


ANCESTRAL VOICES  
or  

Everything You Never Wanted to Know About My Family  
 
 
In my first year of high school, about 20 years ago, one of the 
first English assignments given to us was to research and write a 
brief family history.  It's probably a standard topic for first 
year English classes as it gets students writing, on a topic they 
can't complain is too hard, and allows them to learn a little bit 
about each other in the process.  I enjoyed doing it at the time 
and it sparked a real curiosity in me about who my ancestors had 
been and how they had lived.  Ten years later I took a history unit 
at Murdoch University and history repeated itself: the first essay 
set was on family history.  I took the opportunity to do some real 
research into the topic and loved every minute of it.   
 
(WARNING! What follows is based upon the family history I wrote at 
this time.  As exciting as this is to me, its very nature may make 
it somewhat boring reading for you.  Don't say I didn't warn you.)  
 
It had already become clear to me in primary school that our family 
had done an unusual thing by migrating to Australia from the United 
States -- most Australians were (and remain) incredulous at this. 
In gathering information about more and more distant relatives this 
became ironic, since I found that migration had been the rule more 
often than the exception over the last two centuries.   
 
The earliest ancestor I could trace set the trend.  One Josiah Cady 

departed England with his son, Josiah Jr., bound for the 
American colonies in the mid-18th century. The reason for 
their migration is not known.  They settled near Canaan, 
Connecticut, on land which was later described as "of 
only marginal quality, 75% stony or mountainous" and thus 

unlikely to support "more than two generations". 
 
Sure enough, the descendants of Josiah Cady Jr. were part of the 
westward movement across the continent.  He wed Abigail (surname 
unknown -- patrilineage in action) and they had eight children. 
John and Return Boardman, their second and fifth sons, walked to 
Batavia, New York, in 1811, built a log cabin and set up shop as 
blacksmiths. John probably married Anna Johns shortly thereafter; 
the first of their ten children was born in 1814.  After Anna's 
death in 1855 John rode to Geneseo, Illinois, and died there the 
following year.  
 
Silas Mortimer was the sixth of John and Anna's nine sons.  Little 
is recorded about him except that he married Julia Anna Bartlett 
and they had nine children.  Elsie, the first, took care of her 
father after her marriage failed and Julia passed away.  When Silas 
died in 1916 she moved to Minnesota, where many of the Cadys had by 
then settled.  
 
Elsie's second brother Thurston was born in Illinois in 1861, the 
year the Civil War began. His father-in-law was a German migrant 
who actually fought in the war.  Apparently quite a few immigrants 
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enlisted (on both Confederate 
and Union sides) for reasons 
including new-found patriotism, 
hope for more rapid citizenship, 
enlistment bounties and regular 
pay.  Whatever his personal 
reasons, John D. Wichmann joined 
the 28th Infantry, Union Army, 
and served from 1862 to 1865.   
A year later he returned to his 
homeland to marry Anna Katherine 
Haas, who accompanied him back 
to Iowa.  Mathilda, the eldest 
of their seven children, married 
Thurston Cady in 1888. 
 
The newlywed Cadys farmed and 
begat offspring in Iowa until 
1900, when they moved north into 
Minnesota to continue both 
activities.  The last child born 
in Iowa, in 1900, would have 
been my paternal grandmother, 
Ella Esther Cady.  She grew up 
in Lyon County, Minn., and 
attended a one-room school, as 

seen on the cover of this issue. Esther sits between two other 
girls in the third row back of the center benches.  It's a fairly 
austere scene.  All of the children have their hands folded in 
front of them, no doubt wary of the stern-faced matronly teachers 
watching over them.  A few paintings or photographs decorate the 
wall behind them and DISTRICT 2 is spelt out in floral handiwork of 
some kind.  My eye is always caught by the books on the table in 
front of the big pot-belly stove.  It's fun to imagine that one of 
them might be The Wonderful Wizard of Oz.  That book was published 
the same year Esther was born, so it would not have been impossible 
but -- however much these children might have yearned for just such 
a fanciful escape from their drab surroundings -- in reality it's 
very unlikely.  Esther as an adult became a nurse and according to 
one account met her husband through a colleague.  
 
The Nelson name is another story of migration, this time from 
Sweden.  Nels and Elna Nelson and their four children left Malmo in 
1887.  It was a peak year for Swedish emigration and the states of 
the American midwest were all popular destinations.  So many Swedes 
settled on the near north side of Chicago that it became known as 
Swede Town.  The Nelsons actually took up residence in Pullman, on 
the southeast side of the city.  Rail fans will recognize the name 
and will not be surprised to learn that Anton Nelson, eldest of the 
sons, became an upholsterer with the Pullman Car Company. 
 
A brief aside:  For some reason, Anton and his brother Alfred were 
both given the same first name, John.  Anton is believed to have 
disliked the name; perhaps they both did.  Either because of this, 
or maybe just to avoid confusion, both dropped "John" in favour of 
their middle names.  I was given Anton as my middle name in honour 
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Grant Stone, Murdoch, W.A. (via e-mail)              25 August 1994  
 
This technology is fantastic and continues to blow my mind almost 
daily.  I am of the firm conviction that the 'net will remake our 
profession over the next 3 years [Grant and I are both librarians -
sorry, Internauts] -- we are truly in an era of connections.  BUT 
conversely those of us intent upon building collections have an 
even greater role to play -- you've got to be connected to some-
thing to make it worth while.  If we are to serve it wi11 be 
through "niche" collections meeting specific needs or profiles in 
the string of "connectivity".  (I'm off the soapbox).  
 
I'm currently on long service leave -- at home working on the PhD 
that I finally enrolled in after much soul-searching.  I'm working 
at it part time so I have ten years but I would hope to knock it 
off in six.  Topic: "Barbie - an ecology of popular culture".  I'm 
teaching in the Humanities while on leave and have enjoyed the 
first four weeks of the semester immensely (I’m tutoring and, in 
part, lecturing (Culture and Everyday Life H235).  
 
=================================================================== 

 
 
Harry Pol, Beruwala, Sri Lanka          10 November 1994  
 
I am currently sitting in a bar on the beach enjoying a drink, the 
weather is fine -- it's just the occasional gunfire in the (far) 
background that puts a bit of a damper on things.  Apparently this 
sort of thing is not unusual after elections.  There is a curfew 
between 14:00 and 09:00 but other than that life goes on as usual 
in the tourist resorts.  It's a weird world.  
 
=================================================================== 
 
WAHF:  Phil Ware, Alan Stewart (DUFFing his way around the USA) 
 
=================================================================== 
 
 
Illustrations this time are almost self-explanatory.  Just in case 
you can't figure them out, the character sporting the Ulysses S 
Grant beard on p.3 is John D. Wichmann; the happy campers on p.6 
are Carl, Anna, Pearl and Mabel Carlson.  Anton and Alida Nelson 
look to the future on the back cover. 
 
=================================================================== 
 
 
Read this zine, eat a bean, and in quick time you'll find a rhyme. 
(Probably as bad as that one.)  I know you've all been dying to try 
out your e-mail, so I'll add my Net address to the usual one below.  
 

Chris Nelson, 23 Henty Street, Invermay, Tas.  7248  AUSTRALIA  
or                  cnelson@mariner.amc.edu.au 
 
 

And don't forget, this is International LoC Week, all month long. 
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