that he read all about osmium. The name of the 



131 
 
metal osmium is derived from the Greek word “OSMEH.” “OSMEH” 
means stench. It is true: Osmium oxide not only stinks; it is extremely 
poisonous. Then as a diversionary tactic, I started talking about our 
neighbors’ composting piles, which stink also. Finally I talked about 
something, to which he could relate; apparently he had personal 
exposure to the smells of composting. He excused himself and left. I 
never heard from him again, and I did not see him again. 
 
On a more serious concern, we another RCMP officer visited us at 
Lexington. He said that the RCMP Office received a complaint about 
a car, which was registered in my name, and which one of my sons 
was driving, in an offensive manner. Because it is my car, he is 
bringing the matter to my attention. I said, “Thanks.” And he left. 
 

 
 
A member of the Popkum Fire Department also paid us a visit and 
checked the fire in our back yard. He also responded to the 
complaint of a neighbor. When he saw the fire in our fire pit and 
children roasting hot dogs, he apologized for disturbing us. 
 
We had more visitors from police and fire departments than from 
the Church. But Pastor Miller, visited me twice, he even had a prayer 
with me. I told him that I really appreciate his visits, for he is the only 
Pastor, who ever made a pastoral call on me in my entire life. 
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We did a lot, and I mean a lot of work on cars at Lexington Place.  I 
changed at least two motors, and three transmissions. The boys 
changed rear ends, numerous parts, and became experts in doing 
body work. Peter fixed his Volkswagon Rabbit, every evening, after 
his daily commute to Vancouver. There are just too many things to 
mention. We had the Auto Wrecker come around and pick up 
several dead bodies. We have always at least one vehicle in our 
garage, waiting for tender love and concern. 
 
List of cars, which I owned during my life time, along with ratings: 

 1950 Pontiac – First love, can never be bad. 

 1952 Pontiac – Bucket of bolts. 

 1956 Pontiac – A teenager’s dream. 

 1956 Ford – Lemon. 

 1960 French Simca – Sour lemon 

 1964 Dodge – A go getter. 

 1969 Camaro –  Mom’s 

 1972 Monte Carlo – One of the Best. 

 1978 GMC Van – Old Faithful Bessy. 

 1981 Rabbit – Too small. 

 1982 Oldsmobile Omega – Bland typical preacher’s car. 

 1984 Oldsmobile Omega – Too old. 

 1984 Oldsmobile Omera – Much too old. 

 1992 LeBaron, Chrysler – Luxurious 

 1995 Dodge Caravan – Remains to be seen. 
 

Visitors in Chilliwack and Rosedale from far away places:  

 John and Kathy Weindl, from Austria. 

 Al and Ruth Rohm, Cleveland, Ohio 

 Demerling, Leroy and Annalise, from Clifford, Ontario 

 Sandra and Hildegard Fittler from Kingsville, Ontario 

 John and Theresa Mayer from Kingsville, Ontario  

 Chris and Marie Gerstheimer from Kingsville, Ontario, 

 Mr. and Mrs. K. Brucker from Medicine, Alberta 

 Uncle Emil and Trudi Fein, from Germany 

 W. A. Maier II, son of original Lutheran Hour Speaker. 

 John Weindl, again from Austria. 
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 Pastor Horst and Marilyn Hoyer, from Cleveland, Ohio 

 Rudi and Ingrid Fein, from Germany. 

 Paul, Jitka, and Mathias from Ireland. 

 Horst, Charlotte Welk, and Harley Davidson from Winnipeg. 

 All neighbors, courtesy of Timothy at Mom’s 65th. 

 All of our own family EVERY Christmas Eve. 

 Numerous friends and relatives.  
 
Anecdotes of and Special Events: 
 
Vacation trips were visiting family, camping, and prospecting. We 
normally visited 3 days and had 2 overnights. Most extravagant was 
the 11,000 km drive in the LeBaron, by Tillie, Peter, and I. We had pit 
stops at Denver, Colorado; Kingsville, Ontario; Cleveland, Ohio; 
London, Ontario; Winnipeg, Manitoba; and Calgary, Alberta.  
 
The only “pure” vacation trip was to Northern California. It has 
memorable highlights. James was still a baby in diapers. Christine 
was an infant and may not remember it. Before leaving, Peter, Paul, 
and John got a short haircut, the kind I have now. Everybody got 
imitation leather boots, because we might encounter rattle snakes. 
We drove through back woods of California and Oregon; we saw sea 
lions and the giants at Redwoods, endless lava beds, brought back 
the anvil, which is still in the living room, and the “floating” grey 
pumice from Crater Lake. We received the kindness of horseback 
riders, who gave our children the chance to ride on horseback, and 
someone who gave us huge elephant garlic. Near Mount Rainier at a 
lake we saw 1,000s of tiny little frogs. (Maybe that is where James 
got a liking for frogs. Paul Gerhard grew a beard.) 
 
The first wedding in our family was Christine’s and Alex. We had 
our first dinner at our own children’s house on Kipp Avenue with 
Alex and Christine.  We were glad that they moved within one 
kilometer of Lexington Place that we could often babysit, Michael, 
Konrad, Wesley, and Sophie, watch them play in our yard, go for 
walks at Minter Gardens, go to a special play ground, and have them 
sleep over at our house, and of course, watch them play soccer.  
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Alex and Christine’s wedding, Sept. 23, 1999. 
 

 
 
We had the privilege to combine a trip to Europe with Paul 
Gerhard’s wedding to Jitka, at Tachov, Czech Republic, April 28, 
2007. (John was the only one of our children, who could not be 
there.)  We did not plan this trip in great detail. The only thing 
definite was the date and place of Paul Gerhard’s wedding and the 
return flight from Vienna. Everything in between was open ended. 
We were free to go wherever the rented car would take us. Paul had 
been cut off from all his childhood friends and cousins, every since 
1957. For the first time in 50 years, he would get re-acquainted, 
drink beer, play the accordion, and sing songs with them.  Our arrival 
and departure was at John and Kathy Weindls’ in Vienna, Austria. But 
we have no pictures of this trip, for our camera was broken. 
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Though Paul, Jitka and family are far removed at a great distance, 
they are always on our mind and in our hearts like all the rest. We 
exchanged countless pictures and spent hours on Skype. From a 
distance, we are watching Mathias and Samuel growing up. 
 

 
 
Back in Canada we maintained our family unit as much as possible. 
Our children are no longer children but adults.  They may not be 
ready to admit that they are really very much like their father, for 
they live very independent lives. The most unifying elements are 
family functions, such the many birthday dinners, Canadian and 
American Thanksgiving and Christmas, which Mom lavishly prepares.  
 
Typical Christmas Eves are always at home, Lexington Place:  First 
on the agenda is John’s birthday dinner, for John is born on 
December 24th. Then it is hurry, hurry to Christmas Eve worship 
service at Church. Then John’s birthday cake, and presents for John.  
After that, the opening of Christmas presents, in the living room next 
to the 12 or even 13 foot high Christmas tree. The rest is do as you 
please, join the crowd, sit around, play with new toys, scrabble, 
chess, cards, eat, drink, and eventually long past midnight go to 
sleep, because you must. 
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Late Christmas Eve: 
 

 
 
One of the many dinners, which weather permitting, are combined 
with activities in the back yard, on the swing, around the fire pit, 
jumping on inner tubes, and running through the sprinkler.  
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We maintain our traditional family Good Friday Observance, ever 
since we started it, in a prairie coulee back in Medicine Hat, Alberta. 
 

 
 

I picked blackberries with James, for making wine: 
 

 
 

I went for walks at Minter’s with Sophie, Wesley and Konrad: 
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On anniversary trips visiting hot pools at Nakusp, Halcyon, 
Ainsworth, Fairmount, even Harrison Hot Springs. 
Adele took this picture at Fairmount Hot Springs. 

 

 
 

And I reached 70. 
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Memorable Moments in my life: 
 

For 42 years, Tillie woke me up almost every Sunday morning 
With a kiss, 

Served pancakes, 
And we went to church.  

Our day begins at 12:30 a.m. 
The first item on the agenda is the  

Lord’s Prayer. 
 

I started, what I should have done long time ago. 
But it is never too late to start learning. 

With pancakes, or with toast 
Repeat and say: 

The Lord, Jesus, the night He was betrayed took bread and said: 
This, my body, is in behalf you. 

Do this, in memory of me! 
At every meal, 

We raise a cup, and remember 
What Jesus has done, and said we should do: 

This, the cup, the New Testament, is by means of my blood. 
Do this, whenever you may drink in memory of Me! 
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SUMMARY OF EUROPEAN TRIP 

April 22 – May 16, 2007 
  

April 22: Son-in-law: Alex, and grandchildren: Konrad, 

Wesley drove Mom, Dad and Timothy to Vancouver airport. 

We took off with Air Canada about 4 pm.  
  

April 23: Arrived at Heathrow Airport, London, England. Had 

3 hrs lay-over. Carried on with Austria Air. Arrived at Vienna 

about 5 pm; were picked up at the airport by John Weindl; 
spend the evening and night at John and Kathleen Weindl. 

  

April 24: Mom, Dad, Timothy, and Kathleen visited sites in 

central Old Vienna, notably the cathedral. Peter arrived at 

the Weindls’ from Berlin. 
  

April 25: Rented a car; Mom, Dad, Timothy, and Peter drove 

via Linz, Passau, Regensburg to Czech Republic. Could not 

find accommodations that night. Mom, Dad and Timothy 
slept in car (4 hrs). Peter slept on picnic bench. 

  

April 26: Arrived in Tachov at 7:00 am; drove to Prague 

(Prague). Timothy stayed with Christine and James in 
Prague. Peter returned with us to Tachov. We met with Paul 

and Jitka. Settled in hotel.  

  

April 27: Mom and Dad walked to Riding Academy, the place 
for the wedding rehearsal at 1:00 pm. Met Jitka's parents. 

Mom, Dad, Peter, Christine, James, Timothy enjoyed a beer 

in a tavern/cavern of the "Old City Wall." 

  

April 28: Pre-wedding activity at Jitka's parent. Wedding in  
a restored historic huge riding academy building; met 

Herbert Klein, Andreas Fein, Sigrid, and many others with 

whom we enjoyed the wedding dinner, evening of activities, 

music, dance, good company, and cheers.  
  

April 29: Mom and Dad went to local Catholic Church - Mass. 

Enjoyed dinner at Restaurant with Jitka's and Paul's family 

and relatives. Drove to "Marianze" "Marienbad" - sight 
seeing. 
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April 30: Activities in Tachov. Dad drove with Paul and Jitka 

to "Marienbad. Enjoyed dinner at Jitka's parents and spent 

the night there. Paul, Jitka, Mom, Dad, Peter, Christine, 
James, Timothy went to local Garden Fest. 

  

May 1: Mom, Dad, Christine drove in car to Germany: 

Adelstetten, had dinner in Dad's former home-town tavern, 
visited church in Alfdorf, Trudi Fein in old home-town 

Pfahlbronn, drove Christine to Rudi Fein's in Stuttgart (to 

take morning train to Frankfurt airport), got lost in Stuttgart, 

and returned to  Trudi Fein's in Pfahlbronn at mid night. 
(Stayed at Trudi's.) 

  

May 2: Went for long walk to "Leineck."  Trudi Fein, Mom, 

Dad went to various Pfahlbronn sites, cemetery and open 

fields. Visited Erika [Welk, Dad's cousin] and Peter Umfrid, in 
Lorch, also Wilma (Karl) Moll, Paul Eckert's sister. (Stayed at 

Trudi's.) 

  

May 3: Mom, Dad drove via Rienharz to Welzheim, 
Church, visited with principal of former High School, had 

dinner with Heinz and Sigrid Faas, revisited sites in Alfdorf 

(Jochen and Eva Kramer, Church and Pastor, School, 

Adelstetten, Pferdsbach church, Schwaebisch Gmuend, Old 
High School, Ruins of Rechberg, and returned to Pfahlbronn. 

Spend evening with Trudi at Franz Schoebinger's, played his 

accordion. (Stayed at Trudi's.) 

  

May 4: Drove to Reinstetten West of Karlsruhe, at the River 
Rhein, trying to sell concentrate of Platinum Group Metals. 

Had dinner at Adelstetten "Gasthaus Krone" with 22 

members of former elementary school years 1-4. Played 

Franz Schöbinger's accordion for about one hour, with the 
group singing of folks songs and hymns. (Stayed at Trudi's.) 

  

May 5: Had Dinner with Jochen and Eva Krämer in Alfdorf, 

and went with them to Gartenfest, and see contest for Horse 
Teams pulling heave loads. (Stayed at Trudi's.) 

  

May 6: Went to Church in Alforf with Trudi and dinner at 

Leineck Cafe. Mom and Dad drove to Stuttgart to pick up 
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Peter, James, and Timothy at Rudi Fein's. All drove to 

Rechberg Ruins, had a beer, and saw again old High School 

in Schwäbish Gmuend. (Stayed at Trudi's.) 

  
May 7: Mom, Dad, Peter, James, Timothy drove to Ulm, 

climbed 161 meter Cathedral steeple tower, toured cathedral 

and part of town. (Stayed at Trudi's.) 

  
May 8: M, D, P, J, T toured again, Pfahlbronn, Alfdorf, 

Adelstetten - Hinterer farm, and drove to Augsburg, saw part 

of old city and St. Ulrich Cathedral. Called and stayed at 

Richard Rilling's (Adele Fein, Dad's cousin.), Wehring South 
of Augsburg. 

  

May 9: M, D, P, J, T drove to Neuschwangau, got Hotel 

rooms, dinner on patio, went for a long walk. 

  
May 10:  M, D, P, J, T toured Neuschwangau Castle (Crazy 

Ludwig, Walt Disney copied it) walked to look out at Falls. 

James bought a 4 Kilogram loaf of "Leberkäse," had lunch in 

parking lot. Drove toward Königsee. Stayed at Gasthouse, 
had "Leberkäse" and beer on patio. 

  

May 11: M, D, P, J, T drove to Königsee, went for long walk 

along lake. Had "Leberkäse," drove to Austria, considered 
touring salt mine (did not - too expensive). Drove to 

Hallstadt, Austria, found a Pension, had "Leberkäse," bread 

and beer. 

  

May 12: M, D, P, J, T toured Hallstadt, considered salt mine - 
too expensive. Drove to Dad's place of birth, "Stift" 

Seitenstetten, West of Amstetten, toured "Stift" - monastic 

school, and gardens. Drove to Vienna. Arrived at Weindls’ at 

7 pm, after being lost driving in the country side. 
  

May 13: M, D, P, J, T visited Weindls’, had Mother's Day 

Barbeque with John, Kathleen, and their sons, Robert and 

Paul. Saw John's slide show in the evening. 
  

May 14:  Returned rental car. James and Timothy took train 

to Budapest. Peter toured Vienna. Mom, Dad and Weindls 

drove to "Rust" one hour's drive to see many Stork nest with 
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adult and young birds on chimneys of houses of old town, 

near Niedersee - lake, Austria. Drove to Hungarian border, 

took cart into Hungarian town, bought sheep skin vest, had 

Hungarian Dinner, walked back to Austrian border. Spent 
evening at Weindls’. 

  

May 15: Peter, Mom, Kathleen Weindl, toured Vienna 

Schönbrunn Castle. Dad visited with John Weindl. Timothy 
returned from Budapest with train. Spend evening and 

packing at Weindls’. 

  

May 16: John Weindl drove Mom, Dad, Timothy to train 
station at 8:15 am. Took train to Airport. Flew to London, 

England; from London via Iceland, Greenland, Baffin Islands, 

North West Territories; saw snow, snow and sunshine; 

arrived in Vancouver.  Christine and Sophie, welcomed us at 

5:30 pm, took us home at 7:30 pm. 
 
 
 
 

 
 


