
Chapter 6

THE WALLACES AND THE GEATZES

“Call it a clan, call it a network, call it a tribe, call it a family -
whatever you call it, whoever you are, you need one.”

- Jane Howard

Here is what I know about my grandparents on my mother’s side and how I
felt about them.  

What little genealogical information I have been able to gather is also
included, especially for you who are descendants, who I would like to think are
interested in your ancestry.

i - T. A. Wallace and Family

Theodore Andrew Wallace and Mary Barbara Geatz were both 21 when on
October 16, 1894, they were married at the five A.M. Mass at Saints Peter and Paul’s
church in Cumberland, Maryland. The church stood atop the scenic overlook at the
beginning of Fayette Street, a few blocks from the Geatz home on Cumberland Street.

The bride, so it is said, promptly bound up her long dark hair - a married
woman, said Theodore, is not supposed to wear her hair hanging loose - and settled
into the routine and rigors of married life.

Theodore and Mary lived for a while with her parents on Cumberland Street.  In
1900 or shortly thereafter they rented a house in the north end of Cumberland but soon
began buying the house on Fayette Street, where they lived for the rest of their lives.
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The babies came in quick succession, ten in all. Little Theodore Joseph -
“Josie” - her fourth, died at three. All the others Theodore and Mary saw grow into
maturity, marriage and, most of them, parentood.

428 Fayette Street (later renumbered 529) was a small, three-bedroom house,
which by 1915 sheltered a family of eleven.   Imagine the logistics.  But you only
have to look at the family portrait taken that year to know that in spite of cramped
quarters and a laboring man’s wages, a beautiful, healthy, well-dressed family
flourished there. In the early Thirties a fourth bedroom and a second-floor back porch
with a large storage closet were added, a gratifying event, although by then the
number of occupants had dwindled to eight.

Theodore

Theodore Andrew Wallace was born in Cumberland on September 8, 1873.
He was the first of five children of James and Anna Gramlich Wallace.  He was
baptized in Saint Patrick’s Catholic Church, having as godparents Andrew Mills and
Barbara Gramlich, his maternal aunt. There is little information on Theodore’s
boyhood and education.  We do
know that he - possibly with one
or both of his brothers - was
sent to Saint Mary’s Industrial
School in Baltimore, an
institution for underprivileged
boys, for an undetermined
period. The parents’ b r e a k u p
undoubtedly necessitated this
action. (Babe Ruth went there,
too, much later, of course. It
recently dawned on me why my
grandfather was a supporter of
Boys Town.12)

In 1895, soon after his
marriage, Theodore began
working for the Western Maryland Railroad as a brakeman. He was promoted to flagman
in 1900 and later to freight train conductor.  In 1935 he became a passenger train
conductor working out of the Elkins, West Vi rginia, terminal, a position he held until
retirement on October 1, 1938. His total service amounted to 42 years and three months
and he had traveled an estimated 1,200,000 miles.  
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It was probably because of Theodore’s job that the Wallaces had a telephone
installed in the late Twenties or early Thirties.  I believe the Western Maryland
required it, finding that it was too expensive to have a man come to the Wallace home
to tell TA (or Cap, or Tommy), as his fellow-railroaders called him, what time he was
to report the next day.

My grandfather - Pop - usually left for work at five or six in the morning.
Grandma, of course, had been up well before that, fixing his breakfast and completing
the food basket he would take with him. It was a big basket, for he would need food
for several meals over the next two or three days of his run.  Grandma usually packed
plenty of cooked ham and homemade bread as well as raw potatoes for Pop to fry -
the “caboose potatoes” he was famous for among his fellow railroaders.

Next came Pop and Grandma’s goodbye ritual, which I sometimes witnessed
when Pop’s “call” was for later in the day.  Standing near the front door, Pop would
give his wife a tight hug, kiss her, then another hug.  It seemed almost perfunctory -
one-two-three; no words were exchanged - at least that I could hear.  But I knew that
embrace was a rule that could not be broken, even when they had fussed two minutes
before.  Railroading was dangerous; this morning’s goodbye kiss could be the last.
But he was blessed: During his whole career, he sustained only two relatively minor
injuries - the right hand wounded when he was making a link and pin coupling, and
two ribs broken when he was thrown against a pile of lumber.

Then off Pop would go, his basket flung over his arm for the four-mile walk,
in good or bad weather, to the railroad staging place (or whatever they called it) at
Knob Mount across the Potomac in West Virginia.

After he was promoted to passenger train conductor, Theodore wore the
customary dark blue uniform and his hours became more regular.  Back home from
a run, he would spread out the collected tickets on the dining room table to sort and
tally them. The new job seemed a little more befitting a 62-year-old man.  He was
proud of his new status.  It was a shame that it came so late in his career - only three
years before his retirement.13

Pop could find pleasure in simple activities: playing cards (usually Setback)
with family and friends at home or at Aunt Maggie’s (Grandma’s sister); going,
rarely, to a movie (“Boys Town” with Spencer Tracy, for one); the occasional summer
outing on the Potomac; the annual two-week horse racing season at the Cumberland
fairgrounds; watching the local baseball games and following the big league play.

If Pop had a hobby, it was fishing and he did so at every opportunity.  He
probably started going out with his boys, John, Bud or Pete, when they were still at
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home, and after they were married one or another would take their father out - he had
to rely on them because he didn’t have a car of his own. Like any fisherman, he savored
the success of a nice catch of bass, or whatever was in season, and he was just as tickled
to come home with a turtle, for his wife’s turtle soup was an epicurean’s delight!

Every so often, Theodore visited his brother, Will, at Solomons Island,
Maryland.  He would take two or more of the children along; Mary never went,
because there was always a baby too young to travel.  It must have been a rather
arduous but exciting trip for the kids: about 125 miles by train to Baltimore, then
perhaps 70 more miles by boat down the Chesapeake Bay to the point on the southern
Maryland peninsula where the Patuxent River flows into the bay - Solomons.  It was
worth it to Pop.  It meant salt water fishing and he was in his glory for a few days.  

He was a longtime member of the fraternal organizations of Elks and Eagles.
In addition to certain benefits, perhaps insurance, which membership afforded him,
the social outlet was well deserved by this hard-working man.  So what if he downed
a few beers on his day off and came home a little tipsy?

Theodore did not make big wages and yet he managed to buy a house and,
with the indispensable help and economies of his wife, to feed and clothe his large
family well.  But, generally, large expenditures were not possible.  There was never
a car.  Central heating never supplanted the coal-burning “frost killer” on the first
floor (the upstairs rooms were frigid in winter).  But items that came to be recognized
as necessities were eventually acquired, such as an electric washing machine and
refrigerator, which became affordable when there were three or four children-
boarders adding to the household income.  And yet for a long time there was no radio
in the house, even after radios in homes had become quite common - until one of the
girls bought one. When Pop came home from work and discovered it, he spent the
evening experimenting with it and he was soon hooked like the rest of us on certain
popular shows of the day - “Amos and Andy” for one.

Theodore Wallace was not overtly religious but he did fulfill his Catholic
obligations: Mass on Sundays, grace at meals, bedtime prayers on his knees.  He often
went with his wife to evening devotions.  There was no question of his moral integrity.

He did not have an extensive wardrobe, but in public he was a natty dresser,
especially during summer in his light suit, white shoes and straw hat.  In retirement,
he smoked cigars - an improvement, his wife and girls felt, over his railroading days
when he chewed his tobacco.  He cussed sometimes when angry, but the only gutter
word I ever heard him use was that irreplaceable word for expressing disgust: “Shit!”

Except for Pop’s almost exclusive attention to the coal fires in winter,
household chores were outside his province.  He was not a handy man: I don’t believe
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I ever saw him using a screwdriver or hammer, or mowing the lawn, trimming the
hedges or shoveling snow.  Of course, in fairness, he may have done these things in
early years, before my arrival.

I got the impression that Pop had always been strict with his children to the
point where they rather feared him.  Perhaps he had been heavy-handed with the
hairbrush when they were young; I certainly never observed - or received - any severe
punishment while I visited or lived in his house.  “Talking back” was forbidden, “Yes,
Sir” and “Yes, Ma’am” were expected and basic table manners were enforced.  These
were surely not undue measures.  When the girls were old enough to have dates, they
were expected home by a specific hour.  Even when they were well into adulthood,
they feared their father’s disapproval of what he might consider off-beat conduct;
they waited until he was on the road to hold the occasional shrimp-and-beer party.
Those of the girls who smoked never did so in his presence.  I think the aura of stern
disciplinarian came from his lack of ability, or perhaps inclination, to reason with his
children; instead, he barked.  I believe, too, that the children thought Pop might take
out his displeasure with them by tongue-lashing their mother.

But Theodore was not a completely callous man.  While not humorous or witty
or good at conversation, he could turn on a broad smile in happy situations and be
genuinely likeable.  There are pictures of him with one grandchild or the other in which
he appears proud and tickled.  I remember taking our first baby to see him.  Holding
Mikey in the air, Pop wiggled his head in the baby’s tummy and made him squeal.

But I could never get used to my grandfather’s frequent periods of sullenness
and his loud, senseless (I thought) quarrels with Grandma as well as with the older
girls, especially at the dinner table.  Naturally I “kept my tongue.” But a few days
before I left to work in Washington, I slipped: There was an argument of some sort at
dinner and I huffed from the table sputtering, “I can’t take this any longer!  I’m sure
glad to be leaving this place!” When I departed for the train station, the goodbye
between Pop and me was chilly.  I had hurt him, I realized, and that incident didn’t
make my defection any easier for my mother.  On my first return home, which wasn’t
long thereafter, I tried to act toward Pop as though nothing had happened.  He was
still cool, but in time the rancor between us faded.

For the eight years that I lived in the Wallace house, I was without a father.
Was my grandfather a father-figure for me?  No, even if I did call him “Pop,” merely
in imitation of his own children. I am sure he neither disliked or resented me.  After
all, I was his first grandson.  But he left my upbringing, including discipline, to my
mother. When I was lax with a household chore (especially forgetting to bring in the
buckets of coal from the backyard shed), he left it up to Grandma to admonish me.
My puberty came and went without the least paternal guidance from him.  He did not
catch ball with me or take me fishing - but no doubt he sensed that these were not the
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sort of things I was anxious to do anyway.  He did take me to Elkins on his train when
I mentioned one time that I had never been on a train.   I think he simply did not have
it in him to “interfere” or to get close.  But I did not consciously miss having a father
or wish that my grandfather were more like a father. That was just the way it was.
However, Pop was a role model in this one significant respect: His enduring
dedication to his job and to his duty as provider.

For all their bickering, it was clear that Theodore was devoted to Mary, his
wife.  After all, it was she who made a life for him, and in the long run it was a good
life.  She preceded him in death and although it was not a completely unexpected
death, he was terribly lost.  His daughter Dorothy and her husband Carl Dicken and
their little girl, Kathryn Ann, moved in with him and the pleasure of having a child in
his midst again eventually supplanted his mourning.

In February 1950, Pop fell out of bed, fracturing a bone, and was hospitalized.
Six days later he contracted bronchial pneumonia and three days after that, on March
8, he died.  His body was brought to his home of over 40 years to lie in state.  After a
funeral Mass at Saints Peter and Paul’s church, he was buried in the church cemetery.

Mary 

Mary Barbara Geatz was born February 14, 1873, the fourth child of John
and Anna Catherine Barnard Geatz (originally Goetz).  When Mary was two, her
mother died; when five, her father married Catherine Eilert.  This “Kate”  had come
to America only a few years earlier and was still  struggling with English.  She was
a good mother, my grandmother told me, and in time a well-loved “Grandma”  
to the Wallace children.

In her early childhood, both at home and in some measure at Saints Peter and
Paul’s school, Mary spoke German, but English soon became her primary language.
By the time she was my Grandma, she had forgotten most of her German, except for
a few words and the numbers and alphabet which I asked her to teach me.  From time
to time she came out with an epithet that sounded like Scheit Pocke, which she
refused to translate.  Grandma had no trace of a German accent.  She did use a number
of incorrect English expressions which might have been derived from German
grammatical forms; for example, “That’s hisn (his), this is hern (hers) and that there
is yourn (yours).” Another peculiarity was her use of the past participle instead of the
simple past tense, as in “I taken my medicine already.”

Not long after Mary’s new mother came, she and her older sister Katie
acquired two new brothers and a sister, whom they undoubtedly helped take care of,
and they shared the household duties as well.  With seven children, a husband and a
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house to manage, the mother needed all the help she could get.

Life’s pleasures in my grandmother’s youth were simple.  She told me more
than once about her delight when the yearly butchering, presumably a neighborhood
affair, was done on the Geatz property. The kids tied strings to pieces of a slaughtered
animal’s “lights” - lungs, that is - and dangled them to cook in the vats of boiling
water in the yard. I would make a face and Grandma would emphatically assure me,
Oh, they was delicious!

In her young womanhood, Mary (going by a photograph) was a petite, dark-
haired girl, with a sweet round face accentuated by large dark eyes.  She and Katie,
and later half-sister Maggie, liked to dance and tried to keep up with the current dance
styles.  (Grandma demonstrated for me how they did the schottische, which was like
a polka, I later learned.) Then, unexpectedly, came the shattering loss of Katie, dead
of pneumonia at 24.  Mary was only 20.

I knew Grandma as a rather mild-mannered lady.  But one of her daughters told
me that she was quite assertive when it came to keeping her young children in line and
knew when a healthy smack was the best discipline.  While she was soft-spoken as a
rule, she c o u l draise her voice when it was called for - such as to jolt unruly kids into
submission or to tell her husband off when he was clearly out of line in her view.

From my earliest recollections of Grandma, she looked like I thought a
grandmother (in those days) should look: She combed her black hair back softly and
fixed it into a bun on her neck.  (She never had more than a few grey hairs.) She used
no makeup.  At home she wore a plain housedress of neutral shade; in public, a dress,
coat and hat of black or navy.  I remember her as a rather short woman, not fat but
somewhat pear-shaped.  

Grandma’s meals were robust and plentiful - German-influenced American, or
maybe the other way round.  She learned about specialty meats when she was a girl
and saw no reason why her family should not enjoy something different now and
then: beef heart, liver, calf brains (mixed with eggs and scrambled), pickled beef
tongue.  One of her German specialties was ponhaus, a congealed loaf made of corn
meal, finely ground meat and spices, sliced and fried and eaten with butter and syrup
- something like scrapple, available even today in the deli section.  My grandmother’s
most respected accomplishment was her bread.  No smell on earth is as delightful as
that which waked me up on a Saturday morning - that of good white bread baking in
Grandma’s oven.  It was a bread with substance.  On the rare occasions when we had
to eat store-bought bread, my grandfather complained that it was nothing but a puff
of wind. Who needed dessert when you could have a thick slice of homemade bread
with butter and homemade preserves!
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While Grandma’s baking days were delightful, her clothes washing days were
awful.  Every Monday, rain or shine.  She had an electric washing machine, with
built-in ringer, as long as I can remember, but she told me about the old days when
water had to be heated on the kitchen stove and poured into big tubs in which the
clothes were rubbed clean on a washboard - corrugated metal attached to a wooden
frame.  But even with a washing machine, Grandma would literally boil badly soiled
clothes (such as her husband’s railroader’s things) in a large rectangular boiler,
stirring and removing them with a sawed-off broom handle.  In warm weather, the
washing was done on the back porch off the kitchen; in the winter it was done in the
kitchen.  The clothes were hung to dry in the backyard, weather permitting -
otherwise in the kitchen.  The washday smell was one I will never forget.

My grandmother’s pleasures were simple.  She had had only an elementary
education, but she liked to read, scanning the newspapers each day and reciting to herself
her daily prayers from her prayer book.  I remember the pleasure she found in reading
Gone With the Wind when it was serialized in the daily paper during the late Thirties.
On the radio, she enjoyed the Ave Maria Hour, a weekly program, as well as Amos
‘n’ Andyand other regular shows.  One of her favorites was the Texaco Metropolitan
Opera of the Air broadcast live from New York on Saturday afternoons.  The opera’s
plot didn’t matter - the soaring arias and lush orchestrations were thrill enough.

One of her favorite social activities was playing cards, usually Setback, with
family members and friends, either at her house or theirs.  She went to most of the
card parties and Bingo games at the church hall.  During the annual two-week horse-
racing season at the Cumberland fair grounds, she would pick out her winners for the
day and, if a family member happened to be going to the races that day, would send
a few dollars along to cover her bets.  Once in a while she would attend herself.

Mary was a faithful church-goer.  On Sundays she usually went to an early
Mass, for going later would interfere with her life-long routine of preparing the
midday dinner.  She went to evening services at least once during the week; during
my time at her house, it was the Saint Anthony novena on Tuesday evenings.  (Saint
Anthony was one of her favorite saints; she called on him often to help find
something that had been lost.) Jesus, Mary and Josephwas her frequent, simple
prayer whenever she felt supernatural contact was appropriate.

Grandma Wallace was most kind to me. She nursed me when I was sick and
my mother had to be out at work.  While I was expected to help around the house,
Grandma was never demanding about it.  When she burned her hand badly from hot
melted paraffin, I washed dishes and helped her in other ways that allowed her to let
the hand heal.  She was affectionate but not demonstratively so. I liked talking to her as I
sat in the kitchen watching her bake bread.  Over the years I grew closer and closer to her.
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In the last few years of her life, Grandma seemed to have internal problems.
On her golden wedding anniversary, in October 1944, she participated in the
ceremony at the church, joined in the celebratory breakfast with the family, then
excused herself to go upstairs to bed.  After that, she was frequently “ailing” but hung
on.  In 1947, she attended my wedding but was not feeling well enough to go to the
wedding breakfast.  Later that year she became increasingly ill and took to her bed.
In September, my mother asked my wife and me if we could come down from New
York where we were living because Grandma was “very poorly” and might not live
much longer.  On September 7, the doctor said Mary Wallace was indeed dying.  All
the members of the immediate family who lived in Cumberland and I gathered in
Grandma’s bedroom - by then she was comatose - and each one kissed her. Then she
died.  The certificate said “myocarditis.”

Grandma was brought back to the house and placed in the tiny living room. I
was asked to lead the recitation of the rosary as was then traditional at Catholic
wakes. As we repeated over and over the prayer to the Blessed Mother, Hail, Mary,
full of grace, the Lord is with thee...I realized with certainty that the Lord was with
this Mary, too.

The Wallace Children

Marie Wallace, born in 1895, went from the first through the fourth grades to
Cumberland Street public school, then to Saints Peter and Paul’s parochial school for
the fifth grade in order to make her First Communion.  She studied piano with the
Sisters at Saints Peter and Paul’s and, the story goes, was to teach her sisters in turn.
For a few years she accompanied the silent movies in a local theater. There,
presumably, she met John Hoffman, a violinist, whom she married and they had a
daughter, Ruth Lee (married Edward Joyce and William “Ike” Cessna).  John died of
pneumonia rather soon and mother and daughter went back home to live.  In about
1924, Marie married Arthur Beaulieu, by whom she had six children, most of them
born in Cumberland: Marie Louise (m. John McLean), Arthur Jr. (m. Adalee Brant),
George (“Pete”) (m. Alice Schumaker), Theodore Wallace (“Wally”) (m. Vernita
Monahan), Alan (m. Donna Detherow) and Margaret Mary (m. Ricardo Hizon).  In
the early 1940’s, the Beaulieus lived for a while in Uniontown, Pennsylvania, where
Margaret Mary was born, but ultimately moved to Baltimore, Maryland.  Marie gave
private piano lessons and sometimes entertained family and friends playing popular
songs of her time. She died in Baltimore in 1978. Arthur died in Baltimore in 1983.

John Joseph Wallace, born March 27, 1897, received his elementary education
(grades 1 - 5) at Cumberland Street public school.  He married George “Georgie”
Sanner in 1923.  Their four daughters were Martha Lee (m. Robert Seafeld and Paul
Diamond), Doris Jean (m. Arthur Miller and Charles Lyman), Shirley Ann (m. Frank
Chamberlain) and Mary Elizabeth (m. Robert Wagner and Ralph Vernon).  He was
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last employed as a machinist with the Celanese Corporation in the Cumberland area.
He died in 1971 and his wife died in 1992.

Theodore Joseph (“Josie”) Wallace, born February 1899, died at the age of
about three.

Kathryn Ann Wallace, my mother, was born Apri l 22, 1901.  Some of the
events of her l ife, my views and attitudes concerning her and her influences on
me are described elsewhere in these reminiscences.  In summary, she married
Charles Webster Rohrer in 1920; they divorced in the early 30’s.  She married
G e o rge Michael Habig January 17, 1945; he died Apri l 4, 1953.  She married
Albert Dexter Hunter January 7, 1956; he died September 25, 1957.  Kathryn
died November 1, 1992.

Francis J. (“Bud”) Wallace was born in 1904.  He attended Saints Peter and
Paul’s elementary school.  As a young man he worked as a carpenter, a steel mill
worker and as an apprentice baker.  For 38 years he was a firefighter, retiring as a
captain.  He and his wife, LaVerna Karns, who were childless, then moved to
Bradenton, Florida, where he died in 1983.  He was a president of both Cumberland’s
and Bradenton’s Eagles fraternal organizations and a member of the Elks club of
Cumberland.  He was an avid hunter and fisherman and performed most of his own
household carpentry.14 His wife died in about 1985.

Margaret Josephine Wallace was born August 6, 1905.  She was a graduate of
Saints Peter and Paul’s school and of the commercial program of the affiliated
Ursuline Academy.  She worked in the offices of the Peoples Life Insurance Company
and the Kelly Springfield Tire Company, both in Cumberland.  She studied voice
under the Ursuline nuns and sang for many years in Saints Peter and Paul’s choir.  She
married Benjamin Aemmer in 1939 and moved to Akron, Ohio, returning to
Cumberland after her husband’s death.  They had no children.  She died in 1981.

George Anthony (“Pete”) Wallace was born December 28, 1907.  He finished
elementary school at Saints Peter and Paul’s and went on to LaSalle Institute in
Cumberland until the eleventh grade, when (according to one of his sisters) he got
into trouble with some other boys and was suspended and refused to return.  He got
a job and at some point bought a Maxwell, the first car in the Wallace family. As a
young man he was in amateur boxing.  For most of his life he was employed by the
Celanese Corporation in its fabric dying department, becoming a foreman.  He
worked for a period with Celanese in Mexico City.  Later he was transferred to
Hopewell, Virginia, then Charlotte, North Carolina, in supervisory positions.  He was
married to Ruth Bageant of Cumberland and their children are Janet (m. Francis
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Vergara), George Jerome (m. Carol Abrams) and Louise Elizabeth (Lana) (m.Carl
Muly).  George died in Charlotte in 1967; Ruth died in 1985. 

Dorothy Marguerite Wallace, born August 6, 1910, graduated from Saints
Peter and Paul’s and Ursuline Academy. After that, she mainly helped her mother run
the house.  She married Carl “Pete” Dicken in 1944 and they had one daughter,
Kathryn Ann (Mrs. Frank) Russo, with whom she made her home following Pete’s
death in 1966. Dorothy died February 17,1998.

Madelyn Hildagarde Wallace, born September 17, 1913, was also an Ursuline
graduate.  She was employed by Rosenbaum’s Department Store in Cumberland for
several years.  During World War II she worked for Greyhound transportation in

Cumberland.  After the war she
went to Washington where she
was with the Pennsylvania
Railroad.  She married Harry F.
Rizer, of Cumberland, in 1948 in
Washington.  They resided in
Cumberland where their
children Mary Ann (m. Michael
Dunevant) and Harry Jr.(“Bud”)
(m. Anne Williams) were born.
She was a salesperson at
W h i t a c r e ’s Gift Shop in
Cumberland, and was later
employed as a nurse’s aide at
Sacred Heart Hospital.  Madelyn
was a member of Saints Peter
and Paul’s choir for many years.
Harry died in 1981. Madelyn
died Dcember 6, 2005.

Regina Barbara Wallace was
born February 27, 1915.  After
graduating from Ursuline, she
became a registered nurse upon
completing training at the
Allegany Hospital School of
Nursing in Cumberland.  During
World War II she was

commissioned in the Army Nurse Corps and served in the Caribbean area.  She
married Major (later Colonel) Emory Cofield, U.S. Air Force, in 1943.  They had a
daughter, Barbara Ann (m. Robert Wood).  Regina and her husband were divorced
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and she returned to Cumberland where she practiced nursing at Sacred Heart Hospital
until her death in 1977.

ii - Wallace Family Roots

John and Emily (Martin) Wallace

The progenitor of my Wallace line in America, my great-great grandfather,
was John Wallace, who was born in 1813 in Ireland of Scotch-Irish ancestry, and who
came to the United States before 1837.  Christ Church (Episcopal) of Baltimore,
Maryland, records the marriage in 1837 of John Wallace and Emily Martin.  I am
confident, although lacking positive proof, that this couple is the same John Wallace
and Emily Martin Wallace, my great-grandparents, who are entered in the 1850
census of Cumberland, Maryland. The census also lists their children, Sarah and
John, as well as James, who became the father of Theodore Wallace. John’s
occupation was entered in the 1850 census as “auctioneer.”

It is conjectured that Emily returned to Baltimore after 1850, for on May 8,
1854, a son William H. was born there.  There are indications that John remained in
Cumberland, including the following humorous anecdote written by Theodore in his
family record book: 

Do not know anything about Grand Parents on 
Father’s side.  Only seen Grand Father once when
I was a small kid or a very little boy [this 
would be about 1878]. Then he kidnapped another
boy and taken him home thinking he had me and
was taking me home to my mother.  This happened
on Paca St near Ritters Brewery.

Nothing else is known about John and Emily nor of their children, John and
Sarah.  In fact, little information survives about their son James.  However, about
William a fair amount is known, primarily because his military records were located.

William H. Wallace enlisted in the United States Army in 1879 and saw action
in the Indian Wars as a cavalryman until discharged for disability in 1882.  His service
included the campaign against the Apache Indians in Arizona and against the
Muscalaro Indians, the Apaches and the Renegates in New Mexico.  He married
Annie E. (surname not found) and in 1881 had a son, Mantz O. Wallace.  In 1900,
according to census records, he and his family were living in Washington, D.C.  From
1909 to 1919 he resided at the Old Soldiers’Home in Washington.  Sometime after
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1918, he was authorized a modest disability pension based on “disease of the heart
contracted from hard service.” In 1920, also based on the census, he was again living
with his wife in Washington.  He returned to the Old Solders’Home in 1925 and
remained there until his death in 1936.  He left $48.00 in cash, no personal or real
property.  His nephew Theodore Wallace arranged for his burial in Arlington National
Cemetery,Arlington, Virginia (lot number 20697).  William H. Wallace’s wife, Annie,
had preceded him in death.

I remember “Uncle Bill” on the occasion of one or two visits to the Theodore
Wallace home in Cumberland.  He was characteristically Wallace: short (5’6”), fair
complexion, blue eyes.  

James and Anna (Gramlich) Wallace

John and Emily’s son, James Wallace, my great-grandfather, was born in
1844, according to the 1850 census as well as his son Theodore Wallace’s record of
J a m e s ’s age at death.  He married Anna Gramlich at St. Patrick’s church,
Cumberland, in 1873.   Their children, in the order of their birth as well as their
baptism in St. Patrick’s church were: Theodore (1873); John Joseph (1875 - died
young); James William (1876), who married Elizabeth Oliver and had children Anna,
Elloise and Willanette; another John Joseph (1878), who married Margaret Nallen
and had John and James; and Margaret Mary (1880), whose husband was Ira
Patterson, with children Virginia and Francis. John became a prosperous bakery
owner in Elkins, West Virginia.  Margaret and her husband also settled in Elkins.
James William (known by his middle name) was for many years a deep sea fisherman
at Solomons, Maryland and later moved with his family to Baltimore.

The marriage of James and Anna appears to have been a struggling one.  In
1880, according to the census, James was a “laborer” - a vague generic term used then
in census reports - and had worked three months during the census period.   He died
in 1914 and was buried on Theodore’s lot in Saints Peter and Paul’s cemetery.

My great-grandmother, Anna Gramlich Wallace, was of German parentage:
Her father, Martin, arrived in the U.S. from Baden (Germany) in 1841, settled in
Cumberland, Maryland and was naturalized in 1847. By 1850 he was a merchant and
landlord.  In 1844 he married Elisabeth Tieman (variants of both her given name and
her surname appear in other documents), who was also of German descent.  In
addition to Anna, they had children John, Barbara and Margaret.

My great-grandmother died in 1920 after an epileptic seizure. She, too, was
buried in the Theodore Wallace lot.
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iii - Geatz Family Roots

My grandmother Mary Geatz Wallace’s parents were born in Bavaria
(Germany).  Johann Goetz (in America changed to John Geatz) was born in 1834 to
Josef and Catharina (Reuterin) Goetz.  His wife Anna Catharina Barnard was born in
1832 to Josef and Margaretha (Baner) Barnard.  In 1860 Johann and Anna immigrated
to the United States.  On the ship’s passenger list they were entered as Johann Goetz,
farmer, and Anna Goetz, indicating that they were married.  They had undoubtedly
been married in a civil ceremony, because ten days after arriving in the port of
Baltimore, they were married in a religious ceremony at Saints Peter and Paul’s
church in Cumberland, Maryland.  Why they settled in Cumberland is not recorded.

John and Anna Catharine had four children: Joseph, George, Catharine and
Mary Barbara.  Anna Catharine died in 1875 when Mary was two years old.

In 1878, John married Catharine Eilert, who had come to the United States
from Hanover (Germany) in 1872.  They had three children: John, William and
Margaret, who married Chester King.

John Sr.’s occupation in 1880 was “worker in a lumber yard,” according to the
census for that year. In that same year, the Geatzes lived on Cumberland Street on
property that I remember (years later) as quite large for an urban residence.  A large
part of the property was planted in vegetables, some of which were sold locally,
undoubtedly providing a necessary element of the family income. Beginning around
1880, John owned one or more saloons in downtown Cumberland (one named The
Rivoli), precursors to Geatz’s Restaurant on Paca Street existing today.

John died in 1900.  Kate lived on until 1923.15
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15Charles William Rohrer, biographical sketch, John Geatz, September 1991 (Revised November 1991).


