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Emilie 
Chapter 4: 

1942 to 1945, 
From Camp Life to Czechoslovakia and Germany 

 

It was already November and the long anticipated day was to come when we would move again. Word 
passed that we would be assigned and resettled. Suddenly orders were given that we had to pack, which 
was nothing new for us. The camp administrator arranged transportation for bulk shipping of crates. They 
were gone already, and we were to travel by bus to Baden, near Vienna. Not everyone left Heiligen Kreuz 
with us. We stayed in Baden only one night’s stay. The next morning we were arranged into groups. 
Everyone had a transport administrator, who knew our destination’s address. We were loaded on a train, 
and were told that we are on the way to Czechoslovakia, somewhere near the city of Olmütz. 
 
We travel by train as far as Stefanau [Stepanov], where we were transferred to a small bus, in which we 
travelled with our hand luggage as far as Mährisch Hause [Moravska Huzova]. It was already night, by the 
time we arrived at Mährisch Hause. We drove right up to a farm complex, where we had to spend the 
night. The house number was 34. A man accompanied us into the house; it was November 21, 1942, when 
we entered the house [Just after my first birthday]. It was dark, for the lights were disconnected. A small 
little fire was smoldering in a gigantic huge stove, but in the living quarters it was cold. I told the man, that 
we are not going to stay here, but he walked away and left, saying that if we need something, we should 
talk to the mayor in town. I still had Paul on my arm; how I got to the town hall, I do not know. The town 
hall was only a few houses away. When I got there, the man, who led us to the house, was there also. I 
cried. I could not help it. The mayor was a Czech, but could speak German. He asked me, what I wanted. I 
told him my sorrows, and that we wanted to leave in the morning.  He promised that the lights would yet 
be fixed tonight, and they were. [Please copy: Moravská Huzová 34 and paste it on Google: Maps] 
 
 Crying I went back to our “new” home. Some furniture was in the house, and also a few kitchen utensils. 
The mattresses were still in the beds, but they were dirty and torn. We had no choice; we had to make it 
do for the night, thinking that we would return in the morning. The camp life seemed better, than what 
was before us. Everything seemed hopeless; there was a great big room with gaping holes in the floor. 
There was a small but very long kitchen, a hall way, and a large ceramic built-in stove, but it was broken, 
and you could not make a fire in it. There were a few buckets of coals and that was it. 
 
The next morning someone from city hall brought us our food ration cards and told us that there are 
stores in town, where we could buy things. It was impossible for us to return the next morning. With us at 
Mährisch Hause were also uncle Wilhelm [Father’s brother, and the families of Reinhold Niedschke, 
Johannes Almert, Edward Schöttle, Emanuel Metzger, Mateis Nagel, and Friedrich Ohlhausen; they 
originated all from Cobadin.  
 
Mährisch Hause was not very big. The rest of the people were all Czechs. Many could speak German, but 
few would admit it that they understood German. On the average they seemed hostile to us Germans. 
They would not openly admit it, but we could tell that they did not like us. We could understand that, for 
their territory was occupied by Germans since World War 1, and now they had the German military 
occupational forces. Many of their farms were taken away; some had to move elsewhere, and their farms 
were given to us (Umsiedler). Apparently the same happened in Poland. Thus there was animosity, which 

http://maps.google.ca/maps?hl=en&sugexp=pfwc&cp=7&gs_id=5&xhr=t&q=olomouc&gs_upl=&bav=on.2,or.r_gc.r_pw.&biw=1280&bih=831&um=1&ie=UTF-8&hq=&hnear=0x47124e8311181853:0x400af0f66159470,Olomouc,+Czech+Republic&gl=ca&ei=gaV_TunxIMbfiALh1IC6Aw&sa=X&oi=geocode_r
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/%C5%A0t%C4%9Bp%C3%A1nov_%28Olomouc_District%29
http://cs.wikipedia.org/wiki/Moravsk%C3%A1_Huzov%C3%A1
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we did not cause, for we, likewise, had to abandon our property in Romania, which was plundered as soon 
as we left by the locals, who took want they wanted. 
 
 We were on our own for several days in Mährisch Hause. After a few days a group of authorities came 
around and asked how we liked everything. We told them, that we did not like it at all, and we do not want 
to stay here. They tried to persuade us that we should stay, and that we are going to get help; they gave us 
the address of some administrative office in Olmütz, which was in charge of this area and set up to help 
“Umsiedlers” (re-settlers).  
 
The plan was that new settlers would make requisitions, and the office would try to supply the needed 
items from a depot of available supplies. We requested beds, and a crib for Paul, for his baby buggy was 
too small for him. After a while we received the requested basic furniture. In the spring we had the house 
painted, at least it would be clean now.  
 
The farm yard had belonged to a widow, her name was Lukesch. She lived in Sudetengau, which was not 
too far away from Mährisch Hause. The stables were exceptionally bad. They were renovated during our 
stay; Father spent a lot of time fixing them up. Another Czech family lived on this farmyard together with 
us – on the other side of the yard, in the old servant’s quarters, “Ausgediensthau.,” It now served as the 
Czech kindergarten building. They did not need, or use the farm yard, and were off to themselves.   
 
Our children were developing as typical camp-people. Adele was not yet four years old when we arrived 
in Czechoslovakia.  One day she said, “Mom, the bell does not ring anymore, when it is time to eat.” I told 
her that from now on the dinner bell does not ring for us. The children were getting used to camp life, and 
knew hardly anything about a real “Home.”  
 
Provisions for farming were arranged. The mayor of the town was called to the district office, and shortly 
after Christmas we received two horses, some straw and hay, also a few chickens, and a young pig. Later 
we received two cows, which the Czech had to deliver to us, but they were paid for it. Nevertheless, they 
were envious of us because of it. A farm adviser called on all the new settlers, and instructed them on what 
had to be done. We did not have to pay for the items, which we received, and we did not get paid for our 
work and labor either.  
 
We were told by the District, what we had to deliver at harvest time. And we had to keep book for all 
expenses and income, which was new for us. We had to learn it and found it almost impossible to do in the 
first year. We were told how many eggs we had to deliver per chicken, but most of the chickens were old 
and did not lay eggs anymore. You needed eggs for yourself now and then, but yet you were expected to 
deliver them. They even had a chicken count occasionally. Also, the pigs and other animals had to be 
accounted for. 
 
If you took wheat to the mill, you had to receive permission and authorization, which was designated for 
a certain time limit only. The amount was rationed per person. But we had no personal shortage, because 
farmers had a higher allocation, as it is written the Holy Scriptures, “You shall not muzzle the oxen, which 
threshes the wheat.” 
 
We all did fairly well, but it took a while to get used to it all. We had to work hard. Most of us hired 
laborers, who were mostly Czech people. Some hired even a maid. Our laborer’s name was “Pospil”; but he 
did not amount to much. The land in Czechoslovakia was very good, and produced a good harvest.  We had 
to learn how to grow sugar beets. That was ordered, and we were told how much land was to be used for 
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sugar beets. On the average the Czechs were good farmers, who worked their land well, especially for the 
sugar beets. First the land was finely cultivated like a flower bed; then the sugar beet seedlings were 
counted. If someone was able to deliver more than the demanded quota, he received a premium from the 
sugar factory. We too received a premium in 1944, but unfortunately, it did not arrive in time before we 
had to flee for our lives. 
 
On the whole, we did well in Czechoslovakia, and were under German occupational forces. The men did 
not have to go to war. They could do their work. Everything they produced could be sold, and the Czech 
money was on par. That we took over their land was not our doing, and beyond our control. Only the local 
farms, which were badly managed, were occupied and controlled. In our case, the farmer was dead, his 
widow lived elsewhere, and the renters made a mess, destroying not working the farm 
 
Our children went to school in Stefanau [Stepanov], about three kilometers away. In Mährisch Hause was 
no German school. The Czech children did not have to go to the German school. Our children intermingled 
with the Czech children and learned Czech on the side, especially from the farm worker, who did not 
understand German.   
 
In Czechoslovakia were a lot of German people, especially a lot of mixed marriages. Many of them had 
German names, but would not admit that they could speak German. Our next door neighbor’s name was 
Tiefenbach, but did not admit that they knew German. 
 
Aunt Lydia, [Wilhelm Welk’s wife], and I, sometimes also Mrs. Niedschke, went on foot to the weekly 
farmers market at Sternberk.  Sternberk was in Sudetenland [Eastern region of Czechoslovakia]. We 
needed a travel permit from the District Office to go there. With our ration cards, there we could buy 
children’s clothing, which were not available to us in our area, for the Czech people sold such items only to 
their own people. They were not supposed to do that, but the Black Market existed anyway.  
 
It was several kilometers to the border, then several kilometers more to Sternberk. Father never made 
that trip but uncle Wilhelm had pity on Lydia and I. He took as far as the border with horse and wagon, 
and, as arranged, picked us up again. The first time, we went across the border without permits. The guard 
let us through, but told us to get a permit from the district office the next time. However, we did not, for 
we thought the guard would let us through again. The next time a different guard was stricter, and he did 
not let us go across. So we had to go back, and get a permit, which did not cost any money. 
 
The villages in Czechoslovakia are relatively close together. Knotz was not far away, that is where the 
family of Theophil Binder was stationed. He and his mother were our neighbors in Romania. We also visited 
Jacob Siegfried and his mother frequently in Stefanau, where our children went to school. Also in the area 
were the families of Jacob Grieb, and Theophil Herman. There were others from Cobadin in the area; at 
Stanau were the Graf family and two Grieb families. 
 
Pastor Matuschek from Olmütz came to Mährisch Hause several times. And held worship services at the 
house of Emanuel Metzger. When he came, all our people from the surrounding area came to church at 
Mährisch Hause. We had no shortage of work in Czechoslovakia, especially with the sugar beets, which was 
new for us. We also grew poppy seed for the making of cooking oil, which paid well. And we baked many 
poppy seed strudels. We did well in Czechoslovakia, and we liked it. But we already knew that we could not 
stay, no matter how the war would end. 
 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/%C5%A0ternberk
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In the early spring of  1944 Martin [our third son] was born in Olmütz. He was baptized on May 13th, 
1944, in Mährisch Hause, by Pastor Matuschek from Olmütz. 
 
Grosspapa and uncle Emil were re-settled in Steiermark, Austria. They and the others, who were re-
settled in the Steiermark, had to flee before we did, because the guerrillas attacked the German civilians at 
night. There was much shooting; aunt Erna and her brother were shot and killed by guerillas. From camp 
Grosspapa wrote, and asked if they could come to us, for the food in the camp was getting worse all the 
time.  
 
We went to the District Office and applied that Grosspapa and Emil could come to us. At first the official 
did not even want to consider it. He said that it was futile even to apply. I pointed out that we could really 
use uncle Emil’s help on the farm, so we received permission for Grosspapa and uncle Emil to come to us. 
But by this time it was already fall.  
 
More and more enemy airplanes were flying overhead, especially at night. There must have been a lot at 
times.  It was a most frightening sound. When the airplanes were flying over during the day, they were 
much higher, and the Czech people would be standing out in the street, some were waving at the 
airplanes. 
 
One day we could hear the airplanes swarming. Then there was a repetitive thud, thunder, and 
reverberations. There were about 4 or 5 deaths. A few days later, we heard that a funeral will be at the 
cemetery at Mährisch Hause. The caskets were set up in the snow at on Czechs places; they were buried in 
the cemetery. A large procession of people followed to the cemetery, which was not very far from our farm 
yard. After that I did not see anybody waving at the airplanes anymore, and everyone seemed anxious, 
when you heard airplanes. 
 
Winter came quickly and fiercely. It was cold. It was an especially cold winter. On several days large 
companies of Russian prisoners of war came through this area. They were transported further on, and 
everybody was told to be on guard. Some escaped. If anybody would assist them, they were subject to 
arrest themselves.  One evening, it was dark already, uncle Wilhelm and Mr. Niedschke happened to be at 
our place, somebody knocked at the door. We checked, and several prisoners were standing at the door. 
We couldn’t do anything. We sent them to our neighbor’s.  Maybe he sent them to us. Perhaps it was only 
a trap. 
 
We already heard that those who had re-settled in Poland had to flee. It was a very severe winter. The 
news, which we heard on the radio, was just appalling. At the big battle at Stalingrad, the German army 
was surrounded and decimated. Thousands of German soldiers fell and froze. The farming consultant came 
and told us that we should be prepared, for things could develop suddenly and we might have to flee. That 
we had to flee was a certainty. We packed only the absolutely essentials, and if we have to go suddenly, we 
can take along as little as possible. Grosspapa and uncle Emil packed also; that when it happens, they are 
ready to leave as well. 
 
The situation seemed to improve, and we had hope that we might not have to flee. Pretty soon the work 
in the fields had to begin. And we did what had to be done. I even planted several pounds of onions. Then 
the mayor and the farm counselor came and told us that we should leave everything, for the flight will be 
very soon. We should butcher and prepare meat. Get the wagon ready, for everyone will provide his own 
transportation.   
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I started to bake a big carton of bread, cut it up and dried it in the oven. We butchered a pig. I fried the 
meat, put it into a big milk container, and poured boiling fat over on top of it; so it was ready to eat. 
Smoked meat and lard was set aside. Into a barrel of beer, we poured all the jam we had, and covered it 
with sugar. Father re-installed the cover for the barrel. We were told to take as much food as possible. We 
had just ground wheat, so we prepared a sack of flour.  We also had to prepare and take food for the 
horses. We had a big grate filled with clothes; and bedding was put into sacks. 
 
Father also made a cover for the wagon. Everything had to go fast, and be ready. We were given a date: 
April 18, 1945. As soon as it is dark, be ready; it is time to go. All the men folk had to stay back. Toward 
evening the wagon was ready. At the back of the wagon, Father attached a light cage, into which we put 
twelve live chickens. The baby buggy Father fastened on to the side of the wagon. Grosspapa put his stuff 
on the wagon too. Our wagon was so packed full, there not an empty space anywhere. The big crate was so 
positioned that the three little ones, Adele, Paul, and Martin, could sit on it. Our wagon looked like the 
Western Wagons that you see on TV. We came to this farm at Mährisch Hause at night, and we left again 
at night. It had been our home for two years and five months. When it became known, that we had to flee, 
we sorted out our papers one evening; all the things we wanted to take along. But in the end, we did not 
bring the legal papers of our property in Romania. It stayed back in Czechoslovakia. 
 
We made slow progress. All who were re-settled with us in Mährisch Hause left together at the same time. 
We were already some distantce from the village, when I remembered that I left behind the gloves for the 
children. So I sent Otto back and told him that Father is still at the house. He should hurry up that he will 
catch up with us again. After we had left, all the men folk decided that they will sleep together at the house 
of Reinhold Niedschke. When Otto got back, he knocked at the door. He did not know that Father was not 
in the house. It was already starting to get daylight, and we were at the second village from Mährisch 
Hause, when Otto finally caught up with us at the wagon.  The fear I had that night is incredible, I thought 
that I had lost Otto. I decided that night that never again will I send away a child. We had a transport 
coordinator; and we met up with additional people, who were part of our group but lived in the 
surrounding villages. It was already a long trek of wagons. 
 
Not everybody had horses. Those, who did not have a team of horses, used oxen to pull their wagons. 
After the first day, late – it was dark already, we stopped for the night at a Czech village. A barn was 
located, where the horses and oxen could be fed and rest. Our horses were already fed. But our Fritz was 
not used to this. During the first day, it  was not bad, but when we stopped and untied him from the 
wagon, Fritz could hardly be controlled, for Fritz was a high tempered stallion; the worst part was he would 
bite. He would have to be firmly held and be reined in. Some trouble could be avoided: If someone got too 
close, to him, we called out warnings: “Don’t get close to the horse. He bites!”  But he did bite several 
people. He even bit me twice in Czechoslovakia. So we were not allowed to put our horses into the shelter. 
We put fodder in front of the horses and I sat all night on the front of the wagon, holding the reins. There 
was hardly any rest. All night he would shriek, as horses do, and hack with his hoofs. I was glad when that 
night was over. I was afraid there was going to be more trouble. But soon everybody knew Fritz and people 
avoided him.  
 
We came to mountainous terrain. The wagon had to be double-teamed on the hills. Mrs. T. and I were 
assigned to work together. Her wagon was ahead of us, so she went first, and we pulled her wagon up the 
hill. When we were up, she said, “You have good horses. You can make it up the hill by yourself.”  She left 
us and went on her way. We went down the hill, tied on the horses, and we did make it up. One day there 
was a terrible storm, and it slowed us down even more so. Many wagons, which did not have a good cover, 
had it ripped off by the wind. Those with trouble could no longer keep up and stayed behind. 



Emilie  

Chapter 4, Page 6 
  

 
After a few days we arrived in Boskanitz. [Bohulavice] It is a fair-sized city in Czechoslovakia. I heard that 
day that Father and Mr. Reinhold Niedschke are catching up with us. When we arrived at Boskanitz, we had 
to park our wagon in the market square. The women and children were told go with someone to a 
lazaretto. Grosspapa and uncle Emil were going to stay with the wagon. The children and I followed the 
man to the lazaretto, but there was nobody there except a guard. 
 
 In the morning, as we got ready to return to the wagon, Mrs. Dora Binder [Theophil’s wife] came to our 
room and told us, that the men folk, who had stayed behind, were attacked by the guerillas, they shot and 
killed Mr. Andreas Hermann, and a Welk was among them, he was wounded also. I knew immediately the 
“Welk” was Father, for I had heard earlier that Father was coming. Immediately I went to the guard to ask 
if during night wounded were brought to the lazaretto. He said, “No.” I gathered the children and hurried 
back to the wagon. But nobody knew more than what Mrs. Binder already told me. Only that Mrs. Jacob 
Grieb had fallen off the wagon during the night and broke her arm. 
 
Before long Otto came, and said that Father is coming. His head was bandaged up, but he seemed o.k. A 
guerilla had shot Father from close range. The bullet bruised the head behind the right ear, went through 
the coat and got stuck on the suspenders and the shirt. The shoulder was black and blue at the impact.  
Later in Adelstetten, Father drilled a hole through the bullet, and put it on to the chain of his pocket watch; 
but then lost it.  
 
Mr. Andreas Hermann was not dead instantly, he raised himself up and asked Father, if he was hit. Father 
told him. Mr. Hermann said that he was shot in the chest, fell and died. Mr. Hermann was yet buried in 
Boskanitz. His wife, Maria and his two children were part of our transport. Mrs. Maria Hermann is the 
sister of Matilda Welk, the wife of Christian Welk, Father’s brother. [I, Paul Welk, later met Hermann’s son 
Herbert, who lived in Duncan, B.C., and there went to the same church as Otto and Renate.] 
 
We stayed several days in Boskanitz. The worst was that we had no ration cards, so we could not buy 
anything. It was still April and cold. We had fried meat, flour, sugar, and dried bread, but everything was 
cold. So I went to an inn with two chickens, one for them, and one for us. So they cooked chicken soup for 
us. 
 
Martin got very sick. He found the fired meat on the back of the wagon and a pot of fried meat patties. 
Adele was still small, by the time she saw it, that Martin had too much to eat. The rest of us, followed 
behind the wagon, so the children were on the wagon by themselves.  Martin got such diarrhea; we did not 
think that he would survive. No wonder, we would go for days, and the children had no milk, nothing warm 
all day. Sometimes in the evening, there was a soup, tea, or coffee. By that time it was late; they were 
sleepy and did not want anything but sleep. Mornings started early; you filled a thermos; but by the time 
the children were up, the thermos was cold again. 
 
As long as the German occupational forces were present, the mayors of the towns, where we stopped for 
the night, had to provide milk for the children; but not all did. When during the day the trek of wagons 
would stop, I quickly washed diapers. Most of the time, our wagon was covered with diapers, hung out to 
dry. Only very slowly did Martin get better. As we started our journey, Martin was just beginning to walk; 
by the time he got better, he had forgotten how to walk, and had to learn how to walk all over again. 
 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bohuslavice_%28%C5%A0umperk_District%29
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The fodder for the horses was beginning to run out. To be able to carry on, if we saw a field of clover 
during the day, we gathered clover on the run, which we fed to the horses, at the next stop. Gras on the 
side of the road was sparse; yet every little bit mattered. 
 
One day, we were travelling on a bright clear day. We were in open flat terrain, nothing far and wide, no 
village in view. We feared being attacked by low flying airplanes. And it actually happened; at a distance we 
could hear sirens, giving warning of pending air attacks. There was a wooded area nearby. At a distant we 
could hear the airplanes, and see them, as if they were small little birds; we even heard their bussing like 
bees. Everybody left everything on the road, and ran for their lives, heading for cover in the forest. I took 
Martin on my arm. Father carried Paul. Otto had a blanket. That is all that we had off the wagon. In the 
forest everyone was on their own, seeking whatever shelter seemed possible. At first it seemed as if the 
airplanes were heading straight for us, then it was clear that they went into a different direction; finally 
they disappeared completely.  We all went back to our wagons, and were glad that it was over. Later on we 
heard that other treks were attacked by low flying airplanes; their belongings were burned; all they had left 
was the clothing on their back. The trek of the “Burgemeister’s” was attacked by airplanes; the mother of 
Mr. Burgemeister was so badly wounded that she died the same day. 
 
It was still April, when we heard that Hitler was dead. We came to a Czech village. There was a good 
mayor. We were accommodated at various farms. We, and the family of Edward Schöttle, who also were in 
Mährisch Hause, and our wagons were in one of the Czech’s barns; the women and children were allowed 
to be in the kitchen, and there was set up for them a place to sleep. But a radio was loudly playing in the 
next room all night long. Czech people were constantly coming and going, shouting in German between 
radio message, “Der Sieg muss unser sein – the victory must be ours.”  They did that for our sake. The 
children were so tired; they just slept; but Mrs. Schöttle and I could not sleep, for we were afraid. They did 
not do us harm, but they just kept on repeating, “Der Sieg muss unser sein – the victory must be ours.”    At 
daylight we got up and went with our children to our wagons. We were told that all wagons are to gather 
before the city hall. The mayor came and said that all women and children will receive milk, nobody will be 
harmed in his town, and we should carry on our way; but we had to surrender all weapons, for all men had 
guns, which had to be given up. 
 
We carried on.  In the evening we came again to another Czech village. We heard that after this village we 
would be only a few kilometers away from the German border. We noticed that in the street of the village, 
the Czechs were huddled together into small groups and seemed to be writing something down. We 
concluded that they were counting teams of horses, and oxen. We were already through the village, the 
evening was far gone. Out of the village from behind us came a bus, but we could only see a driver and 
asked ourselves, why would an empty Czech bus drive toward the German border. We could see that the 
road was about to go into a forest. 
 
We also had a bicycle with us. Otto would often ride on the bike back and forth. Uncle Emil and I walked 
alongside the wagon most of the time. Grosspapa was the driver. Father was here and there and 
everywhere. In the transport there was always something to fix, or someone, who needed help. That is 
how it was that evening. Otto was ahead of us with the bicycle. Suddenly and frightened Otto came back, 
saying that ahead in the forest, there was shooting. I told Otto that he should stay by our wagon. 
Everything was moving slowly, our wagon was just entering the forest. We were told that ahead in the 
forest are guerillas. Suddenly everything stopped. Our transport coordinator, also a refugee, announced 
that the guerillas, blasted a bridge ahead, which we had to cross. Before long some a German military 
vehicle came from ahead, on it were the guerillas; what happened to them we do not know. 
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The road soon led us out of the forest. It was already after the capitulation of Germany, May 8th, 1945. We 
met some German troops. They moved along sadly, behind a white flag. Further away, now and then, we 
heard isolated gunfire. But we were not delayed by it; and for the first time we saw American military, 
which did not seem to be concerned about us.  
 
Now we were out of Czechoslovakia. We gathered this evening on an isolated farm. The farm seemed 
deserted. It looked like the year before the wheat was threshed, and straw was scattered everywhere. The 
worst part was: There was no water. We had to look for water far afield, and found a trickle in the forest. 
There was also a pump, not a good one, but we were glad to have a pump.  
 
We stood there several days, until we were allowed to move on. Our Fritz did very well, and we were glad 
that he did. Our second horse, Fuchs became sick, and we were lucky to be able to use another refugee’s 
horse for a while. Otto and uncle Emil had to lead Fuchs behind the wagon. Fuchs was very ill and very 
weak, so we had to stay behind until Otto, and uncle Emil could catch up with Fuchs. Before we were able 
to use the other horse, Fritz had to pull the wagon by himself. Father had the reins in the hand and walked 
alongside the wagon. Grosspapa and I walked behind the wagon, each with a big rock in our hands. Often 
when Father said to Fritz, “Haide = go.” Fritz would turn his head look back; go a few steps, and stop. When 
going uphill, Grosspapa and I would quickly put the rocks under the wagon wheels, that Fritz could rest and 
catch its breath – but only for a few minutes, then it was time to go again. (Our wagon was really over-
loaded.) Our Fritz may have bitten a few people, but if we did not have him, who knows, where would have 
remained. It seemed Fritz knew that everything depended on him, when he looked back like that.   
 
That is how it was. On the day when we left that isolated farm: Otto, uncle Emil and Fuchs followed 
behind. Again our wagon fell behind, until Fuchs could catch up with us. It was getting dark and turning 
night already. We did not see any of the other wagons anymore. It was slow going. We came to a split in 
the road. We stood there, saw nothing and no one. We did not know if we should go right or left. We 
decided to go left, but we choose the right way.  
 
Finally we came to a small city, where we met our people and their wagons, with whom we had started 
out in the morning. The Americans had stopped them. Finally the Americans led us out of the city, and into 
a forest. In the forest we were ordered to stop until morning. We parked alongside the road. It was on the 
side of a hill; we had to put rocks behind the wheels. It was bad: It rained. Grosspapa and uncle Emil slept 
under the wagon. The three children were already asleep. Otto was on the wagon also. Father and I sat on 
the box, at the front of the wagon.  
 
Everything was tight and cramped. In the morning Father dug a hole in the ground to put the canister (our 
stove) on it; he built a fire; at least he tried. Everything was wet and the fire just did not want to burn. I sat 
by the fire and blew, trying to fan it into flame. The Americans drove up and looked at this unique 
situation. I was busy tending the fire. One American stopped his vehicle, and took several photographs of 
me, from every side and every angle. What could I do, but let him take his pictures; I had fire to tend to. 
Afterwards we found some more of our own people. There were also some German soldiers, trying to get 
civilian clothing. 
 
Several of us drove on. We were not allowed to stop wherever we wanted.  Often we were ordered to 
stop. Sometimes we were ordered to keep moving until we got to certain places. There was a lot of 
movement and traffic, but we were not threatened any more. 
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Again we were laid up for several days. We waited till all the stragglers caught up with us. During that 
time a refugee, Mr. Roth, built an oven, so we baked bread day and night. There was always somebody 
using the oven and baking. Where the sourdough came from, I don’t know. But we traded and passed on 
sourdough. Even though the bread was not as usual, it was good. We had something to eat. There were 
eight persons in our wagon alone. We needed a lot of food. We even baked a small cake. We always had to 
cook. We gathered ox-tongue leaves and cooked it as spinach; it was so bitter, that you could hardly eat it. 
 
At the place, where the oven was built, something very sad happened. A woman from Cobadin was 
cooking like all the others did – on the wagon. In an unguarded moment a 2-3 year old child fell into the 
boiling soup pot. The child was taken to the Americans; there it died in the hospital. 
 
We had a gathering on a big meadow, near a river; it was very swampy and wet. One of our refugees 
butchered his tired old oxen and sold the meat.  But the meat was tough, you had to cook and cook it, and 
it was still tough. We were already a very large group in transit. Yet the Americans united us with another 
group, which came from Schlesien, with whom we could not communicate. They were Germans also, but 
they spoke an altogether different kind of German. 
 
Every once in a while, we received something from the Americans, like dried potatoes or canned meat. It 
was rare, but it meant a lot; for our supplies were quickly dwindling. A sudden downpour surprised us on 
that meadow; following the downpour, it rained all day without a break.  We were provided with a huge 
barn for the horses that night. There was also straw for people to sleep on. But somebody had to stay by 
the wagon. Father, the horses, Grosspapa, uncle Emil, Otto, Adele and Paul slept in the barn. Martin and I 
slept in the wagon. Our covering of the wagon was already getting bad, so I put pots everywhere, to catch 
the drips. I was kept busy most of the night, emptying pots of water. Only by daylight did the rain slow 
down. So I had a lot of wet stuff to dry out that day. 
 
When we left Czechoslovakia Martin was able to walk. When on our flight we came under American 
control and were standing still several days, Martin, when taken off the wagon, could no longer walk, 
because he was very sick for a while. And as a one year old baby, he did not get the proper food, which he 
needed. There were many days, when he did not get any milk. As we gathered around on that meadow, I 
noticed that several women went to farmers and were able to buy milk. One day I took Martin on my arm, 
a milk can, and I set out for find a farm, where I was hoping to buy milk. [I, Paul, years later, probably used 
the same two liter milk can to buy milk from farmers. But I did not have to find the farm first. We 
pasteurized milk, by bringing it to a quick boil; but then it had to be instantly removed from the heat, or it 
would ALL boil over.] 
 
I found a farm, and asked if they would sell me some milk. They instantly started scolding me. I told them 
that all I wanted is to buy some milk for my child. I started to cry, as I was going for the gate. But they 
called me back, and started to apologize, asking several questions. They filled the can with milk, and even 
gave me some sour cream. It is hard to think about it today, knocking at a stranger’s door to buy milk. 
 
Before we left that meadow, something tragic almost happened. Otto and some teenagers found a boat 
somewhere. They go into it right away, going down a small river, but with all that rain the water was high, 
and a water fall was nearby. Suddenly they heard someone call, “A horse is in the water!”  And they should 
keep it from going over the water fall. They managed to get the horse near land, but they noticed the 
increase in current toward the water fall, and they had not enough time to turn the boat around, so they 
quickly rowed backwards, luckily managed to get out of the current, and jumped out of the boat. Otto said 
that he could swim at little bit; he drifted toward the pole, which listed the depth of the water; so he hung 
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on to the pole, and luckily made it to land. We found out much later, in what danger the boys really were – 
on account of the horse. 
 
Finally, we were allowed and able to move on again. We wanted at least to get to Bavaria, where we and 
many families originated from; Bavaria was not too far away from our present location. Here we were 
under Russian occupational forces, which we never saw. But whoever was subject to Russians, was 
subjects to tyrants. After the collapse [of Hitler’s Regime] we met several people, who were imprisoned by 
Russians in Poland; others had to work for farmers.  After the war was over, they abandoned everything 
and hurried off to their homeland, for the Russians did not appear to be trustworthy. 
 
We came to another village. The traffic often was blocked. Especially when the occupational forces came, 
we had to stop and wait until everything was clear again. Often the roads appeared, as if everybody was on 
the move. All we could do is sit and wait. Otto was again ahead of us on the bicycle. All of a sudden he 
appeared on foot, crying. I asked him why he is crying. He said that a man took the bicycle away from him. I 
went with Otto; he was supposed to show me that man, who took the bicycle. Not far from our wagon 
stood the man on the road with the bicycle in his hand. He appeared to be Polish, or who knows what. I 
went up to him, said, “This is my bike.” Took it away from him, and went back to the wagon with Otto. All 
around stood all kinds of people and looked; even the stranger, from whom I took the bike looked baffled 
as I left. Later Mr. Jacob Grieb came over to our wagon and said that I was not very cautious and took quite 
a risk. What if the stranger would have had a weapon, and would have shot me; nobody would have 
questioned him. We were just glad that we had our bicycle back. 
 
The closer we got to the Bavarian border, the more rumors we heard, that there is all kinds of riff raff, 
who is stealing right and left from refugees. We were told that after the next village is the Bavarian border. 
We did see abandoned wagons about 100 meters off the road, without a covering. In other cases, was a 
wagon covering but no wagon – normally, and only on rare occasions, could you see a refugee wagon 
without a covering. Before we went over the border, we all put on extra clothing, in case we should be 
blundered, at least we would have our clothing. But our transport made it through without incident. 
 
We had stopped for the night. Uncle Emil took his bicycle, which he did very seldom; most of the time it 
was tied to the side of the wagon to protect it and to baby it. That night everybody was sleeping by the 
wagon. Uncle Emil put his bike next to his bedding, that it should not be stolen. The next morning uncle 
Emil’s bike was gone. Nobody knew anything about it. It was gone. Uncle Emil walked up and down the 
wagon train, hoping to find his bike. There were many people traveling on foot. Probably one of them took 
Emil’s bike and fled away. 

 


