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Emilie 
Chapter 5: 

1945 to 1950, 
Back in Germany 

 

In those days, our road led to a bridge across a river. The bridge was in bad shape; it was covered with 
thick planks, but had no railings. A large river was below. Only one wagon was permitted to cross at any 
one time. Luckily everyone made it across safely. 
 
Once in awhile, we are beginning to meet other people from the Dobrudja. It was normally men, who 
during the collapse of Hitler’s regime (“Zusammenbruch”) were taken prisoner as soldiers. When they were 
released they were like the homeless, travelling along the roads, looking for familiar faces. It was joy to 
meet someone, whom you knew. So it went one evening, as we were standing near Passau, on the Danube 
River, there we met, on the road, uncle Jakob [Father’s brother] and a few others. Even individuals, who 
travelled alone, were subject to being blundered and were often left completely empty handed. The 
blundering did not go on very long. The authorities soon made an end of it. 
 
On June 8, 1945, we and 10-12 other families, found a place to stay in Bavaria, close to Regensburg, on the 
farm of Gutshof Schafhöfen, Freiherr von Moreau’sche. Our flight had lasted approximately seven weeks. 
We were allowed to park our wagon in the barn. For the horses was a stable. The horses received free 
food. But he did not pay for the horses, when they worked on the farmland. The men folk and the young, 
who worked on the farm, were paid. Under an open roof [gazebo-type] a large stove was set up, where 
everyone could do their own cooking, and tables were set up for eating also. 
 
Every worker received one liter milk; and children received milk. Everything was accounted for, but we 
were glad that we got the work, even wheat, which could be ground to flour. We also received food ration 
cards, so we considered ourselves lucky and happy once again. The bad part was that there were not 
enough living quarters for us all. A workers’ outbuilding was approximately one kilometer away, but it had 
to be fixed up first, so for the next 3-4 weeks we lived in the wagon in the barn. Father, Martin and I slept 
in the back of the wagon; it was secure, for everything we had, was on the wagon. For Adele, Paul and Otto 
we had bedding of hay next to the wagon. Grosspapa and uncle Emil found a place in the hay loft. There 
Grosspapa enjoyed his privacy. 
 
The baron, “Gutsherr,” had 100 milk cows and farmed 100 hectares of potatoes. When we got there, he 
still had many potatoes; we could eat as many potatoes as we wanted. Many were already spoiled, but 
many were still good. When we saw that the potatoes are about to spoil, the women folk took buckets full 
of potatoes, grated them, and made starch. I too made much starch, which served us well for a long time. 
The worst part was that during grating, you could get bloody fingers. The ‘Gutsherr” had his own whisky 
distillery. But because of the war, he could not make whisky out of his potatoes. So without anyone 
objecting, we continued to make starch. 
 
One day, all workers received an allocation of whiskey – 2 to 3 liters per worker. We had to pay for the 
whiskey, but that was no problem. The good part was that we were able to buy it, even though it was not 
that much. The whiskey was really good and strong. Even Grosspapa and uncle Emil received their 
allocation. I was never in their part of the hayloft, but Grosspapa, said that uncle Emil had built a nice room 
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in the hay. I cooked for them and they ate with us. One day Grosspapa, who had his whiskey in the hayloft, 
said that it was stolen; somebody must has seen, where he stored it. 
 
At the beginning of our stay at the farm -estate, I noticed that our supply of cooking salt was almost gone. 
You could not buy any salt.  One day as I was cooking in the community kitchen, I mentioned that I had to 
use salt very sparingly, because it is almost gone. One lady, when we were alone, told me that she had lots 
of salt, if I would give her one cup of lard, she would give me one cup of salt. I knew that this lady also had 
a lot of lard; but she want to take advantage of my dilemma. So I went to the wife of the farm 
administrator, and told her that I am very short on cooking salt. She gave me some of the red salt, which 
the cows lick. She also told me how to wash it, and if I needed more, to let her know. Later in Adelstetten, I 
did the same thing, when cooking salt was in short supply. 
 
One evening after supper, when we were sitting in our wagon in the barn, several cars drove up to the 
main farm house.  From the barn, we could not see the main administrator’s quarters. The intruders 
looked like Americans, but later it was said that they were disguised polish people. They knew exactly 
where the depot for the whiskey was. They knocked out the end of one barrel, so we were told; if they 
actually took whiskey we did not know. They were not concerned about us, and we were glad when they 
left again. 
 
Work proceeded on the workmen’s living quarters. A church was being built right next to it. Finally the big 
stove in open-air sheltered area was moved into the kitchen; a smaller stove was installed also that we 
could all cook in the community kitchen. The workmen’s living quarter were finally completed. Seven 
Families moved into this house. Each family had one room. We had one bed and one table in our room. We 
still had the crib from Czechoslovakia and the baby buggy.  Martin slept in the buggy. Adele’s bed, I fixed up 
on the crate. Paul slept in the crib; in the other crate were our clothes. So the room was full. Next to our 
room was a small room with three beds; Otto and two other boys slept in that room. 
 
Shortly before we moved into that house (it was on a Sunday towards evening) a lady told me that in the 
barn, where Otto and the other boys were just feeding the horses, is Welk’s Emil. I quickly went up there. 
And sure enough there stood Wilhelm Welk and his son Emil.  Though Emil was only 16 years old he was 
enlisted and served asan infantry soldier in the drenches.  When he saw me, he started crying, as if he were 
a child.  We all had to cry with him. We discovered that uncle Wilhelm and Emil accidently met after the 
“Zusammenbruch.” So they travelled together from one place to the next, hoping to find *wife/mother+ 
Lydia, and the three girls [Trudy, Marichen and Erika], for Lydia, who started out with us on the flight, got 
separated from our transport unit, and ended up with the Russian occupational forces. Uncle Wilhelm and 
Emil were several days with us. We were just moving into our new quarters, and he hoped to find work 
also, but he was not hired. So they moved on and found work on an estate like ours, which were common 
in this area. 
 
Now we lived in the farm workers’ house. There was one hallway, and you could hear what was going on 
in the rooms all around you; you could hear others, even when you were in your own room. Our window 
was towards the back, next to a wheat field.  The window was very bad; I could hear mice coming in 
through the window. We got a mouse trap. One day, we just got to bed, and we could hear the mouse trap 
snap shut.  We made light, and saw the mouse. I put the mouse trap into the hallway, this evening we 
caught seven mice. Finally we went to sleep, or we would have caught more mice. 
 
One day we ladies were by ourselves again. This lady asked me, where did I get my salt from? I told her 
who gave me salt, without paying for it with lard. We had to get our milk from the farm house toward 
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evening. We lived out in the field, away from the main buildings. After the harvest, when the wheat was 
cut, we could see the deer lying in the field, sometimes it was a small herd. The farmers even hired some 
Americans to shoot the deer. Normally Otto went to get the milk, sometimes it was Grosspapa.  This 
evening Otto and some other boys went to get the milk. They were already coming back, when all of a 
sudden there was shooting, bullets were hitting the ground close to them. Immediately they threw 
themselves on the ground; for next to the path, was a rut, where they tried to take shelter. Slowly they 
inched forward. Finally they arrived home, all dirty and grimy. We thought the Americans mistook them for 
deer, and shot at them. 
 
One day uncle Albert showed up very un-expectantly. Some of the other people from Fachrie were with 
him. Uncle Albert looked for his family also. He had found out that aunt Emma [his wife], children and 
transport were sent by the Russians back to Romania. They asked, where they are from. When they heard, 
“Romania,” they sent them back to Romania, where many of them still are today, especially those, who did 
not have property of their own in Romania. Uncle Albert left again, and found good work with a cabinet 
maker, where he stayed until 1948, at the time of the currency reform. 
 
In those days Paul got very sick, and was getting worse every day. He had a fever, but there was no 
doctor in the area. We found out that there was a doctor several villages away. We decided to go there 
with the horses. We left very early in the morning.  The doctor did not have much, but he did give us some 
medicine. We had to go back after a few days. The medicine did help, but Paul, who before that was quite 
chubby and chunky, after that was never the same. 
 
When we found different living quarters we were very happy, for we did not want to stay here. One 
reason: Bavaria is mostly catholic and aside from the large farm complexes, there were few if any 
opportunities. We were told that in the region of Württemberg are better opportunities and fewer 
refugees. So we decided to form a transport unit and travel to Württemberg. We did not have to ask or 
receive anybody’s permission. We set November 1st as the moving day, for we wanted to bring in the 
harvest for our host. We brought in all the potatoes in the field, leaving only enough that everyone could 
gather his part. 
 
Our horses, which did not have much work in the Summer, had recuperated. Having barley, hay, and 
clover, they were strong and in good shape. Our children went to town every week for confirmation class 
instruction in the Lutheran Christian faith. There was a small evangelical Lutheran Church. The pastor, 
when he heard that we are about to leave, borrowed Otto’s book on Biblical history.  When Otto asked for 
the book back, the pastor could not find it anymore. 
 
On November 1st, 1945, early in the morning we all left the farm Schafhöfen.  Our wagons were well 
supplied and filled. It was different than back in April, 1945, when we started our flight. Now we travelled 
without fear, or threat of danger. Others, who had joined our transport, left the same morning. Also with 
us were uncle Jakob, family Binder, uncle Wilhelm and his son Emil. Our destination was Schwäbisch 
Gmünd. Our transport coordinator was Mr. Gustav Grieb. During the day we travelled without stopping. 
The flat the lands of Bavaria changed to wooded areas, and we started to encounter steep valleys and hills. 
For the night we stopped at a town, and the mayor sent us off to farms to spend the night. Most slept in 
barns. It was our last night in Bavaria. The people, who put us up meant very well, and the lady prepared 
for us a potato peel soup; she cut farmer’s bread into it, added boiling water, and then added fresh milk. 
This is what she served us; her intentions were beyond questioning; but not one of our group liked it, not 
even Martin, who normally did not object to anything. Later on we often had to laugh about it.  When the 
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lady heard that my mother’s ancestors came from Lauingen, Bavaria, 100 years ago, she said that we 
actually drove through that town today. 
 
All, who were part of the transport, had gathered together in the morning. It was getting colder. It often 
rained. The last day before we arrived at Schwäbisch Gmünd. It rained all day. You could see snow mixed 
in with the rain. We stopped at a village, there was mill, where we were put up for the night; the children 
were already tired and crying. Everybody was cold. It had rained all day.  The owner of the mill told us that 
women and children could come inside. We came to a big warm living room. It was really nice and warm.  
Everybody stood close to the warm oven. Before long, a woman came into the room and told us all to 
leave, for they are going to eat now.  We told them that we had already eaten; we did not want anything to 
eat.  All we wanted is to be warm, for it was cold outside. 
 
For better or for worse, we had to take the children and go outside. On the way out, I could not help 
myself. I blurted out, “There were so many houses destroyed in the war. And it still was not enough.” We 
had no choice; we went to the stable, where the men and the horses were. With hay and straw, everybody 
fixed up a place to sleep. We had a cold snack; and went to sleep. After a while the owner of the mill came 
into the stable, and said, “One of the women said that during the war so many houses were destroyed, and 
it still wasn’t enough. We should not hold it against them that they could not take us into the house.” Still 
we slept good and warm in the stable that night. 
 
When we got ready in the morning to be on our way again, the mill owner came into the stable again,  
and said that all the women should come up into the kitchen and pick up for their children some warm milk 
before we go, which we gladly and thankfully did. Afterward, as before, we hit the road again.  
 
On November 10th, 1945, we arrived at Schwäbisch Gmünd. As everywhere else, at the city hall we were 
assigned certain accommodations at various people. First the women and the children: Grosspapa, the 
children and I were assigned to a Mrs. Kaiser. She too had two children, one of which was in the hospital, 
and the other one, just happened to be away at the moment. She had a big house. We received a small 
room with a bed. Adele, Paul and I slept in the same bed. There was not enough room for Martin. He slept 
in the buggy by himself. The house was very cold. I don’t remember how we got into the kitchen in the 
morning. It was cold there also. She did not make a fire. Father, uncle Emil and Otto slept by the wagon 
with the two horses. At one time the out buildings were used to raise pigs. In the yard stood wagons, and 
in the stables, which were big also, stood the horses. [Postscript by the translator: To illustrate, how Emilie, 
always put the concerns of others ahead of her own, please note: November 10th, 1945, was her 38th 
birthday; yet she did not even mention it. Our mother always told us, “You always put yourself last and 
others first.” it is never, “I and you.” It is always “You and I.” Also to the credit of Mrs. Kaiser, please note: 
Mrs. Kaiser gave to Father and mother a clock, which kept time for them the rest of their lives. And at the 
time of this writing in 2011, this clock is in the possession on their oldest son, Otto.) 
 
From the Inn “Hopfensitz” we bought some breakfast and ate it at the house. Lunch and dinner we also 
had the Hopfensitz. The women and children found new accommodations in the vicinity, so we were all 
close by. It was only temporary anyway. The city provided temporary provisions for transient refugees for 
18 days; they even served hot meals. It was nice and warm at the community kitchen and the eating area. I 
always went early. But after the meal, they were anxious to have everybody leave. Many times, I did not 
know where I could find dry things for Martin. The air was always moist and cold. Mrs. Kaiser never had 
any heat.  Many times I took Martin into our bed to keep him warm. His bedding was always moist. Mrs. 
Kaiser was a nice and kind lady, but you could tell that not everything was right. 
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At the Schwäbisch Gmünd refugee administration, our transport community was subdivided. They sent 
us to Weiler in den Bergen, the farm Tannhof. We left Schwäbisch Gmünd around noon. It was always going 
uphill. It started to snow. It was already evening and cold. Somebody told us that the Tannhof is on top of 
the mountain. We kept on going, and it was getting steeper. Suddenly the horses stopped, and refused to 
go. Here we were at night, in the cold, a totally strange place, it was cold and wet, going uphill, four 
children on the wagon, including a baby, and horses, which refused to go any further.  Suddenly we heard 
noises. Somebody was coming. Two men came up to us and asked what we are doing here, and where we 
are going. Father told them that we are looking for the Tannhof; we are directed to a farmer. One of the 
men said, that he is the Tannhof owner. He did request a worker, but not a whole family, much less horses 
and wagon. Father told him right away, that he does not want to stay here, at a place you cannot get to, 
not even with horse and wagon. We unhitched the horses. It was just too cold to sleep in the wagon. We 
left the wagon there. The farmer let us put the horses into his stable. We were put up in the farmhouse for 
the night. But here it was cold too. In the whole house, only the living room was heated. At night we could 
hear the howling wind.  In the morning we got up early, they served us breakfast before we left. In the 
snow we went back to our wagon, and found everything, as we had left it. We hitched up the horses, and 
now it was going downhill back to Schwäbisch Gmünd. 
 
Back in Schwäbisch Gmünd we went directly to the refugee administration office and told them that we 
could not stay at the Tannhof, at Weiler in den Bergen. The same day, we were sent to Pfahlbronn [20 km 
away]. There we met up with uncle Jakob Welk and family, Binders and others from our transport from 
Bavaria.  For the horses we found a stable. But as far as accommodations were concerned, the mayor did 
not know what to do. We parked the wagon in front of the old school house. Grosspapa, uncle Emil and all 
of us, we could stay overnight in one of the two rooms in the old school, until living quarters could be 
found for us. 
 
There  was a stove with some wood; we made a fire. We arranged bedding with hay and straw on the 
floor, off to one side. The stove was for heating the classroom, not for cooking.  It took a long time to get it 
hot on the top, enough to cook or boil something. I made a lot of soup, coffee and tea, but at least we had 
it warm, for in the previous days, we had it cold. It was Paul’s 4th birthday [Nov. 19.], when we moved in. 
We were on ground level. On the floor above us lived the school teacher, Mr. and Mrs. Maier and family. 
Our children were already put to bed. Mrs. Maier came down and introduced herself; she wanted to see, 
who lived in the schoolhouse with them. When she heard that it was Paul’s birthday she quickly left, and 
soon came back with a handful of candies. It was something new for Paul, for we had not seen candies, 
since we left Czechoslovakia. 
 
We lived one week in the school room at Pfahlbronn. It was already toward evening, when Mr. Heinle 
came with a note from the town hall. All of us should yet this evening go to the Miss Grötzinger in 
Adelstetten. Also Grosspapa and uncle Emil; we would all receive living quarters there. If Grosspapa and 
uncle Emil would not get living quarters, they could go to Gotthilf Funk’s. We quickly packed all our 
belongings for it was already getting dark. Adelstetten was under the regional administration of Pfahlbronn 
and about seven kilometers East from here. 
 
When we arrived at Adelstetten, we asked for directions and said that we are refugees, sent from the 
town hall in Pfahlbronn,” and we were told, that the Grötzingers’ would have living accommodations for 
us. (The department of refugees made these arrangements, and people were compelled to comply.) On 
their own, nobody would have been able to find anything. For even before the refugees from the East 
came to Germany, internal refugee from destroyed and bombed-out cities, were already relocated 
throughout the countryside. So living quarters were at an absolute premium and virtually non-existing. 
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Our arrival at the Grötzingers’ was the most depressing moment in our entire resettlement and flight. 
There was such filth on the yard, right up to the main entrance of the house. We stood at strange doors 
and were at their mercy.  I had Martin on the arm, and was crying. Finally there was a response at the 
window of the upper floor. Miss Grötzinger said that we should come in. What we saw you know for 
yourself. It was an old rundown house and farm over a 100 years old. [Personal recollections: We would 
have walked through the door, into a dark huge hallway, with 10 foot open-beam ceiling. There was a long 
stairs on the right, with railing on one side and wall on the other side. The upstairs had another large 
hallway, which split up into the kitchen, living room, attic, and the section, where we later lived. The place 
would have reeked of the cat manure of 2-3 dozen cats; cockroaches were all over the kitchen. The 
owner/operator, Miss Grötzinger, for decades tried to manage a farm, which was far too big for her. Her 
fiancée, husband-to-be, was killed in the First World War. She lived as an old spinster and things were 
going from bad to worse. Personally she was a likable kind old lady, but …+ 
 
Somebody lead Grosspapa and uncle Emil to their “new” quarters at Mr. Gotthilf Funk. During the time 
that Grosspapa and uncle Emil lived there, I was never at their place. The Funk’s were strange people. 
Everything was always locked up tight. Whenever the children went over there [300 meters away] they had 
to walk around the building and knock on doors and windows, until someone let them in. [Grosspapa by 
this time was in his seventies, and uncle Emil was deaf. With a sling shot, by accident, I, Paul, shot and 
broke a window at the Funk’s. The Funk’s situation was similar to Grötzinger’s, instead of an old spinster, 
there was a single old small man, and possible his son. For a Halloween trick, the town’s kids, carried one 
of his hinged window covers across the street and put it behind a weighing shed, which the man did not 
find for 2-3 months. Later on Mr. Funk evicted Grosspapa and uncle Emil and carried all their belongings 
out on to the main street of town.]  
 
At Grötzingers’ we were given two small upstairs rooms. It was cold. One room had a stove, but had only 
a small exhaust vent. We unloaded all our stuff that evening/night, but left most of it standing in the 
hallway. The Grötzinger family consisted of three unmarried siblings, of whom Miss Grötzinger was the 
only survivor; she was in her 70’s. Christine, who, was with her at the time, was in her 60’s and was the 
single daughter of a former, now diseased, maid. There was also an old male servant laborer, Schorsch. 
They were the richest farmers in Adelstetten; they had 100 hectares of forests, plus meadows and fields, an 
orchard, and a huge barn. [But they lived in poverty and everything was going to pieces.] 
 
Besides the stove, there were three empty beds in the rooms.  We brought in our own bedding for the 
night. I made a coffee, and put the children to bed. By that time it was very late.  We took everything 
inside, because in the small village blundering and thieving was still a problem. Schorsch said that during 
the war polish laborers were working on the farms in this area. The next morning we got a table, a long 
bench and some chairs. We organized everything and it was reasonably good. [In a total, it was no more 
than 300 square feet; we lived there for the next 7-8 years. There was an outdoor toilet, down the hall, 
which was built on to the side of the upper floor, with a long wooden shoot. Seems to me the dish and 
wash water we threw out the window of the upper floor.] 
 
The oven was designed for heat, not cooking. To get the top hot enough to boil water, required a lot of 
heat. While preparing food, the room was normally hot and overheated. In the small room [possibly 
10’x10’+ were two beds, the crib, and a free-standing closet. It was full Otto had a bed. Adele and Paul 
shared a bed. Martin slept in the crib, which we still had from Czechoslovakia. In the bigger room [possibly 
10’x15’} stood our bed; there I did the cooking, we ate, and washed. The Grötzingers’ were good people. 
Often I could put my pot on to their kitchen stove. I had to get water from their kitchen [down the hall 
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about 25 feet.] We also received a small enclosed storage room in the huge upper attic, where we could 
keep things [away from the cats]. 
 
Miss Grötzinger really liked the children. She herself grew old, with her brother and sister, in her parents’ 
home. The maid, Christine, also grew old to be in her 60’s and there never were children in the house. 
When she baked pancakes, which we could not afford, Miss Grötzinger would bake one additional pancake 
for each child.  
 
For our horses, we received a stable at a different farm, the Miller’s. Father, with the horses, started to 
haul timber from the forests for the various farmers; slowly he got more and more work, working even in 
neighboring towns. Most of the farmers worked their fields only with cows or oxen. Only a few farmers had 
a horse. More and more refugees started to arrive.  They came from Hungary, Sudetenland, Serbia, and 
Czechoslovakia. Many had to live in terrible conditions. Some were better off, which was seldom. The local 
residents had to accommodate them, though they paid monthly rent. In Adelstetten were about 18 farm 
yards. [No stores, one inn, and one small wood saw mill.] 
 
One half was catholic and other half evangelical [Lutheran]. Adele came and asked one day, “Are we 
catholic or evangelical?”  Our children Otto and Adele went to school in Alfdorf about three kilometers 
[West, halfway to Pfahlbronn]. They had to walk, summer and winter. In the spring the bigger farmers had 
to give to the refugee some land for a garden. The Grötzingers’ gave us a parcel, which was really great 
*Approximately 25’x500’+. Father plowed it with the horses, and we planted potatoes, so we had a year’s 
supply of potatoes, also various vegetables, sugar beets, from which made juice in the fall [I remember 
brushing the beets meticulously clean, they were then cut into thin slices, cooked and compressed. The 
juice was boiled and concentrated into syrup, the solids were roasted, and later ground up to make 
“coffee.”+ We had so much we could give things away. 
 
In the spring of 1946 Otto was confirmed. We had a tailor come to our house shortly after Christmas, 
1945. Father had bought a new dark blue suit in Romania in 1940, which was too small for him now, so we 
had the suit re-tailored to fit Otto. The tailor made it a bit too large, but that was good. So Otto had a nice 
suit, for you could not buy anything like that in those days, especially not if you were a refugee. 
 
So far, things went well. We also had food ration cards. And Father got an extra ration, because of his 
hard physical labor. We did not suffer want. Father worked for farmers; at the end of the day, in the 
evening, he normally asked them for a bottle of milk, which was calculated into his wages. Our milk ration 
cards we gave to the Grötzingers, because we took most of our milk from them. The farmers had to deliver 
their milk to collecting station, but they always had some extra. It was most difficult, if there were only two 
adults, who had no children; they got the mere basics. Children and teenagers got additional rations. We 
had about two pounds of bread per adult per day on our cards, which was not much, and bread in those 
days was heavy rye bread. For breakfast we normally had roasted potatoes, which the little ones preferred. 
 
We rented a meadow that we could grow hay for the horses. Even for the horses we had rations to buy 
oats and ground feed. So went our summer. 
 
In the fall of 1946, Erna [our second daughter] was born  [in Schwäbish Gmünd]. So our “Häuflein” our 
little heap increased by one person. Good that we still had our baby buggy, in which Erna was pushed from 
one spot to another in our small kitchen. Especially Miss Grötzinger was very happy to see and have Erna, 
even Grosspapa, who often came to us, rocked the buggy, as soon as Erna started to move. But it was very 
difficult to buy something for a baby, even though we immediately got clothing ration cards and food 
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ration cards for Erna. For the diapers, which I desperately needed, I had to struggle with the businessman, 
Mr. Otto Maas, in Alfdorf. He had diapers in the store, but said, “We don’t sell them to refugees.” He gives 
those to his own people, for we could not bribe him with bacon, butter, or flour; and if somebody bought a 
lot, he could get everything.  
 
The food rationing cards were always handed out for a period of four weeks. Once we got a rationing of 
50 grams of fat per adult for four weeks. Children got a little more, but what is 50 grams for four weeks. 
And that was not lard but margarine. Then along came a farmer, who wanted to hire Father and his horses 
to haul timber.  But Father was very busy at the time and declined. Yet the farmer would not leave; he 
desperately wanted Father to haul his wood. So Father said that he would do the work tomorrow, if he 
gets paid with one pound of lard. He agreed. The next day, after providing his own labor, gear, supplies, 
two horses, food for the horses, he got one pound of lard. That was an expensive pound, but you could not 
buy anything with money, and we needed the lard. 
 
It was in the spring of 1946. I arranged to get some cod liver oil for the children, which is good for 
children, but not all children like it. To keep it cool I stored it outside on the window sill. Every day, Adele, 
Paul and Martin got one spoonful, which they did not like. One day I put Martin to sleep and went to work 
in the garden, not too far away.  When I came back Martin was up and had the empty jar of cod liver oil in 
his hand; he used it to wash himself from head to foot. Nobody was happier than Adele and Paul. Another 
day I put Martin to sleep. When I heard that he was up. I wanted to go into the bedroom, but he had 
locked the door with a dead bolt; and I could not open it. Then he started crying and got louder and louder. 
Good that Otto was home; he went to the barn and got a long ladder, to come through the open window. 
But when Martin saw that, he cried as loud as he could. That day Martin did not get any sleep.  In the 
evening when Father got home, he removed the dead bolt from the door. 
 
For shopping we had to go to Alfdorf, that is where the stores were. I normally went with the baby buggy 
once a month. [Though we went to church in Alfdorf every Sunday.] I usually did the shopping for 
Grosspapa also.  One day Mrs. Wiedmann asked what Otto is going to do now that he is confirmed. I said 
that he applied for apprenticeship in several trades, but did not receive a response as yet. Mrs. Wiedmann 
gave me an address of a cabinet maker in Deinbach, near Gmünd, but in those days, you could not take a 
bus, unless you were a worker. So one day, I decided that I would leave Erna with Grosspapa, and go to 
Gmünd on foot [14 km one way] I got lost and was mixed up with my directions. After walking all day, I got 
home dead tired, only to learn that no apprenticeship position was available for Otto. 
 
A new more efficient stove was installed in our kitchen. It was large, but it was only made out of tin. It 
was about 50 cm wide, and 25 cm deep and about 50 cm high. It was big enough to put on a couple of pots 
and a frying pan. 
 
It was already winter of 1947 and Erna was not yet baptized. We decided that the God parents should be 
aunt Lydia, uncle Wilhelm, and Mr. and Mrs.  Theophil Binder. On Erna’s baptismal day in February it was 
very cold. The baptismal witnesses came early and picked up Erna. The Grötzingers had a large sleigh, so 
Otto hitched up the horses, drove us to the church in Alfdorf. Grosspapa and uncle Emil were invited also, 
so we had altogether twelve persons, not counting Erna. I started cooking early that day. We also still had 
the electrical hotplate from camp. So I was busy cooking, while everyone was at church.   
 
After church, the pastor had invited them over to his house after church to warm up a bit before they 
started the three kilometer trip home with the open sleigh. [The large church building was unheated, and it 
was very common to get cold toes during church.] Pastor Dunker said that he had not seen such a large 
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child for baptism for a long time; Erna carefully looked at him, as if she understood everything that is going 
on. Father, uncle Wilhelm and Mr. Binder did not go the pastor’s house; they started walking home right 
away. They were already home, by the time aunt Lydia, Mrs. Binder, Erna and the others came home on 
the sleigh. Aunt Lydia said that it was a grim cold. Father replied that she can sit on the chair, on which the 
electric hotplate was; it is nice and warm. Everybody laughed. 
 
Finally Otto was able to start his apprenticeship with the master cabinet maker, Gottfried Holzmann. He 
could not have found a better man than Mr. Holzmann.  What I liked is that Otto left in the morning and 
was home at night. Mr. Holzmann knew that we lived off food rations; so every day when Otto ate his 
lunch, Mr. Holzmann brought him something extra to eat. Mr. Holzmann told me that he liked Otto, as if 
were his own child. Otto worked at Mr. Holzmann’s until he emigrated in 1951. Of our children, Otto 
missed more schooling than any of the others. In total, he had only about five year of school. 
 
For a while, refugee and other needy children received hot lunches in school. On different days, it was 
soup, hot porridge, or oatmeal, even hot chocolate drink, a bun, and once in a while chocolate. This was 
passed out in the morning brake. But the program did not last very long. [I, Paul, started grade 1 in Alfdorf 
in 1948, and walked the 3 kilometers to and back from school every day, summer and winter for the next 
four years. Once I was walking with Grosspapa, when a motorcycle from behind struck me unconscious. I 
came too, sitting on a farmer’s wagon. I think I still have a small scar on the lower backside of my head. The 
hot oatmeal in school I did not like, the hot chocolate was much better.] 
 
We did many things in those days. Early in the spring, we would pick pine cones for firewood. In a good 
year, we took the horses and the wagon, picked baskets of pinecones and loaded them on the wagon, even 
made several trips a day. We even picked little beech nuts. But they were rare; there were only two good 
years, when we found any. Martin, 4 years old, had a scary experience on one of those occasions. He was 
left on a steep hillside, where he could not go up or down, so he hung on to a big tree for dear life and 
cried. Adele and Paul were busy helpers. Father was able to trade in those beechnuts in return for some oil. 
In the summer we picked wild blue berries in the forest, then wild raspberries, in early fall wild black 
berries and rose hips. 
 
Blue berries were not everywhere, only in certain areas. We had to go far to find them. One summer day 
we were in the Zimmerbacherwald; it was hot, and we could hear children laughing as they were playing 
and swimming in the nearby river. It was hard especially hard for Paul and Martin to pick blueberries. The 
next day some boy came around and told us that one boy had drowned in the river, which discouraged us. 
[I, Paul, recall picking blue berries and hearing the kids playing in the water. On other occasions, with Otto 
and his older friends, we did go swimming there in the evening. It was the slowly flowing Lein river, in 
sandy soil, steep banks, and water too deep for me to stand. The embarrassing part was being told that we, 
who are young, do not need bathing suites, and we did not have any anyway. About picking berries: I was a 
good day, if we were able to pick enough berries, to fill the two liter milk can.] 
 
The hardest was “Āhrenlesen,” gathering sheaves of leftover wheat in the fields.  It was good that 
Grosspapa did not work anymore, so he watched Erna.  I sowed a special apron type sack for everybody. 
We would start early in the day and gathered all day. In the early years, even people from Gmünd came out 
and competed with us for what little was there. The trick was to be the first, after the farmer gathered in 
his harvest. But some did not even wait until the farmer was done. We had a sack at the end of the field, 
near the road. When the apron was full, it would go into the sack. When the sack was full, we would take 
it, carry it home, but then quickly returned back to the fields. The sheaves were later threshed by the 
farmer. One year we had gathered 140 pounds of rye and wheat. 1952 was the last year, in which we 
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gathered wheat. [Gathering berries and wheat, was for Mom and us children; Father was not involved in 
this; he was working with the horses, to secure an income.] 
 
In 1948, shortly before the “Währung” (monetary reform) Father, I, and Erna visited uncle Albert and 
family in Bavaria. We stayed there a few days. After the currency change, money was rare and harder to 
get. We received 10 Deutsche Mark per head and a bank book, which was useless. The old money could be 
deposited in the bank; it was even entered into the bank book, but you could not do anything with it. We 
still have it as a memento.  
 
The black market flourished before the monetary reform, even though without permission, you could not 
buy anything. You had to go to city hall and get permission even to buy shoes. Father’s aunt form North 
Dakota, America, sent us in those days a few care packages, many of the items in it were for Erna. One 
package contained a can of Edwards Coffee. I took them to Alfdorf, and tried to trade in the coffee for a 
pair of work boots. At first the dealer did not want to do it; he may have been afraid that I might report 
him. Then his wife said, that she really would like to drink some real coffee, so we got a pair of much 
needed work boots for a can of coffee. *In one of those care packages was black pepper and a “stereo-
viewers” with slides. The black pepper was spilt, when we looked at the slide, we would get burning black 
pepper into our eyes. I still have that stereo viewer. And it still works.] 
 
When we first moved in at Grötzingers’ I asked what we should pay for rent. Miss Grötzinger said, 
“Nothing.” If we did pay her, she could not do anything with the money. So we lived free, most of the time. 
Shortly after the monetary reform, she told Father that we should pay rent now. So we paid our rent and 
did not owe them anything. And they gladly took it.  
 
At Grötzingers’ was an old built-in ceramic tile oven in the living room with the inscription 1801. It was 
big, was fired on the other side of the wall in the kitchen; it used a lot of wood, but did not give off any 
heat; it smoked a lot and was hardly if ever used. 
 
As I said before, you could not buy anything with money, unless you had permission to buy with ration 
cards. After the monetary reform, the old money was useless. And the new money was in short supply; we 
only had 10 Mark per person to start with. But you could work for it. And it was strange, after the 
monetary reform everything was available and you could buy everything, if you had the money. Here is 
typical food ration allocation per month for an average adult, “300 grams meat or sausage; 300 grams fat; 
2,500 grams bread; 500 grams pasta, porridge, oatmeal, imported flour, or rice; 800 grams fish; 125 grams 
cheese; 1,500 grams potatoes.” (Copied from a news paper report.) 
 
There was much talk among our people about emigrating. It could not stay this way. I was excited about 
emigrating too, for here everything seemed so hopeless. We lived at good people, but everything was 
cramped together, and there was no room. When the new owner Gerhard Hinderer took over the farming, 
we soon could tell, that we were in his way.  He was not antagonistic, but slowly he eased us out. If our 
stuff was standing around, it had to be moved. {Gerhard was a distant relative  of the Grötzingers’.+ 
 


