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  Foreword by Anna Maria Schott Finally, I want to tackle it. A promise is a promise, Christian, my grandson, wants me to finally write a kind of life and family history. Well, what will become of it, I'm no writer, so I'll just tell how, where, and what I experienced and felt. Whether it was exactly like that, I can't guarantee, I'll tell it as it was told to me and as I experienced it myself.
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  Foreword by Christian Müller (1998) When "Mutti" complained that she could no longer paint and do crafts, I looked for a way to keep her busy. What does Mutti like to do? Painting, crafts, etc., but probably most of all, telling stories. So she should now speak all the stories that come into her head onto tape. Well, what can I say, she had spoken them onto tape faster than I liked. At this point, many thanks to Sandy who then wrote most of it from dictation, which was really not easy with Mutti's Swabian dialect and fast way of speaking, I already gave up after 5 pages. I wouldn't have dreamed of the work that would come, but I really enjoyed reading the whole thing, even if I had to do it several dozen times, because Mutti has a very direct and funny way of telling stories. But enough now. I wish every reader a lot of fun and new insights about the Grabenstrasse Kinder.
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  Foreword to the Foreword by Christian Mueller (2025) In the meantime, 25 years have passed since "Mutti" left us her story. A lot has happened, I emigrated for 10 years, lived for a while in Romania, then for a long time in Egypt, and most recently in the USA until I came back to Germany. Here I found by chance one of the few "Grabenstrassenkinder" printouts that I made for the family. I now had to scan everything again and convert it into text. But then I wanted to make more of it. A book, a homepage, a film. Why not. In the many hours in which I worked with her text, I found much of what I admired in her again. Her openness, her directness, but never racist or otherwise judging people, other than by their character. Whether these people are good to others, or simply selfishly minded. Then she could be clear and an expression like "So ein Arschloch” was then not surprising. I think it is precisely this way of seeing the world "Do right and harm no one", as well as her incomparable humor, that I would like to pass on here. Mutti, wherever you are, I take back that I said "Du Arschloch" to you as a little tyke. But thanks to your story, even this remains unforgettable. With much love, Your grandson Christian
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  I. Chapter The Ancestors of the Grabenstrasse Kinder This is an endless story and I want to describe it in such a way that my grandchildren and great-grandchildren, who are still waiting to be born, can understand all of this one day. Grabenstrasse: Türkheim from the archway to the Wertach bridge. The most beautiful street in the world, there the 3 children, Gustl, Annie and Alfred. Tall and lanky, always on the move to play and do stupid things. We were definitely not model children. My father was a master plumber and we used to have a business in Türkheim and my mother came from Berlin at that time, she was previously a secretary at a large aircraft factory, the Rumpler Werke. As a result, she had met many people who were later important in politics or, better said, should have been important. But that was just the opposite, because Rumpler was a Jew and the Jews were persecuted. For example, Göring, who later became a great enemy of the Jews and was partly to blame for the Holocaust and such machinations. He was a pathetic drip after the 1st World War and was glad that he could apparently work for a Jew. Rumpler himself went to America, like all the big rich Jews, they smelled a rat early on. My parents also had a hard time, the post-war years, those were years of hunger. Then the turbulent times with revolutions and then Adolf Hitler, who laid all of Germany in rubble and ashes. My father had also suffered badly under the Hitler era, he was an opponent and it was not easy. He didn't get any public works, only what went under the table like farmers etc. and that with three children. I didn't get this
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  so much, but at school a big difference was already made if the parents were Nazi opponents. As small children we, Gustl and I, were very blonde because you can say the purest albinos. Alfred was always dark and never changed his color, our clothes were very simple. Back then, no effort was made. The boys wore short trousers, maybe later some made of leather. My dresses were always all made to one pattern. The seamstress only knew one pattern: little jug, border, three buttons, 2 pockets, first with long sleeves and then later cut off because of the pierced elbows. From May to October you walked barefoot and that was wonderful, what were shoes for anyway. In the cold season there were then the cumbersome hot woolen stockings and the usual uniform little boots. Fashion, there was no such thing back then. If it got too cold, you might put on a loden coat with a knitted scarf and pull on a bobble hat. That's roughly what we looked like, depending on the season. That's how the 3 great-grandchildren of Benno Rauch, born in 1817, lived. This man must also be mentioned, I only know him from stories, but I have to pass this on. This original ancestor was an original and unique character. He was a long lanky guy in the royal guard of King Ludwig I. and two meters tall was a basic requirement for this, so he was quite tall, whereby the general population was not so tall at that time and he was therefore an exception. He originally came from Austria or Tyrol to Munich. He was a "Gürtler" by profession. A craft from which various craft groups later formed. Gürtler is a profession that has long been extinct today. A craftsman who could handle wood, metal, wire, glass equally well and skillfully, in short, everything. Simply an all-rounder. Whether lamp (then complicated oil lamps) lock, cupboard, window, masonry, water pipes, umbrellas, scythes, scissors, knives. He could make or repair everything
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  He was on his journeyman years, which was common in the past and is still practiced by carpenters today. Three years and one day of wandering were prescribed. During this journey, on foot, he came to Türkheim, to the Grabenstrasse, where he later married my great-grandmother, née "Sieber," in 1847, after his three journeyman years. A brief mention of this "Sieber" clan: To my knowledge, two were still bachelors and, as was the custom then, they traveled as church painters and stucco artists in all the churches in the Swabian-Bavarian region. I can remember all sorts of plaster figures and remnants in the attic. Busts, reliefs with putti and flowers and tendrils, because all the Siebers had a bit of an artistic bent. The Siebers and Benno Rauch as well. He carved in ivory and wood. He produced great pieces but certainly didn't feel like an artist because of it. He was a craftsman and farmer. It's hard for me to imagine how he, with his hands that almost only did rough work, could do such fine carving. It's just a shame that so little has been preserved for us descendants. Grandfather always gave everything away or let it be talked out of him. Only by chance did I sometimes see something and keep it. As a hobby, Benno Rauch carved little figures of God, which he offered at the annual fair in Türkheim, which takes place twice a year then as now. "Buy a little God, terribly lacquered! A penny a piece." That's how he spoke, because his dialect was not Swabian but Bavarian. That's how I was told and that's how I want to pass it on. All sorts of stories were told about him. Because he was so tall, the property had to be raised. He also simply built one house over the other and then rebuilt and demolished the old one. That's why the house in the Grabenstrasse, then house number 133, was always higher than the other houses. He also had to have a finger removed once, and that was done by a
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  barber-surgeon in those days. Instead of an anesthetic, he smoked a pipe and all this on the bench in front of the house. Now you have a little picture of our ancestor Benno, the long lanky fellow. The great-grandmother, on the other hand, born in 1808, was like a garden gnome, and then there was my grandfather as a five-year-old blond-haired boy. I don't know much about my grandfather's siblings, as the Rauch family never particularly cultivated kinship. There was a Frenze and a Mathilde. Aunt Frenze and Grandmother, born in 1857, are still in my memory as old women waddling along the stream. Long black skirts with a peculiar headdress. High in the front and decorated like a diadem with pearls and tulle, a bow and two long, long ribbons on the back of the head. A true splendor. The two ladies always had a braided basket with two lids and an umbrella with them. What could be in those baskets? Maybe a prayer book or a rosary, I was always burning with curiosity. One day Grandmother gave me such a basket, I will never forget it. That was certainly the first and last time. The basket lids opened, lined inside with a green, soft fabric, and a lot of strands of wool, probably Gelim wool, appeared. She had given me this splendor. A royal gift for me. I also got a knitting nancy from Mother, I was overjoyed. I can't report much about other ancestors. I had never known my maternal grandparents, they had died early. Grandfather, August Rauch, born on November 11, 1855, was also a tall, stately man, ramrod straight into old age. 73 was a high age back then. He had thick, very light gray curly hair. I can still see him walking along the stream with his cane, clamped in his back, between his elbows. What I can still remember is that he never gave me anything. He lived in the
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  Oberjägerstrasse where the farm was also located. My father's sister, the sister, also lived there. She was our dearest aunt. Aunt Rosa also took care of Grandfather Rauch at this time. You could say until the end of his life. That was common back then. The older daughter had to care for the old and sick, a very thankless job. She then got the farm for it. The time back then didn't know any old-age provision, so an old or sick person also needed someone to take care of them and for that the property was transferred. Mostly to the daughter who was never allowed to marry and therefore had a place to stay. Only a few could afford to take care of an old person. So one of the family had to step in. With Grandfather Rauch, the plumbing workshop also died, as none of the children wanted to learn the trade. People were already very modern, Father had to learn something better than the plumbing trade. He learned to be a confectioner in Munich with a Baron von Schacky. He had been in Peking for a long time and had learned the Chinese confectionery art from the Empress Dowager at court. So he then built an exclusive confectionery in Munich. Father Rauch had to do an apprenticeship there for 5 years and after his apprenticeship also work with the best confectioners in Switzerland and Austria. But you have to say, Grandfather bled heavily for it. Everything had to be paid for and the Rauchs were not exactly rich. The plumbing shop was only a small source of income, the main thing was the agriculture. Why should you do anything else, agriculture brings enough, according to such thinking it was not good for a craftsman. It was always said. The craft has a golden floor. But it was different with us, the golden floor, that was there for agriculture. My father then naturally did not work as a confectioner, because of an eye condition, it would have been too much.
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  In Türkheim, after the First World War, there was also a larger tourism, since the Wertach was nearby and we had a large bathing establishment with a swimming pool each for men and women, in between a large lawn and a small lake, the Wertach as it flowed past the bathing establishment, formed a natural outdoor pool for swimming. The water was still clean and the bathing suit of the men was a jersey with sleeves down to the knees. With the name "Schamper" and the women wore a similar one. There were no clothing problems at that time. Today the youth would only laugh if you told something like that. The train station in the Grabenstrasse was very important, there were many people who the train brought to the bathing establishment, mostly from Augsburg and Memmingen. Sometimes it was black with people who marched through there in single file. Many older people will still remember the beautiful time when everything was endured together. Good times as well as bad times.


  
    Page 12

    
    
  
  Youth Life Now back to the Grabenstraße children. It was a beautiful childhood from my perspective. Today's children wouldn't understand. Our main playground was and remained the Grabenstraße, with the beloved little stream on one side and a ditch on the other. The road wasn't paved yet, and the stream wasn't concreted. There were hardly any cars, as only the mayor, the midwife, or the veterinarian had one. The main modes of transport were bicycles, carriages, and horses. There were no bulldogs yet, just horse or ox teams. This way, we could manage the geese and ducks on the road all by ourselves, and we did. For hours, we hopped over the stream, forwards, backwards, across, and performed all sorts of tricks, occasionally taking an involuntary dip or playing the "Baptist" game. The Baptist game. A board laid over the stream, where you knelt and repeatedly dipped your head into the cool water. Of course, you always ended up taking an involuntary, sometimes even voluntary full bath in between. It was very popular, and you certainly didn't go home before you were dry. At most, you would get a slap. You didn't wear much, so everything dried quickly. After or during rain, we marched in the ditch. We often blocked the stream with a board until it overflowed and flooded the whole street. This way, you didn't have to spray off the dust when it was dusty, and the watering can could be used well for the garden. We caused a lot of mischief, which earned us plenty of scolding, especially when we built water mills that were self-made and made of wood or tin. One boy always stood guard, while another kept watch in front of the community. He was a tall, thin little fellow with a small pointed beard named "Durr," just as he was. He would always come zooming by on his bicycle. It only took one whistle, and the Grabenstraße children would vanish as if swallowed by the earth.
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  Of course, we also made sure to keep the precious mill safe, because "Durr" would definitely have taken it away. The stream was then lined with beams, covered in moss and clumps of grass, and slippery, but the water was clear down to the bottom. In the evening, the "Ratschweiber" would sit there and cool their tired feet. They used to gossip for a while, like the "bomb women," who were the ones during the war that took children and family to safety in the countryside and used the stream as a waste carrier and glass shard barrel. There was a lot of scolding and threats. It might have been possible. Bomb attacks couldn't have been so bad as to disgrace our little stream like that. It was a battle that, of course, the die-hard Grabenstraße residents had to win. The Prussians had to bow down. The stream behind the house was also very important to us. It was a bit too narrow and mainly reserved for geese and ducks. We had plenty of playground space in front and behind the house and the large garden with many trees, tall pear and apple trees that no longer exist today. They were perfect for climbing and swinging. It was a splendor. The pear trees often bore several varieties. My father was a genius at grafting on an apple tree; I still remember it well. The apple tree grew crookedly, and you could almost climb it upright. The branches were almost touching the ground, and the apples were excellent, almost white like a peach skin with delicate pink cheeks. This little tree was never cut down; it was like a piece of gym equipment for us. One day, the tree died of old age. My brother climbed a lot. I also tried it once until one day I got stuck upside down in the branches like a Christmas ornament, and to this day, I have a wide scar on my calf as a memento. Powder on it and a bandage, a plaster, and a few tears, and it was over. They just said, "Bisch a bissle drüber oder, bisch heiratsch is alls vorbei." That was the comfort and the medicine.
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  The garden was a meeting place for all the neighbors and Grabenstraße children at any time of the year, and there were quite a few. Robbers and gendarmes, Indian games, soldier games, Bavarians and Frenchmen, house builders made of boards and tin, and witch cellars. In the front yard, there was hopscotch, marbles, tag, and hide-and-seek. Marbles, also a forgotten children's game. Every child had a small bag of marbles (actually called "Kluckern"). Small glazed clay balls about 1 to 1.5 cm in diameter and also extra beautiful, larger ones 2-3 cm in diameter made of colorful glass. They played on the street, which wasn't paved at the time. You made a small hole in the ground, and from about 2 meters away, you had to dip the marbles in with your finger. If you picked up a foreign marble on the way, it became yours. That's how you won or lost. The winner was, of course, always the one who had the most marbles in the end. Naturally, there was trading and bartering. It often ended in a good old-fashioned fight, where the children would roll around. You can still see children playing hopscotch today. All you need is some chalk and stones. A bit of balance is required since you can only stand on one leg on the ground. We were allowed to celebrate and romp around; there were no prohibitions. It was only worse during long rainy periods when we couldn't go outside and were stuck in the rooms. For me, it was less tragic; I crafted, painted, and drawing was very important to me. It was just tragic that I received so little paper and colored pencils for my arts. So, I used everything I could get my hands on, from the desk, the sewing box, or from my father's workshop. Everything, absolutely everything, I could use. Once, I got a paint box for Christmas, but it was quickly used up. My parents, who were usually generous, had very little understanding for that because on invoices and newspapers, you could find my puppet portraits, animals, and little houses with smoking chimneys everywhere.
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  Playing with my brothers rarely ended well. There was always a brawl and bloody noses. Then we were separated into the hallway and distributed to different corners until we were peaceful again. We really weren't model children. We came up with a lot of nonsense, and our old aunt and mother always went to the May devotion, and that’s when we had the wildest ideas. As was common back then, there were always little black boys standing there with a collection box, looking pitiful, begging for poor heathen children. When you donated something, they would gratefully nod their heads, and that’s how quite a few coins ended up in the donation slot. They didn’t thank you for a couple of cents or five-pfennig pieces, but buttons from trousers did the trick. So we wanted to play little black boys too. To do that, you first had to be black. The shoe box under the stairs provided us with the material. When our pious women returned from church, we had transformed into pitch-black little boys; our faces, hands, and feet were all black, and the traces of the black gang were on all the doors, walls, and the floor. Oh, what a fright when we were finally spotted. I can still see my little brother in my mind as he disappeared into a cupboard; he already had black hair, and his eyes shone like a little black boy’s. But then came the scrubbing and cleaning. Afterwards, we belonged to the red race. We never tried to be black again. The moral of the story: “Just don’t become a little black boy!” Such and similar pranks happened again and again. In the garden, we had a mud fight with three neighbor girls, the Kaltenmayers, Sophie, Mina, Marie, and Resi, around the water trough, where the ducks had made a proper mess. After a lot of shouting over the fence, we got down to business. One mud ball after another was hurled over. Bang, right against the wall of the little house. Of course, we aimed at the screaming girls, who always ducked down or disappeared into that certain little house with the heart on it. What a racket and bombs flying back and forth! The mud fight came to an end, and so did the wet and dirty game. Oh dear, now we could finally see the consequences, for the little house was speckled like a fly agaric with the white wall covered in dots. What was to come next? For weeks, we stuffed our pants with wool felt and wood wool. A week went by, and another week, and we didn’t show our faces in the garden anymore. Secretly, we spied on what had become of that house wall, and lo and behold, what a wonder, it shone white again. Old Kaltenmeyer, a mason, had freshly whitewashed the whole house. The fear was over, and we were peaceful again as ever. No more war cries like: “Kaltenmeyer lays eggs,” etc. Wood wool and felt were unnecessary.
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  School Days So the years went by, and one after another, we went to school. First Gustl, he liked going, as he was a model student. Then me, although I really didn’t like it at all. Later Alfred, and it was even worse for him. Why go to school when it was so much nicer outside? Oh dear, what else was to come in school; there was the religion class, which was quite good and interesting. Heaven, hell, purgatory, all the things they told us so that we would be pious and good, and I really wanted to know more about that. Equipped with a shovel, I dug under a pear tree behind the yard; the soil was soft, and the hole was already so deep that an arm and shovel were no longer enough. There was no flicker of hellfire, and it even got warmer. Not to mention a scrap of a little devil. No trace! They had lied to me again. Many, many years later, I experienced what hell and the devil were. Then came the story of the flood, just when the Wertach became overly ambitious. They built dams of earth and stones everywhere, dug deep trenches, and warned the population that a lot of water would come. I thought, this must be the flood. I transported my dolls along with their carriage to the attic, cleared out the cellar, and brought everything different to safety. I was just looking out the living room window towards Oberjägerstraße when a brown wave came. Like a big roller, the water came straight towards our house, pushed the front door open, and flowed like a stream through the whole house and like a waterfall into the cellar. Water everywhere! In the back of the garden, you could still see grass, but the geese were horrified. Quacking and hissing, they waddled around. After two days, the whole spectacle was over, and my dolls were back on safe ground. It was time to scoop and pump and clean. The consequences were visible for a long time after that. So the flood happened in 1931, and we had survived it. Now back to school and why I was so reluctant to go. There were mainly two things: My front neighbor had braids that she always whipped back with a jerk, and every time there were certain little creatures, called "lice," on my desk or on the board. I would then squash them with my pencil. I probably didn’t catch them all, which always resulted in a disgusting procedure at home. A bandaged head from a stinking liquid and then weeks of combing with the lice comb and an endlessly repeated laundry routine. Back then, you weren’t allowed to stay home for that reason, because the school would probably have been empty. The second reason was probably my teacher, whom I unfortunately had until the 4th grade. A nun named Beate. Those were terrible, dreadful years. This writing was "Adolf Hitler." It all began in 1933, the Hitler era, which also made itself felt in Swabia depending on the teachers' attitudes. Beate was, despite being a nun, an enthusiastic Nazi woman who later left the convent. Unfortunately for me, too late; I never loved the nuns, except for Aunt Humberta. So, the aforementioned Beate was an unjust woman. I still remember well, sitting next to a girl who stuttered, who was systematically picked on by her. Out of pity, I always had to cry along. I had always sworn revenge, but how? Then she tormented the children of non-Nazis terribly, and I was one of them. As a child, you didn’t understand that so well, only much later. Then there was the awful thing that you had to go to school mass daily at the Capuchin church. That meant getting up very early, going to church, and then freezing all the way to school. There was an altar boy named Leo, a real rascal. He shortened the church time; every time he turned around at the altar, he made faces at us in the back. On that occasion, I had
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  I laughed a bit and, to soften the moment, covered my mouth with my hand. It probably made some strange noises that were interpreted differently, at least by my desk neighbor. That wretched gossip then snitched on me. A few religion classes later, I had to step forward; I had long forgotten the incident. Beate was standing next to me when the religion teacher, a Capuchin, beat both my hands with the "Gelbe Onkel." I could barely write afterward. At home, it was better not to say anything in such cases; it could be that you’d get another beating. "The yellow uncle" was a bamboo stick used for hitting (the girls got slaps on their hands, while the boys got whacks on their behinds). They hardly felt it with their lederhosen anyway. The moral of the story: "Don't go to church." And that’s exactly what I did. From then on, I skipped every student church service. No one ever suspected anything because I always managed to join the line of geese right after Mass. The old great-aunt who lived with us, we just called her "the aunt," was like a grandmother to us kids. She was really sweet, but unfortunately, I was chosen to accompany her to every prayer service or rosary. "Gegrüsssst seist du Mariaaaaa, der Herr erhööööre uns," and always the same old chant repeated so many times—madness! Once would have been enough. I just didn’t like it. It was boring to the point of despair, but I knew how to help myself. I accompanied my aunt lovingly and piously, and when she fell asleep, I quickly disappeared. Just in time for the boring chant to end, I was back in place. She sometimes wondered why I always stood outside the church door in front of her. Our other playgrounds, aside from the garden and the house, were the Römerschanze with a great pond, reeds, and cattails, as well as buttercups and lots and lots of greenery.
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  Frogs, toads, blindworms, beetles, and butterflies—simply wonderful. Today, kids need "adventure playgrounds." We had these for free and everywhere. The Wertach with its steep banks of clay-like light blue earth, little streams for splashing and building, legendary springs—just beautiful. There, we created torrents, bridges, ponds, miniatures; it was fantastic. But coming home as dirty and smeared as we did was less than pleasant. The Wertach meadows were so romantic. There were still flowering bushes there that no one knows today. Most of the time, we came home with huge bouquets to ensure nice weather. Of course, there were also gloomy memories. Once a month, we would take the little hand cart to the mill to fetch flour and animal feed like cherry and bran for the poultry and rabbits. On one such outing, we got caught in a thunderstorm on the way home; it flashed, thundered, and hailed terribly, and we sought shelter in the bushes and got completely lost. In any case, they searched for us with lamps in the dark. Today, you wouldn’t have to search so much; there are hardly any forests, trees, or bushes left. Near the Wertach bridge, there was a meadow. That was the territory of "Wildmichel," a kind of stilt house he built himself. We were very interested in it because that’s where he lived, and today you would say he was a dropout. He ground the flour himself, twisted ropes, and manufactured so many things on his own. He looked terrible, but we weren’t afraid of him; he was too interesting for us. Not everyone was allowed into his dwelling; I only managed to go in with the boys. Back then, we still played passionately at being Indians. Even that was banned by "Scheiss-Hitler." It wasn’t German enough. There was already youth groups with flags and drum rolls. I want to tell you something else impressive. I don’t remember exactly when it was, but it was around the time the Lindbergh baby was kidnapped. Back then, we were warned not to go with anyone. Usually, we were three, and "Gustl," being the most sensible among us, always kept an eye on us.
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  We had just come back from an outing at the Römerschanze when a pitiful beggar sat in the hedge by the roadside. He probably spoke to us; I only remember Gustl’s command. Alfred in the middle, "Run as fast as you can!" Poor Fredi was just dragged along. Only at the crossroads did we dare to look back, panting and gasping. Fredi had scraped his knees badly, but that didn’t matter; the main thing was that we were safe. Even though we weren’t in our territory, which was in the upper village, as everything above the parish church was called. Now, during the Nazi era, things got grimmer and grimmer. My parents weren’t doing particularly well; they had been through a lot. World War I, the post-war years, unemployment, which was also bad for a small craft business. My father couldn’t get public work due to his political stance. Only private customers and farmers. Who had money anyway? The farmers only wanted to pay with food. My parents surely had plenty of worries. In every street, there was a Nazi who would betray others. Many took advantage of the situation and changed their opinions. Farmers were forgiven their debts, and others got good positions because those who swam against the tide had to suffer one way or another. Well, there were improvements that were artificially created. There was work for young men; they were taken off the streets. Food and a roof over their heads, and 50 pfennigs pocket money per day—under the prevailing misery, that was a real band-aid. The labor service built the roads, preferably with picks and shovels and slowly, so that the employment lasted. Riverbanks were reinforced; that was cheap and also served as a pre-military training. Dual earners were frowned upon; women were supposed to stay at home; having many children was encouraged—of course, there were already soldiers. War preparations were underway everywhere. There were already ration cards for everything made of metal and fabric. The East and...
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  The Westwall was built, and many volunteered. Then there were the "Free Elections," yes, called elections, a ridiculous "YES" had been stuck on us, because with clever tricks they could find out anyone who hadn’t voted "YES." There was no radio in the house until the cheap people's receiver came along. Of course, we still quietly listened to foreign stations. Windows and doors were locked, and we pressed our ears close to the little wonder box (radio). You could already smell the war, but otherwise, things were looking up, especially with all the enthusiasm. "Heil Hitler" in 1933 was the takeover of power; finally, the Nazis had succeeded. Suddenly, there were no more Socialists, no more Blacks, no more Reds—everyone was dyed brown with red armbands and swastikas. There were more and more golden pheasants and Hitler worshippers. The Hitler salute was introduced, and "Grüß Gott" became less and less common, while silent denunciation was introduced. No one trusted each other anymore; a joke could land you in Dachau. Dachau, back then a prison for dissenters. There was no talk yet of the persecution of Jews, but the madness of racial ideology was slowly beginning. Everything had to be German. German—German and again German. What nonsense, we would have been just like the backward prisoners from World War I, the Germans and little Jews who were everywhere and were actually very popular, and that was the beginning of this madness. As children, we once had to stand in the freezing cold and rain, on either side of the archway towards the parish church, holding swastika flags, because a long brown bird was being welcomed. It was "Julius Streicher," a Turkheimer. He would delight us more often in later days. As a thank you, we children were handed a gingerbread cookie into our frozen hands. That brown bastard, instead of church flags, now black-white-red flags with swastikas were flying, and the Bavarian blue-white diamond flags were no more. Now I want to tell a funny encounter from my happy childhood years.
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  My father always had a hobby of brewing wines or something like liqueurs, big balloons with mysterious tubes and a cork on top. Rose hips, sloes, and I don’t know what else. When all that stuff was done, the leftover alcoholic fruit was left behind, and we children had our eyes on it, but not for ourselves, rather for the chickens from the neighborhood. Next door, the goose farmer had a flock of hens with a very cheeky rooster, and he acted like the house and yard dog in his territory, which also included our yard. That was our revenge—right in the middle of the manure pile, we threw the aforementioned alcoholic rose hips. It wasn’t long before the rooster came marching over, and at the tasty feeding spot, it was Kikeriki – Kikeriki, and soon his harem was there, and then there was pecking, flapping, and clucking until there was nothing left to find. Hidden behind a elder bush, we watched the spectacle. Eventually, the hens and the rooster were just staggering, flapping, and wildly clucking. Of course, the rooster wanted to fulfill his rooster duties, but oh dear, he kept toppling over, and his hens didn’t want his love services. Startled by the noise, the goose farmer came waddling over. Oh God, what’s wrong with my little ones? With her hands on her belly and shaking her head, she looked at the poor hens. Jesus Maria and Joseph, she lamented. The hen clucking and Kikeriki became quieter and quieter. Exhausted, stuffed, and drunk, they soon all lay in some corner, heads under their wings, sleeping off their drunkenness. I’m sure they laid funny eggs the next day. What a pity, the circus was over, and we laughed and happily made our escape. A little further episode is about our pig. In the back of the garden, there was a small brick house. That was where our little pig "Schnuffi," the racing pig, lived. She ate an endless amount, but she wouldn’t put on any meat for love or money, and this extended her pig life compared to her predecessors. Time and again, she managed to escape from her villa and zoom around the garden.
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  She had a funny build, not at all typical for a pig. Her tail and snout were normal, but her legs were as long as a billy goat’s, and she made such jumps too. She was hard to catch, and it became a chase. Father, apprentice, journeymen, and of course, all of us behind her, running around the garden. No wonder she didn’t get fat. What we had painstakingly fed her, she jumped off during this racing around. At some point, however, the slaughter festival was in sight. It was certainly going to be tender meat, young and not too fatty. I didn’t eat any of it because whenever one of our animals was slaughtered, I ran away; I couldn’t bear to eat one of our beloved animals. We had plenty of animals. There were also many little hedgehogs in our garden, and they had ideal chances for wintering there. The pigsty was filled with wood wool and leaves, and it was nice and warm and dry. In spring, the hedgehog mother strolled around with her offspring. Six to seven little hedgehogs in a row behind her; it was too beautiful. Every little spot in the garden was planted for the sake of vitamins. Red beets, radishes, leeks, parsley, celery, raspberries, red and black currants. One day, however, everything had to make way for the tobacco plants. It was beautiful when they bloomed, pink-red-rosy. Today, you only see them a little less tall and blooming. The tobacco harvest was a sensation in itself. The bigger the leaves, the better. The processing spread all sorts of smells and stinks. With this herb, many a man dug his own grave. Long after my father's death, in February 1947, many leaves were still hanging to dry in the attic.
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  The Boarding School 1934 was a festive year. I had completed the 4th grade of elementary school; back then, the class change happened at Easter, and I then joined the 5th grade for a few weeks. There was still First Communion and Confirmation, and then off to the boarding school at Damenstift near Osterhofen in Lower Bavaria, a place I had never seen before. No forests, endless fields, and not a tree in between. The Danube and the forests on the other side (Bavarian Forest) were far away. The boarding school, a monastery on a hill – by the way, the only one for miles around. The Baroque church is said to be the most beautiful church for miles. I have studied it enough from the inside and outside over the years. My God, I felt like I was in a prison with all those nuns and barred windows. Girls between 10 and 16 years old. Simply unimaginably terrible. I was supposed to stay there for 6 years? No, impossible, but there was no escape. The school was quite nice and interesting. I even believe I saw a map for the first time back then. Different teachers were responsible for the various subjects. I liked the simple sisters the most, the workhorses of the exalted Matres, because they had a heart for children. One sister particularly charmed me; I called her Sister Babsi, as her monastic name was nearly unpronounceable. She was from Swabia, and back then, I would have gone through fire for her. Sister Isabell, my aunt, was our drawing teacher, and I always kept my distance from her because she always had reprimands and was informed of all my little misdeeds. Everything, absolutely everything, was taken badly. Every mosquito was turned into an elephant. So, I started to deceive and trick. If Isabell caught me, I quickly disappeared into the chapel next to the drawing room where she couldn’t talk to me. So, she once praised me for being so pious, even though I was just avoiding her. That suited me just fine. She always meant well with me, but that kind of kindness was not to my taste. The girls were all from Lower Bavaria, and accordingly, so was their dialect. High German was mandatory, and for many years, alternating French or English was also required, but it was banned by the Hitlerian Ministry in school. I had no one to talk to about Swabian, and so I became quieter, more withdrawn, counting the days until the holidays and getting sick from homesickness. I could never overcome that sickness there, and so I had a notebook to which I entrusted all my sorrows. I drew gravestones in it; I would rather have died. I could hardly learn anymore. Again and again, there was this longing for home. I often thought how nice it would be to wrestle with my brothers until the feathers flew. All letters were checked, so you couldn’t vent there either. Besides, one was supposed to constantly emphasize how much one liked it there, and if you didn’t, you were already in trouble, but I would have rather bitten off my tongue than claim that. As consolation, I took in some little creatures, like lizards, beetles, and frogs into my wardrobe, of course only in boxes with holes, but I always let them go again since taking care of them was too complicated, and they couldn’t live on leaves alone, after all. But in the big monastery garden during walks, I could always find something new, and so I had at least a little comfort in my own captivity. The pinnacle was a tiny little hazel dormouse, no bigger than a walnut. It sat there with its pinhead-sized eyes and its pink ears. I had to part with it soon, as I had it in a small shoulder bag with a zipper and all sorts of treats. It never went hungry, but to keep from completely separating from it, I let it run around in the dormitory. Since I always fed it cookies, it didn’t leave the dormitory either, but suddenly it was discovered. There was such a commotion; they were afraid of the mouse, and yet it was just the opposite. I was scared for the little sweet thing, and since it was already used to me, it would only let itself be caught by me, with the help of the little
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  shoulder bag. Its little heart was beating fast, and so I helped it, with a heavy heart, to freedom. Now I was celebrated as a brave mouse catcher. If they had known that I was the real culprit, dear God, that would have been something! I never saw my little mouse again. The dormitory had five beds next to each other and three rows in the back, with a nightstand by each bed and a small white stool as well as a straw mat in front of the bed. After the washing procedure, there was always the general morning prayer. One day was like the other, everything was by the minute and according to rules; it was enough to make you run away, and so I simply brought a little variety into it. My bed neighbor in front of me, a round, rosy-cheeked, and heavy girl, was never to be disturbed, so I decided to bring a little excitement into her calm. Since she always plopped down on the stool with a loud "thump," I lifted a blown-up bag under her bottom. It made such a bang that I was startled myself. I didn’t expect such success, but it did lead to punishment. However, I always consoled myself with the great bang, and it was worth it to me. A lot happened in the dormitory. Often, as punishment, I was assigned to a single seat in the dining hall for a week. Every Saturday afternoon, we had to go to church for the rosary, which I hated so much. After long consideration, I came up with an idea on how to avoid it. Great, there was a secret door in the drawing room that led to a spiral staircase, but you could go directly down to the church. So, whenever we marched off, I had to quickly go to Aunt Isabella, and I spent the whole time sharpening pencils, cleaning erasers, and doing everything Sister Isabella didn’t like to do. I always listened for when the caravan returned and then slipped through the little door and quietly and piously joined in. It went unnoticed.
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  seemingly never, we were all dressed the same and a certain neighbor was not in church, and so I managed it for all those years. Just as little did they ever notice that I sometimes snuck over the monastery walls. That was a bit more of a challenge, especially coming back. There was a quiet little spot by the garden on the outer wall for the pious to pray, a small archway as an entrance among plants, perennials, and carnivorous plants. In botany class, I discovered that once you climbed onto the bedstead, you weren't far from the edge of the wall. Outside the wall was a huge pile of corn straw. In Lower Bavaria, they had already started growing corn back then; we in Swabia didn't know about it. Thought – done, and with one jump, I was free. I didn't really know what to do with my freedom; somehow, I had to get back. I solved that problem differently. When it was time, I would stand near the gate; someone always came by, and then I just slipped in. Right around the corner was the shoe room – house slippers on, and I was saved. The sister who polished the shoes must have wondered why the shoes from number 90, mine, were always so terribly dirty. I could only sneak out on days when fewer students were present, it wasn't raining, and the corn straw pile was still there. Slowly but surely, I had come to terms with this way of life. The gym classes were wonderful in a fantastic hall full of equipment, and next to it was a large lawn with an enormous area. The gym teacher was a young nun, and there was even a young lead gymnast; leading gymnastics wasn't suitable for a nun. Our gym clothes were anything but stylish, baggy pants up to the knee, a sack-like top with puffed sleeves up to the elbows, elastic in the waist, and what a wonder, "side slits." The worst part was a starched white collar that gave you a chafed neck. You had to keep your stockings on.
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  What a pain, but we were all well-trained gymnasts. It was embarrassing at the annual gymnastics festival in the city; they all laughed at us in our fashionable outfits. But our performances were so outstanding that they all fell silent. Then it was already the Hitler era, and the regulation for uniform sportswear came in, black pants and white gym shirts, and even the nuns couldn't exclude themselves anymore. From then on, we marched in boldly; besides, at the same time, two American girls, Delia and Pakita, came into our class. Those two turned everything upside down, and whatever they did, we could do too. In any case, they forced everything we had long wanted in no time. The two provided all sorts of entertainment, but one day Delia and Pakita disappeared; they had run away. They surely didn't like it here; they ended up in a liberal boarding school with horses and riding facilities near Traunstein. I still think of one classmate; she was in my class, intelligent, and didn't have to exert herself at all. This gave her plenty of time for herself, and she could write fairy tales and stories. She was a genius, and I painted the matching pictures for them; we were a great team. It's just a pity that one day she was picked up, and I never saw or heard anything from her again. Many years later, I learned that she was Jewish and was probably already hidden in the monastery under another name, Elfriede Berger. Her parents died in the Third Reich. Unfortunately, I never found out her address. There is so much more to tell from that time. Back then, I also witnessed the Germans marching into Austria. Life in the boarding school, if viewed from the cheerful side, was quite varied and entertaining. There were also the boring etiquette classes, held by the prefect, who also supervised the dining hall. That was always on Sundays; for me, it was dreadful, and always after
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  church. The only bright spot was breakfast, instead of a dry roll, a piece of sweet yeast bread, which, wonder of wonders, was covered in sugar. After that came a long, endless high mass in the church, and despite all my pondering, I couldn't escape that. We marched in by class, under the watchful eyes of the respective class teacher. The mass just wouldn't end; what all they had to pray for, my only prayer was that the "Amen" would finally come. Then it was off to the dining hall or to some other hall for etiquette lessons from the prefect. I only called her Onion Root, skinny, small, and with a shrill, somewhat higher voice, that old witch. Nobody liked her, not even the hypocrites. Every week there was a different topic with practical demonstrations, and once we had to greet, curtsy, receive guests, say goodbye, open and close doors, how to apologize, and much more. Good Lord, what one had to learn before becoming an adult. I hated curtsying, and I never managed it properly. I always had to be the one to demonstrate; I was never perfect and didn't want to be. Why would anyone want to be so silly? Then came "Table Manners." Fork on the left, knife on the right, and so on. One time we came into the dining hall, well, what was that supposed to mean? In the middle were tables with white tablecloths, and at each place was a glass dish with a peach and the accompanying sauce and a small spoon. The idea was to cut the peach into nice small pieces without splattering or spilling. The etiquette class turned into a huge laugh; the peaches were only slightly cooked, certainly under the watchful eye of the prefect, that malicious creature. With the slightest pressure from the little spoon, the little devils jumped up to the ceiling, onto the floor, into the lap of the person across from you, or right into the dish. The red-yellow balls just hopped around, and our "hello" was impossible to ignore. It was a peach battle and suddenly ended because it was just useless, and the target was thoroughly missed. The prefect was furious.
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  gone, why did she have to come up with something like that? It was just a shame about the peaches. Then came the chapter on clothing. What could they possibly tell us with our eternally identical military-like splendor? Skirts down to our knees, starched collars up to our ears, long black stockings, and on Sundays all in black with a red belt and bow around the neck. On weekdays, we wore blue-and-white striped or navy blue dresses with black aprons. Tall and short, one just like the other; only when we went for walks was it a bit more colorful, as each girl had to provide her own coat and jacket, only the caps were the same. A green cap, resembling a plate with a yellow slit in the seam and a gold-purple-red band around the head, with 30 cm long ribbons hanging down the back. A ridiculously stupid headgear, too hot in summer and too cold in winter. We were now being taught how to dress properly, that it should be stylish and nothing should be too short, as this was part of being a respectable young lady. Those who didn’t follow this would never get a man, and as if rehearsed, we all shouted out of our mouths: “I know that from experience.” That was her catchphrase after almost every sentence. Blushing red and striding out briskly, our teacher left the room. We were at least 100 girls and roared with laughter instead of having a lesson on decorum. After the daily table prayer, the prefect distributed the mail in the dining hall. Unfortunately, I never received any mail, as it always came through Aunt Isabella. But once I got a card and was so happy, but that had unforeseen consequences. It was a pretty colorful card with an Indian boy on it and came from my brother with many greetings and signatures from all his classmates at the gymnasium in Regensburg. Good heavens, I only knew a few of them and didn’t think anything of it. Then our mail distributor’s anger broke loose. How indecent, yes, almost a mortal sin to receive mail from so many boys. I couldn’t even defend myself and didn’t get a word in. It didn’t matter anyway, that stupid cow thought only in the public dining hall I was condemned and still smaller than I already was. Treated so despicably and intimidated, I couldn’t defend myself or tell anyone about it. Write home? When the mail was being checked. Go to Isabella? Oh, where every misdeed landed with her after four weeks and was brought back up again. The only real person in this huge convent was a kitchen sister, a Swabian. Small, round, plump with rosy cheeks and an unspeakable convent name “Paptistiana.” To me, she was Sister Babsi and my only refuge. Near the dining hall, at the back in the kitchen, she could always be found. She was a workhorse like all the sisters. Whenever I could disappear, I showed up with her. We had a wonderful hiding place; next to the huge kitchen was a gate with an archway, similar to a forecourt to the garden. Cobblestones and a bench. Baskets of salad and vegetables were always transported from there to the kitchen. My dear Sister Babsi took me in her arms and stroked and hugged me with her calloused hands. Everything about her was lovely, warm, and soft. The working sisters didn’t have those stiff starched veils and collars. With her, I always cried out my homesickness, sorrow, and all my worries into her blue-and-white apron. There I could chatter in Swabian, and she did too; I didn’t even know how old she was, but she had homesickness as well. She was from between Kempten and Leutkirch. She could comfort so wonderfully, and she would have definitely made a great mom if she hadn’t become a sister. “Muscht a heima Mädele a Vakanz (vacation) kommt au wieder.” Most of the time, she would slip me something like gingerbread, apples, pears, or pastries from the kitchen, which always ended up in my apron pocket. Strengthened in body and soul, I then sneaked away and reappeared where I was supposed to be at that time. Most of the time, I used the time when the other classmates had music lessons like piano, etc. Since I was totally unmusical, I was spared that or denied it. If I really came late, I always had an excuse and said I was coming from my Aunt Isabella. Every year, musical performances like singing, choirs, instruments, and even a theater were organized. For the first, I was not an option; I had only messed up, but for the theater, I was chosen. I didn’t have much to do with it, but somehow I had to participate. In short, they had set a play called “Das züchtige Mariele.” Marie was supposed to be a Swabian, and since there was no one else available, I was designated for the role. Suddenly, I was supposed to speak Swabian, which was otherwise forbidden. I said, “No, I’m not doing that,” and fought back with hands and feet. They showed me the script and what I had to memorize. Sappalot, that was pure Württemberg dialect, and since a dialect is hardly ever written down, it was also unreadable. I was amazed and made it clear that we spoke differently at home. Then just speak like you do at home. Suddenly, it was an incredible delight; one should marvel. The script felt so genuine to me that I just started babbling away. It was semantically correct, and I added quite a bit. I felt comfortable in my acting and was exemplary. Briefly about the play: The supposed Mariele came through an advertisement to a young, lovestruck couple as a cook. Many rehearsals and dress fittings preceded it. Finally, I was ready; once they dressed me, I could no longer recognize myself. A long, brightly striped skirt that they twisted into a sausage under my arms and secured with a string so that this monstrosity wouldn’t slip. The skirt was too long, and I was surely too short. A blouse with ruffles in an indefinable color, light blue or gray. Over it, a starched white apron that they had cut down; otherwise, I would have surely tripped. At the waist, a huge ribbon tied in a propeller at the back. Straps also with wide ruffles; I felt more like an angel than Mariele. The headgear was truly the crowning glory of my masquerade, a kitchen hat with an elastic band and...
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  Rüsche. Either the cap was too big or my head was too small. Back then, I had a pageboy haircut, with two thick blonde braids sewn in on either side of my ears. The rest of my black hair was simply shoved under the cap, but it didn't want to stay there and kept slipping out. I must have looked really great, with black bangs and thick blonde braids. They were almost like the ones I had for my First Communion. You could have made me a Japanese girl before you could make me this Mariele. The cap drove me crazy; it kept slipping around, along with the braids. Sometimes it would slide over my forehead, almost to my nose. My gestures reflected my frustration; I almost pulled it off in anger and threw it away. Well, as Mariele, I had to set the table and serve. A steaming portion of Krautspätzle reconciled me, especially since I was allowed to eat with them. I had to be respectful to the young couple, “gnädige Frau – gnädiger Herr,” I wasn’t allowed to look at them, or I would have burst out laughing. They were two classmates, only a few years older than me. The “gnädige Frau” had a head full of blonde curls and a pink ruffled dress. He wore black long pants, a stiff chest, a bow tie, and a funny short haircut. All of this was accompanied by a Swabian accent: “Gell, gnädiger Herr, Krautspätzle magsch au, so lang i da bin kriegsch lauter guats Zeug zum essen wie Krautkrapfen, Kasspätzle, Dampfnudla, Schumpfnudla, Kuzlhuzlerbrot, Leible und da werscht stauna was do alls kriegsch!" The applause was enormous; whether it was for my Swabian theatrical talent or the huge appetite for the Krautkrapfen, I don’t know? Our audience mainly consisted of Matres, Oberinnen, followers, corresponding honorary guests of the convent school, well-meaning fat priests, students, parents, and even the working sisters were allowed to watch from the back and on the sidelines. I also spotted my beloved Babsi. I couldn’t look at her for long, or I would have cried too; thick tears were streaming down her dark red cheeks. Why? She must have delivered the Krautspätzle, fresh from the kitchen. Three
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  to four days later, I met her again, but after her tears, I didn’t dare to ask. She only said, “Sche hasch's gmacht und gschwätzt hasch so prima." Simply homespun, probably. I saw her less and less, and I believe she was old and sick and could hardly work anymore. Her cheeks were almost blue-red, and she was getting thinner and thinner. I missed her so much, but I didn’t dare to ask about her, as it was forbidden to chat with the sisters. They were the second string in the convent. Slaves of the Matres.
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  The war raged on; tanks and war songs are still vivid in my memory. In 1938-39, it was “Austria, home to the Reich!” They were still enthusiastic, and the Austrians were constantly presented to us as an example. After '45, they wanted nothing to do with us and even called themselves victims of the Nazis. How hypocritical. No wonder, Adolf was one of them, from Braunau am Inn. I never understood how he could gain a foothold among us, that loudmouth. Time went on. Poland, Lithuania, Saarland, everywhere the “Brown Guard” had to come to the rescue. There was always artificial commotion everywhere. Victory after victory, and the swastika flew everywhere. Poland in 4 weeks and likewise France. Then there was only German occupation and German military; you have to say, they were dashing soldiers. No wonder, the pre-military training during the labor service had paid off. Many young Germans were in uniform year after year, often until '45, and if they were unlucky, they ended up in captivity for another 6 years. Then suddenly war with Russia, although you always heard – “Today we’re going against England” – the war raged everywhere. There was hardly a country that the victory-conscious Adolf didn’t pick a fight with; it couldn’t end well. The propaganda of the invasion was all-powerful. Beware if you doubted it, especially publicly. The spies were everywhere, slackers who ensured order at home. Apprentices had to take their journeyman exams early, school time was shortened; young recruits were needed. The war in Russia and elsewhere demanded soldiers; we girls had to perform war relief service to make it look nicer. Many fell; we girls had to perform war relief service to make it look nicer, first as a mandatory year and then labor service, because learning anything was impossible. You hardly saw any young men anymore, only old ones and invalids; the sky was buzzing with planes, and the bombing raids on the cities were getting worse. Hermann Göring's speeches that the sky would darken with planes were true. But not in the way he meant it by the “German Air Force”; it was the “Tommy” who bombed us.
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  In the meantime, I was doing my mandatory year for girls, which then extended until the end of the war. I was a maid in the Oberpfalz at that time, and it was not a pleasant youth. Everything was scarce. Food, clothing, no dancing, hardly any sports. Skis had to be turned in for Russian soldiers; people made makeshift ones themselves and secretly went out under the moonlight. There was simply nothing for young people that could bring joy. You weren’t allowed to go to the cinema under 18. No dancing, nothing, absolutely nothing. The cinema mainly consisted of Wehrmacht reports and Nazi propaganda. Hitler’s Goebbels speeches and so on, everything had to roll for the war and final victory, even the heads. Assassination attempts that failed, like July 20, 1944, the Scholl siblings, and many young men; in some families, there were two to three fallen. That was really cruel; no cinema but sending eighteen-year-olds to the front, for that, one was old enough. Food and ration cards had become the most important things. People developed all sorts of tricks and cleverness, but you couldn’t get caught; otherwise, you were stamped as a public nuisance. The soldiers stationed in France sent many things home and conveyed them. Those in Russia were starving and freezing themselves. My brother Gustl was in Italy and was supposed to be stationed in Africa. He got malaria beforehand and couldn’t serve in the sunny south. Alfred had less luck; he came to labor service at 18, then to the military, and as a mountain pioneer, he went to war in Yugoslavia in the partisan area of Montenegro. Mother and I briefly saw him at the train station in Buchloe. An infinitely long train with young guys stopped for half an hour; they weren’t even allowed to get off to greet their relatives, to say goodbye. We only saw Alfred again; he fell on June 17, 1944. Hardly anyone survived down there; they didn’t take prisoners; everyone was shot. Then came the tragedy of Stalingrad, and the war raged on. Since both my brothers were soldiers in 1943, I could break free from the war relief service when I worked for the Oberpfalz labor office instead.
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  found a substitute for me. An aunt who didn’t know where to go stepped in for me, and now I was back in Türkheim and had to do something to be able to stay there. As long as one was doing an apprenticeship in a trade, this was possible, and so I became an apprentice with my father as a plumber and installer. Back then, it was a nice business, but I had some idea about it since I had grown up with it. Most of the time, I was an apprentice, journeyman, and master all in one person. My father had to constantly go on assignments to neighboring cities like Schweinfurt, Ulm, Augsburg, everywhere bombs had fallen. The work mostly consisted of repairs; there was hardly any material left. Nevertheless, I learned a lot and worked hard. To my horror, I also had to go to vocational school with a bunch of boys who were all younger than me, so to speak, the rooster in the henhouse, and with few exceptions, it always went well. The teacher was a 100% Nazi, but fortunately, I had a bit of a soft spot with him, as they say; he actually allowed me too much, but it always turned out fine. I assume he thought quite differently inside than he showed on the outside. Alfred had fallen, and my anger towards the Nazis grew ever larger. We learned almost nothing; political education was much more important. Once we had the topic, what did Hitler achieve? Ha, that was music to my ears. I wrote an essay, completely truthful, and he certainly couldn’t refute it. He kept his mouth shut and didn’t let on. So from Adolf: “Give me 4 years, and you will not recognize Germany again.” I wrote: Work and bread, ration cards, no unemployed, soldiers, sunny airy apartments, true – see Augsburg, without windows and roofs, Germans everywhere and Germany, war all over the world. This was already May 1944, the war in its final phase, last school day, the teacher in full SA uniform and giving the Hitler salute with both hands. On his desk lay a neatly wrapped package, but he didn’t open it in our presence. We knew the contents, a rope, but not the donor.
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  Much later, I learned from another teacher that this brown teacher ended up in some camp; somewhere such enthusiasm had to be rewarded. It should have happened to many, especially one, and I will not forget him. He had dodged the whole war on the “home front.” Supposedly sick, which they almost always were. Funny with such a brown complexion. Alfred had fallen at 18 ½ years; the whole village seemed to know, and the news had to be delivered by the local group leader, another brown dog. Since my father had always been an opponent of the Nazis, he had already shot and delayed it. I can still see him coming into the yard; I was in the living room, mother in the kitchen, father in the workshop. He demanded my father; I had a terrible feeling – dear heaven – I still see and hear it: “He should be proud to have fallen for Führer, Volk, and Vaterland!” In the middle of the living room stood the table, and they were after him, my father like a tiger, the other one already pale with fear. That’s when my father let loose. “Because of your crazy idea, our children have to die, for you brown big shots,” and so on, and the little brown man still put on a brave front and said he would be in Dachau tomorrow if not, such a filthy pig. At the same time, there was another fallen one from the village, a non-Nazi, Rogg Norbert, and from then on, the news of fallen soldiers was only communicated in writing. They must have gotten scared, especially since there were more and more fallen and missing, and the war was getting more terrible.
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  End of the war in 1945 and the end of the 1000-year Reich. It had only lasted 13 years, but everything was in ruins. One longed for the end just like the last days and hours were filled with many memories. Many a camp was released with food and textiles; the population stocked up, as no one knew what else was to come. For example, a big tractor drove into our yard; a farmer had the order or task to unload two huge boxes with us. This came from an NSV station and was exclusively laundry and diapers. My mother had worked for the NSV; she had seen it as a charitable job, but despite requests, she never joined the party. They had always pressured her, but then she threw the stuff at them and said, “Then do your own stuff.” They probably never found anyone who could have done this work for free and better. She always made sure that non-Nazis received something, but I must also note that this was the only institution that was truly good in the Third Reich. They have not managed to do anything like that since, despite all the democracy; there was help for mothers and children and for families in general, which is sorely lacking today. For example, maternal insurance in homes was all free. But today, every mother has to pay something extra in our big, rich Germany. One had to give the Nazis some credit; now these children’s things should be distributed. I spent a whole day and a night on my bike with everything I could carry. But the women were sometimes so silly and dared not accept anything. In the end, I took a small cart and brought everything to the hospital; they were glad and took everything. There really was nothing left to buy despite ration cards and fabric coupons. From afar, one could hear shooting and crashing, and the low-flying planes found American troops in the forests. Near Tussenhausen, there were still battles because remnants of SS troops were located there. The shooting was getting closer.
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  And around midnight, it became eerily quiet. We were exhausted and went to bed. In the morning at seven o'clock, strange noises could be heard, and lo and behold, in the entire Grabenstraße, tanks were lined up one after the other with Americans, without shooting, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. White flags were hoisted on the houses, fluttering merrily in the May wind, and the street looked like a plowed field. The Americans climbed out of the tanks, tall, well-fed guys with helmets, long lace-up boots, and rifles under their arms. Wow, it was a bit strange when the rescuers approached the house. Ten guys were definitely assigned to each house, and they only spoke Indian. In reality, they were all of German descent and could speak German quite well. They marched through the whole house and, of course, also into the basement. I had to go ahead, with the Americans behind me, rifles at the ready. In the basement, there was a sharp turn, quite dark, a nook, and there he shone his light and saw the potatoes. I couldn't help but laugh. Look, even that tall guy had to laugh; from then on, the ice was broken, and mutual distrust was gone. I had a similar experience in the attic. There were all sorts of slippers stored there in the last days. My sack had three white ribbons, and oh dear, an old steel helmet on a cupboard. Good heavens, that guy was scared and pushed me in front of him as a shield. He kept poking at a cupboard with his rifle, and of all places, there were still fireman uniforms stored. He audibly sighed when no hidden human being appeared. Well, that procedure was over, and my heart was pounding too. The rescuers were there almost all day, and we were sent to cook in the kitchen. They had a craving for "Reibedatschi." Good Lord, I had never grated so many potatoes at once with a grater. We were glad they didn't want anything else, but they were quite demanding. Back then, there were no electric or gas stoves; it was a tiled stove, and with an open fire, we had to fry and sizzle with a pan.
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  And they really didn't lack appetite. I made it clear to them that I had neither eggs, fat, nor anything else. Lo and behold, one brought a box with fat and eggs, more than I needed. Meanwhile, a long-faced guy sat on the wooden crate, of course with a steel helmet and rifle. Next to the stove, there was a sliding window to the living room, and they all sat around the table in the middle, munching away. One said, "Tastes like at mother’s." I heard that and went up to him: "Ha, you German?" By now, they were all quite friendly, and one said that his mother was from Danzig. Gradually, we learned more and more; all of them, except for two half-blacks, had a German parent. I had observed one guy closely; he was adorned with little pictures of children and poems in his small pocket, had a lady give him chocolate, and for us, something completely unknown, which hadn't been around for a long time. During the cooking, there was also a peculiar incident that I want to tell. One of the Americans wanted onions with the potatoes, and since communication was quite poor—they absolutely refused to speak German, and our school English wasn't enough—the word "Zwiebeln" was definitely not in there. All sorts of gestures were also not enough, and then the American suddenly got fed up and said, "Leck mich am Arsch, Zwiebeln..." Aunt Maria from Ulm heard that, and since "Leck mich am Arsch" is such a genuine Ulm expression, she went up to the American on the wooden crate and banged both fists on his steel helmet: "You’re an Ulmer and you smashed our Ulm!" and kept banging on the steel helmet. For a moment, we were all startled, wondering what would happen next. But nothing happened, and everyone, including the Americans, laughed until they cried. So, leck mich am Arsch – international understanding! After the meal, the guys all sat around the table, only they could put their legs up on the table instead of their plates with their funny boots. An unusual sight for us, truly American. Then the gathering gradually dissolved; some played at the forge with the bellows, while others tapped to guitar music. "War is fun in Germany," one claimed, but where had the others gone? They had gone upstairs and lay in the beds. Decently, they had their feet hanging out, but for the tall gentlemen, the beds were probably too short. Quietly and silently, as if on command, they all disappeared and drove away in their tanks; it was quite strange. So was our feeling. I thought about how just a few days earlier, our poor soldiers had been starving, barefoot, with torn uniforms, and often with a loaf of bread instead of a rifle under their arms, walking through the streets or along the Wertach, heading home. Often, some would stay overnight; our attic was the purest mattress camp. The house was always full of people we didn’t even know. Two OT men from the prisoner camp near the upper train station had also once taken up residence. I watched them very suspiciously. Once, they burned uniform parts and written materials in the stove all day. There was such a stench and smoke, and I told them they should burn their stuff somewhere else; then it continued in the garden. We learned much later after the war that part of the prisoner camp was a Jewish camp. There was a double fence and guards around it. It was at the edge of the forest, with no visibility anywhere. At the train station, there was a wooden barn; I still remember once going with the boys from the vocational school and sneaking behind it. We were curious about what was hidden behind the high wooden walls. When we assumed there were prisoners there, we would throw our sandwiches or apples over. We heard scuffling behind and guards came, and we quickly fled. We couldn’t do that very often; we didn’t have much to bite ourselves. The whole thing was disguised as a storage depot, and during the war, prisoners who were craftsmen often came under guard to do work for the camp in our workshop. The guards were in German uniforms, but not Germans, probably Belarusians who, whether intentionally or not, delivered the prisoners and then always walked around the block.
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  In the meantime, we always slipped the men something edible or even gave them a lunch that we had. They could usually speak our language somewhat; they were Hungarians or Dutch, probably Jews. I always thought later that they never reported after the war? They probably didn’t survive. For us, it was very dangerous to slip them something; we felt pity for them; they were young fathers with children. They once secretly showed me pictures of their wives and children.
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  Post-War Period Now came the post-war period with occupation. Curfew until 6:30 PM and so on. No more than five people were allowed to stand together on the street. The occupation in Türkheim was stationed in the castle next to the archway, initially housed in Grabenstraße. In the first days, several Nazis were held in the castle courtyard with their hands raised. Surely a bit of schadenfreude for their brown opponents. Nothing further happened to them, and the Americans were only trying to find out the whereabouts of Julius Streicher. But he had already vanished over the mountains by that time. A few days before the end of the war, a couple of uniformed men came to my father, and he was supposed to go with them. We didn’t know why and suspected a command to blow up the Wertach Bridge, but he had another reason. Although my father was not a car mechanic at all, he had to repair a car, weld or solder something. Late in the evening, he came back and just said, “They won’t get far.” And indeed, somewhere near Landsberg, the car broke down. It was Julius Streicher and two other gentlemen. Streicher was in Türkheim during the last days of the war and even married his secretary on Good Friday. Afterwards, when the Americans were here, there were always raids until they caught him. In the middle of the night, they came and searched all the houses, opening all the cupboards and drawers. This baffled me, but they were probably still looking for weapons, cameras, and binoculars, but they couldn’t find anything; you had to hand in all your rifles and the like by the second day. There was a whole mountain of them at the Mariensäule, and many a hunter’s heart must have bled. The Americans took care of the hunting themselves, but not in a sporting way; they chased the animals to death with their jeeps. In the castle courtyard, they hung the game on the post. American soldiers always perched on the castle wall; I still vividly remember the strange look when Black soldiers were sitting there, their eyes and teeth gleaming.
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  The second occupation mostly consisted of Black soldiers, but nothing against them; they were very decent and fair with the local population. I once observed how a Pole stole a bicycle from a woman, and a Black soldier jumped off the wall, beat up the Pole, and returned the bike to the woman. There were many Poles at that time, former prisoners who worked for the farmers, and the Poles certainly didn’t have it worse than we did. They had it worse and better than us, but they behaved poorly, stole and plundered, and drank terribly. They didn’t shy away from drinking spirit either. On Sunday mornings, when almost everyone went to church, they appeared in the houses demanding something to drink. The tin shops had allocations for spirit, and so they came to us too. Soldiers who returned home too early were all captured and mostly ended up in French captivity, where they never returned. I particularly felt sorry for the so-called “White Russians.” They belonged nowhere; they were on the German side but neither Germans nor Russians. I don’t know what happened to these people; they were always caught between two fronts. Gradually, everyday life normalized, the curfew and so on. Each place got a mayor again, or someone self-appointed, as long as there was someone who could steer the affairs and whom people listened to. People mostly came together to knit socks for the soldiers. Well, I learned that, but sometimes with anger in my belly, as the simple soldiers only had foot wraps.
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  Love Here I need to go back a bit. I was a compulsory year girl at that time and got to know my later husband, Herbert Schott, through my friend Betti’s sister Luise. He was with the Luftwaffe ground personnel and had to bring trucks from France or the marshlands to Russia; he also had a stay at home like the rest of the troops. We met a few times, and then our friendship existed only in letters and field post. He was in Russia for six years, throughout the entire war. In the last year, he was forcibly drafted into the Waffen-SS, mainly in Hungary near Lake Balaton. They were still fighting there when the war was actually already over. He had a few leaves from Russia where we also met. Once we went to Thuringia, where we stayed with a cousin in Ilmenau. That was a lovely time; we hiked through the Thuringian Forest, visited the Saalfeld Caves, and took a carriage ride through the Schwarztal, where the Schwarzburg, then Göring's property, the Rheinsteig, the watershed, and we hiked to the Goethehäuschen, the beautiful Ilmenau, and the home community around Markt Görlitz where he attended his master’s course. By then, we had already fallen in love. So time passed between the leaves; we wrote a lot to each other and waited for the next leave. Another leave, but this time in Türkheim. We only took small bike trips and I had to realize that the truck driver couldn’t ride a bike very well, but with a lot of practice, he managed it. He was actually quite fit, and I perked him up. The years in Russia, hunger, and cold had taken their toll. The days came to an end, and I drove with him to Augsburg for a farewell; he had to return. There weren’t many trains for civilians. Herbert was waiting for the front train, which he didn’t catch; he had an appendicitis at the station and ended up in the hospital, the deaconess house right at the station.
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  After three days, I got the news and visited him right away. He was feeling better soon, and for us, that was very nice; he was transferred to Maria Stern, and that’s when the trouble started. Scarlet fever. That was the end of our visiting, and for his recovery, he could only go to Garmisch, which was bad; certain routes could only be reached with special permission. Shit!! We met briefly again, and off he went back to Russia; the fronts kept retreating. The victories were over, and they were just lying to the population. Everyone was war-weary, and people were worried about the men at the front. The mail was slow or lost. You never knew exactly in which section the soldiers were; they weren’t allowed to write that, and you only had field post numbers. Suddenly, that changed, and Herbert was transferred to southern Hungary. The war raged in its final phases; the Russians were in Berlin, and our Adolf, Göring, Goebbels, all had cowardly slipped away. The thousand-year Reich was over; it couldn’t have ended any other way. Just the many unnecessary dead, destroyed cities; it was madness. Dresden just before the end of the war. Truly not a heroic deed by the "Tommy's." Bombing a city, women and children, and thousands of refugees from the east. Why is it that people only talk about the war crimes of the Germans? The others were no better, shooting at individual people with dive bombers. I experienced it myself between Türkheim and Amberg. It was weeks of terror. A horse and a laughing barrel, but the farmer saved himself. I had picked flowers and jumped into a ditch. But pride comes before a fall; it was probably always the same planes; they got caught in barbed wire. Near Bisterhof, they got entangled, and all were dead, five men. If the police hadn't arrived, the population would have attacked the dead. In the Türkheim cemetery, they were buried in the right corner and were later moved. This year was filled with such events. During an air raid, Germans also took shelter in Bad...


  
    Page 49

    
    
  
  Wörishofen dueled at the airfield. They took off from there, shooting at each other, whether one crashed or both, I can’t remember anymore. In any case, a plane was stuck deep in the ground, just scraps of the upturned earth left. I remember this so well because, back then, as an apprentice plumber, I had to help my father solder that coffin shut. They threw in a cap, a tuft of hair, stones and dirt, also fallen for Führer, Volk und Vaterland. The coffin was sent to Posen at that time. Nothing was ever reported about it; the gods were silent. I have strayed quite a bit, but all of this is connected to my life. But people were peaceful, peace, peace, and what a blessing that was. What this peace brought with it was not exactly rosy, but everyone was full of hope. On May 30, my Herbert came home, just in time for his birthday on June 2. He was worn down, emaciated, yes, sick from the hardships he had endured. A farmer from the Traunstein area had taken his wristwatch along with some potatoes and a bit of butter. The joy of reunion was great, and there was so much to tell each other. He had still been fighting at Lake Balaton because they didn’t know that the war was already over. In Bischofshofen, Austria, he was captured after being the only prisoner to escape from the Russians. After six years of war, he was an old clever fox; he marched on foot across Bavaria and just made it to us in Türkheim before curfew. In the meantime, just before the end of the war, two soldiers were quartered with us. Each had only what they wore. One was from Mecklenburg, Hans, and he couldn’t go home because the Russians were there. The other, Max, was from Freiburg, also couldn’t go home because the French were there. Our attic was a mattress camp. My big brother Gustl came back on foot from Italy; every day someone came home, all on foot along the secret paths by the Wertach, avoiding all the bridges. It was terrible for those who came too early; they all ended up in captivity, and some never returned. We had so many people in the house; meals had to be cooked and laundry done for everyone.
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  Chapter II "Post-War Period" It was all terrible, what came and went; you didn’t know any names, they were all hungry and tired, everyone wanted to go home. It was a pity for our once so brave soldiers. There was no mail, telephone, train, or bus; everything had collapsed. There were no more wishes; people lived only on rumors and hopes. Some incorrigible brown shirts still strutted around, but gradually they crawled away as cowardly as they were to save their own skin. As pompous as they were, they disappeared back into their mouse holes. Then the Americans came and left again; the occupation troops came and went, there was looting and stealing, mainly by former Polish prisoners, who didn’t cover themselves in glory. One evening, after curfew, tanks rolled up towards Oberjägerstraße with a bunch of Black soldiers. The Americans were always cowardly, and for such actions, the Black soldiers had to take the heat. In a small agricultural property, an SS man and his girlfriend had been forcibly quartered, and the Americans simply set the little farm on fire. The owners and another family, a remnant from World War I, Serbs, were only allowed to leave the house with money, food, and what they wore. The five Serbian children were already in bed and only dressed in rags. Soon everything was burning fiercely. The SS man and his girlfriend probably suffocated and burned. I don’t know where they placed the family afterward. None of the locals could intervene and help; it was after curfew, and you weren’t allowed on the street. A few days later, the place was flooded with former concentration camp inmates who had been hiding in the woods long before. In every house were the poor creatures. We had four girls with us, emaciated to the bone, wrapped in rags. First, they were bathed and hastily clothed by us; we had nothing left ourselves. They were hardly recognizable after they had recovered a bit. The Americans provided them with plenty of food. I still see the four of them in front of me: the blonde, blue-eyed Rachel at 16. Ruth, 19 years old, a former kindergarten teacher, she was a redhead. Sarah, also a redhead, and the very blonde Judith. Then a terrible time came for Türkheim; typhus broke out. There were sick people in every house. All schools were converted into typhus hospitals. My mother and my cousin Erna were hit very hard, and the Jewish women were taken to an American hospital. All beds and blankets were burned. The formerly deployed military doctors slowly brought the epidemic under control. The food supply became increasingly poor; you could hardly get anything, despite ration cards. But not because there was nothing left, but because the black market was thriving. Smugglers and traders had everything in their hands; prices soared into infinity, and only bartering and trading occurred. The farmers took great advantage of this, but not all were like that. If you lived in the countryside and had relatives there, you could just about get by. People lived almost entirely on homegrown vegetables, potatoes, and unregulated goods. Blood sausage that tasted of blood and sawdust. Instead of sugar, there was syrup made from beets. Everyone kept a black pig. There were no shoes, stockings, and so on, only on the black market through smugglers. Nothing was controlled anymore, and prices kept rising and rising. The two soldiers who still lived with us worked at the customs house as a farmer and gardener. They provided us generously with vitamins. Hans, the farmer from Mecklenburg.
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  brought home again and again a rabbit or a deer, how he did that I didn’t know. So everyone helped out and it worked out that way. Herbert was there too and was already helping in the workshop with Father, he wanted to retrain. He was a trained blacksmith, and that was quite possible. We were already making wedding preparations. Now all the former soldiers just had to be discharged. Of course, that had its complications. Herbert had been in the Waffen-SS at the end, and that was noted in his service book. Luckily, I had wrapped that service book in oil paper during his last leave, so the big SS stamp “Thank God” hadn’t seeped through. So, cover gone. In the book itself, there were of course entries on two pages. I carefully cut out one page, you couldn’t see anything anymore. The other page I repaired in another way, you couldn’t see anything there either. But there was still something else that troubled me. Upon closer inspection, I realized that he had taken leave twice and hadn’t come to me at all, and that was even falsified with a hospital stay. I still saw myself sitting on the bench with him under the crooked little apple tree. Should I marry a man who had already lied to me before marriage? I would have preferred to throw everything away. Well, it should be forgiven, and I was good again. The discharge of Herbert, Hans, and Max in Biesenhofen had worked out. However, Max and Hans came home much earlier and stayed for a while in “Gut Zollhaus” so that I wouldn’t notice that Herbert hadn’t been discharged yet. Now to the wedding on July 16, 1945. Max and Hans had arranged a carriage with horses from the Zollhaus and decorated it beautifully. You weren’t allowed to celebrate in inns, so we celebrated at home, and since there was no merchandise in the store anyway, it was also the suitable place for it. Weeks before, everyone had practiced dancing. Neighbors and friends, all the hits and dance music echoed from a funnel phone. Those were fun days and evenings after having never experienced anything like that for years. The store was a beautifully decorated guesthouse, completely private with sofas, tables, flowers, and
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  garlands. It was the second wedding in the village after the war. The wedding dress was self-sewn from curtain lace, and Herbert wore a pinstripe suit. So off we went to the registry office, church, and then to the photographer in Bad Wörishofen. You had to bribe him beforehand with some pounds of butter just to get pictures and a film for the until then hidden camera. You had to deliver everything. On the carriage ride to Bad Wörishofen, we were thrown a huge amount of cigarettes and chocolate by the Americans on the roadside. We really hadn’t expected that; it was a great bonus for the wedding celebration. We had hoarded and saved for days so that we could manage that. Cakes were baked, and meat was organized, and all the guests, like relatives and neighbors, contributed something. Then everything slowly went back to old tracks; we received new identification cards approved by the Americans. I was just furious because our passports stated – “Nationality not proven” – and why? Because Herbert was from Russian-occupied Thuringia. That was supposed to stay in there for years. What a cheek, after all, I was born in the district of Mindelheim and that cannot be denied. It wouldn’t have meant anything further, and there were no consequences, but you could never know. Herbert retrained and was allowed to take a journeyman and master exam after a few years. On June 11, 1946, my first child was born and was baptized with the name Edeltraud at Herbert's request. Little Edeltraud was a tiny doll but quite tall. The midwife prophesied to me that she would always be long and slim. She was right, and that has remained true to this day. Traudichen caused me all sorts of difficulties after the breastfeeding period; she simply wouldn’t take a bottle, and I had to feed her everything with a spoon. She couldn’t tolerate milk, but she could eat enormous amounts of vegetables. There was no baby food like today, so I always had to prepare small amounts of vegetables fresh. But she was happily content in her stroller under the apple tree. She didn’t want to be carried; the stroller was too poorly sprung, and I had to grease it so much just to get that one. There was a special wheeler in the village who took advantage of her business and understood it. In autumn, my parents had their “silver wedding,” and Father was already ailing, which was something we weren’t used to from him at all. On February 3, 1945, he died after a serious illness. On March 14, 1948, our second child, a boy named Alfred, was born. A sturdy little boy, always cheerful and bursting with energy. He hopped with all his might in his stroller, so he mostly lay underneath it instead of inside. It was a long, difficult birth, and I was weakened for a long time afterward. Little Alfred gained weight vigorously, and his appetite was accordingly. For a long time, the children were the same size and looked like twins. Both blond and blue-eyed, people often didn’t believe me that I was their mother. 1948, the year of currency reform, and the R-Mark became the D-Mark. Per person, there were 40.00 Marks, and from the respective account, 400.00 were deducted. Oh child, old man, man or woman, that was very painful for many, and those who had previously been normal lieutenants and weren’t black market dealers barely had that much together. All savings were gone to hell. My father’s life insurance was paid out shortly before. For that, we just had an old bicycle and an arm blanket that we then dyed and made into a winter coat. As if one hadn’t already left the installments unpaid in hard times, but the currency was still a big deal, and we still get the hard D-Mark today. Suddenly, all the stores were filled with goods; where did all that come from? The crooks who had hoarded were rewarded again, and people could cash in hard D-Marks for inferior war and post-war goods. The fabrics were again or after hay and were speckled with moth holes. Nevertheless, it was bought because everyone was at the end. I had enough after
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  a year I bought curtains that dissolved into nothing after the first wash. Well, not everything went smoothly. Traudl was just two or three years old when we picked up my brother Gustl and his girlfriend Elsa, who often came to visit us, from the little train station on a Sunday. Traudl loved her Aunt Elsa and was part of the pickup crew. When we got home, dear God, what was that? Traudelchen couldn't stand or walk anymore, high fever and sick as a dog. After many misdiagnoses, they finally diagnosed polio, which was still very unknown at the time. The consequences were drastic; it would take years before she was somewhat okay again. Even today, people complain about cuts and restrictions from health insurance, but it was much worse back then. Nine massages—that was the whole requirement that was fulfilled, and otherwise, you had to pay everything out of your own pocket. A masseur from Mindelheim, departure, massage, and 30.00 marks—that was a lot, but that was almost all you could do. Long story short, something had to be done, and I learned the necessary massage techniques from a specialist for this purpose and did it daily with my Traudelchen. The effect was fabulous; she could walk again, even if not well and fast, but it worked. Additionally, she got a little children's bike, which we modified a bit. The pedal on the side where her leg was shorter was adjusted so that she had to stretch that foot more. Now she could play tag on her bike with the other children, which she seemed to enjoy. Then summer came, and I made sure she learned to swim soon. By three or four years old, she was swimming like a fish. The reason for this was that later Alfred and Robby also learned to swim early. It wasn't easy to find the time for it. Grandma insisted on always having her afternoons free for coffee or tea time at Schuhwerts. So, I couldn't easily leave, and someone had to stay home with the business. I stood my ground and could only leave later. I


  
    Page 56

    
    
  
  visited all sorts of orthopedic specialists, Hessing Clinic in Augsburg, another clinic in Memmingen, and I got information and instructions everywhere, and it was successful. There was also a dance teacher based in Türkheim who actually taught in Salzburg. She started with children's ballet classes in Türkheim, and after much begging, she took Traudl on. This foot gymnastics with music helped a lot; for my husband Herbert, it was just useless nonsense, but we continued until she was almost 14 years old. The efforts paid off; I just feared that Alfred felt neglected during this time, but I was so busy. He was so fond of animals and got a budgie, which soon had a second companion. They were allowed to fly freely almost all the time and chased each other on the long curtain rod in the barn. The little blue one was so cheeky and always pulled the tail of the yellow-green one. One of them escaped once, and the neighbor's cat quickly gobbled him up. The second one then also died from sheer homesickness for his companion. Later, Alfred was given a tiny dachshund as a gift and, of course, wanted to keep him. At first, it was all a secret because Grandma was a bitter opponent of dogs. We named the little dachshund "Poor Witch" and she gave him many an unwelcome shove. It was a tragedy when the poor thing ran under a car and was killed. A solemn burial in the garden, a little cross with flowers, but they never forgot the "Hexi." Hexi was a watchful dog; he kept a close eye on little Robby, who always wanted to run away. Robby's pants showed the traces just like his bloody little ears. When he crawled on all fours racing with Hexi, the two were almost inseparable. Before that, Robby kept escaping, and I was so glad for the little guardian; it was often inexplicable how the little rascal could always get away. For so long, I didn't know which way he took; hardly had I missed him, he was already nowhere to be seen.


  
    Page 57

    
    
  
  Under the stairs hung a little red-checkered bag; if that was gone, the little sprout was gone too because he wouldn't leave without that bag. I walked all the streets, but he was gone and stayed missing. But finally, I spotted him as he marched out of a side street, one arm raised so the bag wouldn't slip. As soon as he saw me, he ran as fast as he could. You can hardly believe how fast such a little guy can run. Suddenly he stopped; he wanted to cross the street right at an unseeable curve at the end of Augsburg Street. I caught him, but he wouldn't let me touch him. Where did he want to go? Purposefully across the street, there was a little corner store where I never shopped because it was too out of the way for me. Apparently not for Robby, and well known to him. He barely reached the doorknob and was quickly inside. I followed him and waited to see what would happen. There stood the little tyke with his curly head and his big black eyes, silently making a "please, please" gesture with his hands. Mrs. Stadler in the store seemed to know the little customer quite well and gave him candies. That was the secret of his escapades—a candy in his mouth and the rest in the checkered bag. I chatted with the shopkeeper about why he came to this remote store of all places. The apprentice, almost a journeyman, always took little Robby with him on the bike to get cigarettes, and Robby loved to sit on the bike with him. Once we were outside the store, he still didn't want to be touched. So, I followed him and tracked his strange path. At the gas station, heading towards the cemetery, sharp curve to the Fässle inn, there in the driveway, he stopped in front of a window, stretching and reaching as if he wanted to peek inside. That's probably how Schorschel did it, imitation instinct. Then after a round in the yard, he turned into Frühlingsstraße, all the way to the dangerous Jakob-Siegle-Straße, to the Waldmann nursery along the stream, all the way to the back yard of our place. Proudly, the little rascal looked up at me from below: "See, you’re amazed, right?" Yes, and that's how my children gave me all sorts of worries. Traudl with her polio, Alfred with his antics, and
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  Robby with his outings. But all in all, we managed quite well. They only went to school because they had to. No wonder, I went through the same thing. Robert was seven years younger than Traudl and was just made to play the child for the big girls. He was often put in a doll stroller, and being as quiet and calm as he always was, he let everything happen to him. He hadn't learned to speak for a long time, but his facial expressions were all the clearer. He could never pronounce the "R" and "S" sounds for a long time. So he called names without the consonants, like Taudl, Alfd, or Alu, and that's how they are still called today. He himself was the Obby Lott (Schott). But then, all of a sudden, full sentences would pour out of him, as if he had stored everything up. Alfred was the one who mostly frolicked outside. Animals were his world, and still are today. If I ever had to look for him, I just had to see where a dog was. No one was too angry with him; he loved them all. He was blissful when he got the little dachshund. Grandma couldn't stand Vicher and so we had to keep her hidden. That didn't last long; she was such a lively, decent animal that eventually Grandma also grew fond of the little witch. I wouldn't want to know how many times she got a little shove or kick from Grandma, but nothing was safe from Hexi. She chewed or nibbled on everything. Over time, Hexi had certain shoes and slippers and left all the other things alone. After Hexi was tragically run over, we got a new dog named "Struppi." Struppi was a poodle-spitz mix. He once brought him home, and they played together like crazy. Struppi was a beautiful black curly guy with a big storm curl and was up for all sorts of mischief. Struppi was a dirt-loving, spoiled, and filthy mutt. I had to bathe him almost daily, and he often stank. He constantly rummaged around everywhere and seemingly didn't see a pile of dung or a pit. He preferred to eat cookies and grapes. Truly an expensive housemate, but he played tirelessly with Alfred; nothing was too much for him. He crawled under the legs of chairs or jumped over them. A real circus dog. Alfred
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  jumped over the fence, with Struppi following, and this went on for hours. The best part, and I will never forget it, was in winter when there was a lot of snow. We had a metal awning in the backyard that also had a lot of snow on it. There was also a staircase, and as the black guy jumped up the front steps, first the dog and then the kids followed and jumped into the piled-up snow mound. But Struppi never actually jumped down by himself. He would resist with his front paws like a stubborn donkey, but with a little push on his backside, he would land in the snow pile. He would then quickly run back up the stairs. They all looked like polar explorers, especially Struppi with his snow beard, with only his snout visible. My children were growing up; it was my only joy, and it was great, making me forget much of the ugly. Robby, who was seven years younger than Traudl, was lovingly cared for by her. So he was often placed in a wooden wheelbarrow for a few rounds. Apparently, he really enjoyed it, and with his dark brown, expressive eyes and curly head, he was a real cuddle-worthy child. I often wondered why Traudl took him along so naturally when she met with her friends and neighbor girls. He belonged to the group. Alfred, on the other hand, simply couldn't relate to him. Disappointed, he said after his first look at his little brother: "I can't play soccer with him at all." Apparently, he expected something different. The two were always completely different in their dispositions. Alfred always wanted to be outside and could only be found with dogs or in a barn where there were calves and pigs. Despite all the worries with my children, I had a lot of joy. I believe they had a nice childhood despite everything. The big orchard, surrounded by a hedge, between gardens and houses, was a beautiful playground with trees to climb. A little house, once called a gas house and pigsty, was now made for the children. There were always many playmates around, mostly
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  the neighbor's children. We were always more than they were at home and had plenty of playmates. In the summer, when it was hot, I would fill large tubs with water, and there we would spray and splash until the end. By evening, the water was a brown broth. The little stream was also there, which had already been a major attraction during my childhood. So much happened there; there were times when, even in colder seasons, one would take an involuntary bath. After school, many a little girl with braids and a school backpack ended up in the stream. In the garden, we would set up tents and after much begging, we would also sleep there, leaving the laundry room open in case of a sudden downpour. And indeed, a thunderstorm came with a dreadful downpour. I checked, but since no one was in the laundry room, I went to the little wooden house. Oh dear, they were sleeping so soundly and didn't notice that the water was flowing through a dip like a stream. After a brief interruption for moving with the air mattresses, they ended up sleeping in the laundry room. Thank God it was very warm there, and no one suffered any harm, and it was still nice. From this laundry room, with two windows to the garden, I secretly observed my little ones. What was very popular with the girls was the boys, the runway for a fabulous fashion show. I still think sometimes about the fashion shows that were held. The trunk from the attic, full of clothes for all fashion directions, served for the presentations. I will never forget the neighbor boy "Leo," commonly called "Monika." He skillfully pranced down the runway with a huge hat, swinging a handbag, and wearing far too large high heels, a sash with Miss Germany. A sight for the gods. Leo was the fifth child of the neighbor family; he already had four brothers, and they were finally hoping for a girl who would be named Monika. So little Leo was given the name Monika from the start. By the way, Monika was very pretty, with strikingly beautiful, large-waved chestnut-red hair. Truly uniquely beautiful. Monika played a lot in our yard, as did his brother Willi, who was
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  Pitch black, hair like eyes. Curls like a poem and eyelashes that looked glued on. The mother of the boys always called herself the mother with the boys of all colors, and that’s how they were. Leo was dark red, Willi was black, Karl was blond with a reddish tint, Bernhard was blond, while both parents were, I believe, dark brown, as far as I can remember. In the yard and garden, there were always many children, and Alfred with his friends playing soldier. They would bring out the already mentioned steel helmet from the attic, which always slipped down over their ears, but it was still the centerpiece of this game. In the back of the garden, the well-known little house was also a meeting point for all sorts of games that I only learned about later. You couldn’t always supervise the gang. Once, my heart almost stopped when they made a zip line from the highest pear tree to the garden wall. A fireman’s belt served as a cabin, but the belt was way too big for the lanky boys, and how easily they could slip out of it. As the children got older, they also celebrated carnival parties, and I sewed costumes for them every year. Robby was once a chimney sweep, a brave little tailor, Alfred was a Sarotti Moor, or Alfred and Traudl together were a couple, sometimes a Biedermeier couple, sometimes Dutch. I always managed to create the costumes with as little expense as possible. There was always a horde of schoolmates present, who were allowed to make music and noise until the end. Later, friends and girlfriends joined in. I preferred it when they brought friends along rather than being away and not knowing where they were. After finishing school, Traudl went into an apprenticeship as a seamstress, and Alfred as a plumber and installer. I couldn’t quite understand why Traudl wanted to become a seamstress, such a lively and spirited creature, always sitting still, unbelievable. She still met up with her school friends. I couldn’t give them much pocket money, and they, being as inventive as they were, found ways to earn it themselves. Old paper for the Salamander factories, bottle deposits for collected bottles, and at construction sites. They always found something. So, at least they learned early on that if you need money, you have to work for it.
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  Traudl was, of course, always the clever one; she went to her friend Mucki at the Gasthof Adler and worked as a bowling boy. Back then, there were no automatic bowling alleys, but many regular bowlers, and it brought in some money and was entertaining too. At that time, an actor, Fred Bertelmann, also stayed at the Gasthof Adler and bowled. To this day, she has a photo showing Fred Bertelmann with Mucki and Traudl in his arms. That was a sensation; people were crazy about him back then. Also, the singer of "Lachende Vagabunden," still known today, and Viko Torriani was once in Türkheim as advertising for the Stammel fashion house. Back then, these actors were very young, very unknown, and poor little things. But they remained unforgettable. Through the Gasthof Adler, Traudl also got involved with boys like young Bundeswehr soldiers from Lagerlechfeld. Of course, they pretended to be adults at 17, even though they were only 14 or 15. Manfred Schonberg and Winter Hans were also at our place, supposedly because of their car, a little Fiat, to repair it. The reasons were, of course, the girls, Traudl and Mucki. The visitors came more and more often, and later Manfred came alone. I made it clear to Manfred that Traudl was only 16 years old; he looked quite astonished, but he said, "She'll get older by herself." He was quite smitten. Traudl didn’t take it seriously at all, and I believe she didn’t like it much either. Accordingly, she behaved toward him: "What do you want here again?" and so on. I felt sorry for Manfred; he didn’t know where to go during this time. His parents were getting divorced, and Lagerlechfeld isn’t exactly a nice place for such young boys. Long story short, Manfred became the fourth child and was at our place almost every weekend. He was infatuated with Traudl, and when she was once quite cheeky with him, he said quite sincerely, "You're sweet when you're angry!" What can you say to that? He often picked her up from her workplace in Bad Wörishofen. She had her apprenticeship there with a seamstress. She loved her chosen profession, which I, as I mentioned, could hardly understand. She also did excellently in her journeyman's exam.
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  Manfred came as usual, and gradually Traudl also fell for him. Manfred had heavenly patience and often took Traudl and her siblings swimming in the summer at the reservoir near Fringen. I often went along since I was usually always alone, but that didn’t bother Manfred in the slightest; we were just one big family. But then something changed. Manfred was to be transferred to Texas from the band, and he wanted to propose to Traudl and possibly take her with him. But she was only sixteen, and it coincided exactly with the time of my divorce. But I was against it; my reasoning was that if love is so great, it can withstand a temporary separation, and let’s see how things go after three years. Of course, negotiations were held behind the scenes, and he was very upset about it, and eventually, Manfred moved to Texas alone. Letters went back and forth, and after three years, Manfred wanted a written decision from her. Reasonably, she suggested they see each other again first. But that was not to be, because one day a card arrived with greetings from Manfred with his wife Helga. This was no joke, and thus came the end. So, Traudl fell in love with one guy and then another, and nothing serious ever came of it until Berti showed up. I never believed for a second that it would become serious, but it did, and I accepted it because I didn’t have to marry him. Where love falls, it stays. Then the wedding came. I had never experienced a wedding like that before. I was already divorced and had to play the good wife. Herbert was invited and came, because a divorced woman was something quite impossible here. I really hadn’t encountered anything like that before. I could hardly bear it and was ready to burst. Then the pastor sat down next to me: "Well, this could be cheerful, because one more Bible verse and the tragedy is here," but


  
    Page 64

    
    
  
  what a miracle, nothing of the sort. I had a splendid conversation with him. For Traudl's mother-in-law, I was a healer, as she had expressed, but she really overdid it with the wedding. She did everything she could. Wine, food, everything was good and magnificent. A little more warmth and fewer Bible verses would have made it more bearable for me. A wedding without music, fun, and laughter. Unimaginable for us Bavarians. Pious sayings were always foreign to me. My principle was: "Do right and harm no one."
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  TIME JUMP Now I must go back a bit to the year 1948. Everything was back again, and it was a decisive year. Work brought joy to people once more. Everywhere, things were slowly but surely improving. In the cities, the piles of rubble had disappeared, and renovations and constructions were happening everywhere. Those who worked hard were rewarded. Houses, cars, motorcycles, better clothing, food—everything the heart desired, yes yes, Adenauer and Erhard had pulled the cart out of the mud. Our Germany, though divided, was becoming a rising country. But there were also some terrible developments, as alcohol flowed like water, and people had become so pleasure-seeking after the long deprivation during the war and in the post-war years. I felt this acutely. My previously happy marriage took quite a toll. Herbert couldn't get enough of partying and hanging out with like-minded buddies. His carelessness and instability only made matters worse. He was unstoppable, and this affected the family and the business. I couldn't join in; someone had to take care of everything. We became increasingly estranged, and he turned into a completely different person, as alcohol changes people. I was often alone and suffered greatly because of it. I always hoped he would see the light and change, and he promised he would, but it was always the same; he forgot. I often didn't see him for days, and when I did, he was in a terrible state. In short, he was unrecognizable. I could do nothing right; I had to take care of everything in the business and then received accusations that I was taking everything out of his hands. Everything I needed for the household and the children was, in his eyes, unnecessary. The more I saved, the more he poured down his throat. He was a brilliant entertainer, sang and played various instruments, and he had many friends who were just as reckless and partied all night like he did. He went on vacations with other women, racked up bills for that purpose, and only took on jobs that he could collect cash for himself.
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  My children were my only joy. In 1952, I had my second child, a little boy, Robby, and I truly enjoyed him. Three children, a household, a business, and I was quite busy. I had no time to distract myself in any way. There were terrible, intrusive scenes that were appalling, and I would rather not report on them. Only someone who has experienced the same or is married to such a person can probably understand this. Love and hate were as close together as a hot and cold bath. There were episodes that I can still laugh or cry about today. I want to tell those stories, even if they are hard to believe. Drinking and driving was not as strictly enforced back then as it is today, unfortunately. I would have been glad if he had lost his driver's license. First, he had a motorcycle, and in my constant worry that something would happen to him, I sometimes rode along. Because of the children, I was anyway often at home or did something with them on Sundays. He had to go to every hand race, as they say, the Kempten fair in the tent, and his thirst was enormous. I always imagined the amount of beer he would drink and where it would go. So we were at this festival tent, and I kept reminding him that we needed to go home, and then a torrential downpour came. Water flowed through the tent like a stream; umbrellas were up, but water was pouring in from above, and the thought of going home was out of the question for the moment. There was shouting and screaming, saying if this keeps up until tomorrow morning, etc. It was already ten o'clock, and everything was soaked. Puddles and little streams glistened in the moonlight, but I still felt furious with myself for going along, and the farewell from like-minded people took a long time; I could have killed him. So up on the motorcycle, a few swerves to the right, a few swerves to the left, and through the puddles we went, then straight ahead again. Unbelievable. We were in Biesenhofen, and now we were out of gas. I kept asking him, did you refuel? Of course, but only down his throat. The gas stations were all closed, but somehow he managed to get gas. It was raining again; I was soaked to the skin and freezing, but the wind from riding kept drying me off. I didn't have motorcycle gear like he did. Then Bad Wörishofen, how he drove back then, I can't remember. In any case, he rode down a long staircase. I jumped off with the thought that if someone were to fall, it wouldn't be me. I walked the rest of the way, and at least I warmed up a bit. I only rode with him one more time after that. He definitely came home the next day or night. Without the motorcycle; I never found out what happened to it. Since we had a business, we had to show up more often at events like slaughter parties, house balls, etc., and then the Bergerfest was due with two inns. Well, in the evening, you drive there; I was dressed and waiting. The one who didn't come home was my dear husband. Finally, he appeared, and in my anger, I didn't even look at him, and that was when I rode with him on the motorcycle again. We had been sitting for a while in the inn at Huber Bauernwirt, and I glanced at my late returner. Oh dear, what does that guy look like, unshaven. "Just make sure you wash and shave; in the Bauernwirtschaft, they wash up there." My handsome man stood up and disappeared and never came back. At least the smell of cows and silage was gone. What he did was go into the next room and play cards with like-minded people. The ride home was freezing, and my only winter coat was in tatters; well, it used to be expensive, a dyed mink coat at an outrageous price of 900 marks. A new coat was due, one that I probably would never have gotten otherwise. One day, my "beer barrel" got a car, a green station wagon. Well, good night, now you could also start drinking trips in bad weather. He loaded the car full of beer bottles, etc. Garden fences, house corners, curbstones, and so on were damaged.
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  but he never got a scratch. The car held up as if it wanted to park on a gravel path here and there. Once he had a bigger accident, and you wouldn't believe it, he was actually stone-cold sober. Despite all the trouble, I was constantly worried about him and spent many sleepless nights. More than once, I had to either leave a door open or get up when he came home. Since he often arrived with a whole gang, I sometimes didn't know what to do. And when I tried to fend them off, there were wrestling matches. But they were all unsteady on their feet, and I usually outdrank them. My husband had since fallen asleep and spent the night dozing on the sofa. Thank God. But once they played a nasty trick on me. It was Christmas, and I had pre-cooked a goose, bought sausages and various things in the cellar for the feast, because there were no refrigerators back then. Then my fine housemaster came home with his wet crew, quietly and stealthily went into the cellar, and devoured everything in no time. I always heard something like "Ihr Kinderlein kommet" in the distance. I got up, looked around the house, but nothing—dead silence. Hardly had I gotten back to bed when I heard those noises again. The same thing repeated itself several times, so I went around the house and ah, the light in the cellar, that bunch of rascals. What wasn’t devoured was left in a useless state. Cigarette butts, ash, half-eaten sausages. Long story short, I had nothing left for the holiday. With great difficulty, I managed to get some various things through a back door from a butcher. For my nighttime geese, I served the picked goose bones on a huge platter, seasoned with ash, and in a glass bowl, half-eaten delicacies with cigarette butts, topped with parsley, and done. I didn’t need to wish anyone a good appetite; he had none at all. He had a terrible hangover, and I was glad he did. Silent night, holy night. It wasn’t a nice Christmas, but I celebrated it with the children anyway. They usually didn’t catch on to everything.
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  It was an endless story to tell all this. Today I can laugh about it, and I even did back then. Like the time he came home without anything, just in his shirt. I tied a big red bow around his neck with a cowbell on it at night and painted his face with bright colors. He didn’t notice; he just snored. I would have loved to see how he looked at himself in the mirror as a Pentecost ox. I found his remaining clothes the next day scattered around the house, where I also left everything. For a while, he didn’t drink as much, but that didn’t last, and I believe he already doubted his sanity back then. After all, he couldn’t know who had painted and decorated him like that. I had a friend whose husband was a policeman, always a cheerful person, like Heinz Rühmann. I even asked him to take away his driver’s license when they had the chance. He said, “We’ve chased him so many times, but he always disappears into a mouse hole, and no car could be found.” I already suspected how it went, but I didn’t want to reveal that. So, it went up and down. One day, there was no spark of love left in me. It only hurt me to be with him at any cost. I was already carrying the thought of a divorce to end this misery, but what was I to do with my three minor children, myself without a job, and a mother who was often very ill back then? Besides, I always hoped for a turnaround. Herbert was ruining his health, and stomach problems were the consequences, but of course, something else was always to blame. Diets had to be cooked, which consisted only of chicken and such things. But he didn’t cut back on his alcohol consumption, and when you trample love underfoot, nothing is left. I was lied to and cheated on continuously. That made me snap, and I threatened him with divorce. He laughed at me and mocked me, calling me a necessary evil. I said nothing more and just let him go and kept quiet about everything. I gathered my documents for the divorce, and divorce wasn’t an easy undertaking back then; you had to prove all the reasons. It took me a long time to work up the courage for this step. When he received the registered letter from the lawyer, he completely lost it because he hadn’t expected it. Pale as chalk and beside himself, he ran through the house. Slowly, it dawned on him what this meant for him. I was ice-cold, so full of hatred, and nothing could change my mind. It was clearly over and done with. We had been looking for a tenant for the business, and now he could see where he ended up, without a job that he didn’t care about anyway. I had filed for divorce, and he was holed up in the attic room, so he could come and go as he pleased. During this time, Robby and I went to my brother’s in Kiefersfelden for 14 days. I needed some distance and to recuperate. I turned down a reconciliation attempt because I had experienced reconciliations too often. I wanted a separation, and that was that. It was final; I couldn’t continue such a torturous life. The divorce was at the district court in Memmingen, and I thought he wouldn’t show up. But I made it clear to him: “I will not stay with you anymore, you can hire a lawyer that you have to pay for yourself, and besides, I have enough on hand to get you and your girlfriend sent to prison for perjury if necessary.” He didn’t know what I knew. In any case, he came to his senses and admitted everything. The grounds for divorce ultimately were malicious deceit. He confessed everything and was glad that nothing more was brought up. He was supposed to prepare the final listing for the business; he always left all the unpleasant things to me, and my drunkard marched straight into the hospital to avoid all difficulties and played the seriously ill person. The diagnosis was pleasant. But since he couldn’t manage without his usual alcohol content, he would sneak out of the hospital at night to then...
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  to visit his girlfriend, they kicked him out of the hospital. He kept changing his job as well. The divorce lasted only 14 minutes on January 13, 1964. I thought to myself, of the 19 years of marriage, 16 were pure hell; what a fool I was to endure all that. Fears, distress, and insults. He had lost everything in one fell swoop—family, business, home. Now he had what he always wanted: absolute freedom. His drinking buddies dwindled because there was no one left to pay the tab and sing funny drinking songs while playing the accordion. He moved out in May but still lived in the house; he seemingly couldn't let go. He paid the minimum child support since he was only working as a laborer by the end. He never cared for the children—no Christmas, no birthdays—and they probably never missed him. It took me a long time to become a cheerful person again. I still had my job at Salamander as a payroll clerk for quite a while. However, that department was supposed to be dissolved because they were now hiring payroll clerks from large companies for such businesses. What to do? I pondered for a long time how to support myself and the children. After I had previously worked in Bad Wörishofen in the spa service but was exploited and not even paid properly, that was out of the question. Long story short, a solution had to be found. The packaging department didn’t bring in much either. So, something different, and with the encouragement of an acquaintance, I turned the workshop and store into a café-restaurant. After considering all possibilities, it turned out to be quite good, the café "Anja." It was running great, and I had almost everything under one roof: work, home, children, and mother. What I hadn’t counted on was that it was beyond my strength. Several total breakdowns. I worked myself to death, and my partner quietly pocketed the earnings, so this episode ended because I wouldn’t let myself be exploited anymore. When the diligent employee realized there was nothing more to gain,
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  he took off, but not without taking the earnings of a week and a weekend with him. For a while, we continued like this. Traudl developed into a good waitress. Alfred and Robby helped out a lot. When Traudl got married, that was the end. It didn’t work with strangers alone, as it was exclusively a family business. So, I leased it out again and looked for another job. First Kaufbeuren, then Lindau, alternating in seasonal businesses in Garmisch. I earned quite well, but I was always away. There was little free time, almost none. Also no vacation, as I had to switch jobs on the due date every season. Alfred was in the army by then and married his Marianne. Robert and Grandma were together in the upper apartment, but Robert also married Eva. I worked in Augsburg, and four years went by where I only came home on weekends. On Saturday and Sunday, I tidied up the apartment, and on Monday, I took the first bus back to Augsburg. In 1975/1976, we sold the house in Grabenstraße. It had become an unbearable burden with many repairs, and the lease agreement with the tenant was going poorly. I only received the remaining debt three years later; the tenant had left me with so many debts. With the proceeds, I first paid off my debts, paid a small down payment on a condominium, and the rest went to Alfred and Robert. Traudl got her share much later when she bought a condominium in Augsburg with her own savings. Grandma lived with me; I had since taken a caretaker position in public service, so I could take Grandma in well. After four years as a housewife, I was now a caretaker for the next six to seven years. Grandma was already very frail and often sick. It went on, more or less. I then joined a club and made many acquaintances. Among them were Lissi and Lilli, with whom I am still friends today. Every Saturday, we went dancing somewhere; we had our own band. Specifically, one man, an Italian named Paolo,
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  who was quite funny, except for some arguments. There were more women than men in the club, which led to all sorts of jealousy scenes. In this club, I also met Harald, my long-time friend. He was a good person who was always there for others and helped me a lot too. Grandma loved to drive, and he always took her with him when he had errands to run.
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  Traudl's accident and Christian Then, out of the blue, came a stroke of fate. Traudl had an accident, suffered a brain injury, and had almost total paralysis. It would take seven years before she was, like a miracle, somewhat restored. It was truly terrible, and it was hard to believe that her condition would change. Good doctors, paid for by Bert, and her incredible energy made this miracle possible. Harald visited me and Grandma every two weeks. First in Günzburg, then in Munich (Max Planck Institute), later in Fenzenberg near Füssen. In the beginning, her Christian, born on November 19, 1967, was with me; he was then six to seven years old. Grandma was briefly with my brother in Kieferfeld during this time. My apartment was too small for that, and the boisterous Christian and the shaky Grandma, that couldn’t go well. At that time, he had this phase of locking doors everywhere and taking the key out. That got me into quite a bit of trouble, like this one time: I was still busy in the kitchen after work, and suddenly he had locked me in, and no amount of pleading, begging, or threatening helped. The little rascal simply wouldn’t let me out. Then the phone rang in the hallway; well, what’s happening now? Little Christian picked up the receiver (on the other end was my friend Lilli): "Yes, please? I will call her!" That was my salvation; he really unlocked the door, and from then on, there was no key on any door anymore. He also locked me in the bathroom, even out of the apartment; nothing was safe anymore. In our neighborhood, there was a social office, and the director gave me tickets for the Augsburg Puppet Theater. The event location was not easily accessible by bus, so we marched there. Christian was very excited, and the play was called "Zwergnase." Well, my little fidget had to sit still for a long time. During the break, there was nothing to snack on, so I promised him something for the way home. On the way back, of course, he had to let off steam after sitting still for so long. That he didn’t immediately start doing somersaults right in the middle of the street was a
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  miracle. So I walked with him on the path through a park. There was also a children's playground there and a little foreign girl was on the swing whom he naturally wanted to chase away, that stupid cow and she even has earrings (Christian's exact words). I explained to him that she was there before him and that he had to wait. Inwardly he was raging and then he finally got the promised ice cream, a candy machine had also caught his fancy. Then he just wanted to throw away the paper from the ice cream. "Stop my dear, that's not how it works, the next trash can isn't far and you put it in there," I said. Reluctantly he picked it up again and at the trash can he stuck it in emphatically: "There, there you have it." He positioned himself with legs spread wide in front of me, hands in his pants pockets and said: "You know, now I want to say something really naughty to you!" I answered: "Hm, what then?" I was curious and wanted to know. He: "But you know, I never said it: 'YOU ASSHOLE.'" I could barely keep myself from laughing. That was it, happily he hopped along and was peaceful again until we were home on Ilmenmannstraße at the kindergarten. There in the garden he could always really let off steam. Swinging like a little monkey from tree to tree or bush with Tarzan-like roaring. Sometimes I was afraid something might happen to him from it. In the evenings, totally tired, he prayed in his bed with endless rows of requests for Mama and Papa and everything possible. On August 19th there was a children's festival at the Augsburg zoo. Harald drove us with his VW and spent a lot of time with Christian. There were all kinds of games where you could always win something. We lined up and waited for the prizes. I said to him: "You know what, I'll look for a nice spot where we can have our snack." I went away and neither I nor Harald noticed that Christian set off with me. Harald came almost an hour later, but oh horror, without Christian. So we had lost him in this tumult. Christian got scared and started crying and at
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  a Red Cross stand someone had turned him in, where he was announced over the loudspeaker. From shock and fear he didn't know any names anymore and so: "Christian is looking for his Mutti." That's what he called me and Traudl was his Mama. Searched, found, he was so happy and swallowed and pressed several more times and admired his winnings. What impressed him most was a colorful paper cap. Without it he wouldn't even go to bed for the next while until it then dissolved into its components. Then there was also the Augsburg Pfarrer and for him an event without equal, especially the fireworks. "I've never never seen anything so beautiful," he said. Since we had already lost him once, we were especially careful and arranged a place where we could possibly meet again. He: "No no, I'll only go with the police, someone might kidnap me." He already had a hard time with the children in the after-school program, for them he was a stranger and didn't belong. Now he wanted to show off to the Pfarrer with his experiences, but he simply couldn't remember the word Pfarrer and always made "Klernes" out of it. "Klernes" was a cross-eyed lion on television back then and so the others always laughed at him. For the Augsburg children the Pfarrer was something completely natural. At the Pfarrer itself we already had our share of trouble with him, everything but everything he wanted to participate in. Bumper cars, carousel, haunted house, pony riding and whatever else there was. One attraction had really caught his fancy, only children weren't allowed to participate without adults. That was very difficult, because neither I nor Harald wanted to get into this terrible monster. Our Christian had quickly found two big boys and sat at their feet in this frightening, airplane-like contraption. I was prepared for anything and thought to myself, now he's going to be sick forever. But I worried anyway because he had previously consumed an enormous amount of ice cream and cotton candy. But he got out neither pale nor
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  frightened, clapped his hands and hopped like Rumpelstiltskin with joy. One day he was picked up by a worker from his father's company, just when he had overcome the shock of the accident with his Mama and had already settled in quite nicely with us. He didn't want to go and cried bitterly. It really hurt me too and I had already toyed with the idea of getting a bigger apartment. But no, he was supposed to go to the other Oma in Ilsfeld. Since Bert often dropped in to bring work to Traudl and never asked what she was supposed to do with Christian during this time, he was just dropped off at the little Oma's (my mother's) in Türkheim. They were such a pair, holding hands they went shopping where he always got something. He loved the little Oma devotedly, no wonder, because with her he was allowed to do everything. I was very often annoyed about this, since she had been so infinitely strict with my children. When I came home for the weekend, for example, something was always broken. Locks, cabinets, hinges, nothing was safe from his destructive rage anymore. He couldn't really play properly, which I wasn't used to from my children. And the rascal was cheeky, I was the only one who denied him anything. So he once made a fist at me and said: "You don't belong here at all!" Of course, I was away during the week and only came on Sunday. But he regularly picked me up at the bus and cheered: "Mutti, Mutti." I often thought to myself the people will think, he has an old Mutti. He was never vindictive, even when I sometimes handled him so harshly and spanked his bottom. But once it was like this, that he was cheeky again. He simply cut up a curtain, lay down on the sofa, pulled a blanket over his head and grumbled quite miserably. I had spanked him and suddenly he was nowhere to be seen. I looked for him in the whole house, outside the house and around the house. The rascal was nowhere to be found, not in the garden, not on the street, not in the neighborhood, sappalod where is he hiding?


  
    Page 78

    
    
  
  Two hours later something kicked out from under the sofa. He had been sleeping blissfully underneath it and was afterwards more high-spirited than before. He could always give you a good shock. So time passed and then Christian was still in Ilsfeld for years with the Ilsfeld Oma (the big Oma). Traudl was in all kinds of clinics. Then she came home, back to her apartment and after long debates Christian also came back to his Mama. A nervous, messed-up child. No wonder with such upheaval. Bert had also made himself scarce and for Traudl it was hard after she had expended so much energy and had to relearn everything like walking, housework and cooking. I could also understand Bert after so many years, but he should have known where he belonged. He had also taken little care of Christian.
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  Grandma By Alfred they now also had two children, Corinna and Roman. I had also helped out there for 14 days when the two of them, Marianne and Alfred, went on vacation. Corinna and Roman were almost too quiet and intimidated children. Alfred was very strict with them, which I often reproached him for. Because of renovation work in the Ilmenmannstraße I had to move to the Schertlinstraße. Robert and Alfred did that and with them it just went rukizuki, they were skilled craftsmen and knew where they had to grab. Before that I had renovated the apartment there and that was a hard piece of work. Walls, ceilings and floors. In addition, I had provided the apartment with a connection by installing a gas heater. It was only one room besides the kitchen, the living room, that was provided with a connection. The apartment was very cold and poorly built for Töchterle. The heating constantly cost almost more than the rent. But then it was very nice and cozy and Grandma could also get out sometimes. With a wheelchair I always pushed her around the block or sometimes further, the wheelchair provided by the health insurance. It was terribly heavy and cost a lot of sweat. In the neighborhood there also lived a family from Türkheim, the Würz family. They visited Grandma regularly with great help, as did the fellow residents in the house. That was very nice, since I was still working and only came home after three o'clock in the afternoon. Until another mishap, Grandma's stroke out of the blue. She was in the Hauenstetter hospital, no, it couldn't get any worse I thought to myself. The treatment there was terrible, yes humanly undignified. When I visited her in the afternoon after my work, the lunch, naturally already cold, stood next to her bed. Yes, they told me she doesn't eat anything and she only has a few days to live anyway. How was she supposed to eat, the left side paralyzed and the right side tied up? I had complained and the result was that they simply brought her back to me in the apartment
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  without any advance notice, even though I was at work during the day. Her back was one single open wound with bluish, deep holes. No wonder with that kind of care. I then got a hospital bed and an outpatient nurse for two hours daily. I needed half a year until the open back had tender skin again. Grandma was always mentally sharp, an artist of living as she was, she also enjoyed her life like that, in bed. She could read without glasses and television was her main occupation. I did almost all work as well as possible in her room, because that way she wasn't always alone. Harald came daily and helped me lift her out of and into the bed. He then came to the West hospital at the same time, where he simply ran away when Grandma came home. It was a terrible time, every day after work to get to these far-away hospitals. Bad connections and walking on top of that, it was always dark by the time I was home. It was also cold and lonely. So I muddled through with Grandma and Harald for three more years. On March 18, 1983 Grandma died quite suddenly and unexpectedly of kidney failure. Harald was already very sick and followed her in June after that. He had been lying in my apartment 14 days before that and 10 days in the clinic. Now I was really alone and couldn't get used to not having to worry about anyone anymore for a long time. Meanwhile I had also retired, at 57 with arthritis, no longer able to work. The pension wasn't much, but with the additional pension from the city it was just enough. I then moved once again, this time to the small condominium in the Prinzenstraße where I still live today. Before Grandma's stroke in 1977, Evilein also died at 20 of leukemia. Robert had only been married to her for 1 ½ years and who would have thought that this bundle of energy could be sick. It was unbelievable, I can still see her at the wedding dancing happily, how cheerful and happy and yet death was already looking over her shoulders. Her veil was torn and her dress sleeve was ripped at the seam. Our Evi was quite a cheerful soul. She also always wanted to be taller and wore
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  high heels so she wouldn't be too short next to Robby. At this wedding our Grandma was also there and when we wanted to go home early because of her, she resisted, ha – now when it's getting nice I'm supposed to go home – and so we stayed longer too. This year, 1996 after Evi's death, Evi's mother also died tragically of cancer. After Evi's death Robert often came to me in Augsburg to the Ilmenmannstraße at the kindergarten. On this occasion he also met Gertrud, his current wife. She worked at this kindergarten and I got along great with her. Who would have thought that she would one day belong to us? Traudl has meanwhile moved from Bad Wörishofen to Augsburg. We meet often and always have something planned. I also drive over to Alfred and Marianne and to my grandchildren Corinna and Roman in Flaregg from time to time. When they were growing up I was still too busy and you have to make up for that sometime. Robert with Beinchen are also not far away. At the moment they're building a conservatory. I always have something to embroider and sew for everyone and hope that I can do that for a long time yet. I always wanted to travel, I had neither time nor money for it and now I can't do it anymore for health reasons. Nevertheless I travel with my books, my old atlas and with imagination there are no limits. Everything is beautiful and colorful and my animal and flower books have become quiet friends to me. I live in Augsburg, a beautiful city that also has much to offer old people. A zoo, botanical garden, theater, planetarium, concerts and not to forget the pretty quiet alleys, the beautiful streets with the magnificent old houses, towers and gates, you just have to see it. In between a visit from the children provides variety and a stay with the young ones is also nice. Sometimes an excursion beautifies life. The young ones are all working and so it's not so easy to take care of Mama or Grandma. With sewing, crocheting and knitting it was now over because my hands wouldn't cooperate anymore. Too bad, I thought I had a hobby that one could pursue into old age. Well, over and amen. Reading, watching TV, writing perhaps must suffice. Now I've been on the
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  wheelchair dependent. There are such nice Zivis who chauffeur me around the block with my "Mercedes." I now know almost every house and every stone and every garden fence, I don't get very far. But the different seasons do offer a little variety. At Christmas, this year 1996, I was at Traudl's and New Year's Eve she was at mine. We had almost slept through the turn of the year, the bells from Sankt Ulrich woke us up. My brother Gustl moved to Augsburg with his family a year ago. He visits me very often and also does shopping for me sometimes. I can't write much anymore and one day is like another, maybe I'll be taken to Amberg again sometime, then I also sometimes come to Turkheim or rather through Turkheim and through the Grabenstraße. Everything is so completely different, no longer the many cheerful children at the little brook, there's only a breath of the past left. The beautiful beautiful Grabenstraße. But the children of today won't miss all that either, what was so infinitely wonderful for us back then. The ditch with the mud where you could splash so wonderfully as well as the little brook where you splashed around. The chattering geese and the quacking ducks. The children today don't miss that anymore either. This March I'll turn 73 years old, that used to be a great age. Today people live to be 80, 90 even 100 years old. No, when you deteriorate like this and are sick it should be over. That my legs don't cooperate anymore I could still bear, but that my hands don't want to anymore either, that really hit me hard. No more sewing, knitting, crocheting, modeling, painting, that's too mean. At my age you then live only on memories. The beautiful memories are like colorful butterflies that rock cheerfully in the wind, when you want to catch them, whoosh they're gone. Anna Maria Schott
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