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101 Years of Baseball in Marysburg: a century of glory!
How far back does baseball
go in Marysburg? Two 1906 news
items in the Humboldt Journal
editions of June 29 and August 10,
1906 indicate 101 years!
Humboldt Journal, June 29,
1906, Humboldt News — “Wadena and Dead Moose Lake baseball
teams will be here for our sportsday. First game, 10 a.m.”
Humboldt Journal, Aug. 10,
1906, Dead Moose Lake News:
“Lost — since July 1st between
Humboldt and Lake Lenore: the
Dead Moose baseball team. For
particulars and description apply

to the Dead Moose Lake post office.”
The missing team must have
been located because 101 years
later, baseball in Marysburg can
celebrate a century of glory.
The Town Crier is happy to
feature baseball in Marysburg as
its 2007 lead story. That a hamlet
of this size (current population,
single digits!) has fielded a stellar baseball team generation after
generation and continues to do
so even today with the prairies’
depopulation crisis is certainly
unique.

From scratch team to
organized team to the Royals
The 1906, 07 etc., teams were
scratch affairs, gathered catch
as catch can. The men practised
evenings and Sunday afternoons
in cow pastures, improvised bats,
balls and gloves; used granaries as
backstops.
A story, probably apocryphal,
tells how they picked their first
pitchers. The prospects, armed

with stones, lined up on the shore
of Dead Moose Lake. Those who
could throw the farthest were to
pitch. Probably “farthest” was
closely related to “fastest.” It’s obvious of course that the homesteaders, most of whom were from the
States brought their love of baseball with them to this new land.

2007 Marysburg Royals: Back row left to right: Wayne Strueby (coach), Mathew Strueby, Kyle Yarskie, Geoff Strueby,
Aaron Strueby, Marty Yeager, Luke Strueby, Brett Yarskie. Front row left to right: Braden Bauml, Paul Strueby, Shaun
Strueby, Shawn Timmerman, Curtis Strueby, Brent Puetz, Drew Haeusler, Colin Bauml

Baseball in Dead Moose Lake
becomes more organized
When Fr. Casimir Cismowski, OSB, apparently a good pitcher, became pastor of Dead Moose
Lake in 1913 he put some proper
organization into baseball. The
Royals have taken 1918 as the official birth date although Art Strueby quotes his dad Fred, as assigning this honour to 1915:
“My father, Fred, said that Fr.

Casimir organized a baseball team
in Dead Moose Lake around 1915.
Dad and Fr. Casimir were the
pitchers and Bud Carson was the
catcher. Frank Strueby, Steve Fritz
and Jake Bauml covered first, second and third base. Matt Therres
was shortstop. Isidore Puetz, Ike Team of the 40’s: Standing left to right: Art Strueby, Sylvester Strueby, Herb Bauml, Joe Grace, Henry Wiegers, Louis
Fritz and Paul Bauml were the out- Wolsfeld, Benno Britz. Kneeling left to right: Arnold Strueby, Herman Britz, Eddie Stroeder, Quirin Strueby
fielders.”

Baseball stories gleaned from Beyond Our Dreams
“In the late 40s and 50s the
Marysburg team was composed
mainly of Struebys, Baumls and
Stroeders, along with Glenn Hall,
George Parker, Ralph Thiel and
Louis Wolsfeld. Baseball was a serious summer business, so much
so that during one three-year period we earned over $10,000 in prize
money.”
“Who can forget Joe Stroeder?
Especially when he was to pitch a
game! He would slowly move to
the mound. First of all, his glove
needed fixing. He would then

throw a few warmup pitches and
then decide the mound needed
levelling. More warmup pitches.
Then Joe would have a consultation with the catcher, picking up
and throwing pebbles off the diamond on the way. Finally when
the crowd was all steamed up, Joe
was ready to pitch. It was then that
he was at his best.”
“Pete Stroeder was another fan
favorite! He was always clowning
around but he was a first baseman
second to none. When he lived in
Preeceville the Royals came there

How did the name Royals come
about, I asked Isidore Strueby.
Isidore: “I’m not altogether
sure but the story I heard is this:
a bunch of guys were talking in
Herby Bauml’s store and the naming of Marysburg’s baseball team
came up.
Herby picked up a can of some-

thing or other — beans? baking
powder? — anyways there it was,
printed in big letters — “ROYALS.”
That’s a nice name isn’t it? he asked.
And they all nodded in agreement.
No fuss, no bother, no calling
a meeting! A spontaneous christening.

They become the Royals

to a sports day and Pete was the
umpire. When Joe Stroeder came
up to bat he decided to give his
brother a hard time. Joe wanted to
discuss something with the umpire
but Pete would have none of it and
yelled, “Play ball!” Joe didn’t step
into the batter’s box. Joe motioned
to the pitcher to throw the ball —
“Strike one!” Joe still wanted to discuss. “Strike two!” More argument
followed. “Strike three! . . . the batter is out!” Joe becoming more vocal than ever was promptly thrown
out of the game by his brother!
Though
Louis
Wolsfeld
couldn’t run, he was used as a
pinch hitter because of his awesome batting power. Most times
a runner was allowed after the
batter reached first base. One
particular time the opposing
team didn’t allow it. Louis really
pasted the ball when he was up
to bat. There being no home run
fence the ball remained in play.
Louis reached first base easily.

Second base was a bit difficult
and by the time he reached third
base he was really struggling.
The third base coach, Sylvester
Strueby, waved Louis home. He
ran, walked, stumbled and finally crawled the last few yards but
was safe at home.
July 1st always meant a trip to
the Middle Lake Sports Day. One
game was memorable more for
comedy than for baseball. Middle
Lake was in the field and Marysburg was at bat in a late inning.
Joe Grace was attempting to steal
third base and would have been
tagged out except that a collision
with the third baseman caused a
dropped ball. The pitcher, a close
relative of the third baseman, ran
to third to deck Joe Grace. Joe
ducked and the pitcher ran into
the third base coach, Bill Rueve.
Bill tried to reason with the pitcher but the pitcher was so furious
that he hit Bill with a round house
right that deposited Bill under the

fence. During all the excitement
Joe Grace stole home!”
We played (and defeated!) the
San Francisco Colored Giants in
Rose Valley. On their team was Jr.
Gilliam who later became famous
with the Brooklyn Dodgers.
Once, playing Colonsay at a
tournament where the grounds
were not well groomed, tall grass
in the infield for instance, we had a
man on first and another on third
and the steal was on. The play was
that the runner on first (Herb
Bauml) would keep an eye on the
catcher while running to second
and, should the throw look good
to second he would stop and let
the runner from third try to score.
Herb took off for second but in all
that tall grass he couldn’t find second and was called out standing
somewhere between the pitcher’s
mound and second base. Herb was
so frustrated he tore the visor off
his baseball cap.
— CONTINUED, page 2
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The Champs are Inducted into the
Saskatchewan Baseball Hall of Fame.

Marysburg Royals Reunion, July 1993
Dead center of row one are Charlie Hodgson and Tony
Bittman, star catcher and pitcher of the celebrated team of
the 20s and 30s.
The Royals teamed up these two greats for the first pitch

of the reunion tournament. “Tony Bittman, 89 and ill, had
to be helped to the mound. His “throw” went halfway to
home plate, bounced a little and then rolled the rest of the
way, so you might say Charlie Hodgson “caught it” says

Isidore.
Isidore added, “Tony died a few weeks later in St. Elizabeth’s Hospital wearing on his chest his Royals baseball cap,
hands devoutly folded over it.”

Baseball Memories
When I returned home from
playing hockey with the Grand
Rapids Rockets (International
Hockey League) in the spring of
1951, I was offered the opportunity to play baseball with the
Marysburg Royals. I jumped at the
chance to play with the team. Every summer for the next five years,
I looked forward to my summers
playing with the Royals.
Playing with the Royals was
a wonderful experience. We had
a close-knit team. A good deal of
our success in the 1950s was due
to the leadership, management
and coaching skills of Sylvester
Strueby and Herb Bauml. Besides
their love for the game, they were
great players and coaches. They

continued the tradition of learning from previous generations of
Royals players and coaches.
During my playing years, we
competed with the top two teams in
Saskatchewan. Our team favourites
were always those we played before
our home crowd in Marysburg.
The success of the present-day
Marysburg Royals shows that the
talent, dedication and generational support are still there and will
continue into the next 100 years.
I have a soft spot in my heart
for Marysburg because that is
where I had the good fortune of
both meeting Beatrice (nee Puetz),
my wife of 55 years, and of playing
baseball with the Royals.
— George Parker, Regina, SK

***
We could never get a solid baseball team going in Humboldt. A lot
of guys would miss practices and
even games. So when I got a chance
to play for Marysburg I jumped at
it. Nobody ever missed a game, not
even a practice. That was fun.
My last year playing with them
was, I believe, 1962. We moved
from Humboldt to make a living
and that was the last baseball I
played.
We enjoyed being together,
playing together — if we won it
was great, and if we lost it was still
very good.
This lovely aerial photo, taken in the late 60s shows the ball diamond relo— Glenn Hall, Edmonton, AB cated from its original site west of the Bauer farm. The community hall was
built in 1967. The school was converted into a private dwelling in the late
90s by Ken and Laura Diebert. The result is a beautiful modern home —
and a piece of Marysburg history preserved.

They keep
on comin’

At the Marysburg Homecoming ’06 your Town Crier editor
stopped to watch a group of little
kids playing scratch baseball. A little guy some five or six years picked
up the bat and I expected the usual
awkward kids’ swing. Not so! This
was a professional swing and the
ball flew a country mile.
Who’s that kid, I asked a passerby. “That’s Drew, Murray Bauml’s.”
I phoned Murray. “How do you
do that,” I asked him. “I take him
to the batting cage every chance I
get, and Cody (age five) and Joel
(age two) too.”
“And I suppose you fire the ball
at them full bore,” I said.
“Well,” he answered, “You can’t
keep them babies forever.”
So you see, readers, there’s a
story in the making for the Royals’
125 anniversary.
— Al Gerwing
George Parker, lifetime Royals player and fan, with nephews David and
Eric Wesling

Ed Panagabko

The Royals of the 50s are inducted into the Humboldt’s Hall of Fame in 1998
Tribute to Sylvester Strueby on being inducted into the Sask. Baseball Hall of Fame
- 1991.
“He played a very competitive style of
baseball with the Marysburg Royals from
1935 to 1942. After his years in the army

he started coaching the Marysburg Royals
with much success. through the 50s, 60s and
70s. A highlight of his coaching career was
a season in which the Royals won 60 of 71
games played.
“However, the real winners from Mr.

Baseball stories gleaned
from Beyond Our Dreams
— CONTINUED, from page 1
In 1975 we played in a tournament in Sturgis. Our first game
was against a junior team from
Melville. This was fair because,
except for Art, we were all of junior age too. Melville featured a
young baseball prospect by the
name of Terry Puhl. There were
major league scouts there that day
to watch him and he didn’t disappoint. He hit four doubles and we
never did get him out. But that day
we were ready to play and we beat
them in extra innings and then
went on to win the tournament.
Terry Puhl went on to become a
star with the Houston Astros and
we . . . well, we just went home.
Pete Stroeder, umpire, Joe
Stroeder pitching! Joe didn’t like

a call Pete had made. Lots of arguing. “You’re wrong,” Joe yelled.
Pete yelled right back. “Even if I’m
wrong, I’m right!”
At one particular game at the
Saskatoon Exhibition, Marysburg
was playing and the P.A. announcer gave out the first four names
in the lineup: Sylvester Strueby,
Isidore Strueby, Art Strueby — and
the fourth batter is Arnold — and
guess what his name is, Yup! Strueby!”
A quote from Lake Lenore’s
coffee row: “Those Hodgson boys,
Charlie and George, they were
mighty fine baseball players — and
not only that, they were also gorgeous,” (Anne Prodahl). “Yes, and
could they dance! — they were the
slickest dancers in the country,”
(Adeline Schemenauer).

The whole clan inducted, family name and all! 2000

Strueby’s involvement with sports were the
younger boys who were always given an
equal opportunity to play. For a number of
years he coached both the senior and junior
Royals.”
Isidore Strueby, inducted in Sask. Baseball Hall of Fame, August 2, 2005.
“Strueby has been a
developer and avid fan
of baseball. For nearly
35 years he played ju-

Sylvester Strueby
Inducted 1991

nior and senior ball for the Marysburg Royals. He began coaching the senior Royals in
1980 taking over from his brother Sylvester
who was retiring because of ill health. He
was a good batter and base runner but also
a strong defensive player.
Under his guidance the Royals again became one of the province’s top senior teams.
The entire Strueby Family was inducted
into the Hall of Fame in 2000. (Adapted
from the Humboldt Journal)

Isidore Strueby
Inducted 2005
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dren preferred to stay in the tent.
About 10 miles from our
house at Dead Moose Lake we
ran into some Indians. At first
we children were terrified but
the Indians were very friendly.
After that we saw them often
going berry picking or fishing in
Lake Lenore. They had beautiful
slippers, decorated with beads.
Often we played with the Indian
children. They would ride our
big horses and we their little ponies. We had lots of fun.”
Margaret (Gilbert) Albers:
“I worked in the fields with
horses and cut grain with the

binder. I stooked too, and later
drove tractor. I went with Dad
from farm to farm doing custom
threshing. One fall we were away
30 days. It was hard work but we
always looked forward to the good
home- cooked meals the farm ladies served.
My mother taught me to
sew at an early age. Those days
the Robin Hood flour bags were
used not only for tea towel making, but also for bed sheets, shirts
and even dresses with the help
of dye for color. We had lots of
flour bags because mother baked
bread almost every day. It was a
happy day when Dad came home

Interview with Braden Bauml
Though it’s unusual to see a
small rural community come up
with winning ball teams generation after generation, the following
interview shows why this need not
astonish us.
Town Crier: “Braden, (Bauml,
18, son of Ron and Joy) what are
your earliest baseball memories?”
Braden: “Already at four I’d
accompany Dad to Melfort, Saskatoon, lots of places for Royals
games. I sat in the dugout, ran after foul balls. It was fun.”
T.C.: “Was your dad your first
mentor? How?
Braden: “Dad taught me everything I know — according to him
anyway. Every day he tells me that,
so it must be true. Just kiddin.’ ”
T.C.: Which other Royals were
a big influence?”
Braden: “Uncle Murray. He
went to the summer games as
a member of the Saskatchewan
team. He showed me lots — how
to pitch, throw curves, throw a

fork ball. Catching, too. But it was
Dad who taught me how to bat. I
was just kidding when I said, ‘according to him.’ ”
T.C.: “Tell us about the ’06
training camp.
Braden: I played on the Saskatchewan team in Medicine Hat
for the Canada Cup. I played really well — hit two homers, batted
.333. Scouts picked 30 of us from
across Canada for a training camp
in Orlando, Florida. One of the
guys got drafted by the Florida
Marlins and is probably a millionaire already.
T.C.: “And what are your ’07
prospects?”
Braden: “Well, right now I’m
playing with the Royals. We have a
7-2 record, tied with the Saskatoon
Stallions. It’s lots of fun. It’s like
you said Glenn Hall experienced
long ago — everybody, and I mean
everybody, comes out to practice.”
T.C.: “What do you know about
Marysburg’s baseball history?”

Braden: “I know they were
always good. My Uncle Murray
was always a top pitcher since I’m
aware of anything — and then
there’s Jamie Haeusler and my dad,
good pitchers. Dad was a great
home-run hitter too, something I
always wanted to do.”
T.C.: “What is your view on the
Marysburg Church Restoration
Project? Do Marysburg young
folks ever discuss it?”
Braden: “Ball, yes. We talk a
lot about ball. Well, yeah, it’s (the
church reconstruction) important — kind of like glue holding
the community together — along
with the Royals, of course. Yeah,
we help cut grass. I’ve helped Uncle Ray with concrete repair work.
Dad and I shovelled snow off the
church roof last winter.”
T.C.: “Thanks, Braden. And
don’t let $ take the fun out of baseball.”

with a brand new Singer sewing
machine for mother. It was one
of only a few in our district so I
sewed a dress for my sister Agnes.
She was nine or 10 years old. It
was very plain but she wore it to
school and the teacher Ida Melin
had her model it. I did most of the
sewing at home for my brothers
and sisters and later on for mother too.”
F.X. Strueby
Fred (Strueby) was an active
baseball player for Marysburg in

the 20s and 30s including coaching. He had baseball players as
farm help, Charlie Cunningham
for example. He saw to it that his
sons too learned to play ball.
Katie Bauml commenting to
Theresa Strueby at a ball game:
“Gee, that Herbie (her son)
must be a good pitcher. They can
hit every ball he throws.”

Lorraine (Engele) Kirzinger
It’s just 40 years since
Lorraine Kirzinger died
— died of cancer at the
young age of 43 leaving her
husband, Roman, and four
young children.
Lorraine possessed
a lovely contralto voice,
a voice we had hoped
to enjoy for many more
years. Under the tutelage
of Sr. Grace, OSU (Sr.
Mary Herman Michaels,
OSU) she became a fine
interpreter of the Lieder,
genre of song, especially
the Lieder of Schubert,
Schumann, Brahms and
Wolfe.
Lorraine’s was an
infectiously happy personality. Her merry
laughter and her lively
sense of humour stayed
alive and well even as
she lay dying.
In 1967 the newly founded St. Peter’s
Chorus dedicated its
first concert to her. Forty years on,
Town Crier too, is happy to pay
tribute to her.

Therres
House
Along Highway 20, a cottage
is nestled among some trees along
the chain of lakes stretching North
from Burton Lake. In a collection
of memories dated 1955, its owner, Henry Therres, refers to it as
“the house I built in 1903. It’s still
standing today, only we have added several rooms to it.”
This means that the core of that
house on Highway 20 is now 104
years old and has been lived in all
these years.
Gregory Schulte, the artistic
director of the Marysburg Summer
Festival of the Arts, spent the first
six years of his life in this house,
cared for by George and Lorraine
Therres upon the death of Greg’s
mother, Catherine Therres Schulte,
shortly after his birth in 1943. The
Therres Cottage needs a story.

Henry Therres
“Together we (Henry T and
Peter Funk) came out to Dead
Moose Lake and began building
immediately. The mosquitoes were
terrifically bad. Often we would go
down to the lake and take a bath in
the salt water which surely helped.
One time I got sick, very sick to
my stomach. Thinking that what is
good for the outside should also be
Fiftieth Wedding Anniversary photo of the Henry and Elizabeth (Weber) Lauer family, 1966
good for the inside I went down to
The children, left to right: Geramia (Saretsky), Irene (Mager), Delphine (Vossen), Wilfred, Nicholas, David, Dolores (Wagner), Verla (Hinz), Roland
Henry Lauer came to Dead Moose Lake in 1905 from Farming, Minnesota. Elizabeth (Weber) Lauer came to Dead Moose Lake in 1903 from the lake and took a good drink of
Ledgerwood, North Dakota. (Under the caption “Ed Litz in Beyond Our Dreams,” readers will find a fascinating account of the hardships encoun- this salty water. And what do you
know? It helped me!”
tered by the pioneers trekking to this new land at the opening of the 20th century).

The Joseph and Cecilia Schemenauer family reunion
(plus other Schemenauer relatives living nearby), 1987

Mrs. Gertrude (Leinen) Albers:
“We left Rosthern with all our
supplies which we had in two covered wagons. At Fish Creek we had
to cross on the ferry. It had rained
quite a bit so somewhere on the
way between the two lakes we got
stuck in the mud. The water came
up so high that the chickens could
have a good drink. All we could do
was to take out all our things and
carry them across. When we got
close to Leofeld, one of our horses got sick. We stayed at a farm.
The people had very little but welcomed us. They had only one long
bed in the house, so the men slept
there, while the women and chil-

A paragraph from the Joe and Cecilia Schemenauer family write up in Beyond our Dreams: “We had many neighbours living nearby —
about every mile or so. All were homesteads at one time. Dad’s brother, Nick lived close to Frank Litz. Adam Walz, Ed Litz, Joe and Ben
Albers, all lived close by. Across the field were the Fritzes, Hills and Baumls — Henry Lauer and the Dresslers too. Now many of these
homes are no longer there.”
The above photo, taken on the steps of Marysburg’s Assumption Church, is remarkable for the clarity of each individual.

Memories . . .
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Maxine Thévenot: Pipe dream — life dream
By Kay Bjork
Winston Publishing article reprint originally appeared in Great
Lakes Airlines inflight magazine,
“Peaks & Plains” Fall 2007 issue.
Reprinted with permission.

This lovely photo of Louise Schulte at her Bösendorfer piano dates from
1991. Louise was Marysburg’s organist and choir director in the 40s and 50s.

A note to all pseudo-Philistines

Math Schulte with his family, shortly before his death in 1979.
Back row: Henry, Joe, Gregory, Leo, John, Matt Jr., George
Front row: Mary Lou, Math Sr., Benedict, Wilfred

Al — “Grant, how wonderful to see you at the concert yesterday!”
(Saskatoon Children’s Choir)
Grant (Hopfner) — “Yes! And it blew me away!”
Al — “You don’t say! Does that mean we’ll see you there again?”
Grant — “I think you will. I’ve got a feelin’ . . .”

Note to teachers: Exposure! Exposure! Exposure!

This moving Christmas meditation was written by Hank Zyp. Hank, along with his wife Tillie
Saretsky founded two NGOs (non-government organizations), Change for Children and Rainbow of
Hope for Children, 35 years ago.
Six years ago Hank had a stroke which robbed
him of speech — oral and written. He can however,
still draw and is giving a major exhibit of his work in
Edmonton this October.

God is born in the back of a barn
Warmed by the breath of the beasts
He came to give love to the lonely
The hungry, the poor and the least
His mother; a child yet herself
Wrapped him in swaddling clothes
And Knowing the pain of the prophecy
Cuddled the God child close.
Prince of peace, sadly rejected
Spat upon, scourged and mocked
Crucified, buried and resurrected
The door to the inn is still locked
The poor still sleep in a manger
And the captives yearn to be free
For the man at the inn was no stranger
Perhaps you were talking to me . . .
H.Z.81

Men who listen to classical music
tend not to spit.
— Comedian Rita Rudner

The Marysburg band under Leo Frank, 1946.

Ludwig Gessner family

The welling, swelling velvety
rich tones of the organ wraps
around the audience and percolates deep into their souls as they
sit in the grandest of places —
churches, cathedrals and concert
halls. Three lines of music and
thousands of pipes create a sound
so commanding and all-encompassing that it is easy to forget
that their source is one person,
dwarfed by the instrument and the
huge sounds that resonate from
the organ pipes. Behind the organ
they might picture a white-haired
man with wire-rimmed spectacles
who springs from behind the organ with a sweeping bow.
They might be surprised
when Maxine Thévenot steps out
from behind the organ. Strikingly
beautiful, lively, elegant and emanating musicality that captures
everybody, Thévenot has a distinguished international career
performing throughout Europe,
Great Britain and North America.
As an accomplished concert
organist and choral conductor,
she serves on the faculty of the
University of New Mexico where
she is Director of Las Cantantes,
the women’s vocal ensemble and
Founding Director of the professional vocal ensemble POLYPHONY, a group of young professional
singers who reside in New Mexico
and perform a widely varied repertoire of mostly acapella music.
She is also the Associate Organist-Choir Director at the Cathedral Church of St. John in Albuquerque, New Mexico.
Music and keyboard instruments have been part of Maxine’s
life since she was four years old
and began taking piano lessons.
Her first teacher encouraged her to
enter competitions and offered her
opportunities to sing on the radio
and television with a children’s
choir, allowing her to experience a
well-rounded musical experience
throughout her formative years.
Just before her 11th birthday

she was introduced to the pipe
organ. She remembers the day
well — as you might remember
your first kiss, or graduation day,
or your first job. Her mother took
her to the organ loft at St. Anthony’s Roman Catholic Church in
Lake Lenore, Saskatchewan and
Maxine sat down on the smooth,
hard bench. When she began to
play she became fascinated with
the range of sounds, “the beautiful
deep dark tones and the high jubilant sounds. . . . it was an epiphany,” Maxine remembers. Shortly
afterwards she was asked to serve
as the church organist.
Her musical path lay out in
a straight line as she continued
to grow in education, experience,
and accomplishments under the
valuable guidance of gifted teachers and parents who helped her
grow up with a balanced view of
herself in the world. Even though
her talent was exceptional, “I was
a pretty normal child — I played
sports, did chores and the same
things every other child did,” Maxine notes.
The energetic child reached
a point when the demands of her
music and the risk of injury forced
her to choose. Volleyball, figure
skating, basketball, badminton,
and soccer faded into her childhood as she committed more
deeply to her music. Outdoorsy
and athletic, Maxine was able to
participate in less threatening activities such as track and field, hiking and bicycling in the majestic
Rocky Mountains. Even the organ
has its own physical element with
the energy required to simultaneously operate the foot pedals and
multiple manuals.
Attendance at Rivier Academy,
a private girl’s school in Prince Albert, taught her the essential value
of self-discipline, reinforced by her
teacher Sister Marie-Reine Ricard.
She learned quickly that talent requires a strong disciplinary attitude and aptitude to flourish. As
her musical education continued
and her career developed, she was
influenced by numerous inspiring
teachers and composers including
her principal organ teacher, Professor McNeil Robinson.
She received the Bachelor of

Music in Music Education, with
distinction, from the University of Saskatchewan. She went on
to earn the Master of Music and
Doctor of Musical Arts degrees in
organ performance at the Manhattan School of Music where she was
twice awarded the Bronson Ragan
award for “most outstanding organist.”
While studying the great composers and their lives she noted
that they “did it all” — they directed choral ensembles and orchestras, were teachers, and more
often than not, played the organ.
Even one of her favourite organ
composers, J.S. Bach, was more
well-known as an organist than
a composer during his lifetime.
Maxine chose this same course as
she became involved in the many
dimensions of music.
She has served as a conductor
of a variety of musical ensembles
across North America and was
founding conductor of Concentus,
an auditioned 30-voice ensemble
at the Manhattan School of Music in New York City. Maxine has
conducted orchestral ensembles
as well, including students from

The Juilliard School, Manhattan
School of Music and members of
the New Mexico Symphony Orchestra.
Her life stays dynamic and
flexible with a busy touring schedule. This year’s tour includes
weeklong residencies in the United Kingdom at both St. George’s
Chapel, Windsor and Canterbury
Cathedral interjected with solo
performances at Westminster
Abbey and Salisbury Cathedral,
in addition to being invited as
the first female organist featured
in the Stratford Music Festival in
Canada.
Her performances are marked
with interesting and vibrant programmes, varying from Baroque
to contemporary and sprinkled
with conversational commentary
to engage the audience. Thévenot
is excited and proud of the works
exclusively created for her to showcase her unique style and talent.
Most recently she has been
concentrating on recording and
has just released her first CD,
“Without Boundaries.” (www.
ravencd.com)
Thévenot has been received

with great enthusiasm and praise;
with accolades for her musicality, polish, poise, charm, perfect
timing, sensitivity, creativity, and
technical virtuosity.
In high demand, doors continue to open for Thévenot. For
someone who is true to her art, the
success is a bonus,” I am getting
wonderful work. My career feels
like one big crescendo.”
Maxine finds it particularly exciting to perform in historic
places on historic instruments. “I
have played in so many wonderful
concert halls including Carnegie
Hall, NYC Orchestra Hall in Chicago, Avery Fisher Hall, NYC and
Jack Singer Concert Hall in Calgary, Alberta.”
While in Europe she has
played on organs with pipe-work
dating back to the 1700s. “Studying pieces with different teachers,
in different geographic locations
on the globe indelibly leave their
own impression, character, and
mark on the piece . . . each work
has some sort of web of memories
attached to it. It’s a bit like looking
back through one’s photo album.”
She remembers explicitly her experience at Notre Dame in Paris
where she sat on the same bench
where the great French composer,
teacher and organist Louis Vierne
died at the organ console during
his 1,750th concert.
The sense of history radiates
its own kind of power and magic
and Thévenot says, “It affects how
you play the music.” As a result,
her experiences and passion for
life are ultimately expressed in her
music.
This passion carries through
in all areas of her life, “If you don’t
live your life, you won’t be able to
express that in your music…life’s
experiences help me to delve into
the layers and cultivate the depth
found in the music.”
When the room fills with the
first notes of music and you listen
to the inspiring music of Maxine
Thévenot you don’t just hear her
love for music — you hear her love
for life.
For more information and an
audio sampler of the work of Maxine Thévenot, visit her website:
www.maxinethevenot.com.

From Left to right: John, Annie, Bill, Mary, Pauline, Alfred, Alois, Ludwig, Franceska

In 1910 a stone mason of Bavaria, Germany, Ludwig Gessner,
his wife Franceska and their six
children set out for the new world
on the ship, the Laurentic. They
arrived in Quebec, Canada, on
June 8, 1910. From Quebec they
travelled by train to Winnipeg,
then by oxen and wagon to their
destination in St. Gregor where
Mr. Gessner’s brother, Valentine,
and his wife Mary lived.

After staying with his brother
and family for a few months the
Ludwig Gessner family moved to
Daylesford where they took up a
homestead.
Their children were: John, Annie, William (Bill), Pauline, Mary,
Alfred and Alois (born in Canada,
1912).
The family lived at Daylesford
until 1916 and in May of that year
they moved to Marysburg where

Ludwig bought a quarter section
of land from George Dobmeier.
The family farmed at Marysburg
until 1930 when Alfred took over
his father’s farm and his parents
moved into the village of Marysburg. Ludwig died in 1940 and
Franceska in 1953.
Art Gessner (son of Alfred
Gessner, grandson of Ludwig
Gessner).

This photo is blurry, but we decided nonetheless to print it as it features so many of Dead Moose Lake’s pioneer women. Today a larger -than-life-sized sculpture of the figure of pioneer womanhood taming and blessing the new land still gazes south from the Bauer house. Thank you again Heather Benning. Photo taken between 1920 - 1925.
Front row, left to right: Ann (Nick) Eischen, Mrs. Loose (Joe’s mom); Catherine (Mathias) Puetz, Grandma (Lawrence) Fritz
Back row, left to right: Elizabeth (Joe) Stroeder, Elizabeth Massinger, ?, Mary (F.X.) Strueby, Frances (Alois) Jaeb, ? Bohl, Katharine Distel, Catherine (Joe) Albers, Laura (Jake) Hill, ?, Elizabeth
(George) Bittman, Josephine (Bernard) Wiegers, Franceska Gessner (her husband Ludwig is driving the oxen).
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Marysburg Summer Festival of the Arts
2007 Season
Again we’ve had a fine concert
season, well attended, averaging
about 275. I’ll not go into much reviewing here as the concerts were
all amply reported in The Humboldt Journal for which we are very
grateful.
I will, however, say a bit
about the “extra” concert the Loiselles performed on August 1st.
Henri’s son Colin made his concert debut on that occasion and
a thrilling debut it was. His lyric
baritone harmonized beautifully

with this dad’s bass baritone and
the listeners were in audience
heaven as they sang duet after
duet.
And then those delightful grandchildren! They began slightly shy but warmed up
quickly to the audience’s applause
and ended up taking the place by
storm.
Colin, an engineer in Ottawa,
has only recently discovered that
he, too, has an operatic voice.
And now he’s won himself a permanent place among Marysburg’s
star performers along with his
stellar dad.

10th Fall Concert in
‘07
Nine years ago the Town Crier
editor visited the home of Renee
and Clarence Puetz with a proposal. Rita Frank and Lillian Bauml
were present as well.
The proposal was this: let’s
gather an “ad hoc” group of singers around the Marysburg church
choir as core and do a benefit concert for church restoration. . . . See
how it goes.
Well, it went well — $15,000 in
ticket sales and donations. Enough
to convince us to form a com-

10th Annual Christmas Concert

mittee and begin in earnest with
the restoration of Assumption
Church.
May I pose here a feeler, in ample time to allow for feedback from
choristers as well as audience:
Since the summer of ’08 will
be the 10th anniversary of the restoration project (fortunately, we

took the initiative back then —
we’d not have the courage to start
now!) what about the Marysburg
Regional Choir presenting one of
the ’08 Summer Festival Series?
If so, perhaps for early to
mid-August of 2008, I would suggest the idea of a Folk Song type of
concert. Anyway, toss it around.

There must be always remaining in every
life, some place for the singing of
angels, some place for that which in itself
is breathless and beautiful.
— Howard Thurman

How quickly we assemble a history! And how grateful we
all are that we began this great project of Assumption Church
Restoration in 1998, making this our 10th fall concert.
Though much remains to be done, the church is once again
resplendent. Marysburg community is again in a buoyant,
celebratory mood, and all small Saskatchewan
communities can feel some optimism along with their
sister hamlet.
The Marysburg Summer Festival of the Arts too is a
success story, and it’s a story with a future.

Our 2007 Christmas Concert will take place
Sunday, December 2,
at 2:30 pm and again at 7:30 pm,
with a meal served at 5 pm.
Advance tickets for the concert are $10 ($12 at the door),
and the meal is $10. Bring family and friends!
-- Al Gerwing, editor, The Marysbury Town Crier

Father Roman at his Diamond Jubilee.

In loving memory of
Mark Brien Koenig
Born: March 22, 1953, Humboldt, Saskatchewan
Died: Nov. 4, 2006, Vancouver, British Columbia
Age: 53 years

Vancouver, British Columbia
(Formerly of Englefeld, Saskatchewan)
Funeral Service:
Sat., Nov. 11, 2006 • 11:00 a.m.
Sts. Peter and Paul Church, Vancouver

Mark Koenig, born and raised in Englefeld, Sask.; educated in Englefeld, St. Peter’s College and U of S, died Nov.
4, 2006, in Vancouver after a long struggle with cancer.
Mark played in the first violin section of the CBC
Chamber Orchestra under the renowned conductor Mario Bernardi. Mark was also a founding member of the ensemble Viveza which toured and recorded widely.
Viveza performed to an enthusiastic audience in
Marysburg June 23, 2001, a concert Mark’s mother, Clara,
was still able to attend before her untimely death soon
thereafter.
Viveza was hailed by Canadian artists as an ensemble
that gained international notice and respect for Canada’s
musical maturity. Ballerina Veronica Tennant wrote of
their “infectious enthusiasm.” Jürgen Goth (of CBC’s Disc
Drive) praised their “effortless playing, wide-grin charm
and deliciously hummable tunes.”
Mark, with Gregory Schulte, piano, played a concert in
St. Peter’s College gym in 1978, part of the celebration of
St. Peter’s Colony’s 75th anniversary.

Thank You
The Assumption Church
Restoration Committee would like
to thank Ralph Becker, an area
electrician, for his support and
service towards our community
projects. He has donated many
hours of labour and materials for
our church restoration, homecoming
celebrations and community events.
His contribution is greatly
appreciated.

Thank you, Ralph!!

