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Emilie 
Chapter 2: 

1923 to 1939, 
Life in Romania. 

 

When I think about the time in our parents' home it was a good time.  We spent many a happy hour.  As 
may be expected from that many children in one household, we had our power struggle to see who was 
the strongest. We had our fun and laughter – things about which we had to laugh many times even in later 
years. 
 
My brother Albert and I (before he left home for his apprenticeship) went to plow in the fields at times 
when my father could not do the plowing.  We had two teams of horse pulling the plow.  We worked until 
noon.  The horses would eat, and we had our lunch.  After lunch we continued.  My brother Albert walked 
the plow and I walked alongside the horse with the whip to urge them on.  At the end of the field we had 
to turn the team and plow around and start a new furrow all over again.  I would have liked to change 
places with him, I thought His part was much better.  And sometimes he would let me do it.  I told him, 
"When you will be gone, I will go plowing in the field all by myself."  When I went plowing with my father 
he would let me go around the field a few times, and I saw that it wasn't that easy at all.  After plowing, we 
were really tired in the evening.  When my brother Albert was gone, I went plowing with my brother Otto, 
but not as often as with Albert. 
 
When my brother Otto was confirmed he got an apprenticeship with Mr. Hans Barthelmie, who was a 
saddler and upholsterer in Helsdorf in "Siebenbürgen" in a town of Saxony.  His apprenticeship was for four 
and a half years.  During this time he came home only once.  Fachrie was near the river Danube River and 
Helsdorf was near Kronstadt in the Karpatian Mountains.  My mother went with my brother Otto (when he 
left). When he came back he had almost forgotten our dialect, he spoke like the Saxons. 
 
My cousin Gotthold went to high school after he was confirmed.  One summer during his vacation he was 
home at the time of threshing.  His parents had leased their land to others, so they did not do any 
threshing.  But at threshing time everyone worked late and was up later.  One night, after he was reading 
his books and went to sleep he noticed that someone was doing something at his window.  He quickly 
went to his bed and got his gun, a revolver, from under his pillow; he went to the window, pushed the 
curtain aside and fired a shot out the window.  Whoever was out there must have noticed the movement 
in the curtain, for he was gone.  The gunshot woke up my parents and the town's night watchman.  I was 
already asleep, when there was a knocking at the window.  The watchman came to call my parents, "Come 
quickly," he said, "A burglar broke in at your brother-in-law's."  Everyone was up instantly and we went 
over to my aunt’s place.  A few other men came also.  They were looking for tracks.  And they did see 
tracks of someone's bare feet at the window.  Not far from my uncle Hausch was a wagon of gypsies, with 
two gypsies sleeping in it.  They claimed that they knew nothing about the burglary.  But they had to come 
along anyway.  The footprint did fit one of the Gypsies.  Yet they denied all accusation.  There was no other 
proof, and they were let go.  Gypsies were often found guilty of steeling, even the steeling of horses.  This 
time they were lucky. 
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Time went by and it was fall again.  My father and my brothers were out in the fields.  My mother and my 
sister Bertha were at home.  We were butchering geese.  All of a sudden a gypsy woman appeared in our 
kitchen.  She wanted to foretell the future for my mother.  Gypsies like doing such things.  This gypsy must 
have known something about our past.  She took my mother's hand away from the goose.  She wanted to 
read her palm.  She said that we had some misfortune about our horses.  It was true, hardly a year went by 
when we did no loose a horse.  Sometimes a whole year went by, but then another horse died. Because 
the Gypsy started with the horses right away, my sister Bertha and I wanted mother to let the Gypsy read 
her palm.  But my mother would have none of it.  She told her that my dad is coming back any moment.  
And he did.  He came into the kitchen and still had his whip in his hand.  He had no idea that the Gypsy 
woman was there.  She did not have to be told again.  Out the door she went.  We all laughed and were 
happy to see the gypsy leave. 
 
January the sixth was the festival of the Holy Cross for Romanians.  It was big festival for them.  I had the 
chance to see it once in Cernavoda.  The river Danube was frozen solid at the time.  A big hole was cut into 
the ice that many people could stand around and watch.  The Romanian priest stood at the edge of the 
hole.  He had a sermon, while next to him stood three Romanians barefooted on bundles of straw and 
dressed with swimming suits under thick fur coats.  On the other side of the priest were three gypsies, 
dressed just like the others.  As the priest was giving his sermon, he held a small wood cross in his hand; 
suddenly he raised the cross up high, as if he were to throw it into the water.  The three Romanians and 
the Gypsies jumped into the water.  Everybody applauded. The priest continued preaching for a little then 
he threw the cross into the water.  The six jumped, each trying to get the cross.  A gypsy got it that year.  
The people shouted: "Sa me puneti Prumb." meaning "Don't plant corn."  If a gypsy caught the cross, it was 
supposed to be a dry year.  A wagon was prepared for the wet men.  Afterward the individual, who caught 
the cross, carried the cross from house to house for everyone to kiss, and whatever the people would give 
him was his to keep.  It was a very cold day that day, but we drove all the way to Cernavoda to see it. 
  
Nothing frightened me as much as a thunderstorm out in the open field.  When a thunderstorm was 
building up I could hardly function for fear, especially when we were hoeing weeds in the vineyard.  I 
would plead with my father, until he would let me go home.  With hoe in hand I hurried off.  If there was a 
thunderstorm at night, I would go into my parent’s bedroom and sit on my mother's bed.  She would tell 
me to go back to my bed, telling me the storm would soon be over.  But I would not go until it actually was 
calming down again.  On another occasion our corn was further away from town.  It was very humid and 
hot.  A thunderstorm was in the making.  Before long it was pouring rain.  By the time we came to the 
wagon, we were already wet.  Since we were wet already, we were washing the horses in the rain.  The 
horses liked that.  As quickly as it started to rain it stopped again and the sun was shining.  My father said, 
"If we wait a while we can start to hoe the weeds in the corn again.  For a while we hesitated.  When we 
saw others resume their work, we started also. But before long it started to thunder again.  We were 
already at the other end of the field and it started to rain again.  By the time we got back to the wagon we 
are as wet as we were before.  After being soaking wet two times that day we went home. 
 
That fall everyone was already finished threshing. My mother asked me to go to the vineyard and get a 
basket of grapes before evening.  As I was picking my grapes, I heard the bell in the church tower ring – 
fire.  You could clearly see the town from the vineyard.  I saw dark clouds of smoke in the middle of town.  
It didn't seem to be coming from our yard, but not far from it.  All the farmers had their vineyards grouped 
together in one area.  There were about 25 to 30 hectares of vineyards in total.  They were about one and 
a half kilometers away from the town.  Quickly I finished filling my basket and hurried home.  Now I could 
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see the flames and smoke rise high in the sky.  On the way home, I met someone who told me, "Your aunt's 
piles of straw are burning.”  It was the same aunt whose house had burned down before the First World 
War.  Luckily there was no wind on that day, for the burning piles of straw were not far removed from the 
neighbor's straw.  Everyone with legs in town was carrying buckets of water on to the neighbor's piles of 
straw. Others brought water on wagons to put on the straw until late at night.  Really the whole town was 
threatened, because after the threshing, there were piles of straw on every yard.  The sparks from the fire 
were flying high into the sky, and had to be watched carefully, for many of the roofs in Fachrie were made 
of reeds, especially the stables.  My aunt's straw burned all down that day. The straw was used for the 
feeding of the animals, for kindling and fuel.  When the fire was out, the men pushed the charred remnants 
of straw into a pile soaked it with water and covered it with soil.  No one could figure out how the fire 
started.  It was assumed that children were playing with fire.  As I said before, there was no fire 
department in town.  Everybody had to help.  And they did.  For the next few days, everyone took wagons 
of straw to my aunt's house, until their supply of straw for the winter was restored.  They were glad that 
they had fodder and fuel again. 
 
On a Sunday evening in the Advent season about 9 o'clock I came home from my cousin Alida.  She 
accompanied me home a bit; it was a very windy night.  On her way back she saw that the wind blew 
sparks towards the piles of straw.  She called out as loud as she could, "Fire!  Fire!"  The others ran out of 
the houses and were able to put the fire out.  The old burnt straw, covered with soil, apparently was still 
smoldering and started to burn with the help of the strong wind.  They almost lost everything again, and 
just before winter and Christmas. 
 
The days of our youth were nice.  Now and then there was a wedding among relatives.  This was always a 
big family get together.  I was in a group of four friends.  Martha Wiedmer was the oldest among us, then 
Lydia Stiller, Alida and I. We were all born in 1907.  The four of us were always together; others, even if 
they were of the same age, did not concern us.  Martha and Lydia were married in the year 1927.  Alida 
and I remained. We were cousins and were always together, but it was a little lonely for us.  Alida was able 
to play her guitar, so we had beautiful entertainment with our brothers and sisters.  In October 1929 Alida 
married Ferdinand Schilke from Cogealac.  I remained alone and we missed each other, when she moved 
away from Fachrie.   
 
On the 13th of February, 1930, was my wedding with Emanuel Welk in Fachrie.  On the 15th of February 
we loaded all my things and furniture on a wagon and we drove to Cobadin.  I also had two cows as part of 
the dowry.  A neighbor left with the cows very early that day.  We left with our wagon, much later, but we 
soon caught up with him on the road.  From Fachrie to Cobadin it is 35 kilometers.  In a Romanian town we 
stopped along the way fed the cow and had our dinner.  The cows had a little rest, and then we started up 
again.  It was just getting dark when we arrived in Cobadin.  It was a very nice day; we sat on our wagon 
and did not get cold feet at all. 
 
I was no stranger in Cobadin, for I had spent much of my childhood there with my grandparents and my 
aunts.  Already before the First World War, my mother's youngest brother had married Mr. Theophil 
Binder's older sister Martha (Theophil Binder's mother was Emanuel Welk's [half-] sister).  But besides 
Martha I did not know any of the Welk's at that time.  We were staying in Father's (Emanuel Welk's) dad's 
(Martin Welk's) house.  He had been alone since 1917, when Father's [Emanuel’s] mother died, during the 
time that her husband Martin Welk was interned during the war.  By the time Martin Welk returned from 
his internment his wife and son David had died.  Father's brother, Christian, one year younger than Father, 
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was still at home then.  So I had to take care of the whole household immediately.  I had to cook and wash 
for everyone, no boredom or homesickness as my parents feared, because I hadn't been away from home 
yet.  Time passed quickly and before I knew Cobadin was my new home. [To view Cobadin please copy:   
Cobadin, Constanta, Romania   and paste it into Google: Map: Search: Click.  
(Fachrie = Faurei is 40 km West of Cobadin)] 
 
For our wedding we had a nice day with good weather.  But within a week the weather changed and we 
had real winter again.  Usually at this time of the year, the work in the fields had already begun; but this 
year was different; so Father and I drove, on some weekends with team and wagon to visit in Fachrie.  
Everybody was happy to see us, especially my brother Emil, who had taken a liking to me.  I still had a few 
of my things at home, so we could take them along.  We generally drove home on Monday's.  But as soon 
as it got warmer, the work began.  We had a good crop that year. 
 
It was the custom that when a farmer's son married, he received from his parents a team of horses and a 
wagon.  Until the harvest of the first year the young couple lived at the parents’ house and worked on the 
parent’s farm.  At harvest time they received one third of everything, which they then used to start on their 
own.  If the parents were reasonably well to do, and had enough land of their own, they would give the 
young couple some farmland as a start.  Some fathers bought a house for their sons, or the young couple 
would build their own house, as they liked it. 
 
In our situation Father's dad (Martin Welk) wanted to continue to live with us, so in effect we stayed on 
his farm.  Father's brother Christian married in the summer of 1931.  For that year, the harvest was still 
Father's dad.  Christian who had just married, received his third of the harvest, and a house was built for 
Christian and his wife in the fall of 1932.  Christian moved into his house, and Father received the farm.  
Father's older brothers, who had already been married and left the home; they had already received their 
part. Everything was legally settled.  Father and I had to pay 30,000 Lei in Romanian money.  So we 
received Father's dad's farm.  And dad [Martin Welk] stayed with us until he died on July 8th, 1933. 
 
In the early winter of 1931 Otto [our first son] was born.  In the summer, when everyone was threshing, 
Father’s dad was babysitting Otto.  When the dust was too much for him, he took Otto in his carriage and 
sat in the shade of the large acacia trees.  Two of those trees were especially large; they were near the 
well.  Those trees were the tallest in town, and you could see them from a great distance.  Cobadin was 
situated on somewhat of a high level plateau.  The main street through town was one kilometer long.  The 
street had acacia trees along both sides.  It was really beautiful in May when the trees were decked in their 
white flowers, which gave a nice smell to the entire town; especially in the evening, as you sat down along 
the street, to chat with a neighbor.  After the trees finished blooming, with a little bit of wind it seemed as 
if it were snowing at the beginning of summer.  There were so many flowers that you had to sweep them 
up and throw them away.  In the fall you had to sweep your yard and the street every day, because there 
were so many leaves.  Otto might still remember that many times I swept together a great big pile of 
leaves; he would then take the cat in his arm, laid down on top of the pile of leaves and fell asleep together 
with the cat.  The two big acacia trees in our yard serve a useful purpose.  Even the horses and cattle 
appreciated their shade in the hot summer. 
 
In Cobadin came the town's herdsman every day at noon to pick up the cattle and the horses, which 
were not in use that day, to take them to pasture.  But before he would pick them up, they had to be given 
water.  It was no small job to pull enough water out of the well for all the horses and cows, even if the well 
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were only 16 to 17 meter deep, not 30 meters as in Fachrie.  Our water was very good.  Some people did 
not have such good water; many had salty water, which could not be used for coffee and cooking beans. 
 
In the spring of 1932 the youngest daughter of my father's nice, Mina, was taken into the home of my 
cousin Gotthold.  Her parents had died.  Mina had just come from school.  The maid was getting water 
from the well for the cattle.  Mina always was ready to help, so the maid let her help.  For a moment the 
maid was busy with the cattle.  As she turned around, she saw the feet of Mina disappearing in the well. 
She had fallen into the well.  It was a great shock to everyone. And it was difficult to get to her, for the well 
was deep (32 meters).  Mina was about 13 or 14 years old when she died. 
 
Our farm in Romania was small, only 5 hectares, hardly enough to make a living.  We therefore leased 
more land.  The landlord received half of the crop, and we had to do and the work and cover all the 
expenses, which was not easy.  The first few years we were lucky, especially with the horses.  One year we 
had three foals.  Every year I also raised a lot of chickens, ducks and geese.  They provided us with meat for 
the summer; it was much cheaper than buying.  But it involved much work. 
 
The threshing was always the hardest time of the year.  You were threshing from early in the morning till 
late at night for 4 to 5 weeks straight.  In Romania we were threshing with big rocks.  A person has to see 
that, to understand how it is done.  Threshing took about three to four men and three to four horses.  One 
man with two horses would bring the wheat to the threshing area with a wagon.  Another man would lead 
one or two horses in a circuit, pulling a large threshing stone across the wheat to crush the sheaves and 
free the kernel of wheat.  The threshing area was a hard dry surface of clay.  This procedure was carried on 
all day.  Towards evening the threshing area was cleaned to be ready for the next day.  The wheat was 
swept up with the chaff and processed through a windmill to separate the wheat from the chaff and dust.  
Threshing could be done only during dry weather.  Some summers, when it rained, the threshing took a 
long time.  When the weather was good and dry you had to take advantage of it and work as long as you 
possible could.  If someone was not finished with his threshing by September, he would encounter 
unstable weather, and he would have to wait until everything was dry again.  Wheat and oats needed 
especially dry conditions. 
 
Some years there was a great shortage of rain and draught conditions which produced only a very small 
harvest.  In 1935 or 1936 it was so dry already in the spring that much of the seed never even germinated.  
In that year our threshing was finished in only eight days.  Father and our neighbor drove to the Bulgarian 
border to buy wheat for we did not have enough wheat for bread to last us through the winter.  The soil in 
the Fachrie region was more sandy and dry than in the Cobadin region.  There were, therefore, better 
harvests in Cobadin than Fachrie. 
 
On the 13th of May, 1933 my mother died, and on June 8th, 1933 Father's dad (Martin Welk) died.  Our 
farm yard was a little larger that one half hectare.  As already mentioned we paid 30,000 Lei to Father's 
brothers and sister, when we took it over.  That was a lot of money in those days.  The existing buildings 
were not the best any more.  Had we stayed there, we would have had to renew them. 
 
We could not live in peace and quiet very long.  Cobadin was the place, where the Romanian military 
maneuvers took place.  You had no choice.  Romanian military officers had to be accommodated by the 
farmers.  The maneuvers lasted normally about two weeks in October.  It was normally cool at the time 
and rained much.  The Romanian military equipment was transported by horses.  They brutally chased our 
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horses and cattle from the barns, and put in their horses instead.  The officers wanted to be in the houses 
of the Germans only.  Often times, they were decent and polite, sometimes there was not even a thank 
you; we were glad to get our room back, and could clean it up again. 
 
In the early winter of 1938, Adele [our first daughter] was born.  That fall we had seeded 16 hectares of 
winter wheat on leased land.  The debt on our house had been paid and we had hoped that now could 
economically advance, as every farmer’s hopes.  We hoped that our children might have it easier than we 
did.  We were lucky with raising horses, but that is as far as it went. 
 
Man proposes and God disposes. (Der Mensch denkt und Gott lenkt.)  That is how our affairs went.  In the 
fall of 1938 the trouble started in Poland, and the unrest affected us.  People were talking of war again.  
The memories of the First World War were still fresh in our mind, and we were afraid that we would be 
severely affected again.  Sure enough already in 1938, many were drafted and those, who were older 
already, were assigned duties, and given work to support the Romanian army. 
 
In January 1939 everything went suddenly into high gear.  All men were ordered to report to their army 
units.  There was a railroad station at the end of our town.  A flood on men from the whole region filled the 
area.  The streets we filled with all kinds of men, Romanians, Tataren and Germans.  Everyone was in a 
hurry to get on the trains and report to their army units.  Father had to leave too.  It was really bad in the 
army barracks; there were such great masses of men that nobody knew what to do, or where to go.  To 
clear things up, the order was given that everyone should go home again, and report when he was 
personally summoned.  But the problem of over-crowing remained at the railway stations; only slowly 
everything returned to normal. 
 
Father came home after a few days.  It did not last long, however, until he was summoned again.  It wasn't 
spring yet when Father left.  But when Father left, we hired a young man.  He did the seeding with the 
horses on the fields with Father's brothers, Wilhelm and Christian, who were still at home.  It got really bad 
when the order was given that every farmer had to appear with his horses, wagon and gear at the 
municipal hall.  Many people had theirs confiscated; how were they supposed to farm with the men gone 
and their horses and gear confiscated.  It was spring and all the work was in the fields.  We needed five to 
six horses to do our work properly.  Those, who had their own land, could do as they saw fit, but those who 
had to lease land had to please the landlord as well, if he didn't, he would not get the lease renewed the 
next year.  We too had leased land for we had only five hectares of our own.  The rental was very 
expensive 500 Lei per hectare, and it was not very good land.  It could hardly make any money with that. 
 
Leasing normally meant that the landlord provided the land and half the seed.  We had a landlord (Mr. E. 
T.) who had 100 hectares.  He also had a tractor and threshing machine.  He would lease out his land in 
parcels, no greater than 10 hectares.  He insisted that his portion of the land, in the fall, be plowed with his 
tractor.  And we had to pay him for the use of his tractor.  We were not allowed to plow with our horses.  
In the spring we were not allowed to use our own seed.  We had to use his seed, and we had to buy our 
part of our seed from him.  At harvest time we had to use a binding machine, which bundled the cut wheat, 
or we had to hire people, who by hand bundled the wheat, which was a big expense.  There were not many 
machines available, so we hired some of the Russians, who lived in the area.  They had to be paid and fed.  
For the threshing Mr. E. T. put his threshing machine on his yard.  All those, who had leased land from him 
had to thresh the wheat there and pay for the threshing, which meant hiring of help again.  If not enough 
man power was available Mr. E. T. arranged for soldiers to do the work.  They had to be accommodated 
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and fed by the leasee.  When all was done, the landlord and the leasee would each get 50% of the harvest.  
Mr. E. T. had his half of the harvest free, and the farmer sometimes was lucky, if after paying all the 
expenses made a little profit.  It was hardly worth it for it was more grief than profit, especially when the 
horses ate up most of the profits.  The landlords were all Romanians.  Some German farmers, who had 
land, but did not farm themselves would lease out their land too.  They were not as demanding as Mr. E. T.  
Often you hat to advance the seed to them until the harvest, for they did not have of their own. 
 
Leasing land for the purpose of growing corn was a lot of hard work too.  The weeds had to be hoed by 
hand twice a year, and the harvest which started in October was done by hand.  Even the leaves covering 
the corn cob had to be removed individually by hand.  That was done on the stalk right in the field.  Even 
the stalks were divided 50/50.  The landlord's part had to be delivered right to his farm.  Normally we 
planted about five hectares of corn.  We needed that for the pigs, which we raised.  What we did not use 
we sold in the spring. 
 
We could not have carried on like this very long.  The population was growing and the land was getting 
more and more difficult to get.  There were no factories or other employment.  Generally the Romanians 
were all very poor people. Everything was very expensive and prices and wages did not correspond.  There 
were many poor people among us.  They had to earn their living on a daily basis.  Many did not have their 
own homes.  Both husband and wives worked on a daily basis wherever they could.  The children were on 
their own, and rent had to be paid. 
 
During our last two years in Romania, when the men were drafted into the Romanian army, you were glad 
if you could get women to work of the farm.  When in the evening the women brought their children and 
you had to feed them all it was not easy to make ends meet.  But you had to carry on, even though the 
demands became greater and greater. 
 
Even the authorities made it as difficult for us, as they could.  Your farm yard was supposed to be swept 
every morning.  Often times these fine gentlemen would go from one farmyard to the other to make their 
inspection.  At times they even looked into the chicken coop to see if it was clean.  Our "civil" servant was 
Mr. Janosch.  He had the town crier proclaim all his demands.  Along the road was a drainage ditch.  He 
proclaimed that everyone must build a railing on his farmyard across along this ditch by the next day.  Sure 
enough the next day the head of the police came to inspect if it was done.  When they came to our place 
and saw that it was not done they started to ask questions why I did not do it.  “I have two children, my 
husband is recruited into the army; I have to manage the farm; and I don't know how to build a railing.’ I 
told him.  The policeman looked at me and told me to do it as best as I can; he will come back tomorrow 
and He expects to see a railing.  I found four little pegs, drove them into the ground and tied two sticks 
across.  I tied them with string, because they were too small for nailing.  The next morning those two 
gentlemen came back again and looked it my railing.  The guy from the police looked at it and asked if that 
is a railing.  I told him, "Mr. Chief of Police you told me to make a railing as good as I can, and that is what I 
did."  They looked at my railing and left without saying any more.  In a couple of days the railing was 
broken done by the cattle.  But those gentlemen and authorities had their joy in making life for us Germans 
as difficult as possible. 
 
In 1939 Father was at home for most of the first half of the year.  We were already short on horses and 
man power.  We had already cut all but five hectares of the harvest.  What we had feared now happened.  
Father was suddenly called in by the army.  We were lucky to have a good hired hand that year.  Mr. E. T. 
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watched us threshing the one day that Father was home yet.  Otto was eight years old.  We all had to work.  
It was tough.  Adele was one year old.  In the morning the hired hand drove out to the field to get the first 
load.  In the meantime we got everything ready.  All the chicken, ducks and geese took much time and 
work.  So that we did not have to buy meat during the summer, you had to kill and butcher your daily 
supply of meat.  You had to bake your bread and you had to wash your clothes.  Washing was all done by 
hand.  There were no washing machines.  All that was done, before the hired hand came back from the 
field with the first load.  We threshed two wagon loads a day.  The wheat had to be cleaned, separating the 
wheat from the chaff, had to be done every day.  Before the day was done the threshing area and 
equipment had to be ready for early next morning. 
 
Otto had to help a lot.  During the day he had to baby sit Adele.  He had to feed, water and watch the 
chickens, ducks and geese.  He had to fill the water troughs with water from the well.  At noon he had to 
tie up the cattle and put Adele to bed for a nap.  He had to untie the cattle in the evening.  In the evening, 
during the time of cleaning the wheat, he had to shovel the wheat to keep it separated from the chaff.  It 
was hard shoveling.  If he got behind we helped him to get ahead again.  When all was done the hired hand 
sometimes went out into the field again in the evening to get a load ready for the morning.   
 
Adele was a good girl.  She had long naps, and quietly watched us from her window, as we were threshing 
for hours.  Our neighbor Mrs. Schöttle was impressed.  Late in the evening when all was done, Otto had to 
get Adele ready for bed.  Then he went to bed himself.  I would get the bags of wheat ready, and the hired 
hand carried them into the house.  Once Otto came to the hired hand and told him that something in the 
house flew into his face, and he is not going to go into his room again.  What had happened, Adele being 
bored in the house all day had found a hole in the corner of one of the pillow, so she pulled all the feathers 
out of the pillow.  In the dark one of these feathers had flown into Otto's face. 
 
Later that fall Father came home for an un-determined amount of time.  He was able to stay home for 
Christmas.  Most of the men had left again.  Shortly after Christmas Father had to go also.  We were home 
alone that winter.  Our farm yard was very large.  Our straw was piled at the other end of the yard.  I had to 
carry for fodder for the cattle in a big basket.  Sometimes Mr. E. T. loaded up a wagon of straw and brought 
to the barn nearby, so that I could manage the farm at little better.  I did all the farm work that winter, all 
except the brushing and grooming of the horses.  Sometimes I would take the broom and brush them off a 
bit. 
 
Mr. Theophil Binder had been called in by the army also.  One day his mother came to visit.  We talked 
about our work.  She did didn't tend the horses either.  I told her how I brushed them off with the broom 
sometimes.  She thought she could do that too.  One day she came for a visit again.  She told me that, as 
she was ‘brooming’ all the horses, their young horse called "Mizza" watched her.  She came near "Mizza" 
with her broom, she booted the broom that it went flying, and luckily she did not get hit herself.  Many 
times we had to laugh about that. 
 
In the spring I had to look for a new hired hand.  Mr. E. T. had been called into the army also.  I did find a 
young boy about 14 or 15 years old.  Father's brother Wilhelm and Christian had not yet been called in by 
the army.  They took our horses and seeded our land.  The hired hand was not much use to us, so I let him 
go.  My father, "Grosspapa" sent my brother Emil to help.  I could depend on him.  It was tough farming for 
Emil, Otto and I.  It would have been better had we not done anything at all.  How could we do the coming 
harvest.  I had heard that in Cobadin an officer provided horses for those farmers' wives who didn't have 
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any.  Eight of ten of us women fixed up a wagon and we all went to see him.  He told us that he could 
provide horses for us.  But to make sure that every horse is accounted for properly, he would have to send 
one soldier with every horse.  We would have to provide free room and board for the soldier.  The soldier 
would not be allowed to do any work.  He would just watch the horse.  And if some misfortune should 
happen to the horse, we would have to pay for the horse.  We went home.  It was a wasted day.  We did 
the best we could.  Otto and Emil would bring home a wagon of wheat.  I would thresh it by myself while 
they were getting another wagon load.  It was hard and slow, but we finished. 
 
At the time of threshing our neighbor lady told me: As soon the people from Bessarabia were evacuated 
and relocated, we in the Dobrudja would be next.  [Bessarabia is the region along the Black Sea and North 
of the Danube.  Dobrudja is the region South and East of the Danube and the Black Sea.] We would have to 
stay temporarily in camps.  I had no idea what camps were.  Later on, after spending two years in such 
camps I soon learned.  Then I wished I had never found out. 
 
Again we had to provide accommodation for Romanian army officers.  We had this officer.  He brought 
his servant with him.  One evening he also brought a woman and several other officers.  They had a party 
until late at night.  The next morning Father's brother Daniel came to visit us.  It told him about the party 
the officers had at our house the night before.   I told Daniel that I am going to throw out that officer.  As a 
woman I may get away with it, but he [Daniel] is going to leave right away, lest he should be blamed for it, 
as if he had given me that advice.  Daniel lived in Cogelac at the time.  The officer only slept at the house.  
They were at the office and seldom returned during the day.  It was almost noon when the officer got up 
that day.  The woman was still with him.  When they left his servant wanted to clean up the room.  I went 
into the room and carried everything that belonged to us outside to air out in the sun.  I told the servant 
that the officer is not going to sleep in my room again and locked the door.  The servant left also.  But he 
came back towards evening and wanted me to unlock to door, for he was supposed to get something for 
his officer.  I told him that the officer is not allowed into the room, and that I will go to the general, who 
was staying in town also – today yet.  I told the servant that he should come with me.  I led the servant to a 
room, where I had put the officer's stuff, and told him to pick up what he came to get.   He picked up 
something.  He came back later again and picked up the officer belongings and told me that his officer 
found accommodations elsewhere, and I never saw him again.  Us ladies, whose husbands had been 
recruited by the [Romanian] army, were at times bold and dared to insist on our rights, which normally we 
would not have done. 
 
Rumor increased more and more telling us that we would be relocated.  In 1940, I wrote Father that he 
should get a leave of absence, even if it is only for a short time.  It was already September when Father 
came home for a short time.  We were just harvesting the vineyard.  Again we had some Romanian officers 
living at our house.  We now only had one room and the kitchen for ourselves, everything else was 
occupied by the Romanian army.  Father wanted to harvest the corn yet before he had to leave again.  We 
had five hectares of corn planted.  It was impossible to get hired help.  Father told me to ask one of the 
officers, if we could get some of the soldiers to help us harvest the corn.  I told the officer.  He didn't say 
anything.  I said that we would pay wages, for we need to get the corn in while Father is home, and when 
Father goes out into the field I am going with him; and when we are gone, we are going to lock up the 
house. 
 
The next morning we got ready to harvest the corn in the field.  Our officer was still in bed.  Father had 
the horses hitched and was ready to leave.  Father came into the kitchen and told me to wake up the 
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officer, for we are ready to go out into the field.  I knocked on the door and went into the room.  The 
officer head was still under the blanket.  I told him, "Mr. Officer, get up.  We are going out in to the field.  
We are going to lock up.”  We put our stuff in the wagon.  We put the children on the wagon; Otto was 
eight years old; Adele was not yet two.  We locked the door of the house and drove out to the corn in the 
field. 
 
During that day the horses got away on us and ran back to the barn.  So Father had to walk home and get 
the horses.  I was afraid that if he is going to run into the officer there might be trouble.  It seemed like a 
very long time until Father arrived back in the field.  I asked him immediately, if he saw the officer.  He said, 
"No.  But the window of the bedroom was open."  It was almost evening when we went home.  I was 
concerned about being by myself, for Father had to take the land lord's share to the land lord first.  I took 
Otto and Adele and went to our house on foot.  The officer came into the yard at the same time.  When he 
saw us, he looked the other way, as if he did not see us.  That evening we did not see the officer again.  In 
the morning I was sitting on a milk stool milking a cow, when I saw the officer walk past the barn door.  He 
said very politely, "Good morning,” and kept on going.  I continued getting up early to harvest the corn.  By 
the time we left the officer was usually gone too.  But it did not last long; he found new quarters for 
himself, and we didn't have anyone staying at our house any more. 
 
Father did not have to do any more [Romanian] army service.  All the other German men were released 
too.  There was no doubt among us anymore; we too would have to leave everything and we too would be 
relocated also.  The German relocation commission established its office in the school house and began its 
work.  They went to every farm and recorded all our belongings and estimated the value of all our land and 
vineyards.  But no one was told the assessed value.  They told us to get ready, and that we may take our 
personal household goods with us, like clothing, bedding, pillows, blankets, but no large items. 


