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Emilie 
Chapter 6:  

1950 to 1970, 
The Best Years in Germany and Canada 

 

After the monetary reform, everything changed. Before, the refugees mostly worked for the famers, who 
did not pay very well. You could not buy anything with the money anyway; at least, as farm worker, you 
had good food to eat. But now things really changed. Now the refugees left the farmers and looked for 
employment in the factories, where they could earn money. Now hatred and envy started to develop, you 
could tell clearly, how they were thinking about the refugees, they thought the refugees would always be 
cheap laborers for them. Even city hall, which was in control, made it clear: Refugees were considered to 
be second class citizens, who did not receive first class treatment. 
 
Income from the horses was getting less and less. After the monetary reform, the farmers kept their 
money, and worked with cows. Renting meadows to feed the horses was no longer an option, and buying 
feed, was out of the question. In the end even the stable, which we rented for the horses, was no longer 
available. 
 
Father said, that he will sell the horses, and find work. We felt sorry about that, for in the past we 
depended a lot on the horses, especially Fritz, who on the flight kept us going. Father said that he is not 
going sell Fritz to a butcher; Fuchs yes, but not Fritz. Mr. Binder, who lived in Pfahlbronn, also hauled 
timber and had more work; he bought Fritz from us. Fuchs was sold. 
 
The horses were gone.  It was 1950. Father changed employment a couple of times. For a while he worked 
at a stone quarry, possibly a whole year; it was hard work and low pay. Finally he found work with a 
plastering contractor Xavier-Weber in Schwäbish Gmünd, where he would work until we emigrated. As 
laborer Father did not earn as much, as he did with the horses. But whatever he earned was for us, and he 
did not have the expenses for horses and wagon, less headache and easier work. Previously many times he 
would come home long after dark. He now felt that he should have quit with the horses a lot earlier.  
 
One day Otto came to me and said that he would like to emigrate. “Let me go first.” He said. And if it 
works out, the rest may follow. By myself, I can always find a way. If everybody goes, and it does not work 
out, we are stuck, and nobody is going to help us come back. Alfred Binder, and Otto, (who were getting 
along very well, ever since childhood) decided to emigrate. Alfred and Otto made applications to emigrate. 
Alfred’s papers arrived first. He left in September, 1951. Otto’s paper came later. He left in October, 1951. 
We accompanied him as far Schwäbish Gmünd. There at a photographer we took yet a family photograph. I 
went with Otto as far as Stuttgart and waited until his train left. Otto was 21 years old when he emigrated. 
 
Now we were in Adelstetten with the four children, Grosspapa and uncle Emil, who now also lived at the 
Grötzingers’. They had very bad living conditions, not even finished with stucco. Uncle Emil, who had 
worked at one of the farmers, also found work in Schwäbish Gmünd, and earned very well.  Grosspapa 
managed his own household, which kept him busy. *As said earlier, they were evicted at the Funk’s and 
moved in wherever they could. Their “new” place was a storage bin directly over the cellar, which was 
never intended as living quarters. It was directly below our floor. As signals we would stomp on the floor, 
and as previously agreed, the person below would come up.]  
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In the spring of 1952, Adele was confirmed. Now the concern was what is she going to do? I thought being 
a ladies’ tailor would be good. We looked for work but only found employment as maid; there were a lot of 
such openings, but not as an apprentice tailor, especially for a refugee girl. I drove with her to the 
Schwäbish Gmünd employment office, and asked what trade she could learn, now that she is finished with 
school. We went to Schwäbish Gmünd again the next day, and asked at the employment office about 
apprenticeships. There was nothing. It was suggested that she go one year to a ‘‘House management 
school” for she is too young *14+. She would learn at lot in school, and with the extra schooling, it would be 
easier to find an apprenticeship. I immediately inquired, and was given an address for St. Loretta, which 
was in Schwäbish Gmünd also. 
 
We went directly to St. Loretta, and were directed to the principal’s office. She received us kindly. (She 
was wearing nun’s clothing.) I told her the purpose of our coming. She informed us that St. Loretta is a 
catholic nunnery, and a school, which is specifically for catholic girls; but as a result of the war, everything 
is in turmoil, and they do accept non-Catholics. She said that she is very glad that we expressed an interest 
in the school. She explained how everything is set up; and when Adele could start, and she would arrange 
that Adele would receive tuition supplements. Adele would have to travel by bus to Schwäbish Gmünd 
every morning, and return home in the evening. Adele would receive a tuition supplement of 70 Mark per 
month, which covered the cost. And we were glad that Adele had a good start. Adele enjoyed her school 
and attended gladly. After the year was over, Adele found in Schwäbish Gmünd an apprenticeship as men’s 
tailor. A ladies tailor apprenticeship could not be found. 
 
Afterwards Adele had to terminate her apprenticeship with Mr. Kerkenmeier, for he also emigrated. But 
Adele found a new master tailor in Mr. Eisele. [Personal reference to Paul: The German public school 
system provided students with 8 years of basis schooling, which is essential to function in general, and as a 
tradesperson. Those, who anticipated going to university, had to switch the school system at the end of 
grade 4, or 5, and attend the Gymnasium, where they were immediately submerged in mathematics, 
physics, chemistry and foreign languages. My friend Jochen Kramer was about to do that, I wanted to do 
the same. So in 1952, I started to attend the Gymnasium on the Schillergasse, in Schwäbish Gmünd, 
travelling back and forth by bus every day. In this school I started to learn the English, French other 
subjects, which later enabled me to be in involved in higher education in Canada. When we moved to 
Pfahlbronn, I transferred to a similar gymnasium in Welzheim.] 
 
 It was in 1953, that our landlord told us, we had to find new living quarters. He was going to renovate 
the house, for he was about get married, and our rooms would be Miss Grötzinger’s and Christine’s. We 
had no choice in the matter. I already applied for larger living quarters earlier, but was informed by city 
hall, that we are “second class” citizen, and no such quarters were available to us. I was hoping that our 
landlord would help us find new living arrangements, which he did. [Adelstetten was under the 
administrative authority of Pfahlbronn.] 
 
When our landlord ask, if we have found new living quarters, I told him the situation. If he wanted us to 
move, it would be helpful, if he went to town hall and exerted pressure. We are going to move only to a 
location, where adults and children could continue with work and schooling. [Father, Adele, Paul, and Emil 
either worked or went in school in Schwäbish Gmünd; Martin and Erna went to school in Alfdorf.] 
 
The two large rooms in the old school at Pfahlbronn were empty. So our landlord went to the town hall in 
Pfahlbronn and told them that he would advance them money, if they renovated the school rooms into 
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living quarter for us. That helped, so we were about to move back to the same old school, where we 
originally lived for one week in 1945, before we moved to the Grötzingers’.  
 
On July 18, 1953, we already moved back to Pfahlbronn. Our landlord, Gerhard, with tractor and wagon, 
pulled/moved all out stuff. I rode ahead with the bicycle. The sky clouded over, and it was beginning to 
thunder. I was not yet half ways. I had to get off the bike. The storm was so severe. It hailed. It was 
fearsome. I found shelter on the side of a building, but could not go inside. Finally it stopped raining, 
though wet, I could continue. But then it started to rain again. Finally I made it to Pfahlbronn, and waited 
for the others to arrive. They had waited in Adelstetten until the storm was over. Finally they arrived. And it 
started to rain again. Much got wet before we could unload it. Later on, pictures in the news paper showed 
some of the damage, which the wind and rain caused to forests and buildings. There hadn’t been a storm 
like that for a long time. The next morning we started to unpack 
[Personal Note: Martin and Gerhard got along very well.  Martin, even though less than 10 years old, would 
drive the tractor for Gerhard. For example Martin would drive, and Gerhad behind him would load hay.  
Even after we moved to Pfahlbronn, Martin would travel that summer back to Adelstetten to help Gerhard 
with his farming. I, Paul, did the same, but I worked for a different farmer. We would normally get 2-3 
Marks for a day’s work, and in the evening supper, even with hard apple cider. A soft drink or an egg would 
cost about .35 Mark.] 
 
Before leaving at the Grötzingers’ all our stuff stood in the hallway, just as it is in 1945. We came in a 
wagon and we left in a wagon. But this time there more. Otto had manufacturer several pieces of furniture 
for us. And we had purchased a real stove, shortly after the currency reform, of 1948. The hallway was 
cluttered with things.  Miss Grötzinger happened to come by, when she saw it all, she said, “Mrs. Welk, you 
moved so often, it must be getting easy for you.” I looked at her for a while, then I said, “Miss Grötzinger 
believe me, this is the first time in my life that I am, ‘moving.’”  She just looked and said, “Ja.”  That was her 
way of responding to something, which she really did not comprehend, “Ja. Ja.” She used to say.  I said 
again, “Believe me, this is the first time I am moving. Let me tell you: I grew up in my father’s house. At age 
22, I married. I come on to the farm yard of my father-in-law, which we took over, when he died in 1933. In 
1940, we had to leave everything and lived in various camps until 1942, when we were deposited in 
Czechoslovakia. In 1945 we had to flee with horse and wagon. We went from one place to the next, until 
we came to you, in 1945. Today July 18, 1953, is the first time that we are moving.” At first Miss Grötzinger 
did not know what to say, then she said, “Mrs. Welk, please do not be angry with me. I thought you were 
moving all the time. It certainly must not have been nice.”  She really was a fine lady; we never heard an 
unkind word from her in seven years. She loved the children. Surely they did some things, which did not 
please her. In our house she was called “Tante (aunt).” Whenever there was lightning storm, she would be 
in the hallway praying, “Wer unter dem Schirm des Höchsten sitzt und unter dem Schatten des Allmächtigen 
bleibt, der spricht zu dem HERRN: Meine Zuversicht und meine Burg, mein Gott, auf den ich hoffe.” Psalm 
91: 1, 2: 
 

He who dwells in the secret place of the Most High 
Shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty. 

I will say of the LORD, “He is my refuge and my fortress; 
My God, in Him I will trust.”  

She died in her 80’s a year later in 1954.  
 
Grosspapa and uncle Emil had moved a couple of days earlier. They got a private room in the same school 
room with us. They had already purchased a stove in Adelstetten. Their room was kitchen, bedroom and 
living room. We had two rooms and a small kitchen. When everybody was home, there was not enough 
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room for everyone to sit and eat in the kitchen. But everything was quite nice. Later in that Summer 
another suite was built in the attic; next to it was built an additional bedroom for Paul and Martin. The old 
school house was occupied by refugees only. There were altogether seven individual parties. Each one had 
a little vegetable garden and a compartment in the cool cellar. [One of the tenants was the uncle Wilhelm, 
aunt Lydia family. The second class room was retained for community and church functions.] 
 
Phahlbronn was nice and convenient. We had a school, a couple of stores, a butcher, a post office and bus 
service to Gmünd, and Welzheim. Uncle Wilhelm and Jakob soon build new houses in Lorch, and moved 
shortly after we got there. Binders emigrated to Canada.  We had established the custom: If somebody 
moved away, we had a coffee and cake the night before. We had such farewell party for the Binders. When 
Alfred had emigrated, his brother Paul soon followed, but within a year Paul Binder was killed in an 
automobile accident. He was almost 20 years old. This was one of the reasons why the Binders emigrated 
to Canada in May, 1955. At home they had only one more son, Willy, who was 14 days older than Martin. 
 
On the Sunday, before Binders left, we had a fare well party. Aunt Lydia said that the next farewell party 
is going be for “You.” She meant us. And then she said that every farewell party is also a funeral party, 
because we will probably never see each other again. For us there was no fare well party, we were the last 
ones to leave Pfahlbronn. All others had already moved away. 
 
In the summer of 1955 wrote Otto, that he is going to be home to visit us for Christmas, which was a 
surprise. On December 24, just before noon, he arrived. We had a very nice Christmas Eve. Grosspapa, 
uncle Emil, uncle Wilhelm, aunt Lydia, their children, except Marichen, was married in Alfdorf, all were 
here. Otto stayed all winter. After Paul had his confirmation Otto left.  Otto wrote a letter to Paul and 
Martin, for they went to bed early. Otto sat on his bed and wanted to do some reading. Suddenly Paul got 
up, grabbed his clothing and went outside. Before Otto realized what was going on Paul had gone outside. 
He woke up before midnight and thought it was morning and time to go to school. [School in Welzheim 
was 8:00 a.m. to 1:00 p.m. in winter; 7:00 a.m. to 12:00 p.m. in summer.] 
 
Kurt Weiss, who came from Canada with Otto, visited us with his mother and his aunt, who lived in 
Stuttgart. Kurt came for a second visit on Paul’s confirmation, and showed a movie of Otto and Kurt 
building a house in Canada. It was something completely new for us. I asked Otto what he thought about 
us emigrating. At first he considered that Adele and Paul should come to Canada, Father, Martin, and I 
should stay here in Germany. We considered various options, but made no decision. I would have 
preferred if Otto stayed back in Germany.  When Otto left after Paul’s confirmation, it seemed to me that 
we are going to stay in Germany. 
 
When Otto was back in Canada, he did not refer to emigrating again. It was already fall, when we got a 
letter that Adele should quickly come to Canada, for he and Renate were engaged to be married by 
Christmas. He even sent the papers, which needed to be filled in. But it did not go that quick, because 
Adele was not yet 21 years of age. Realizing that Adele could not come by Christmas, he sent papers that 
we should all come. 
 
Because Otto did not write anything further, the papers stayed in the drawer; we did not act on them.  At 
first we did not tell others. After a few weeks we got the go ahead letter. Now the excitement started. We 
had to comply with all kinds of regulations. Otto said that he would pay for the ticket for the ship and the 
train across Canada, approximately 1,200.00 Dollars. (We paid him back later in Canada.) 
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Grosspapa and uncle Emil were very disappointed that they were not going also. We would have gladly 
taken them, but it just was not feasible. We would have liked to see them move to Ruit, where uncle Albert 
lived, but they did not want to do that. 
 
We kept on working on our papers, whenever they came. Adele’s papers were dealt with separately, 
because Otto applied for her first. For the medical examination we had to go together to Stuttgart, where 
everything went very well. Only Father’s photograph did not work out.  He had to go back again. But then 
he went to Welzheim and a new photograph was sent to Stuttgart.  They asked us if anybody had any 
broken bones. I replied, “Adele broke her color bone in Czechoslovakia, and Paul broke his arm in 
Adelstetten.”  Martin added that he had to have an operation because he injured his lower stomach with a 
stick, and Erna broke her nose on a toboggan. The lady laughed and said, “These are all minor things and 
insignificant.” 
 
Now we had to realize the fact that everything, which we accumulated, we had to leave behind  again, or 
give it away. Some of it we bought, not with money that we saved, but with food, or other necessities, 
which we did not buy. Otto made things during his apprenticeship as a journeyman. What are we going to 
do? Then I met the Klein’s, who lived in the change room building at the local soccer field, where we had a 
garden.  One day, I met the people. The mother already had died, and the man lived there with his three 
daughters. I was shocked, when I saw where and how these refugees lived. There were holes in the walls, 
which were filled with rags; rats in hollow un-insulated un-finished walls; water they had to get from the 
next farmer [where uncle Wilhelm and aunt Lydia used to live.] One day I came to our garden and one of 
the girls, Marg, asked me, if it is true that we are emigrating. I said, “Yes.”  She said that as soon as she 
heard this, she immediately went to the town hall, and asked if they could get our living quarters. The city 
clerk said that the living quarters are already assigned to someone else. I told her that she should go to 
Gmünd and see the commissioner for refugees, describe the situation to him, and explain her problems to 
him. 
 
One evening Marg came to us. She was very sad. She said that she explained everything to the refugee 
commissioner, and he promised that he will look into it. But he cannot give her any hopes. Then she asked, 
if we will take our furniture with us. We told her that we will have to leave them here, and would like to 
sell them. “OH.” said Marg, “If they should get our living quarters, they would very much like to buy our 
furniture, if they are not too expensive.” I said to Marg. “Buy the furniture! And if they don’t give you the 
living quarters, tell them that you already have furniture in it, and they should give you another place, if 
you cannot have this one. On the street they cannot put the furniture.”  Marg was so excited about this; 
she would have liked to stay here right away.  That is how it was, they bought all our furniture. The sofa 
Daniel bought. The Klein’s bought even the curtains. One day the town’s clerk came and requested the 
keys, for the new tenant, which he had in mind. Apparently he heard how the Klein’s wanted to get this 
place, which he did not approve. 
 
Marg did not give up. She had to make a few more trips to the refugee commissioner in Gmünd. In the end 
the Klein’s did get our living quarters. On the day when we left Pfahlbronn, early in the morning Mr. Klein 
came with Marg and stayed here until we left. This way they got the furniture, and were inside their new 
living quarters. So we sold all our belongings for 7,000 Mark, even though it was not fully paid for. The 
kitchen was, as we lived in it. Everything was left as we had it. Grosspapa took a few things, but he didn’t 
really need anything; he had everything. His own living quarters were full [Postscript: I, Paul, was totally 
unaware of these details, until I translated them. Here are two more items of interest: (1) I recall Mr. 
Klein’s shack at the soccer field. Sometimes, when I went to our vegetable garden up there, I not only 
chatted with him; several times, he would invite me in, and we would play chess. (2) When we temporarily 
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moved into the school house on my 4th birthday, Mrs. Meier brought me candy, little did I know that 12 
years later the same Mrs. Meier for our very last stay at Pfahlbronn, would once again show her kindness, 
by inviting us children into her house at the new school, and put us up for the night, for all of our things 
were already packed and shipped. And she served us breakfast, with all kinds of jams, which we never had 
seen at home.] 
 

“Die Auswanderung” – Emigrating to Canada. 
 
Again we had to pack.  Uncle Albert came for a few days, to make crates for us. We were only allowed to 
take what we deemed necessary. We took our bedding and some cutlery, and things that we would need 
immediately, like porcelain. We did a lot of wrapping and packing; including a complete piece set of dishes 
(coffee and dining) for Adele and Renate, which needed special attention. The bulk crates had to be 
delivered to the railway station at Lorch several days before, in order to get to the ship on time. 
 
We left Pfahlbronn with the bus, on May 9th, 1957, for our last visit at Lorch with the families of uncle 
Wilhelm, uncle Jakob and acquaintances. From Lorch we went to uncle Albert and family, at Ruit, just south 
of Stuttgart, not too far from there were my cousin and aunt, whom we also visited before we left. We left 
uncle Albert’s on Sunday. Uncle Emil came on his motorbike, to see us one more time; he was very sad that 
we left. In the evening, we went to the railroad station at Stuttgart to travel by rail to my sister Bertha, 
near Hamburg, where we arrived Monday morning. 
 
At Aunt Bertha’s [my sister] and uncle Gotthold  Neubauer [at Ahrensburg near Hamburg]. We wanted to 
do so some sightseeing, and see circus Hagenbeck in Hamburg, but as we were travelling with their 
daughters Ingrid and Erika, we made a wrong connection and wasted too much time. So we simply spent 
time visiting. They were so happy for the visit. And as in most cases, when it came to saying goodbye, it 
was deemed to be the final goodbye. 
 
On May 16th, 1957, at 4:30 p.m. we had to be on the ship. We left aunt Bertha’s early in the morning, to 
travel by train from Hamburg to Bremerhaven. By the time all the papers and passes were checked, there 
were masses of people, time went quickly.  On the ship we were assigned a six person cabin. We had three 
bunk beds. The cabin number was 381. The ship’s name was Arosa Sky. The Arosa Sky was 22,000 ton ship. 
The steward for our cabin spoke German and said the Arosa Sky was on her maiden voyage across the 
Atlantic. Previously she travelled in Southern waters. Everything was neatly designed and arranged. We set 
out to sea toward evening. On shore was a large wind-orchestra, playing beautiful songs of good bye. 
There was a large mass of people, saying good-by and they waved to the slowly moving ship. Nobody 
waved directly for us. Nevertheless, many a tear rolled over the cheeks.  
 
This was good-by to our homeland. We travelled into the unknown. It was already dark, when we arrived 
at our cabin.  That night we landed yet in Southampton, England. We were all tired; it was the first night on 
the ship to our new home. In the morning we saw the last of Europe. 
 
Soon we were on the open ocean. We went to the dining hall. We never saw so much food; it looked 
almost like the feast at Semlin. We ate breakfast and lunch. After lunch I wanted to take a bath. I already 
had the feeling, as if there was something loose. Everything seemed to be in motion, as if the water in the 
bath tub was alive. I hurried up to get out of the bath tub. Even the bath tub seemed to be moving. After 
the bath, I went to our room and lay down.  Everything that I had eaten on the ship came back. I tried to go 
upstairs one more time. But in the hall ways, was that strange yet familiar smell. I just had to go back and 
go to bed again. It was the best, when you didn’t have to listen to anything or anyone, and you could just 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stuttgart_Hauptbahnhof
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ahrensburg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bremerhaven
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/MV_Bianca_C
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doze off.  All the others got sick also. The worst off were, Erna, Martin and I. Father, Adele and Paul did the 
best. Often they brought us something to eat from the dining hall, like oranges, buns, or something to 
drink. It was best was not to eat anything. In the last days, Father set up some lounge chairs, and dragged 
me now and then upstairs. It seemed to be better for a while. The air was different, and had the smell of 
the ocean. It seemed as if the ocean was alive and boiling. I had to close my eyes. 
 
Once again, we were on deck. It was towards evening. It seemed as if there were lights on land. One man 
was saying that those are the light on illuminated icebergs. The icebergs are lit that they can be seen. [It 
was most likely another ship.] When our journey was nearing its conclusion, they announced a farewell 
party. I too had to get up and see. The young people were dancing and drinking, which made you wonder 
to what kind of end this would come. Martin, Erna and I went back to the cabin. I could not sleep. It 
seemed as if we were directly above all the motors and engines. Suddenly all the motors stopped.  It was 
perfectly still. I tried to call Father, but he just mumbled and kept on sleeping. He was not about to be 
disturbed.  
 
I quickly got dressed. I had to get up and see. I was going up the stairs. On top, the orchestra was silent. 
There was no more dancing. I was looking for Adele and Paul but there was nobody I knew. Some people 
seemed to be disturbed. There was a lady with her baby on her arm standing by the window. I asked her 
what is going on. She said that we are in the vicinity of an iceberg, and we are coasting through crushed 
ice. Sure enough outside in the lights of the ship, there was ice, and in between the ice, slush, snow. I stood 
at the window, next to the lady. Eventually the orchestra started to play again. A few isolated pairs started 
dancing again. I said to the lady, “Not me.” I went back to bed, and was glad when I heard the motors 
starting up again. The next morning the only topic of discussion was what happened during the night and 
how we got through it.  Adele also mentioned that suddenly everything was still.  
 
At the very beginning of our trip, it had been announced, that during the journey, a fake alarm  would 
sound and a rehearsal would take place. Everybody had to get emergency vests, which were under the 
beds, and come up to the main deck, where everybody, great and small gathered.  Every life boat had a 
number. We too were assigned the specific number of a live boat, to which we had to report in a case of 
emergency. After the rehearsal, we returned our swim vests to our cabin. They were an intense orange 
yellow. [Arosa Sky was a sunken re-conditioned ship of the war; it later exploded and sank again.] 
 
Such a trip on a ship can be very enjoyable, provided that you do not get sea sick.  But sea sickness is 
awful, which those, who do not get sea sick, can never understand, or fully appreciate. Some say whiskey 
helps, but it only makes matters worse.  In Germany I had prepared jam, made from rose pedals. I left this 
jar of jam on the table in our cabin for anyone to help themselves. Adele observed one day, when it was 
stormy, how the jar, slit down the table, ended up on the floor and crashed into a thousand pieces.  
 
Otto told a different story. I had given him a bottle of raspberry syrup for his trip to Canada. Later he was 
in a camp. He recalled having the syrup; he searched it out, took the bottle into the community washroom, 
and carefully opened it. The bottle had been in warm living quarters for several weeks by now. As soon as 
he cracked the seal, the syrup shot out and ended up all over somebody standing next him, who until then 
was neatly dressed with fine clothing. 
 
On May 24th, 1957, at 2: 30 p.m. we arrived at Halifax. But we could not get off the ship until 5: 30 p.m. 
We went directly to a rail road station, got on a train, and yet that night we travelled as far as Montreal, 
Quebec. It was Sunday morning. On the ship everything was plentifully provided, but now we had to 
arrange for our own food. Erna and I only had hot chocolate. The others had a full breakfast. It cost us 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/MV_Bianca_C
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$10.00. Father immediately observed that food in Canada was relatively cheap. [The exchange rate was 
approximately 1 Canadian Dollar to 4 German Marks.] For lunch we had sandwiches at a restaurant. In the 
evening we boarded the train to Calgary. During the day we did a little sight-seeing in Montreal. It was still 
spring; the tulips were in full bloom, and there must have been some festival in Montreal, for there were 
many people in the park and all kinds of activities [Victoria Day Long Weekend.  When the ship arrived in 
Halifax, the harbor was in a thick fog, and we could not dock until the fog lifted. During the waiting I played 
chess with another passenger on the ship. I was absorbed in the chess game. I had just given him “Check 
Mate.” When I looked up, the fog had suddenly lifted, and the sun was shining brightly on to the 
impressive coastland of Canada and the Halifax harbor scene.  I regarded that as a good omen.] 
 
In preparation of the long anticipated train ride to Calgary, Adele and Paul, who was the only one, who 
could speak English, went to a grocery store; they bought milk and sandwich bread. When Father saw the 
white soft bread, he said, “Now we don’t have to make “Dampfnudela” any more.” But now he doesn’t like 
that bread any more, except for toast. 
 
It was already the 26th of May by the time was started moving out of Montreal.  On the train, we got to 
know the Tillmann family, so we had some company. The trip across Canada did not impress me. First 
there was an endless wilderness of shrubs, bushes and some trees, I would hardly call that a forest.  At 
other times there were rocks, nothing but rocks, as big as a house. Then there were rocks, which were 
gathered together as boundaries of fields and meadows.  At last there were endless flat brown, prairies. 
Only seldom did you see a cow or a dilapidated house. We were told that Canada was the bread basket of 
the world. That is not the way it appeared to us. It was good that Otto warned us in advance, saying that 
most likely we would like the train ride across Canada; things would get better, when we will get there, and 
thanks be to God, it did. [He was right. It was not the most pleasant train ride. We did not have sleeping 
facilities. We travelled economy, sitting in nothing but chairs, day and night without end. The nights were 
long; you could not see anything except your reflection in the window. We kids walked back and forth, 
upstairs for sight-seeing, even stood outside at the end of the train.] 
 
On May 29th, 1957, 7: 30 a.m. we arrived in Calgary. It was a cheerful sunny day. We got our luggage, and 
started looking for Otto. Suddenly, from behind, somebody put his hand on my shoulder and said in 
German, “Good Morning, Mrs. Welk.” The man was a total stranger to us. He introduced himself as Mr. 
Gotthold Burgemeister. We had never met him.  Otto sent his father-in-law. Mr. Burgemeister was on sick-
leave, so it was convenient for him to come. He said he looked for a family of six, and Otto told him the 
Paul will most likely carry his accordion.  With a taxi we drove to Mr. Burgemeister’s house, where Otto 
lived. We had a joyful re-union, met our daughter-in-law Renate, for the first time, her mother and brother 
Herman. We had breakfast with them. They soon left for work. We rested for the day, after our long 
journey. 
 
I had not yet recuperated from my sea sickness. I would never want to repeat that trip across the ocean. 
That day yet, Mr. Burgemeister showed to us the house, which he and Otto had rented for us. It was 215 
13th Avenue N.E. Calgary, Alberta, only about 100 meters from the Burgemeister’s back door. In the 
evening, when Otto returned from work he drove us down to Safeway to buy groceries. Otto had bought 
three double beds, an electric stove, which we had until 1968. A table and four chairs we received from 
Otto and Renate for the time being. We had everything which we needed for now, and could go to sleep. 
 
Our new home was excellent. The next day already Father went to work with Otto. When we were in the 
taxi, I thought that I would never venture out into this city, I would get lost for sure. But it did not take long 
to get used to it; all you needed was an address; everything was systematically organized by numbers; I 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Calgary
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could go anywhere. *The house was an empty and brand new, never been lived in, like a king’s palace, 
kitchen, living room, three piece bath room, two bed rooms, a veranda, with an overhang the entire length 
of the house, oak floor, running hot and cold water, a refrigerator with all the milk you wanted to drink and 
bread you wanted to eat, bath tub, flush toilet, a grandiose view of the City of Calgary, and the distant 
snow-covered Rocky Mountains, even a telephone, but which was not yet connected.]  
 
Soon our grates arrived. Everything arrived in good order. It was good to have our own familiar things 
again. And we were in the Promised Land, as Canada was called back in Germany. It was not always easy. I 
had the most difficulties with the new English language. As the old proverb goes, “Don’t transplant an old 
tree.” What we were used since childhood was gone, but then we knew that when we left; we were hoping 
for something new and better for the children. Then of course, there is always something which you don’t 
like. Erna had a hard time. Sometimes she would stand at the window, look out and say, “Mom, the 
children at school, all speak English, and I cannot speak English.”  Then she said, “When we left Germany, 
everything was green and blooming. Here everything is brown, and no flowers; let’s go back.” Often she 
would cry, when she came home from school. But after a while things got better; soon she was able to get 
along with, and talk with others. I did not fare much better, often times, as I was sitting at my work, I would 
have to cry, I didn’t really know why; I guess it was homesickness. 
 
Martin usually bought bread with Herman in Bridgeland at a bakery. [One-day-old bread for five cents a 
loaf.+ One day Martin came back without bread. He said, “Mom, I need a pair of pants.”  I said, “You have a 
clean pair of pants.”  He said, “Herman said, that if I don’t wear long pants, he is not going to the bakery 
with me.” I had to get new pants. Paul and Martin, looked good in their “old” pants, but they did not like 
them anymore. I sent their old but new pants to aunt Emma and her boys. [Martin and Erna went to 
school. Adele and I, Paul, looked for and found employment: Adele at a German tailor; I worked in 
greenhouses, construction laborer, and by Otto’s prompting looked for and started an apprenticeship as 
electrician in 1958.] 
 
We were really happy that we found a German church. That there was such a large congregation was 
really encouraging. For where are that many Germans, you always find some connections. But nowhere is 
it, as it was at home. At home, we were in a small village, but now we were in a big city. There you knew 
everybody and everybody knew you. But here you see all these people but you hardly know anyone by 
name. *Like the mariner on the ocean: ‘Water, water everywhere, but not a drop to drink.’+  
 
On November 28, 1958 Adele and Paul Eckert got married. Their wedding was it our church [St. Matthew 
Lutheran Church in Bridgeland.], where Adele was in the choir a long time, and their children are now going 
to Sunday school.  
 
In the spring of 1959 Martin was confirmed. But things were different than in Germany. After 
confirmation everyone continued with school; Martin became an engineer. Shortly before Martin’s 
confirmation, on March 7th, 1959, we received the sad news that Grosspapa died in Pfahlbronn. 
 
In the spring of 1959 we also bought a building lot. Paul helped a lot with the building, for Paul knew 
English, was paid well, and had built the same identical house with/for Otto. Paul even did the electrical 
work. On the day after Martin’s confirmation, we already put up the forms for the concrete of the 
basement. Erna and I fixed and brought lunch. Then I got sick and had to go to the hospital. On July 9th, I 
was operated and came home after eight weeks. In the fall the roof was on, and it was ready for plastering. 
They told me about building, but I did not see it. It was a hard year. But on November 29th, 1959, we 
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moved into our own home. There was still much to do, but they finished it after daily work, during their 
time off. *Mom’s sickness was gall bladder related, and she had sugar diabetes from now on.] 
 
Before we started building, I said that we should have three bedrooms. But Otto said, “Mom, in ten years, 
two bedrooms will be too much for you.” Now, Paul, Martin and Erna, were still home, and it did not take 
ten years before they all left. Paul finished his apprenticeship in 1962, and helped us pay off the debt on 
our house. We had borrowed $5,000.00 to build the house and five years later it was all paid off. We did as 
much as possible by ourselves, after hours, Saturdays but not one single Sunday. [The house was a duplex. 
We finished two bedrooms in the basement one for Paul and one for Martin.] 
 
In 1960 or 61, we all travelled to and went swimming at Gull Lake, Alberta. Mrs. Burgemeister, Father and 
I had Otto and Renate’s Horst in a baby buggy. It was very hot. Rita and Mr. Burgemeister were in the 
water. Rita had a red bathing suit. Because it was so hot, we had to be in the shade with Horst. Suddenly 
Mr. Burgemeister, came running, all out of breath. For some time already they had lost Rita, and could not 
find any sign of her. There were so many children, all in bathing suits; it was hard to tell them apart. 
Suddenly I knew I could hear Rita. I looked into the direction where the sound came from. There was a 
police car, which slowly drove among the people.  We went over there. Rita must have seen us, for she 
cried at the top of her voice, for all she was worth, “Ich will raus! Ich will rauss!” *I want out! I want out!+ I 
got there first. The driver stopped. Rita grabbed me and nobody could take her away; the policeman knew 
that she was with the right people. 
 
One day Paul came home and said, “This coming spring the house will be paid off, and in the fall, I am 
going back to school.” We were very much surprised, as if he said that he is going to get married. But we 
were glad to hear it. 
 
So, one child after the other left us. We came to Canada with the hope that all our children would be 
together with us. But it was not to be. On August 6th, 1966, Erna married Egon Klein and moved to Denver, 
Colorado.  On December 16th, 1967, Martin and Wendy Moore married and moved to Montréal, Quebec. 
While we were visiting Erna and Egon in Denver Colorado, from February 13th to March 11th, 1969, Paul, 
who served a vicar at Immanuel Luther Church, Cleveland, Ohio, phoned and informed us that he and 
Matilda R. Kutzke are engaged to be married in Cleveland, Ohio, on August 16th, 1969. So, all were gone. 
Otto and Renate already had bought land near Duncan, Vancouver Island. 
 So our life passed by. The longest time that we lived in any one place was in Calgary, Alberta.   If we want 
to be honest, this was the best place of them all. Even today, whenever things go, as we least expect them, 
we want to be glad and thank God for everything that by his grace we are privileged to receive. Considering 
our age, we are both well, and do not suffer want. Our children turned out very well, which even others 
have told us many times. We want to thank them too, for everything they have done for us. 
 
A very special joy for us was Christmas 1969. All of our children and grandchildren were at our house. It 
was truly nice to have them all together, and we hope that this is not the last time. It was a very special 
event, when Paul preached at both German and English worship services at our church, St. Matthew’s 
Lutheran Church, on Sunday after Christmas, 1969.  He did his job well, and we can be proud of him. 
Someone told us later, it was the kind of sermon, about which you can only say, yes, and Amen. 
 
On Paul’s request, I have handwritten all of the above. I can vouch that it is all true and no fantasy. Too 
bad, for the longest time after the flight, I knew all the names of the many towns that we passed through, 
and the roads we travelled on. But I no longer know them.  From 1945 to 1970 is a long time.  
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Yes, tomorrow is Father’s 65th birthday, so we are going to have a birthday celebration with those who are 
in Calgary this coming Sunday, March 15th, 1970.  On Sunday march 15th, the new organ is also going to be 
dedicated at church. [The retirement age was gradually lowered, so Father retired at age 65.] 
 
So, the writing of these memoirs, which I began in January of 1970, is completed today June 12th, 1970. I 
did not work on it all the time. I will send it all to Paul, who asked for them. I would recommend that one of 
you finish my life’s journey, “Lebenslauf.” I hope you can read my writing.  
 
 

 
 
 

Signed: 
 
 

Emilie Welk 
Calgary, Alberta, June 12, 1970 

 
 
 

If you appreciate these memoirs of Emilie,  
You may consider, that you support any agency,  

Which is helping to alleviate the suffering of refugees.  
Emilie would be greatly honored if her life’s story  

Will motivate others to offer relief to those 
Who pick up their cross and carry it. 

 


