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Emilie 
Chapter 3: 

1939 to 1942, 
Leaving Romania: Life in Transition 

 

Never before did we experience anything of the kind.  It was some excitement.  We were told, to leave 
house and home; no specific date was given, but we to be gone before Christmas.  We packed a couple of 
wooden crates. We drove a few more times to Constanta and sold what we could and bought what we 
thought we needed.  Constanta was about 37 kilometers away, on the Black Sea.  We had heard that wool 
was very expensive in Germany, so we bought some wool, so I could make a couple of wool blankets. We 
made sure that we had good clothing.  Soon the stores Constanta we empty.  The Germans bought up 
everything they thought they needed. [In these memoiries, driving never refers to cars, but driving a horse 
and wagon. I, Paul Welk, still, 2011, have a brown wool blanket, which comes from Romania.]  
 
We did not feel right about the whole thing.  We were supposed to leave everything.  But the worst was 
the uncertainty of it all.  We were told that we were going to be re-settled and receive farms elsewhere.  I 
could not understand that, for I knew that Germany had a great population, but not that much land. 
 
Even the Romanians did not really seem to believe it at first.  They came and asked us, "Is is true, are you 
Germans all going to leave?"  Before long the Romanians came to the German towns and bought some of 
the things, which they themselves never had before in their lives, not even proper beds.  The Romanians 
were generally economically far behind the Germans.  They lived as simple as possible.  Many did not have 
beds; they slept on home-made blanks.  Some days the streets seemed like a market place. 
 
We butchered a pig, for I wanted to sell the lard.  But nobody wanted to buy it.  So I put the lard into 
bottles, and stacked them into a wooden grate.  I also boiled and mixed much of the lard into soap.  I had 
30 large pieces of soap.  We packed them all with us together with some coffee beans.  In the camp we 
could sure use the lard later on.  The soap lasted us until we got to Czechoslovakia. 
 
We also had farewell celebrations.  In Cobadin a war memorial was established after the First World War.  
It included Romanian, German, and Turkish names.  At the war memorial we had a farewell celebration.  
And on the German cemetery and church we had a worship service.  Pictures were taken, and we got one 
too.  The Romanians and the Turks came to these celebrations also.  They could not seem to comprehend 
or understand that we are all going to get up and leave.  Some of us did not want to go and preferred to 
stay.  But they did not really want to be left behind either.  For no one knew just want was going to 
happen.  After in the summer of 1940, the German farmers had been pulled out to Bessarabia. Bessarabia, 
which had belonged to Russia before the First World War, reverted from Romanian territory back to 
Russian territory.  The German resettlement commission told us that the whole re-settlement program was 
an agreement of the governments of the countries concerned, and those Germans, who would stay behind 
would relinquish their German citizenship and become Romanians.  
 
A strong earth quake, which occurred in those last days in Romanian, made our leaving easier for us.  I 
was still working with my bottles of lard.  I had put them on the window sill to cool.  We were all asleep.  
Father woke up first.  The bottles of lard made a racket.  Doors were creaking.  Father shouted, 
"Earthquake!  Out of the house!"  I crabbed Adele out of her bed and wanted to get out of the house.  But 
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in the excitement we were in our long hallway, and we somehow could not find the exit.  By the time we 
got to the door, the earthquake was over.  We were badly shaken and frightened in Fachrie.  But it was 
worst in Cobadin.  My father said many times afterwards that it was a horrifying night.  Many houses were 
damaged.  Some gable roofs collapsed.  Many thought it was The End, the Second Coming of Christ.  Some 
feared that an even stronger quake was about to happen.  But no more quakes occurred before we left. 
 
A few days before we left, we had to turn in all our money to the resettlement commissioner .  We 
turned in 50,000 Lei.  Later on in 1941 we received 1,200 German Marks for it, which we promptly put into 
the bank.  But when the German Mark was re-evaluated in 1948, the money was absolutely worthless.  
Like several others in Cobadin, we loaned money to those who were not able to buy clothes and get ready 
for the coming journey.  We loaned money to Mr. J. T. 10,000 Lei.  In camp, Mr. J. T. repaid us the 
equivalent of 200 German Marks. 
 
Our goods that were packed in large crates were sent away a few days before we left.  It was picked up 
for us at our home and taken to the rail way station at Cobadin.  There, it was immediately loaded on a 
special freight train, which took it to Cernavoda.  In Cernavoda it was loaded on to barges on the River 
Danube and sent ahead of us to Vienna, Austria. 
 
Even before we had left several families of people from Macedonia, near the Bulgarian border, were given 
accommodation on the old German farm yards.  They were moved around under the direction of the 
Romanian government.  These people were very poor.  Everything they owned, a few small things and 
three or four children, was loaded on one small wagon, which was pulled by one horse.  We did not have to 
put them up in our houses.  In most cases, they stayed in our barns. 
 
Just before our leaving all the old and the sick were granted special transportation, which was organized 
in Cernavoda.  They came together from all the German villages of the area.  To get everybody, there was 
much driving back and forth, by horse and buggy.  We were among the last to leave.  On November 24, 
1940, it was out turn.  It was early in the morning and still dark.  The candle was still burning on the table 
when we left our home.  On foot we walked and carried our hand baggage to the railway station. 
 
At the railway station many people had already gathered; even spectators were there.  The train was 
ready and waiting.  Everyone, large and small, was given a resettlement identification card to hang around 
his neck, and family by family we were put on the train.  Finally, when everyone was ready, the train 
started to move.  We all looked as our home town, "Heimatdorf," Cobadin disappeared outside the 
window.  As we travelled to Cernavoda, I saw from the train, for the last time, Fachrie, the village of my 
youth and childhood, the place where I was born and my mother is buried.  When we arrived in Cernavoda 
the train took us directly to the Danube.  We had barely left the train when in groups of families we were 
boarded on the ship "Stadt Wien" (City of Vienna).  Before the day was over we were sailing towards 
Vienna. 
 
Now a new and uncertain chapter started in our life.  Provisions for the small children were especially 
good.  Our food for the entirely family was picked up at the dispensary.  In the evening, when it was time 
to sleep, blankets we given out.  All the women and children slept on the floor of one big room.  All the 
men and older boys slept in a different room.  In the day time the families came together again.  But the 
ship was fully loaded and not much room. 
 
Without stop we went up-river as far as Semlin in Yugoslavia.  We arrived there at night.  When the ship 
docked we were ordered to disembark, again one family at a time.  At the exit nurses were standing and 
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waiting to receive the little children.  The nurse, who picked up and carried Adele, pointed at Adele, as she 
said to another nurse, "It is for their sake that the resettlement is made." 
 
In Semlin was a large camp was established with large barracks.  Each barrack was the equivalent of the 
length of two houses.  The barracks were unheated but well lit.  Down the middle of the barrack was broad 
walkway; on both sides were bags (mattresses) of straw, one right next to the other, so that you had access 
to your "bed" from the common walk way.  Each bag of straw was also provided with a few blankets.  Again 
one family at a time, we were given our quarters.  We were led to our barracks and assigned to a bag of 
straw.  There we sat.  When everyone was assigned a place, we were told that in the dining hall we may 
have a hot coffee, before we went to sleep. 
 
Next morning we went to the dining hall for breakfast.  We were amazed at what we saw.  The dining hall 
was a big barrack.  There were several rows of tables from one end of the barrack to the other.  The tables 
were set with plates full with food.  There were several kinds of jam, butter, cheese, all kinds of sausages, 
eggs, big plates of lard, and honey.  Everything was there in over abundance, freshly baked bread, coffee 
and milk, and German teenage boys and girls were ready to serve us.  When we asked were this all came 
from, we found out that the Germans, who lived in Yugoslavia donated it all; for they had found out that 
they too were to be evacuated, just like us.  So rather than leave everything behind, they served us this 
feast.  Some of us had taken provisions along with them, and still had some on hand by the time we came 
to Semlin. 
 
We had to laugh about it many times later on, when my father told the story about one of our people, 
who, when he saw the feast set before us said, "I told you that in Germany everybody eats much better 
than we do."  Later on, when we were in camp and the food there tasted as if it had, neither lard, nor salt; 
the same man would say, "I told you so.  Nobody eats as well as we used to eat."  Actually, few of us made 
us to Germany at that time; for most of the resettlement camps were in Austria; they used many of the 
large cloisters as resettlement camps.  Later on we found out that Austria was much safer and not subject 
to the bombers. 
 
Semlin was only a temporary camp. It was also a camp for the sick, which were among the first to leave 
back home.  We could visit them in the hospital, and many of them, we saw there for the last time.  There I 
saw my uncle Gottlieb Hausch from Fachrie for the last time.  Our noon hour meal was simple.  But Supper 
was again a feast of plenty like at breakfast.  What we did not like in Semlin that the barracks had no 
heating and it was almost the end of November.  We stayed in Semlin only two or three days.  As it was 
done back in Romania, the people were organized in various groups, which left at different times.  This 
time we were among the first to leave.  Thus we were more and more separated, but at this time we were 
with our two neighbors from back home, the Seefried's and Schöttle's.  We were put on the train and were 
driven towards Graz in Austria.  Provisions were provided on the train. 
 
When we arrived in Graz, we did not know what to make of the reception we received.  The train station 
was all decorated with many flags.  The Hitler-Youth stood in attention.  A huge brass band played all kinds 
of German songs.  The Hitler-Youth sang as well.  It was a reception as if we were all high dignitaries.  We 
were taken to a dining hall.  The mothers with small children were served some warm food.  Then the rest 
were served as well.  We sat in the hall for several hours.  Again and again, the brass band played and the 
Hitler-Youth sang.   Towards evening, we were put on a train again; it was called the Small Train. 
 
We travelled towards the mountains.  We were climbing higher and higher.  This was something new for 
us, for in the Dobrudja were no mountains, only plains and a few little hills.  I could not see enough of the 
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snow covered mountains and the green forest hills.  Next morning, we were deep in the mountains.  Only 
seldom could you see a small village, and isolated farm settlements.  Everything was covered with snow.  
There were several nurses from the Red Cross on the train; they told us that we are just about at our 
destination.  When I heard that I suddenly changed my mind, and did not think it was so beautiful 
anymore.  What are we going to do in these snow-covered mountains?  Suddenly we were told to get 
ready for at the next station, we are about to get off the train.  Around noon, the train arrived at the rail 
road station St. Georgen am Reith.  It was a small station.  Again the Hitler-Youth, in spite of the cold 
weather was out to greet us with their songs of welcome.  We even took a group photograph.  Even the 
mayor and the school's principal greeted us.  We were told just to leave our hand baggage behind and we 
should come with them, it would not be far.  Horses and sleigh were standing ready to bring our luggage.  
But we could not see a town anywhere.  Silently we followed the mayor and the principal for about half an 
hour.  The way went always uphill.  Finally we came to a high plateau.  There stood a fairly large building.  
We stopped in front of it.  Over the entrance door was written:  Home for the Blind, St. Georgen am Reith. 
 
We arrived in the camp St. Georgen am Reith on December 2nd, 1940.  There were 110 of us in this camp.  
The Mayor, Mr. Jägersberger, was the administrator.  He lived with his wife and two children in his own 
house.  He had been the administrator of the facility, while it is was a home for the blind.  His wife was the 
cook for the blind.  He invited all to step inside.  We went through a long hallway, which lead to the dining 
hall.  Around the outside of the all was a row of tables, neatly decked with white linen.  There were two 
rows of chairs at the each table.  After we were seated we were assigned to our rooms.  Our family had a 
room with two beds, one table, two chairs, one closet, one vanity, and an oven that could be heated with 
wood or coal.  Other families, which were larger, received larger rooms, or sometimes two or three rooms.  
We did not understand at first, why none of the rooms had any lights; but the blind did not need any lights.  
The rooms were all on the first and second story. 
 
All the meals were served in the dining hall.  The bell was wrung, and we would all gather for breakfast, 
dinner, or supper.  Our food ration cards were sent to the administrator.  Everywhere in Germany and all 
German occupied territories food could only be bought with food ration cards.  Special food ration cards 
were issued for nursing babies, children up to three years of age, children up to ten, eighteen, adults, 
persons doing hard physical labor, and persons doing extra hard physical labor.  Each category had its own 
allocated food rations.  These cards were issued once a month.  We did not receive our cards for they were 
sent directly to the camp administrator; his wife, the cook; they used the cards to buy the food for the 
common kitchen.  All women and grown-up girls were assigned kitchen duty.  We served in groups of four 
and changed on a daily basis.  There were many things that were new for us, and we had to learn above all 
that we were no longer master of our own destiny.  Considering that war raged almost everywhere, we did 
not fare badly. 
 
For Christmas we had a small celebration.  The children even received small gifts.  Even if we did not really 
find the food to our liking, we did not have to go hungry.  When the cook noticed that we were not used to 
and did not like caraway seed, she did not use it anymore in her cooking.  The baker promised us to leave 
out the caraway seed also, but he never did, for he had his other regular local customers to please. 
 
It was not until May, 1941, that we heard our package sent from Romania in grates had arrived in 
Vienna.  Soon some of it arrived in installments at camp.  We were very happy at first, until we found out 
that many crates had been opened and especially foods stuffs, new cloth and clothing, fur and wool was 
missing.  We were lucky our crates arrived intact.  One of them had the ten bottles of lard and the soap 
that I had cooked from the pig we butchered. 
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The men folk started to work, mostly on the railroad.  They left in the morning and returned to camp in 
the evening.  They received wages.  Those, who were unable of working, received a small allowance.  Since 
we did not have to pay for our food, and we had purchased new clothing, before we left Romania, we were 
not really bad off. 
 
Mr. J. T., who had a large family and whom we had loaned 10,000 Lei in Romania repaid his loan, so we 
received 200 German Marks.  When the men folk started to work they received a special allocation of food 
ration cards.  At first they went, as the rest, straight to the kitchen, but that soon changed, and each 
received his own personal extra rations.  It was usually used to purchase bread, butter and meat. 
 
Shortly after Christmas Otto got sick with scarlet fever.  Other children got sick also.  They were taken to 
the hospital in Weidhofen.  They had to stay there for six weeks.  With Otto in the hospital was one of the 
Tillmann boys.  He was not as badly affected as Otto.  Once there was a bomber alarm.  Because Otto had 
such a high fever, the nurses left him during the alarm and tied his feet to the bed that he would stay.  
When Otto returned he was very thin and had very long hair. 
 
Otto was barely home for a week, and then Adele was sick with the same scarlet fever.  She too had to go 
the hospital in Weidhofen.  We thought she would starve to death, because she used to eat so little.  We 
were not allowed to make visits in the hospital.  But when we picked her up after six weeks, she had put on 
weight and had rosy cheeks. 
 
As time went on, divisions occurred in our camp. People were beginning to squabble, for conditions were 
really crowded.  The living quarters were small, and only one common kitchen; it has to be experienced to 
be appreciated.  Later on we learned that we were not the only ones, who had this problem.  Others went 
through the same experiences in other camps.  There were always people, who thought that they were, or 
should be better off than others.  Those who had left behind larges possessions in Romania thought they 
should be treated better that those who had less.  When finally the administrator took sides it became 
unbearable.  Many complaints were made, so that it was finally decided that our camp should be 
disbanded, a decision which was later regretted.  For in our camp was Mr. Reinhold Winger the school 
teacher from Cobadin, and he held school for our children.  His wife, who was a teacher also, held 
kindergarten. 
 
Before we left St. Georgen am Reith, we had to travel to Mauer Öhling, were we made officially German 
citizens.  We became officially German citizens on June 7th. 1941.  In Mauer Öhling was a large 
resettlement camp.  There were people gathered from many different towns.  The people were mixed 
together from many different towns purposely, for it made for less rivalry and a more peaceful co-
existence.  The facilities in Mauer Öhling, before they were made a resettlement camp, used to be asylum 
for people with nervous disorders.  New barracks were built for there were about 1,000 people altogether, 
which could not all be accommodated by the existing buildings. 
 
In June we left St. Georgen am Reith.  Some people were moved to Mauer Öhling.  Others went to 
Sonntagsberg.  We were sent to Camp Kaplitz, which used to be a large monastery.  There were still a few 
nuns there.  But Camp Kaplitz was to be terminated also.  While we were there, we came together with 
uncle August and aunt Bertha, who were from Cobadin also.  We were in the camp only two day, when we 
were crowded together even more.  Now prisoners of war were accommodated there as well. 
 
From Camp Kaplitz we were moved to Seitenstetten, which is in Austria near the town Amstetten.  In 
Seitenstetten was a very large monastery.  We still have some postcards of it.  In one side of the monastery 
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were still some monks; some nuns were in another section.  The monastery also had a large beautiful 
church.  The skeleton of the donor of the monastery was encased in a coffin, which was on display in a 
special hall.  The monastery also had a museum, which I had the privilege of seeing; in was normally locked 
and guarded by the nuns.  On the North side of the monastery, on the ground level, were Russian prisoners 
of war.  We normally did not see them.  When we went for a walk on Sunday afternoon, we could 
sometimes see them at the windows; someone played a guitar and others sang, which sounded really nice. 
 
By the time we came to Seitenstetten there were already about 1,200 people. Some of them came even 
from Bessarabia.  The main building was about 100 meters square and four or five stories high.  We stayed 
on the side where the rooms were.  In the middle towards the yard was a very wide hallway, with a stone 
floor.  The rooms were very large.  Two or three families were accommodated in each room.  The ceiling 
was very high and curved.  We had bunk beds.  An adult could stand on the top bunk and still not reach the 
ceiling.  There were several court yards surrounded by buildings.  We did not even get to see it all, it was so 
big.  Much of it remained locked up by the nuns.  In the center stood the large church; the church had a 
very large courtyard.  On sunny warm days it was just crowed with masses of people. 
 
The food was prepared for the people in this resettlement camp in one common kitchen, and was served 
in two dining halls.  Breakfast was served at a counter for the entire family.  Around 10 o'clock the daily 
allocation of milk was distributed for small children.  Dinner was served in the dining halls, or could be 
taken back to the rooms, as we normally did.  Supper was the same.  We normally went and got ours, then 
ate back in our room.  There were two families in our room.  We too had bunk beds.  Each family had its 
own table.  We were also able to keep the crates, which we had packed in Romania, in our room.  
Everything that we had was in one and the same room.  Bread, butter and jam was distributed to everyone 
in camp every second day.  Everyone had to make his portion for those two days.  We had to eat a lot of 
potatoes in those days; bread was scarce.  For supper we often had soup, but no meat.  Oftentimes we had 
cream of wheat mixed with potato peels.  Sometime we had some left over.  The next morning it was hard.  
We added a little milk and pudding powder (sometimes we could buy pudding powder without ration 
cards) then we took the mess to the baker to bake in the oven and make a cake. With some jam on top, it 
did not taste that bad. 
 
Of all the camps, we liked Seitenstetten the best.  No one had kitchen duty.  The staff was hired.  There 
was less personal friction and generally peace.  Even though everything was so large, you could remain 
inside, if you wanted to, when you went to get your food three times a day.  The worst was washday.  
There was never enough room.  Most had already arranged to provide their own wash tub.  Or you would 
never have your turn.  To dry the wash was also a problem. 
 
Most of men and Father worked on the railroad.  Father now received extra food rationing cards.  Like 
most of the women I had an electric hot plate, so I could cook a little extra on the side.  Therefore, we ate 
in the main dining hall only seldom.  We had enough milk for the children, and sometimes we were able to 
go to the farmers and buy apples, potatoes and vegetables, or anything we could get.  Once in the late fall 
of 1941 Grieb's mother and I went to a gardener.  He had many tomatoes, which were still green and 
would not ripen any more.  We were allowed to pick all we could.  We had a big net full, which we then 
pickled.  They were very good. 
 
In the fall of 1941, Paul [our second son] was born.  It was not very easy with a small baby in the camp, 
because there were two and sometimes three families per room.  Two or three rooms were set up in the 
camp for infants.  All babies up to one year old were supposed to stay there.  All mothers had to oblige.  
Certain hours were designated for feeding.  At other times Red Cross nurses were taking care of the 
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nursery.  Every day the mothers took turns to bath the children.  When we went from our room to the 
washroom, we had to walk past one of those nurseries.  There was usually loud crying in the nursery; that 
it was pitiful.  Even before Paul was born I determined that my child was not going to be in one of those 
nurseries, be what may.  I was told to put my child into the nursery also; they told me that it will be well 
taken care of.  When the time came to put Paul into the nursery, I refused.  The nurseries did not last much 
longer.  Soon the other mother took care of their own children also. 
 
Paul was a good baby.  Before long he selected one of his fingers as his soother.  In Austria most of the 
population was Roman Catholic.  On occasion a Lutheran Pastor came around and conducted worship 
service for us.  Shortly after Christmas 1941, rumor had it that the Pastor is coming the next Sunday.  Paul 
was to be baptized.  Grieb's were staying with us in our room, so they were going to be God Parents.  I had 
saved up a little flour and baked a cake.  Something came up for the Pastor did not come.  We couldn't 
save the cake until the Pastor came another time, so we ate it, even though the baptism was delayed.  
Later for the baptism we had no cake.  On February 1, 1942, the Pastor came again.  He held a worship 
service in the large monastery church of Seitenstetten.  It was a very cold day that day.  Paul screamed and 
kicked while he was baptized.  Grieb's mother, the god mother, said later that she held Paul tight, but he 
kicked, until his legs were all uncovered.   
 
The older children in camp had to go to school.  They had three old teachers from home, Mr. Winger.  For 
the younger ones was Kindergarten.  A few young girls lead the Kindergarten in our wing.  Adele went to 
Kindergarten also.  She went in the morning, came home for lunch, and went back to Kindergarten in the 
afternoon.  In the afternoon the children received a blanket and had their nap in the Kindergarten. 
 
The camp was really large.  The hallway that connected the rooms had a stone floor and was about three 
meters wide.  The men that went to work and had bicycles; they brought them inside and parked them in 
the hallway by the door of their room.  When school was out, the boys were riding the bikes up and down 
the hallway.  In the evenings the children would play in the hallway.  Mr. Winger practiced with the older 
boys on the mouth organ.  Otto had a mouth organ too.  Then Mr. Winger would march with the boys 
through the hallways to the tune of their mouth organs.  It sounded very nice. 
 
We were beginning to wonder if we would have to stay in these camps until the war is over.  We had 
enough of the life in camp.  We were looking forward of being on our own again.  Rumors started that we 
would be finally resettled.  The people from Bessarabia were to be first again.  Then we were told that we 
were to pack and get ready to change to another camp.  It was camp Mayerling this time.  There we were 
together with Father’s brothers Jacob and Wilhelm, and the family of Mr. Theophil Binder and his parents. 
 
Mayerling was a small monastery.  Only a few nuns lived there.  The official name of the monastery was 
Karmelitinnen [spelling?] Monastery Mayerling We still have a post card of it.  There were about one 
hundred re-settlers.  Next to the monastery was the country castle (Jagdschloss) of Emperor Franz-Josef.  
We together with our old neighbors, the Schöttle's lived in the dining hall of the country castle.  The 
monastery church was not very large but very nice.  Separated from the nave by a sheet of glass was a 
nook with an empty bed.  We were told that crown-prince Rudolf and his beloved were murdered in that 
bed.  Their blood supposedly could still be seen in the bed.  Later we had a chance to follow a cobble stone 
road through the forest to a cemetery.  Alongside the path were stone statues designating the Stations of 
the Cross of the passion of Jesus Christ.  In that cemetery is the grave of crown-prince Rudolf and his 
beloved.  We still have a postcard of it.  The inscription read, "Mary Freiin v. Vetsera, born March 18, 1871, 
died January 30, 1889.  Man grows like a flower and is broken.  John 14: 2."  The story of Mayerling 
interested me, for I had read a book about it in my younger years. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mayerling_Incident


Emilie 

Chapter 3, Page 8 
 

 
The rest of the re-settlers lived in the monastery.  The rooms were very nice but much too small for any 
family.  Mayerling was somewhat in the country and the men folk could not work on the railroad. 
 
Father worked for a farmer also. But this farm was further away; so Father could join us at the camp only 
on Sundays; and the pay was not very little. Mayerling was the worst camp we lived in; the food was the 
bare minimum. It was good that we still had some of the bottles of lard from Romania. No one was 
supposed to be in the kitchen, and we were not supposed to do any cooking in our rooms. But Mrs. 
Schöttle and I had little children, so we were allowed to warm up food in our rooms. If we had leftover 
coffee from breakfast, we warmed it up later in the day and had it with some bread. Quite often I felt really 
dizzy, for I had very little bread and coffee was not really coffee but some substitute (Ersatzkaffee). 
 
Even the “would-be-smart ones” did not do so well. There were among us those, who would suppress 
others to advance themselves. But then there was a sudden change.  We had to pack everything, and leave 
it sitting there. We were told to move; we were about to walk/march to “Heiligen Kreuz” [Holy Cross]. I had 
the baby buggy, which we had bought for Paul at Seitenstetten. When Adele was tired, she would sit on 
Paul’s baby buggy. The distance was greater than what they told us, and we got to “Heiligen Kreuz” late 
that evening, when it was already dark.  
 
We were at yet another monastery. It was called “Cistercrienser Abtei, Heiligen Kreuz, Nieder-Donau..” We 
were given accommodation in an adjacent building. As soon as we entered the hallway, a very strong odor 
met us. We were together in a room with the families of Theodore Rösner and Edward Hinz, who were 
total strangers to us. We had three children; the Rösner’s had four, and the Hinz’s five, soon to be six. Each 
family as assigned to a different corner in the room; there were bunk beds, and a table.  
 
We were all tired and went to sleep but not for very long. Somebody said, “Something bit me.” Soon 
another said the same. We got a light. Mr. Rösner had an overcoat, which he had hung on a nail our bed. It 
was a black overcoat. Mr. Rösner looked at his overcoat and was all excited; it was all covered with 
“Wanzen” [bed bugs]. He took it outside and shook off the bugs. What could we do, none of us had ever 
seen anything like this; so we laughed about it. We had bed bugs in our room; we cleaned up, but the bed 
bugs did not mind; they just disappeared into cracks and crevices of the floor. The bed bugs did not bother 
everyone; they did not bother me. But Father sure noticed them. He had an old knife under his straw 
mattress. When he could not sleep, he took his lighter, and killed the bed bugs with his knife. He killed a 
quite a few, but we could not get rid of them.  
 
The administration debugged the rooms.  We had to take out all food, and we could not enter the rooms 
for several hours. But we liked Heiligen Kreuz better than Mayerling.  The food was better, and we were 
allowed to do some cooking in our rooms.  Heiligen Kreuz was a large monastery. There were mostly nuns, 
but some monks, as in Seitenstetten. We had little or no contact to do them, they occupied a different 
wing. Heiligen Kreuz was even much bigger than Seitenstetten.  There was a very large church; even a tour 
guide. When a large enough group gathered in the church, he would take them on a tour, and show them 
around. I never had a chance to see it all, for with so many people our room; it was hard to get away.  
 
Sometimes we had a Lutheran Pastor come. When we had a church service, we passed through a room in 
which was a large fountain, which was neatly developed, for the water to flow; and you could see the huge 
build-up of minerals from the water. The church and the monastery were an old established community, 
which had several farm yards, all kinds of gardens, and buildings; you could not even see them all. In the 
church yard was a large memorial statute, commemorating a Back Death Plague. We had a picture of it for 
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some time. The walls in the large dining rooms were covered with large oil paintings. You could see Biblical 
themes and stories, which were familiar to us, even about the persecution of Christians. Everything was in 
very good conditions. 
 
While we were at Mayerling, the father of Mr. Binder’s father was sick and in the hospital; He did not get 
better. After we were here at Heiligen Kreuz for a while, he died at the Wiener Neustadt Hospital. He was 
65 years old. 
 
Some of the families from Bessarabia were relocated. One day we were told that we and others, who 
were in a certain wing at Mayerling, would be assigned to different quarters in the monastery. We got a 
room too. I white-washed our room and made it nice and clean. It had a yellow built-in ceramic 
stove/oven. It was nice to have our own warm room; we thought that it would be nice if we could spend 
the winter here. 
 
Even before we got our own room Mrs. Rösner and I decided that we would travel to Vienna with our 
boys for in Schönbrunn, Vienna, was a very large zoo. Otto and Paul Rösner were really looking forward to 
that.  But the castle at Schönbrunn was unfortunately not open on that day. Everything was absolutely 
amazing to us, all the things we could see: All the wild animals, the garden layout, and especially the 
various and the many birds. We really enjoyed it; too bad there was so little time. Afterwards, we were 
able to buy some children’s clothing with our ration/coupons. 
 
“Grosspapa [Wilhelm Fein], uncle Albert and uncle Otto were assigned to the “Steiermark, near Vienna. 
Steiermark was a region, which had a lot of orchards and fruits. They wrote us, that we should come and 
visit them for a while, for they would have room to accommodate us. But we did not accept the invitation, 
for we did not think that we could leave our few belongings unattended. But later we regretted not going. 
We would have liked to see it, for sometimes they would send us care packages of nuts and onions, which 
was a great help. 
 
At Heiligen Kreuz uncle August [Father’s brother] and his wife aunt Bertha visited us. That was the last 
time we saw aunt Bertha. We never saw her again. There was very little work at Heiligen Kreuz. Some men, 
including Father did work at Veslau. A few were able to work on some of the farms. Women and children 
and the disabled received a 10 Reichsmark allowance, which was not very much. 
 
Everyone, who was assigned to a camp, received a pass, which was authorized by the camp authorities, 
and which was kept up to date by local administrators. Even when we were later resettled, we still had to 
maintain our pass.  (We still have this pass today, and it may serve as a historical document some day.) 
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