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Emilie 
Chapter 1: 

1907 to 1923, 
My Childhood in Romania. 

 
 
The first memory of my childhood is a photograph of me and my aunt Katja, the youngest sister of my 
mother.  As a child, I always maintained that my uncle Adolf, the youngest brother of my mother, took 
the photograph with his pocket watch.  Since I could not be persuaded otherwise, my mother finally told 
me:  "Most likely, you would not hold still for the picture, so your uncle got your attention with his 
pocket watch."  That picture is the first memory of my childhood.  It was taken before uncle [my 
brother] Albert was born; his birthday is on January 18, 1910.  
 
As a child, I was told, that I spent a lot of time with my grandparents and my aunt Bertha in Cobadin.  
My grandfather, Jakob Brenner, had a beautiful orchard in which he had his own bee hives.  We had a 
good time at our grandparents.  For Supper we always had tea.  The tea pot always stood beside the 
table on a certain chair, also decked with honey bread and sheep cheese, which was tasty and for 
everyone.  I was not alone at my grandparents.  My cousin Klara came almost every day, for aunt 
Bertha, my mother's sister, lived approximately half a kilometer away from my grandparents.  But yet 
we were afraid of that trip and we often had to be accompanied by adults for in Cobadin also lived 
Tataren (Turks).  The Tataren had vicious dogs, and the children of the Tataren chased us because we 
were afraid of them.  Many times aunt Katja came out to meet us, when she saw us coming on that 
wide road of Cobadin, where you could see a long ways. 
 
In our old homeland there was much to do during the summer time.  In Fachrie, where my parents 
lived, most people had their own vineyards.  "Grosspapa" (my father, Wilhelm Fein) also had half a 
hectare of a vineyard.  As children, as soon as we could give a helping hand, we were taken along to the 
vineyard to work.  We had to gather up the cut vines after the pruning.  The work was not hard, but the 
bending down was harder on adults. 
 
So passed our childhood.  When I was five years old I had to go the Romanian Kindergarten.  All 
children had to go.  Kindergarten was not far.  It was right across the street from my parent’s house.  In 
Kindergarten we learned first of all to speak Romanian, for at home we only spoke German.  Our teacher 
was an elderly woman.  She was always dressed entirely in black, yet she taught us how to speak 
Romanian.  Soon we could sing simple songs in Romanian and recite little poems, some of which I still 
know today. 
 
Fachrie was not a large village.  There lived about 80 to 90 families, of which only one family was 
Romanian.  The village was almost completely German.  We had a German house of prayer, and a 
German teacher, who was hired and paid by the German congregation.  This teacher also led the 
worship service on Sundays and served the spiritual needs of the congregation.  He also had to teach 
German to all the children.  But the teaching of German was allowed only for one hour a day.  This hour 
was divided in this way: first religion, then reading and writing.  Arithmetic was not allowed during this 
hour, neither was there any time for it.  All the children were in one room, and in spite of the many 
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difficulties and inconveniences almost everyone knew Luther's Catechism fluently by heart from 
beginning to end by the time they graduated. 
 
On Sunday afternoons the teacher taught Sunday school.  All children of school age had to attend 
Sunday school, even if they were already confirmed.  Special attention was paid to the confirmands.  No 
one was permitted to be absent without an excuse.  Every Sunday they had to copy one page out to the 
Bible into their Sunday School Book.  All young people had to conform.  If someone refused to fit into 
this order he/she was not permitted to serve as a godparent, or be a bridesmaid, or groom attendant at 
a wedding. 
 
The teacher had no free time on Sundays.  It was his job; he was called, and paid for this service by the 
congregation.  It was the only way our parents could raise us up in the German language. 
 
I started school in 1914.  The Romanian school was provided by the state.  But it too had only one large 
room and only one teacher.  The Romanian school teacher was also provided by the state.  All children 
between the ages seven and fourteen had to be enrolled in this school.  The name of my first Romanian 
teacher was Maria Borsescu.  She was a very good teacher.  She loved us all and she told us so many 
times.  I still have a photograph of her.  In our second year we got a new teacher.  She was altogether 
different, as we soon found out.  She hated Germans, for it was during the time of the First World War.  
Her name was Ileana Bortlezeancu. 
 
Even though all the children were taught by one teacher in a one room school there was good 
discipline.  When the school inspector came he praised us and said:  "The German children are advanced 
of the Romanian children in every respect."  He always wanted us to sing Romanian songs for him and 
he liked them the best.  I liked going to school, and I did not have any difficulties in any subject.  The 
only thing I did not like was painting (drawing) and memorizing poems and I was not very good at it 
either.  The Romanians were mostly Greek Orthodox by religion, but we were not forced to attend their 
instructions in their religion.  But in the school yard it was not permitted to speak German.  Once during 
a brake I forgot and spoke German.  The teacher was nearby and heard me.  For a punishment I had to 
spend the rest of the brake in the classroom.  Outside of school on the street we were supposed to greet 
everyone in Romanian, but we seldom did. 
 
So passed my first two years at school.  We had a nice childhood and were carefree.  School was a lot to 
fun.  Every Thursday afternoon we had crafts.  The boys had a chance to do different things.  We girls 
had it much nicer.  Each girl could choose what she liked best.  My mother taught me crocheting, even 
before I went to school, and I still love to do it today.  That is how we spent our Thursday afternoons, 
and we always looked forward to them.  We could work on our projects at home, and most of us wanted 
to get ahead.  My mother wanted me also to work at it at home.  One day when she was cleaning out 
the cellar, she told me that I should not do so much crocheting.  I continued crocheting busily then I 
thought that my project is far too small, I will crotchet much more.  I ran to the cellar door and told my 
mother so.  She told me, "Do only as much as I told you."  But I wanted to do more, and so I continued.  
But before long I got tired of crocheting and before the day was done I completed not even as much as 
my mother told me to crochet.  Many times later on when someone made a big promise, my mother 
would say, "Remember Emilie, who wanted to crochet that much!" 
 
When we as children came home from school there was always something to do.  In the spring, we 
had to watch the chicken, ducks and geese as they were feeding; we also had to watch the younger 
brothers or sisters, or do something else.  My mother told the story that at the time of the harvest she 
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used to put supper on the stove and tell me what I should do.  She would then go on the threshing floor, 
and she could be sure that I would not let the supper get burned – that was even before the days of the 
First World War.  As the oldest child, I had to learn how to work early.  Sometimes there were tears, and 
I preferred to play with the other children.  But my parents did not expect more from me than I could 
handle.  My brothers and sisters had it no different.  Everybody had to help along, which was good for 
us. 
 
We had a fire one time.  I do not remember when it happened.  It was before the First World War.  The 
fire alarm was the ringing of the town bell.  One night the fire bell rang.  I just heard the ringing of the 
bell, when I also heard the words of my parents, "Fire!  It must be nearby!”  You could already see the 
light of fire in our room.  Everybody got up quickly.  Someone was knocking at our window.  I heard my 
cousin, Alida Brenner, who was about my age, call to my dad, "Uncle Wilhelm! Aunt Adele! Quick! Quick, 
our house is on fire."  My dad opened up for her.  Her younger brother Willie was with her also.  My 
mother put them into bed with me.  Then my father and mother left as quickly as possible.  There was 
no fire department.  It was everyone's duty to help if there was a fire.  But it was too late.  There was 
nothing to help.  Almost every farmer had a well on his property.  But the wells were deep.  Wells in 
Fachrie were up to 32 meters deep.  Usually there were two buckets on the rope.  One went down as 
you pulled the other on up.  That is how we got our water.  But you had to be at least 14 or 15 years old.  
So whenever there was fire, all those, who could, were pulling water out of their wells.  Those, who 
were further away, loaded their buckets of water on wagons and pulled it with their horse to the site of 
the fire.  Sometimes a fire could be prevented from spreading. 
 
That is how it was done when my Uncle Wilhelm's house was on fire.  After our parents had left us, we 
children got out of bed again.  We huddled together at the window and shook in fear as we watched the 
house burn down.  Next morning we saw the burned down house.  Since my uncle had two living 
quarters, he could move into the other house.  And before the World War began, he rebuilt the burned 
down house again. 
 
In 1914 the World War began.  Our parents said that it would not be long before the war would include 
Romania.  We heard of war, but we had no imagination of what it really meant.  On August 15, 1916, 
Romanian declared war.  Again the bell rang at night.  All the bells rang together.  The ringing of the bells 
was the signal of the declaration of war.  When I heard that my parents got up because of the bells, I 
went into their room and asked why the bells are ringing.  They said to me, "Child, it is going to be war."  
And they sent me back to bed. 
 
At the outbreak of war King Ferdinand was king in Romania.  The allies of Romanian were Russia, 
England, France, Serbia and Bulgaria.  Austria was allied with Germany. 
 
It did not last very long until we found out what war meant for us.  Many had to leave unexpectedly.  
The order was given that the older men had to get ready.  They were given only a couple of hours 
notice.  They were all taken away, because they were Germans.  My mother's older brother was one of 
the first to be taken away.  Uncle Gottlieb Hausch had to go also.  In many households the fathers were 
interned and the sons were sent to the front.  My father had to leave with horse and wagon, and so did 
my cousin Wilhelm Hausch, son of Gottlieb Hausch.  They had to go to the Bulgarian border to transport 
ammunition to the front.  My cousin Wilhelm was together with my father for some time.  Then they 
were separated and no one ever saw Wilhelm again. 
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After a few weeks my father returned home without horse and wagon.  He had to report again 
immediately.  After a few days at home he was interned again. 
 
One day my grandfather came to us in Fachrie from Cobadin, because many had already been interned 
in Cobadin.  In no way did my grandfather want to be interned also, therefore he came to us.  But the 
Romanian official in our town was a hater of Germans.  If anyone came into town, he had to report to 
him immediately.  My grandfather had no choice.  He had to report.  The Romanian official was raving 
mad, when he heard that my grandfather had come to us from Cobadin, and ordered him to return to 
Cobadin. 
 
My grandfather returned and was interned soon afterwards.  When he was taken away he was already 
77 years old.  My father did meet my grandfather after that one more time.  But my grandfather never 
returned again.  Many never returned either.  It was reported that the people, who were interned, had 
to march on foot all day while the transportation officers rode on their horses.  Often it rained all day, 
but there was no stopping until evening.  When one of the old men collapsed along the way, he was put 
on a wagon, for no one was permitted to remain behind.  For the night they were put up in school 
buildings.  Sometimes the town’s people had prepared straw for bedding, but most of the time they had 
to sleep on the hard floor.  Sometimes they received a warm watery soup.  Sometimes they received 
only a piece of bread.  Many a morning they gathered up the dead.  That is how they found my 
grandfather.  He died during the night.  My father was there, when they buried him.  He lies in Slobosia 
in Old-Romania. 
 
My father told the story: When they finally stopped at the Moldau in Old-Romania many of the old 
interned had the worst lot, and many of them had already died.  It was almost winter.  They were not far 
from the border.  My father said that their quarters were in the region of Huschi.  There were several 
men per room.  Gradually things improved.  They received their food from a kitchen, which did the 
cooking for the interned.  Later on they were allowed to look for work, and they received some supplies 
to care for themselves.  But by the time things improved many of the interned had already died, 
because they were weakened by the long march. 
 
At the beginning of the war the front was along the Romanian and Bulgarian border.  Soon the 
Romanian troops were forced to retreat.  We could hear the thunder of the canons.  Slowly the thunder 
of the canons came closer.  As children we were told that soon we will have to flee.  Our farm yard 
served as quarters for the Romanian soldiers and their horses.  There was also a military kitchen in our 
yard. 
 
There was a road near our town, were on many a day we could see long marches of Russian and 
Serbian soldiers.  Many times the order was given that the young women and girls had to bring water 
and refreshments to the soldiers.  The Romanian official in our town, of whom I already said that he was 
a hater of Germans, made it very difficult for our people.  His name was Stefaneseu.  The windows had 
to be white washed with lime that no light could shine through them.  But the flight was imminent and 
soon we would have to flee; the soldiers in our village told us. 
 
On our yard was a huge cellar.  We all knew that we would have to flee and leave everything behind.  
So my mother, her sister, Mrs. Weinberger, and a neighbor decided to bury all their things in the cellar.  
For days, but mostly at night, they carried their household utensils into the cellar, even furniture, sewing 
machines, milk centrifugal machines, and everything they could do without at the time, even beds that 
at last we had to sleep on the floor.  When the cellar was filled they put two large doors and the cellar 
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entrance, then they rolled old wine barrel in front of the doors, and caused the soil of the cellar 
entrance to cave in.  It looked like an old caved-in cellar.  They threw all kinds of old garbage into the 
hole.  Mother told the soldiers to throw all their garbage on top, so it looked like an old dump. 
 
My mother and her sisters buried also several containers of clothes and kitchen utensils.  A few 
soldiers came and talked my mother in to burying a barrel of wheat, which she did.  At night they dug a 
big hole, they put the biggest wine barrel they could find into it; filled it with wheat, and then covered it 
up that no one could see it. 
 
In the year 1916 my father had been able to thresh the wheat; but he couldn't harvest the grapes 
anymore.  The many soldiers ate most of them.  My mother harvested the corn after my father was 
taken away. 
 
The thunder of the canons was still coming closer.  We were almost used to it already.  Many times we 
heard that now we have to flee.  My mother and her sisters were ready for the flight.  In our barns the 
wagon stood ready, but many things were already missing from them for the soldiers took whatever 
they needed.  Near the end, there were not too many military men left.  Even they retreated from the 
approaching front.  So my mother could prepare the wagon in the barn.  Everything was ready except 
the box for the food for the horses was missing.  So they made one out of the riffles of the feeding 
through.  But we didn't have the right horses.  We had a young two or three year old horse, named 
Gretel; she was very wild and kicked a lot.  My aunt had an old mare, named Maschka.  That was our 
team.  Finally we had the bridles and everything ready for them. 
 
There were five children.  I was eight years old, brother Albert was six, sister Bertha was four,  Otto was 
two, and little brother Paul six months.  My aunt had only one child, Gotthold; he was one year older 
than I.  There we stood and asked our mother many times, "Are we going to flee now?"  We could hardly 
wait for that moment.  It was something new to us.  We could not imagine what was before us.  My 
mother told us many times, "When we flee, it will not be like going to grandma in Cobadin." 
 
Then one evening the time had come.  Many from our village had already left.  My other aunt had 
already left already also.  They had better horses.  They had three older girls, and one sister was yet 
unmarried.  When they left, they were able to take a few cows with them and they made it to another 
German village, Karamurat, where they were able to stay until they could return home.  We and a few 
other families were among the last to go.  Word came that we had to leave as fast as possible.  My 
mother hitched our horses in front of the loaded wagon.  It wasn't too heavy, because we knew that the 
horses were no good and we had already buried most things of value.  We had provision for the horses, 
food for ourselves, some clothing and blankets.  The eight of us sat on the wagon.  My mother was the 
driver.  My aunt and he son Gotthold walked behind the wagon and we drove into the night. 
 
With our two unevenly matched horses we made slow progress.  We had to spend the night in the 
country under the open sky.  As soon as it got light, we started out again.  It was slow progress.  After a 
few days we met up with several people and their wagon, who were from our own village.  We were 
glad not to be alone anymore.  One day we arrived at a Romanian village.  We were told to enter a large 
cellar.  Most of the town's people were already in the cellar.  Several hours passed before we were 
permitted to come out of the cellar.  When we did come out the streets were filled with Turkish and 
Bulgarian militia.  We were now among enemy troops but we were permitted to leave toward the town 
Medgidia, which were about 11 or 12 kilometers from Fachrie.   
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In the evening we arrived at Medgidia.  I do not know who lead us to Medgidia.  We stopped at a large 
storage bin of wheat.  Our wagons were lined up in a row and the horses were given shelter.  Behind the 
horse was a large resting area with straw spread out for bedding.  Our biggest surprise, however, was 
the soldiers, they were German and Austrian.  They told us to rest on the straw.  It was the first night 
since we left home that we slept under a roof. 
 
The next morning we had warm coffee.  Long time later I still insisted that this coffee tasted better than 
our coffee.  My mother said that it tasted so good, only because this was the first time we had 
something warm to drink again.  The soldiers took our young horse, Gretel, and gave us an older horse 
instead, which was a much better match for our Maschka.  After a few days we were permitted to 
continue on our way to Fachrie. 
 
There was a road from Medgidia that took us near to our town again.  We were all very glad as we 
approached Fachrie in the evening.  Through the center of the town was a little bit of a valley.  The 
wagons had to go around the valley.  To make a short cut, my aunt, Gotthold and I walked through the 
valley.  When we came up on the other side, we were within two houses from our home.  I saw two or 
three German soldiers coming out of our yard.  They had a rope tied around one leg of a pig and led it 
away into the farm yard next to ours.  I said to my aunt, "This is our pig!"  Soon my mother came with 
the wagon.  I told her that German soldiers just took a pig from our farm.  My mother took little Paul in 
her arms and went into the neighbor's yard to the German soldiers, and told them what I had seen.  She 
too recognized our black and white speckled pig, which was expecting a litter at the time, and she was 
able to get the pig back again. 
 
When we had left on our flight all the livestock was still on the farm, all the chicken, ducks and geese, 
several pigs and cattle.  When we came back after six days, all except the pig, which we just saved, and 
the dog were gone.  Our horse was confiscated by Bulgarian soldiers a few days later.  And one night my 
aunt’s horse, Maschka was stolen.  The German occupation troop remained on our neighbor’s yard for 
some time, and they protected us from some of the other foreign troops that were in town. 
 
My aunt and her son Gotthold stayed with us, for they did not want to be alone.  Their farm was 
occupied by Bulgarian soldiers.  The foreign troop looted a lot, even though they were not allowed to, so 
my mother and aunt asked the German soldiers in the neighborhood to spend the night in our yard.  
They told us to call if we should have trouble, for they are up till late at night playing cards. 
 
The windows in our bed room, where we all slept, had iron bars build in.  They were there ever since 
my father bought the house.  We felt much safer because of them.  At night my mother put various 
things on the window sill, also her purse, which she had along for the flight.  Early one night we heard a 
noise at the window.  They had opened the covers of the window, and took several things, including the 
purse.  The next morning, there were only the items, which the thieves could not use, littered around 
the window, also my mother's purse.  But the purse had only paper and pencils, which my mother had 
taken along for the flight, in case she had to write some notes. 
 
Two or three nights later my mother and aunt heard noises at the window again.  There were noises 
like breaking wood.  But no one could come in because of the iron bars. My aunt woke up Gotthold, who 
had a loud voice.  I woke up too.  My mother broke the upper window with a pot from the kitchen, and 
Gotthold shouted out the window as loud as he could:  "Germans!  Help!"  German soldiers came 
running; they fired into the air and searched around the house.  The would-be burglars were gone.  The 
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soldiers told us to go to bed again, for they are going to an eye on us.  Sure enough the rest of the night 
was quite at our window. 
 
As time passed more and more people returned to the village.  One day my other aunt Bertha returned 
with her girl.  I am talking about the aunt Bertha, who was married to my mother's brother, Wilhelm 
Brenner, whose house had burned down.  She had eight children, six girls and two boys.  She came back 
with all her family and cows.  My mother insisted that she sell us one cow.  We were so glad that we had 
a cow again.  The cow's name was Florica.  It was much easier for us now.  We were never in need of 
food or hungry, but it was difficult without milk, especially for my younger sister Bertha and brothers 
Otto and Paul, who was not even a year old. 
 
One morning we had a big scare.  When my mother got up and went to the stable - surprise - our cow 
was stolen.  My mother was raised in Cobadin where she learned the language of the Tataren, because 
many Tataren lived there.  The commander of the army troops, in our town, was Bulgarian; the 
Bulgarian language is similar to that of the Tataren.  She told the commander that our cow was stolen.  
The commander was a good man.  He summoned his men immediately and gave them a talking to.  
Then he told my mother to go home and expect the cow within an hour.  Sure enough, my mother was 
home not very long, and the cow came literally running, as if someone was chasing her with a whip.  So 
that we would not lose our cow again, my mother took the cow into the house at night and tied her up 
in the hallway.  It was not very nice to have the cow in the house at night but we could not afford to lose 
the cow a second time, for we might not get her back again.  We put down a lot of straw for the cow, yet 
my mother and aunt worried how that would be in the summer, when it will be hot and a cow in the 
house. 
 
Slowly things returned to normal, and the cow could return to the stable.  But the stable was locked at 
night. 
 
As I mentioned before, how we managed to save the pig which the German soldiers were about to take 
away.  The pig was expecting a litter.  Toward spring the little pigs were borne.  So we had pigs again.  
Towards fall, we fattened up the pig and butchered her. 
 
Every once in a while one of the men who had been taken away returned again.  One day our neighbor 
Mr. Weinberger returned home.  Mrs. Weinberger had hidden some of her goods in our cellar too.  It 
was already spring, and Mr. Weinberger started to dig up the entrance to the cellar.  Finally he was done 
and we could get our things again.  Many things were damaged, especially the furniture.  The glue let go.  
But we were glad to get it all back again. 
 
Our aunt, who had the occupation troops in her house, received some of her living quarters back.  
They had a big house.  So they could carry their things back home, and live at home again.  That made 
her happy and we were happy to get our life back to normal. 
 
It was like staring new.  We had no chicken, ducks or geese.  My mother said many times.  She could not 
understand; we were away from home only six days and everything was gone.  Where did it all go?  Yet 
we managed.  We always had food, even if it was not the kind we would have liked.  After the war, we 
mostly had barley bread.  The barley kernels were coarsely ground.  We had to sieve it many times to 
get the rough shells out.  The bread was very rough and course.  It cut your gums and got some bad 
infections.  We even had goat meat every once in a while.  The German soldier on our neighbor's yard 
had a herd of cattle, gathered from here and there.  The roads were badly iced over once; an ox fell and 
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broke a leg.  It was butchered and they sold some of the meat, so my mother and aunt were able to buy 
some. 
 
We had most of our things buried, and got them back again.  But not everyone who had buried his 
things got their things back again.  When the soldiers had found out that the towns' people had buried 
their belongings, they started looking for them, especially if there was no one around. 
 
Time was beginning to pass.  The German occupation troops took from among themselves a teacher, 
and started our German school again.  The teacher’s name was Böhm; he was already and older man.  
We had German school for a few hours every day.  He did a good job and helped us a lot.  Many times 
he would tell us about his children at home.  We had only German school at that time.  Romania was 
almost completely occupied during the First World War.  Only the Moldow remained under Romanian 
control.  Some of the men (Mr. Rösner and Mr. Forchert), who had returned, held worship services, and 
read a sermon. 
 
After the war was over we had a Romanian teacher again.  Her name was Ilena Bortelcaneu.  She 
exercised no discipline.  We did with her as we pleased.  Our school books were still from the time 
before the war.  Now we had to buy new books every year.  They were very expensive, and could be 
used only one year.  It was a scheme to make money.  We had to pay for them ourselves right at the 
beginning, but the teacher did not bother, and we did not receive them for the longest.  So we had to 
use the old books.  There was a long poem, which we had to learn about a chicken that used the words 
god-go-dak.  There were not too many of us.  I was already one of the bigger children.  On the morning, 
when we were supposed to recite the poem, as soon as the teacher came in the door, we all said in 
unison: "God-god-dak dannischvara nam invazat, god-go-dak, god-go-dak dannischvara am schukat," 
which means, "Madam, we did not learn anything.  Madam, we were playing."  She thought it was very 
funny and laughed herself almost to death.  And we didn't have to study the poem anymore.  She was 
soon transferred and we got a new teacher.  He was a very good teacher, and it was good for us, for 
much of our school was wasted during the time of the war.  Our new teacher's name was Siniore Trajun 
Munteann.  He was tough when it came to scolding us, but he loved us and he was glad that we loved 
him too.  I spent my last school years with him.  Many times we had to freeze in school, for we had no 
fuel.  Then our parents decided that we bring our own fuel for heat until the government provided it 
again. 
 
More of the men, who had been interned, returned home.  First the older ones returned.  We found 
out that my dad was still alive.  In Cernavoda, a town on the Danube about 7 to 8 kilometers from 
Fachrie, a quarantine camp was established were the men from the Dobrudja, who had been interned, 
had to stay a while.  One morning in the Year 1918 my father came home unexpectedly.  He seemed 
very strange to us, for he had grown a long beard.  Those who were drafted for the military slowly 
started to return also.  After the economic collapse the inflation in Germany, the German troops left 
very quickly. 
 
My mother told the story many times, that during the time of the German occupation, one day a soldier 
came to us and asked if he could not buy some fresh butter.  It was not for him but for his officer.  He 
was a servant of the officers.  One day he told my mother the name of his officer.  It was Marshall 
Mackensen.  Later on I read that Marshall Mackensen served in Cernavoda. 
 
As children, we liked the herding of the cattle.  Shortly after the war, when we got cattle again, we did 
not yet have a community cow herdsman, as we did before the war.  So every farmer had to herd his 

http://www.pictorialpress.com/entry/wwi-field-marshall-mackensen?gal=/Timeline/1900%20-%201930&page=0
http://www.pictorialpress.com/entry/wwi-field-marshall-mackensen?gal=/Timeline/1900%20-%201930&page=0


 Emilie  

Chapter 1, Page 9 

 
own cattle.  Two or three families took turns and every few days; the older children had to take the 
cattle to pasture.  When it was our turn normally my brother Albert and I did the job.  Our neighbor sent 
his married sister Mrs. K. Kraus to take his turn herding the cattle.  There were not many cattle and Mrs. 
Kraus had us watch the cattle on the side of the field where the wheat was.  But we were so busy 
playing that we forgot about the cattle.  Suddenly Mrs. Kraus came running through the high grass 
scolded us and threatened us with her stick, for the cattle got into the wheat.  As fast as possible, we 
chased the cattle out of the wheat.  She told us that if it happens again she is going beat us up.  We 
laughed about that many times afterwards.  Soon afterwards, a cattle herdsman was hired by the town, 
for every farmer had enough work to do.  It was especially nice on Easter mornings.  The herdsman job 
started as early as Easter.  On Easter morning the herdsman, as he picked up the cattle brought a big 
basket and every farmers' wife gave him two or three eggs and a cake.  He had a nice Easter feast.  On 
Pentecost he came again but then received only a cake. 
 
A story about ghosts happened to us once.  My father and mother went to work in the vineyard right 
after breakfast.  I was supposed to watch my brothers and sister, clean up after breakfast, and take care 
of the little chickens and ducks.  My father and mother were expected to come home at noon.  Soon 
after they left my playmates came over.  We were not bored.  We had a nice day.  Before my mother left 
she let down the shades to keep the house cool and the flies out.  The house had an oven/stove built 
out of brick.  Three sides of the stove extended through the wall into the room.  The opening, where the 
firewood was put in, was in the kitchen.  Behind the stove was a clothes rack.  It was dark in the room.  
Somehow we got the notion, and were soon convinced, that there was a ghost in the room.  Afraid we 
left the room and went out into the street.  It was almost noon.  Mr. K. S. came along.  We told him that 
there was a ghost in our room.  He took a pitch fork and went into the room alone.  Soon he came out 
and told us, "There is nothing in the house." and went his way.  Soon our parents came home.  The first 
thing they saw was the pitch fork beside the door.  They asked about the fork.  And we told them what 
had happened.  My mother wanted to punish us because of it.  But my father said, "Let the children be.  
If an old man took a pitch fork to go into the house because of a ghost, don't blame the children." 
 
As children we had to help with many things around home.  The older ones got more; more was 
expected of us.  Even the youngest were occupied.  The geese had to be taken out into the grassy fields 
for feeding for several hours a day.  Someone had to watch the geese.  Little pigs had to be watched 
also.  So we were never bored, especially in the vine yard.  There was always work to do be done, even 
when we had school.  
 
 Once, my mother had baked some cakes:  We all sat at the table and enjoyed the cakes.   At that time 
we heard about the funny stories about "Eulenspiegel" in school.  We knew all about the story of 
"Eulenspiegel" the baker.  And like "Eulenspiegel" we pretended that of our cakes are dogs, a cat, or 
some other animal.  Our mother listened to our nonsense for a while; then she asked, "What do you 
have?" I said "A dog."  She asked another. "What do you have?"  He said "A cat."  Then she took away 
our cakes and said, "Now I have the cakes, and what do you have."  We had nothing.  So we gave up our 
game of pretend. 
 
My mother often told the story that I was really happy if I could put one of my younger brothers to 
sleep in the cradle.  Many times I would sing them to sleep.  Thinking that they are sleeping I walked to 
the door still singing.  But no sooner had I walked out the door they started crying again. 
 
We had a nice time in our childhood and in our school years.  In school we had Mr. Hoffmann as 
teacher, both before and after the war.  He could be very strict if we did not pay attention.  Later on he 
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went back to Germany.  Although he had us in German class only one hour a day (all ages and all classes 
were in the same class room), he really taught us reading, writing and the Catechism.  We had five 
classes in German school.  Whoever did not finish them by the time he was fourteen years old could 
quit.  Because I was finished with my Romanian school one year early I was confirmed one year early 
together with my class mate Martha Wiedmer.  We had a teacher, Friedrich Gössler at the time. 
 
My cousin Gotthold, who had the same teacher, was supposed to be confirmed in 1921.  Since there 
was no German school available at the time, the school was held at the home of my aunt every day for a 
few hours.  Since Martha Wiedmer and I were no longer in the Romanian school, we attended this 
German school also and got another good lesson in religion, dictation, arithmetic and history.  The 
teacher taught us well and we enjoyed it. 
 
In the fall of 1921 another teacher came to Fachrie.  Mr. Böttcher was the exact opposite from Mr. 
Gässler.  He didn't care about anything.  Then my parents decided that I should go to school in Cogealac, 
where my uncle Edward Layher was the teacher.  To be able to go to school in Cogealac my friend 
Martha Wiedmer stayed at her married brother's place; and I stayed at my aunt until after confirmation.  
My aunt had no children and she was my god mother.  I had been often at her house ever since I was a 
little child.  Aunt Katja would have liked that I stayed with them longer; but after confirmation, I had to 
help my parents. 
 
There were now seven children in our home.  In 1921 our youngest sister was borne.  Her name was 
Melitta.  But in June 1922 she suddenly died.  In 1923 my brother Emil was born.  In those days work 
was never done.  My father got one more hectare of vineyard.  He had altogether 1.5 hectare.  My 
father said that he wanted all his boys to learn a trade.  With his two girls, aunt Bertha and I there was 
more than enough work in the vineyard.  Land was increasingly more difficult to get.  Altogether we had 
five hectares of land, which was not enough to support us. 
 
When Uncle Albert was confirmed, we soon found an apprenticeship for him.  He went to Cernavoda 
to a Romanian carpenter whose name was Grofu.  He was a good and reasonable master and teacher; 
and he loved Uncle Albert very much.  During the week my brother Albert stayed in Cernavoda at his 
master's house.  Normally my brother Albert came home on weekends.  Sunday evenings he would walk 
back to Cernavoda.  It was the custom in those days that an apprentice would start getting wages in his 
third year of his apprenticeship.  But the master of my brother Albert gave him some spending money 
much earlier.  My brother’s master said to my father and my mother several times, that he wished that 
his own son would be like my brother Albert.  His son had left their house and his parents often did not 
know where he was or what he did.  Because my father said that he wanted all his boys to learn a trade, 
I said I wish that all left at once then aunt Bertha and I could be home alone.  I thought that might be 
nicer.  But my mother said, just let it be, they will leave home soon enough. 
 
 


