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This document provides an insight into the research and the writing of The History of the 
Weidenhofer Families in Australia 1864 – 2004. Mainly focusing on the family history in 
Germany. The book is available from the Genealogy Society of South Australia, and other 
libraries in most states of Australia. 
Introduction 
Written by Wyn Allen, from research commissioned in Germany. The author would like to 
acknowledge the assistance of Herr Ulrich Budler for his research efforts on her behalf 
The Weidenhöfer Name 
The German surname Weidenhöfer is of toponymic origin, deriving from the name of the  
place, where the original bearer of the name once lived or held land. In this instance, the 
surname  Weidenhöfer derives from places named Weidenhöf and Weidenhöffen, which can 
be found in  many areas of Germany.  
Someone who hailed from one of these towns or villages could have been named 
Weidenhöfer. The ending ‘er’ is usually found in names, deriving from a toponym,  
indicating ‘coming from’. The surname and place name Weidenhöfer consist of two 
elements. 
The initial element Weiden derives from the Middle High German and Middle Low German 
‘wide’ meaning ‘willow  tree’ and the Middle High German and Middle Low German ‘weide’ 
meaning ‘meadow’, or  ‘pasture’. The element Weiden could also be of patronymic origin, 
deriving from the name of the father of the original bearer. Here, the element derives from 
the Germanic personal name Widu, which in turn derives from the Old High German ‘witu’ 
meaning ‘wood’, ‘forest’ or from the Old  High German ‘wit’ meaning ‘wide’. 
The second element ‘höfer’ is locative origin, deriving from a feature, either man made or 
natural, near which the original bearer of the name once lived or held land. Here, the 
element  ‘höfer’ derives from the German term ‘hof ’ meaning ‘farm’. 
The surname Weidenhofer indicates, that a farm was located near a willow tree or a pasture 
or, someone by the personal name Weide was the founder of a settlement and the 
settlement was  named after his farm. 
The surname Weidenhofer and its variant form of Weidenhöf and Weidenhöffer can be 
found in documents dating back to the sixteenth century. One Hans Weidenhöffer who 
hailed from  the town of Nuernberg, was a citizen of Kempten, as documents for the year 
1572 indicate. 
Blazon of Arms: Argent, a willow tree proper. Translation: The willow tree is an example of 
the heraldic practice of canting,  meaning, it acts as a pun on the origin of the surname. 
Crest: The tree as in the arms.  Origin: Germany. 
This information was researched by H.R.C. – Verification of Authenticity, hereby, affixed 
with  signature of researcher on this day 30 October 1992. Registration Number 28792.  
Supplied by Paul Weidenhofer. 



German Origins 
As far back as 1610, records indicate that there were families by the name of Weidenhöfer, 
living in the neighbouring villages of Baden, Achim, Morsum and Bierden in Germany. These 
villages eventually merged forming the town of Achim, situated on the River Weser, south of 
Hamburg.  
There is some conflicting information as to exactly which village in the area some of the 
records relate. This is understandable as names and boundaries change over time. Language, 
and the lack of a centralised record system, makes research in Germany very time 
consuming, expensive and complicated. The information we have gathered on the families 
and the villages is included in this book as a good starting point for anybody who may wish 
to pursue future family research. 
These Weidenhöfer families owned small farms with one of them possessing a large 
windmill which was operated by several generations of the family for over 100 years. The 
mill still stands in Achim (in 2002) although not in operation. It is documented that in 1784, 
Johann Hinrich Weidenhöfer was born in Baden, Hanover, Germany and at the age of twenty 
two, married Anna Margareta Wichmann in her home village, Morsum. The couple had 
eleven children, several of whom died as infants.  
However, four of the surviving children, form the basis for this book (The Weidenhöfer 
Families in Australia). They are Johann (the fifth child), Diedrich Hinrich (seventh), Margrete 
Alheit (ninth) and Sophie (eleventh).  
In the 17th Century, Achim was part of the Kingdom of Hanover in north-west Germany 
which was ruled by Ernest Augustus who married Sophie, the granddaughter of King James 
1st of England. In 1714, their son, George Louis, became King George 1st of England. For 
almost 125 years his descendants became the rulers of England and Hanover. During King 
George 111 reign, there were strong links between England and Hanover. 
In 1788, Captain James Cook, an English explorer, discovered the “Great South Land” which 
he claimed for England and named it Australia. With the overcrowding of English prisons, 
many prisoners were transported to Australia, where prisons were built to house them. 
In the early 19th century, many hundreds of British people were sailing to Australia as 
“free settlers”. In about 1830 in London, a group of influential businessmen established the 
South Australian Company and organised plans to sell land in South Australia to people 
interested in settling in a new colony. George Fife Angas, a founding member of the S.A. 
Company, offered assistance to English and German labourers wishing to migrate to South 
Australia. But there were many German families who made their own plans to migrate. 
Amongst these groups were four Weidenhöfer citizens. The first to make the journey was 
Johann Weidenhöfer, who, in 1846, with his wife, Wilhelmine and four children – Anna, 
Johann Wilhelm, Georg and Adelheid, left Bremerhaven in the 500 ton, 3 masted barque 
“Pauline” and after a three month voyage, arrived in Adelaide in September 1846.  
Accompanying them was Johann’s younger sister, Margrete Alheit, who later changed her 
name to Anna Margareta (her mother’s name.) 
In 1854, Johann’s youngest brother, Diedrich Hinrich (later Diedrich Heinrich) left Hamburg 
on the “Reiherstieg” with his wife, Becka and their two sons, Johannes Heinrich and Johann, 
and Diedrich’s youngest sister Sophie. 
Anna married Johann Behrend Lamcken and, Sophie (later Sophia) married Johann Heinrich 
Wehr. These four families became industrious and worthy citizens, contributing much to the 
development of South Australia. 



German Villages 
Vegesack 
Wilhelmine Zuhlke was born in Vegesack, and it was here that she married Johann  
Weidenhöfer in 1839. Johann and Wilhelmine’s first four children were also born in 
Vegesack so we  can presume that they lived there until they emigrated to South Australia 
on 8 June 1846.  The name Vegesack is first mentioned in 1453, starting from the pub 
‘Thom Fegesacke’.  Vegesack is located in the northern end of Bremen, at the mouth of the 
River Lesum, and beside  the River Weser, where for almost four hundred years it was a 
major maritime and shipbuilding  centre. The harbour at Vegesack was built between 1619 
and 1623, and town privileges were  received in 1852. In 1939, Vegesack was integrated into 
the town of Bremen where today it is a  suburb of the city. 
Achim 
Achim has been the centre of our branch of the Weidenhofer family for many generations.  
The three separate original villages of Achim, Bierden and Baden are now all incorporated 
into the  town of Achim. Achim lies in the valley of the River Weser, in beautiful marshlands 
and is the  largest town in the district of Verden in Lower Saxony. The town is about twenty 
kilometres south  east of the Hanseatic port of Bremen. Achim is connected to Bremen by 
the autobahn to Hanover, and a train line. In Achim they speak Low German.   
A Brief History of Achim: 

The earliest reference to Achim is as the location of a dispute between an Archbishop 
and a nobleman in 1091. 

 In 1573 the town was burnt down with the exception of the stone church and a few 
of the houses. 

 In 1626 during the 30 years war King Christian of Denmark was dining in Achim. 
An exploding gunpowder wagon set fire to the town and this time only the 
church survived. 

 From 1644 Achim was occupied by the Swedes. 
 In 1712 Achim was occupied by the Danes. 
 In 1715 under terms of a peace agreement and sale, the Elector of Hanover 

acquired the duchy including Achim. 
 From 1757 during the seven years war, the French occupied Achim. 
 In 1813 there was a battle between the Russian Cossacks and French troops near 

the windmill. 
 In 1815 under the Congress of Vienna, Achim became part of the Kingdom of 

Hanover. 
 In 1847 the railway line between Bremen and Hanover was opened and Achim had 

a station on this line. 
 In 1853 cigar factories were set up in Achim on account of tax conditions. 
 In 1855 the shire of Achim was created out of Gohgericht. 
 In 1929 Borstel was included. 
 In 1932 as part of a land administrative reform the former shires of Achim and 

Verden were combined. Achim lost the administrative office. 
 In 1949 Achim received town status. 
 In 1972 Achim, Baden, Bierden, Bollen, Embsen, Uesen and Uphu were combined 

into one district 
 In 1989 Achim became an independent city. 



Oyten 
Christian Weidenhöfer was born in Oyten, so there is a connection but the details have not 
been researched. Oyten is located ten kilometres to the east of Bremen and five kilometres 
north of Achim. The three towns would form a twenty-kilometre triangle. I was not able to 
find any historical information on Oyten. 
Visits to Achim  
Wynifred Hope Weidenhöfer 
The highlight of a six weeks holiday in Europe in 1952, was a visit to Georg Weidenhöfer in 
Achim, Germany. Georg, was a cousin of my grandfather, George Weidenhöfer in Adelaide, 
South Australia.  
An English girl friend and I stayed for two days with Georg and his family. Despite language 
being a bit of a problem, I learnt a lot about their village, Achim. I have vivid memories of 
Georg showing us the huge windmill, not far from his house. The mill was operated by many 
generations of Weidenhöfers, grinding the grain into flour, for the local farmers. 
At the time, I did not realise that the little old lady, Marie Bischoff (née Seekamp), who sat 
by me patting  my knees and stroking my face must have been the sister of Georg’s wife 
Adele (née Seekamp). 
I now assume that my great grandmother, Becka (née Seekamp) and Adele must have  been 
related. This would also explain the correspondence between Georg Weidenhöfer in 
Germany  and George Weidenhofer in Australia. A most enjoyable visit, but since Georg’s 
death in 1956, contact with the German  family has been lost. 
The following Memorial Notices appeared in the Achim newspaper: 

‘Georg Weidenhöfer 
He was 75 when he left us. His true ‘German shooting skills’, we will never forget, 
especially the younger members. We will never forget him after his death. We ask every 
member and colleague to be present on Wednesday 19.12.56 at 1.30p.m. to be present 
at the funeral.’ 
And: 
‘He was taken from us, a loved father, father in law, and grand father. The mill owner, 
Georg Weidenhöfer in his 75th year.’ 
Listed were his family members: 
‘Georg Fritz Weidenhöfer and his wife, Anni (née Rabe) 
Hans Puvogel and his wife Annemarie (née Weidenhöfer) 
Dr.Wilhelm Feldmann and his wife Ingeborg (née Weidenhöfer) 
Widow, Marie Bischoff (née Seekamp) 
And six grandchildren.’ 

The newspaper information was researched for me by Herr Ulrich Budler, an archivist in 
Achim, with whom I corresponded for several years. But when I asked Mr. Budler to verify 
my theory that, Marie Bischoff and Becka were related, he just replied (in English) that 
‘Seekamp in Germany, is like Smith in Australia!’ So the puzzle remains. 
Submitted by Wyn Allen  



Valma Maureen Calvert 
In May 1963, whilst on a three month tour of Europe with three friends, I managed to find 
my way to Achim. Knowing little German proved to be a bit of a problem at first, although 
my sister Diana had written a letter with a brief outline of our branch of the family – in 
German, by way of introduction. On asking directions we were directed to the home of Dr. 
Feldmann, the area vet at 46,Muhlerstrasse.We were met at the door by his wife Ingeborg 
(Georg-Fritz Weidenhofer’s sister), who had been contacted and was expecting us. A 
neighbour who spoke quite good English arrived, followed soon after by Georg-Fritz who 
lived down the road at number 53. Ingeborg’s daughter also arrived home. She was about 
fourteen or fifteen years old, and was only called ‘Kinder’, meaning child. I never managed 
to find out her name. Afternoon tea was brought in and they decided that we had to stay the 
night – would not take ‘no’ for an answer. Besides, Georg said, we had to stay for supper and 
a celebratory evening, and he wanted to hear more about the Weidenhofers in Australia. 
About 6pm Ingeborg’s husband and son, Peter, arrived home. Peter was at University and 
spoke good English. Despite the short notice, Ingeborg provided a plentiful and delicious 
supper for her four unexpected guests. Georg and his wife Ethel, arrived back at 7.30pm for 
a party. Despite the communication problems, the party was a merry one,with lots of 
laughter.Georg was a really jovial character and definitely the ‘life of the party’. He spent the 
evening trying to replenish our glasses with Schnapps, and when that failed, beer proposing 
one toast after another. The evening sped by with Georg and Ethel reluctantly leaving about 
1am. Peter was leaving early the next morning, so we said farewell to him that night. I 
cannot remember what he was studying, but he was very sports minded, and had 
represented Germany in athletics.He was training with the Olympic team and was hoping to 
be selected for the following years ‘Games’. I wonder if he was. 
The next morning, after breakfast, Georg arrived to take us to the ‘farm’. First we saw the 
mares and foals in the stables, and then outside to see two fine stallions (both racers) 
brought out of their stalls and paraded especially for us by two grooms. What magnificent 
animals they were! Next we were taken to the windmill, built in 1734 – it was working so we 
saw the works inside and out. Following this, we went to the farmhouse to see pictures of 
ancestors, also awards and trophies won over many years. The history of the windmill is 
written in the front of a very old family bible. Georg insisted that I write something in the 
accompanying guest book, which was to be included in a history of the family and farm. 
Reluctantly, as we could have spent longer at the farm quite happily, we returned to Inge’s 
house where she and the Doctor had coffee and biscuits awaiting us. They helped us pack 
the car, and we said our farewells in the early afternoon after a most enjoyable twenty four 
hours. I remember Georg as a jovial, friendly, caring person. Ethel was somewhat 
over-shadowed by her husband, but was a sweet lady. Ingeborg and her husband William 
Feldmann were ever welcoming and could not do enough for us. It was an all too short 
meeting, which I shall never forget. Thirtyeight years later I have often wondered about 
them in the years since our visit.  
Submitted by Valma Bickerstaffe (née Calvert) 
John Wealthy 
While travelling through Europe during 1998, Chris made a special detour to Achim, 
Germany. He knew that his Weidenhöfer ancestors had lived in the area for many 
generations, and he set out to find any records of the family. 
Using his video camera, he made a very interesting and comprehensive documentary of the 
town. 



Rosemary Ann Wealthy 
On 12 October 2001, my friend Jess and I boarded a plane to fly to Frankfurt – the start of 
our five week holiday in Germany and France. 
When we were planning the itinerary for Germany, I asked Jess if she would mind if we 
travelled to Achim, the small town my family had come from. She was wholeheartedly in 
favour of the idea, knowing how much it would mean to me.  
So it was that, on 16 October we caught the local train from Bremen to Achim, a mere 
twenty-minute trip. I was very excited as we approached the Achim station, but I knew that 
this was not going to be easy! I was hoping to be able to find the Weidenhofer family home, 
and the church where the family worshipped. I did not have an address of the house or even 
the name of the church. Nor did we have a map of Achim! 
Where to start? Following our noses from the station, we soon found ourselves in a main 
shopping street. Our first impression was that this was a very picturesque town, with some 
quaint old buildings and lovely trees. We went into a Post Office to ask directions to the 
local church, but the woman behind the counter did not speak any English.  
Luckily, a young man entered the post office just then, and the woman asked him to help 
us, as he spoke English well. He gave us directions to St. Laurence’s church, and off we went 
to find it. We were still not sure if it was the right church, but it was a place to start our 
search. When we arrived there, we were agreeably surprised to find a lovely red brick 
church, standing among trees in a beautifully kept cemetery. 
Some renovation was being done near the entrance porch, but we went inside and then 
climbed the stairs to the little gallery above. The church was freshly painted, and simply 
decorated. A pile of calendars for 2002 with photos of the church was lying alongside the 
organ in the gallery, with a box for people to put their money. I just had to have one!  
There was a woman kneeling in the front pew, praying. We were a little embarrassed 
because she was crying quietly and obviously distressed about something. Near the back 
door was a large pin-up board. On the board parishioners, both adults and children, had 
pinned notes expressing their horror at the events of 11 September 2001 (the terrorist 
attack on the World Trade Centre in New York) and praying for world peace, and for the 
families of those killed. We stopped to read them, and I was extremely moved by what I 
read. I wrote my own note, and pinned it on the board. 
We moved out into the cemetery, where we searched every row until Jess found the 
tombstones of four of the Weidenhofer family – Georg and his wife, Adele (née Seekamp) 
and T.F. Heinrich Weidenhöfer and his wife, Catherine (née Petersen). Naturally, we took 
photos of the headstones. It was a strange experience to stand alongside the graves of four 
people I had never met, but to whom I was presumably related. 
Leaving the cemetery, we walked back to the main shopping area, and found ourselves in 
the middle of a bustling street market. What a wonderful sight! The street was lined with 
stalls selling fruit and vegetables, seafood, sausages, cheeses, olives, clothes and much 
more. People bustled about, chattering and laughing. Everyone seemed cheerful and good 
humoured. 
A teacher stood in the street, surrounded by a group of youngsters who were eager to spend 
their money. A young man persuaded us to try some of his marinated olives and garlic 
prawns – what a delight! We had never tasted anything so good. He also gave us a free recipe 
book to take away to remember Achim. 
We decided then and there to buy our lunch at the market, and what would be nicer than a 
herring roll! A seafood stall nearby seemed like just the thing – the display of fish and 
shellfish was magnificent. There was one herring roll left on a tray, so we pointed to that. 
The two ladies behind the counter did not speak English, but there was much interest in our 
Australian accent, and good humoured laughter as we tried to explain that we wanted a 
second roll, but with curried herring. 
A customer standing next to us helpfully translated for us, and immediately the lady went 
out the back of the van, and was gone for a while. It was only when she returned with a roll 



in a paper bag that I realized she had gone to the bakery and bought a roll, in order that she 
could give me what I wanted. We were very touched by her eagerness to help. The rolls 
tasted great too! 
We sat down on a park bench not far away to eat our rolls, and watched a group of 
schoolchildren chatting and joking with each other before walking home for lunch. They 
looked as if they were thoroughly enjoying life! The market continued to buzz. 
The Rathaus (Town Hall) was just nearby, so we decided that this was the best place to make 
enquiries about the Weidenhofer home. The lady there was very helpful indeed. She looked 
up the Weidenhofer family on her computer database, and was able to give us the address 
of the house, and also informed us that the house was now rented. She produced a map of 
the town, marked the route clearly for us, and wished us well in our endeavours. Once more 
we were impressed by the friendliness and the effort people made to help us. 
We soon found our way to Muellenstrasse, (Mill Street) and the Weidenhofer home at the far 
end of it, just near the old mill, which gave the street its name. It still looks magnificent, and 
towers above the neighbouring houses. Photo time again! We first went to look at the 
stables, which adjoined the house. The lady in the Rathaus had told us that the family 
owned a riding school, and horses were still kept there. Unfortunately, the stables were 
empty, and there was no one in attendance but a black cat. As a fanatical cat lover, I just 
had to have a photo of myself with the cat! We were excited to see the old German writing 
above the stable door, and the name Weidenhofer clearly identifiable among the other 
names. I really felt quite emotional. 
I knocked at the front door of the house, and it was answered by a man with a wry smile 
and a grey beard, who immediately called to a woman somewhere inside. She came to the 
door, and I explained who I was, and that I had come to see the family home. She turned out 
to be the sister of the woman who now rents the house. She herself was just on the point of 
leaving to go shopping, so I contented myself with looking at the house from the outside.  
The house is on a corner, and so we turned off Muellenstrasse and walked along the side 
road until it petered out at the entrance to some paddocks where the Weidenhofer horses 
were visible in the distance. Handsome looking horses. Pity we could not entice them over 
for a pat! 
We walked back to the main street, and decided to complete our refreshments with Kaffee 
and Kuchen (Coffee and Cake). A light and airy coffee shop amply met our needs. A smiling 
and pleasant woman served us the most delicious coffee and cheesecake. On the wall in the 
shop, we found some interesting old photos of Achim and some of its residents from 
generations past, so we spent some minutes looking at these. The market that was so busy 
earlier had all but closed for the day – most of the stallholders had packed up, and the 
street looked quite deserted compared to the morning. We tried on some shoes in a shoe 
shop, and although the shop did not have exactly what we wanted, the attendant was 
particularly helpful. 
The day had gone so quickly, and already it was time to return to Bremen. All the way back 
on the train, we spoke of how pretty the town was, how well kept and clean the streets and 
houses were and how friendly the people were. I don’t imagine that I will ever have the 
chance to return to Achim, but I am delighted that my memories of the town are such 
pleasant ones. 
Submitted by Rosemary Ann Wealthy 
 



About the Authors  
Wyn Allen 
If someone had explained to me seven and a half years ago, the intricacies and difficulties 
which are involved in writing a family history book, I am sure that I would not have had the 
courage to begin such a project.  
However, having visited the area in Germany where our ancestors originated, my curiosity 
was aroused, and the enthusiastic support which I have received from so many family 
members has enabled me to record some details of our ancestors. 
I am humbled by the sacrifices made by my two cousins, Carlien and Barry, thus enabling 
me to achieve my ambition to complete this book. Their wisdom, patience and expertise 
must not be underestimated.  
Carlien Melrose 
After the Weidenhöfer gathering in 1998, Wyn, who is my first cousin, wanted to investigate 
and record the history of the Weidenhöfers who settled in Australia. Because it was difficult 
for her to visit the many facilities available for research, I volunteered to do this for her; 
little realizing what this would entail. This detective-type work was a task that I enjoyed 
immensely and it became almost an addiction, as it is with most genealogists. While 
contacting the descendants of Sophie Wehr (née Weidenhöfer) I have met so many 
interesting, friendly and helpful people and my unaccustomed efforts to write their stories 
have been guided by Wyn, whilst Barry has taught me much about the use of the computer 
and systematic recording. I thank both of them and my ever patient husband, Ron.  
Barry Malcolm 
I grew up in Perth, Western Australia, being told “our name is really Weidenhöfer, it was 
changed to Malcolm after the First World War”. To a young child this strange sounding 
German name was quite a mystery.  
Over the years, there were many discussions about our family’s history but always about the 
Malcolm side. Part of the problem was that our grandfather Wilhelm Weidenhöfer, would 
never discuss his Weidenhöfer ancestors, and so nothing was known and they remained an 
unsolved mystery.  
In the early 1970s, I rang several of the Weidenhöfers listed in the South Australian 
phonebook. It is not an exaggeration to say the reaction to my telephone calls was 
unfriendly and total disinterest in my request for family information. The response was 
disappointing and ended my attempts to make contact with the Weidenhöfers. I eventually 
located the birth and marriage certificates for my grandparents and that is where my 
research ended.  
In 1997, I retired and decided to renew my research into our family history. Progress was 
made on several of the branches of the family but nothing on the Weidenhöfers. Eventually, 
in 1997 my cousin Clive Malcolm who with his wife Fay was holidaying near Lobethal in 
South Australia phoned Bob Weidenhöfer to had a chat about their possible relationship. It 
appeared that our grandfather had been a witness at Bob’s grandfather’s wedding. Other 
phone calls led to contact with Jenny Church. Jenny suggested that Clive contacts Wyn Allen 
who was researching the family. So, the connection was finally made.  
Sometimes fate must step in and guide you in the right direction.  
I attended the 1998 family gathering with my wife Lynnette, son Gregory and, Clive and Fay. 
Malcolm. It was wonderful to actually meet other Weidenhöfers after what had been a thirty 
year search. When it was decided to actually write a book, I casually offered to help if I 
could. As the book would be written in Adelaide and I lived in Perth, it was hard to imaging 
just how I might be of assistance. The distance proved not to be a problem. By sending, 
what by now must be thousands of e-mail and, making many hundreds of telephone calls, 
the task has been successfully completed.  



The book has taken about five years to complete, and I wish to acknowledge the patience of 
my wife and children during that time. I also wish to personally acknowledge two other 
people, who are not members of the family, but have made significant contributions to the 
printing of the book.  
Firstly, Gabriella McNally, of PK Print whose expertise in typesetting and the layout of the 
book has transformed the original manuscript.  
Secondly, Debra Hill for her most valuable comments in the exacting task of proof reading.  
And finally to Wyn Allen, a very modest person, who has produced a family record that will 
be treasured for many generations.  


