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      My brothers, sister, and I all love our mother for what she did for us during the years portrayed in The
      Children’s War and afterwards, but we still feel the void of being deprived of our grandparents at a young
      age. The love they gave us during those few years in our home has endured in our memories.
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      show appreciation for whatever was done for me. She also taught me to accept other cultures and never to feel
      superior to any fellow human, undoubtedly a dangerous line of thought during the Third Reich.
    


    
      I owe my grandparents in Oberglogau my love for history, nature, and long walks and for recognizing flowers,
      trees, spices, teas, and birds. They helped me enjoy the love of books at a very young age. Opa Müller trained me
      to be observant and made me memorize what I had seen or heard. He taught me patience, patience, patience and
      helped me overcome my stuttering. Oma Müller taught me how to write and recognize the meaning of words and
      sentences by age four.
    


    
      All four grandparents made me appreciate languages and people who are different from us. I know they wanted to be
      our grandparents until we grew up, but it was not to be.
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      also thank my brothers and sister, Manfred, Jürgen, and Hannelore, for pushing me the last eight years to finish
      this book and let our two younger brothers, our children, and our grandchildren participate in our past. I also
      thank my country of origin and my new home for letting me achieve my dreams.
    

  


  
    
      Author’s Note
    


    
      The Second World War officially ended in Europe on May 8, 1945, and in Asia some four months later. It had
      devastated Europe, Russia, North Africa, and parts of Asia. Fifty-five million people had lost their lives:
      soldiers, bombing victims, refugees, exiles, and victims of dictatorships or despotism.
    


    
      The war was fought by all age groups and affected all age groups, from the oldest adults to the youngest
      children, but children experience war on a different level than adults. For the grown-ups, war was an ordeal. It
      was for us children as well, but it was also a series of adventures, beautiful and sometimes horrible.
    


    
      When the Russian conquerors appeared in our region in January 1945, my mother chose to leave her home and parents
      in the town of Oberglogau and escape to the west with her four small children to evade persecution and the threat
      of Communism. Our escape was accomplished by bus, train, and horse-drawn wagon but mostly by foot. For us, it
      started in Upper Silesia, in what is today a province of Poland, crossed Czechoslovakia, led into Austria, and
      ended for a short time in an internment camp. It then continued after an escape from that camp into Bavaria. The
      total flight lasted close to eight months. Our father had been captured fighting on the Eastern front and was in
      prison in Siberia.
    


    
      At that time, there were three boys and one girl in our family. My older brother, Manfred, and I were treated as
      twins, although we were less than one and a half years apart. Jürgen was the third brother, Hannelore our tiny
      sister.
    


    
      For us, the war was a long string of adventures. In the beginning, as part of a middle-class family in Upper
      Silesia, we lived in homes that seemed like castles. We had a tremendous amount of freedom, beautiful and
      trusting friends, and daily contact with a large variety of animals. We experienced the four seasons over several
      years, with their immense beauty and extreme harshness.
    


    
      Later we experienced brutality and cruelty but also kindness, compassion, and unselfish love. We saw death and
      destruction at an almost unimaginable level, but my mother and my grandparents guided us through the worst
      circumstances. Mother’s feat in bringing her four children, mostly on foot, from our home to safe haven in
      Austria during one of the coldest winters in decades was indeed a remarkable human achievement. She was able to
      do this despite having sustained a serious back injury. She could have died had she given in to her pain and
      remained lying in the snow after she fell.
    


    
      At times I have had the feeling that I could split into two people and keep the one with the bad experiences in
      the background or out of my consciousness. Manfred said once that it was like having one personality that had
      suffered and a second personality that actually could talk about what happened without having to get emotionally
      involved. We don’t believe that we became insensitive because we still cried, maybe not in public, when someone
      who belonged to our circle of friends died, when we passed dead refugees along the road, when we saw our mother
      suffer, or when we heard about our father’s fate. We rarely cried when we got hurt or when an injury was being
      treated. We seemed able to transfer such pain to that alternate ego.
    


    
      Mother, her parents and Father’s parents, and Maria, our nanny—and later our father—were able to guide us through
      the most violent phases of the war and postwar periods, preventing permanent trauma.
    


    
      The most difficult part of telling this children’s tale is to avoid introducing interpretations of the grown-ups,
      to remember what the child felt, how the child perceived, and how the child reacted.
    


    
      I know we children were excited by the Second World War, by its constant changes, and we attached importance to
      our nonstop experiences, but we didn’t fully comprehend the loss of our home. We did not always understand the
      loss of a loved one, and we did not understand the global changes that we were part of.
    


    
      For us, war became destruction and death, and we made it our mission to be cautious and suspicious and somehow
      survive. We also thought that we had to make it our task to help our families survive, to escape death and
      destruction. That is how the war became our war, the children’s war.
    

  


  
    
      Part One
    


    
      The Old Home, Oberglogau
      

      1939–1945
    


    
      It is better to start remembering what
      

      happened to all of us during the war after
      

      another generation has grown up. Too close
      

      after the war we feel anger over what was
      

      done to us, even though Germany had started
      

      the war with all its atrocities.
    


    
                                        —Gertrud Müller
    

  


  
    
      1
    


    
      Unmarked Graves
    


    
      Oberglogau was home to my parents, Gertrud and Hubert Gawenda, and to Gertrud’s parents, Ernst and Maria Müller,
      my grandparents.
    


    
      My father was drafted into the Wehrmacht (German military) in 1939, when I was two years old. When he left
      for service, my mother stayed in Oberglogau and maintained a home for her young children until it became clear in
      January 1945 that Germany would lose the war and be overrun by Russians. Only then did she take us and flee the
      city.
    


    
      Mother was not the only person of influence in our lives during those six years. Her parents lived nearby, and
      they both played enormous roles, teaching, protecting, and shepherding us lovingly through a life without our own
      father. Through the eyes of Oma and Opa Müller and those of our father’s parents, whom we visited in the city of
      Gleiwitz, we children gradually came to understand the constant changes in the world around us.
    


    
      And what changes we saw. Air raids began and increased; food and other resources grew scarcer; our school was
      bombed, then closed. Relatives died or disappeared. We lost our Jewish friends and our mentally challenged
      playmate to men in German military uniforms.
    


    
      On December 23, 1944, Opa Müller came to our house early in the morning. He asked Mother to get as much bread as
      possible from the baker next door and cut it in thick slices and take it to the basement without asking why.
      Mother and the neighbor filled several wash-baskets with slices of mostly old bread and took them to the basement
      as Opa had asked them to do. He opened the basement windows toward the front of the house. There was a short
      concrete wall about half a meter tall in front of each window and a concrete cover on top. The covers for the
      basement windows had been built to prevent rubble from entering or covering the windows in case of a direct hit
      on the house by a bomb. We could easily climb out the window, sit behind the wall, and look out from the sides,
      observing what was happening on the street.
    


    
      Opa told us, “There will be an air-raid warning forcing everyone into the shelters, but there will be no
      airplanes.”
    


    
      The sirens started howling at ten o’clock, and we all rushed into the basement. The neighbors joined us. Opa was
      with us at first but then went upstairs to stand on top of the house steps leading from the sidewalk into the
      house. Then we heard the shuffling of hundreds or thousands of feet and some commands being yelled.
    


    
      The slush on the street had frozen. It had started to snow, and somehow we thought the light was failing. Looking
      out from behind the barrier, I saw hundreds of men in striped jackets and striped pants, six or seven prisoners
      in each row. It looked as if some of them were holding up their fellow prisoners, two supporting one in the
      middle. Very few wore coats or hats. When they came closer, Manfred whispered: “Man, there are also women and
      children!”
    


    
      They all looked haggard, their eyes deep in the sockets and their heads shaved. They must have been skin and
      bones because their clothing was hanging very loosely. Some looked very old, bent over, hardly able to walk, and
      some were as young as we were. At first, we couldn’t see the guards because they were on the roadside, but we
      heard them yell. Several times we could see them hit prisoners who had lost their balance and fallen. The
      prisoners next to those who fell down would try to lift them up and drag them. If they could no longer be pulled
      by their neighbors, a guard just walked up and hit them with a rifle butt or a whip, and they would be left lying
      in the gutter next to our sidewalk.
    


    
      Many of the prisoners had no shoes but only rags on their feet, or they were barefoot. They were stumbling back
      and forth and side to side. Opa had told us to call out in a low voice, “Here is bread!” and then throw the
      pieces of bread toward those prisoners who were looking over to us and whose hands were stretched out to catch
      the bread. He told us to make very sure not to let the guards see us throw the bread. Opa himself would yell at
      the prisoners to keep walking, thus drawing the guards’ attention to himself.
    


    
      Many of the prisoners who caught bread would immediately hide it in their jackets. Some of them looked at us,
      trying to smile. Some were holding the bread in their hands and smelling it. Several would break off pieces and
      give those pieces to their neighbors who were walking closer to the road where the guards were. They all seemed
      to hide the fact that they had bread. If one dropped the bread, the following prisoner carefully stepped over it
      and then the next one would pick it up and hide it under his or her jacket.
    


    
      Later, Mother said that there must have been more than two thousand of what looked like inmates from a
      concentration camp, and we had bread for only a few hundred. Mother and the neighbor had run upstairs and brought
      our own bread, but that did not last long, and the prisoners stretched out their hands in vain.
    


    
      One prisoner on the side of the road collapsed right in front of our house. The guard hit him several times with
      his rifle and then yelled at two other prisoners to drag him to the graveyard across the plaza and throw him over
      the wall. Then he yelled at those two to go back and get the other prisoners who had collapsed and were lying in
      the gutters.
    


    
      Long after the column had passed, the two prisoners were still dragging bodies to the graveyard. When they
      brought the last prisoner, the guard yelled at them to get behind the wall. They had to join those they had
      dragged and thrown over the wall. We were still watching from behind the concrete barrier and told Mother what we
      saw.
    


    
      Half an hour after the last prisoners had passed, the sirens howled the all-clear signal and we were able to go
      back upstairs. A guard was standing at the graveyard gate, not letting anyone enter. We heard some prisoners
      behind the graveyard wall cry in pain.
    


    
      Opa had left after the prisoners passed. He had said something about trying to help the still living prisoners in
      the graveyard. We saw Opa approach the graveyard. The guard leveled his rifle at him and said something that we
      did not understand. Opa turned around and came back toward the house. He stopped at the sidewalk and then turned
      and walked to town.
    


    
      When he came back that evening, he looked very de-pressed. He obviously had not been successful. He told Mother
      and Oma that the prisoners were inmates of a concentration camp that was being relocated to the center of
      Germany. He had been ordered to sound the alert system because prisoners of war would be marched through town and
      everyone was supposed to be off the street. The prisoners were considered dangerous, but he recognized that this
      had been a lie.
    


    
      On our thermometer, we saw that the temperature had fallen below –20 degrees Celsius, and the snow was still
      blowing. We were up almost all night, and we heard screaming, crying, and moaning. There must have been several
      different voices. Mother and Maria, our Polish nanny, had to chase us into bed several times that night because
      we were constantly sneaking to the living room windows that looked into the graveyard.
    


    
      Oma stayed with us because Opa was on the street. Mother, Oma, and we children cried and could not sleep that
      night. The next morning we asked many questions, and the grown-ups still tried to explain that those were bad
      people—but then why did Opa and Mother let us give them bread? Why did the guards beat those people who fell, and
      why were the prisoners in the graveyard left to die?
    


    
      Opa told us several times not to speak about what we experienced that afternoon. He told us we would have been
      shot if the guards had seen us throw the bread. Manfred and I recognized that these prisoners must have been
      Jewish because some of their coats or jackets bore a yellow star.
    


    
      Before daylight, when we had sneaked into the living room again, we saw several bright flashes behind the wall of
      the graveyard next to the entrance and heard shots. After that, we all stayed up and Mother assembled us in the
      kitchen, away from the street. We asked Mother what had happened, but she did not answer. She cried, and so did
      Maria. Maria had not been telling the truth when she had told us that the prisoners behind the graveyard wall had
      already been dead the night before. Opa came later that morning, saying that he had permission to bury the bodies
      in the graveyard with the help of some of his workers.
    


    
      When Mother came back from shopping that morning, she told Opa that people in Oberglogau were very angry and many
      were cursing the National Socialists. Some other people had also seen the prisoners behind the graveyard wall,
      and they all claimed that those prisoners had been murdered.
    


    
      Overnight, Opa’s black hair turned white and his black mustache turned gray. The four-hour long experience of the
      march of the prisoners passing our house, the shots in the graveyard, and the smell of the prisoners, which Opa
      said was the smell of death, are some of the few memories that still give me nightmares and flashbacks.
    


    
      The next day we saw that Opa had removed his golden party insignia from his jacket, and he no longer wore his
      uniform and the red armband with the swastika.
    


    
      Opa and his workers buried twelve bodies, eight men and four women. They were not permitted to mark the graves,
      and they had no names to record. They were not even allowed to leave any marker saying that twelve unknowns were
      buried there. From the attic window, we saw our priest move quietly among the workers as he blessed the bodies
      and the graves.
    


    
      From that day on, many houses that had flagpoles no longer displayed the red flags with the white circle and the
      swastika. No matter how often Mother and Oma tried to provide explanations for what we had seen, they were not
      successful.
    

  


  
    
      2
    


    
      Oberglogau in the War Years
    


    
      Opa Müller was the grown-up most available to tackle small children’s questions about the ongoing war. He also
      taught us many other things as well, including the history of the ancient town itself, which had been for
      centuries a territory disputed by peoples of different ethnicities.
    


    
      He would always say, “If we don’t know the yesterday, we will not understand the today and will not know what the
      tomorrow will bring!”
    


    
      Oberglogau was seven hundred years old and had had different names and many masters. Whenever we passed the
      former synagogue, Opa would tell us that in the 1560s, Oberglogau belonged to the Austrians under Ferdinand I of
      Habsburg, who drove out the Jewish population, which did not return until the 1800s. At one time, Oberglogau
      belonged to the king of Bohemia, who was also the emperor in the 1580s. Oberglogau was given to the king of
      Poland for twenty years between the 1640s and 1660s; in the 1740s, the Prussians conquered it; and in 1807 and
      1808, Napoleon’s army occupied it, using Bavarians, Poles, and Frenchmen.
    


    
      Sometimes Opa would take us along the city wall and to some of the older buildings that had faded scars from
      burns on their walls. According to Opa, the town was burned down three times in the early seventeenth century and
      then again in the 1760s. He often spoke about the castle and its visitors, which included Polish kings,
      Beethoven, and occupation forces, such as the Swedes, Saxons, French, and others. His favorite subject was the
      castle brewery that had been established 370 years before. He knew when every church was built, and he loved to
      take us to the Holy Tomb in the castle’s courtyard.
    


    
      He would talk about the epidemics that had killed off large population groups during the different centuries.
      Sometimes he took us to the spot in front of the city hall where a 360-year-old statue of St. Mary had stood on a
      column before officials removed it during the Third Reich the year before I was born.
    


    
      He showed us the different schools in Oberglogau, including the one that Mother graduated from. And naturally we
      visited the old gingerbread factory, which must have been managed by one of his friends because we sometimes left
      there with a bag of cookies or a package of sugared wafers. We visited the graveyards and looked at the dates
      when people had died. Sometimes he would explain that those people were the mayors, police chiefs, and doctors of
      the town, with some of the dates going back to the fifteenth century. Opa’s comfort with the city’s past helped
      anchor us in the present.
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      A Portrait: Hubert Anton Gawenda, Father
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        We have few recollections of our father from the 1940s. We saw him in uniform and had lots of pictures around
        the house in which he wore a uniform. He was a proud German and often mentioned it, but his father, Opa
        Gawenda, explained to us on our last visit to Gleiwitz that his family was of Slavonic descent. They had lived
        on the German and Austrian side since the fourteenth century and were Prussian and German citizens for several
        centuries. Father’s mother, Oma Gawenda, came from an old family that could be traced back at least five or six
        centuries.
      


      
        I remember Father’s strong voice and his singing and playing the violin. He had an old violin in a wooden case
        on top of the dresser in the master bedroom. He would be by himself in the bedroom and play what I would call
        Hungarian or Gypsy music. He would play only two or three pieces and then put the violin away. I never saw him
        play with others or during any festivities.
      


      
        Father spoke several languages, which he had learned in his youth. He even picked up additional languages in
        later years while in the military and in a Russian prison. He was proud of his manual abilities and his very
        practical nature. Father and Mother’s father, Opa Müller, did not see eye to eye, mainly because Opa Müller
        considered himself Prussian, thinking the Prussian way, while Father considered himself Silesian and more of an
        internationalist.
      


      
        We saw Father briefly in 1941, and I remember some of the walks in the snow with him and our family. He also
        came briefly in 1943 after his bout in Stalingrad. We did not see him again until the end of the 1940s when he
        returned from Siberia.
      


      
        Some time before the war, when Father was dating Mother, he told the priest during the sermon to keep politics
        away from the pulpit. The priest was encouraging the congregation to vote for Hitler’s party. According to
        Mother, Father was arrested after the service but released on the same day. She sometimes believed that his
        early draft into the army might have had something to do with his verbal opposition.
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      A Portrait: Gertrud Müller Gawenda, Mother
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        “Take to heart this advice:
      


      
        Don’t chase after ‘Yesterday,’
      


      
        Don’t wait for ‘Tomorrow,’
      


      
        But face ‘Today!’ ”
      


      
        “He who knows something should show it!
      


      
        He who does not know anything should be silent!
      


      
        He who wants to conquer the world
      


      
        He must start now!”
      


      
        Mother considered herself a “real” German, having very typical German first and last names. Her father was in
        Prussian services, first in the military and then in the customs service. In her teens and early twenties, she
        was a member of the BDM, or National Socialist Organization of German Young Women, the Nazi youth organization
        for girls. She was a good cook and a specialist in many handicrafts. All her children wore sweaters, socks,
        caps, gloves, and scarves she had knitted and clothing that she had sewn either by hand or with a sewing
        machine. Mother loved to read and write, and she spoke English and, though never admitting it, some Yiddish and
        Polish. Her energy was unbelievably high. I still don’t know how she brought us from our home in Upper Silesia
        all the way through Czechoslovakia, Austria to Bavaria, or how she managed to feed us, to work and make money,
        to safeguard us during the flight, and to keep us in school. For almost ten years, she was father, mother, and
        grandparents.
      


      
        We have pictures in which she seems the prototype of the German woman of Hitler’s times. She was very slender
        then and always wore her long hair in a bun. She looked like the ideal German woman on the many posters that
        showed members of the BDM. She always wore dresses or blouses that were closed to the neck or had buttons all
        the way to the neck. Although the National Socialist art displayed men and women in the nude, with males
        showing their genitals and females their well-developed breasts and nipples, the German woman had to be dressed
        modestly, not showing her chest or the legs above her knees. Even Mother’s bathing suit was very conservative,
        and she wore it only when going into the water. She wore a long-sleeved bathing wrap similar to a bathrobe when
        out of the water.
      


      
        When our sister was born, Mother must have received what was called the Mutterkreuz, the Mother’s Cross
        of the German Empire. Other people always referred to her as an example of a brave and proud German woman.
      


      
        Mother loved her husband and her children, but she was not the type to show love. She had lost her first mother
        as a teenager, and because her two older sisters married before she did, her responsibilities included many
        household chores that her second mother did not want to assume. There are very few pictures in which Mother is
        holding any of her children on her lap. She loved to arrange parties for her children and loved to have her
        children’s friends around her.
      


      
        According to my brothers and my sister, our mother was a strict disciplinarian. I always believed that she was
        able to listen and used more a mode of convincing rather than ordering.
      


      
        Although her father, her two brothers, and our father were in the military, she did not like for us boys to
        play soldiers or play with toy soldiers. She did not even like for us to play with our castle and our knights
        in armor. She tried to discourage us from buying military toys and tried to discourage others from giving us
        military toys, hoping that we would not like the military.
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      During the war years, there were four of us children: Manfred, born April 23, 1936; Peter, born July 22, 1937;
      Jürgen, November 6, 1938; and Hannelore, September 13, 1942.
    


    
      Every day, including weekends, either Mother or Maria, our nanny, came into our rooms at six to wake us up. We
      had to wash our faces, brush our teeth, comb our hair, and get dressed. Maria had already laid out the clothing
      and shoes. We older ones had to help our younger brother and sister get dressed.
    


    
      By seven, we sat at the kitchen table for breakfast. We usually had rye bread with margarine and Mother’s
      homemade jelly. After breakfast, the older ones cleared the table.
    


    
      We had to wear a coat or jacket or a plastic cape when it rained, or short-sleeved or long-sleeved shirts when
      the weather was warm enough. When going to school or kindergarten, we packed our satchels and received a sandwich
      from Maria, each one of us with our favorite sausage or with cheese. By seven thirty we were on our way to
      kindergarten or school. Sometimes Maria and Hannelore would accompany us for two or three blocks and then go back
      home.
    


    
      On school days when we boys were still in kindergarten, we would go home together at lunchtime, always there by
      one o’clock. We had to observe strict table manners. We were always to wait until the oldest at the table started
      eating. We had to eat with fork (left hand) and knife (right hand). We could cut off only one piece at a time,
      and the pieces had to be manageable and fit in the mouth without bulging the cheeks. Fish was eaten with two
      forks.
    


    
      When he was teaching us to eat with fork and knife, Opa would make us hold a tennis ball under each armpit.
      Dropping a ball could be the end of our meal. Mother always said that when eating we should not move our arms as
      if we wanted to fly. We were not allowed to touch our neighbors’ arms even though we were sitting very close to
      each other. Initially we served ourselves but then had to finish everything on our plates. When food became less
      plentiful, Mother would serve us. Maria always washed the pots and helped us put away the dishes.
    


    
      Mother made us do our homework and checked it. Usually we were finished by three and then could go play. On
      Saturdays, we mostly had no homework but had to help with chores around the house, such as bringing coal and wood
      to every stove and oven in the house.
    


    
      By six o’clock, we usually heard Mother’s call from an upstairs window: “All who are called Gawenda come
      upstairs.” We had exactly five minutes to get upstairs, take off our shoes, wash our hands, and sit at our places
      at the table.
    


    
      We always had slices of bread with cold cuts and cheese or cottage cheese with chives. Each one of us received
      two slices of bread. To drink, we usually had tea, such as yarrow, peppermint, chamomile, linden, apple peel, or
      others.
    


    
      After supper we were usually permitted to go outside and play for thirty to forty-five minutes and then we had to
      go inside. We were usually in bed by eight. Maria checked our clothing, and when it needed washing, she would put
      it into the clothes bin. When the nightly air raids became more frequent, we would go to bed fully dressed and
      usually had a change of clothing, too.
    


    
      During the day, we often went shopping. Mother always told us not to stare at our favorite cold cuts at the
      butcher shop, the cheese at the dairy store, or the candy in the grocery store. We were permitted to accept
      samples but had to say thank you.
    


    
      We never asked for anything in a store. We might have discussed something that we wanted before we left home, but
      once a decision was made by Mother at home, we did not again ask for it in a store. If we saw something that
      caught our attention, we could show it to Mother, but we could not ask for it.
    


    
      Mother and Oma, her stepmother, were constantly discussing the quality of what they bought. Oma always pointed
      out how much better the goods were before the war. Two expressions were used on a regular
      basis—Vorkriegsqual-ität and Kriegsqualität (prewar quality and war quality). As the war
      progressed, almost everything became Kriegsqualität.
    


    
      Funerals in our extended family were always affairs with large gatherings that included the children. Mother or
      the grandparents would explain who the deceased was, how he or she was related, and what had happened to the
      soul. Usually after the funeral, everyone who knew the deceased would tell stories and experiences they’d had
      with the deceased. Whenever the time of death was predictable, the family would be with the dying relative.
      Funerals were also social gatherings, occasions to meet new or young family members for the first time. In our
      family, it is said that during each funeral, the foundation was laid for a wedding.
    


    
      At the end of 1942, we began experiencing an average of two air raids per day; by late 1944, there were three to
      four air raids per day. Much about our daily lives was disrupted. The regular air-raid warning was a series of
      three long sounds. This was actually considered an early warning that Allied airplanes were coming. In an
      emergency situation, when the Allied planes arrived without much notice, we heard a series of three short sounds.
      In the latter case, we all had to run into the shelter.
    


    
      First the British and Americans came in our direction and then the Russians. British and Americans came regularly
      around three in the morning and during the daytime. The Russians seemed to come very irregularly. Air-raid
      warnings were sounded both when bomber aircraft came and when reconnaissance aircraft flew over our area. By
      mid-1942, we had all received gas masks. We had to practice putting them on, and we had lots of fun with them,
      scaring the smaller children and playing with the big ones. There were two types of big round filters that had to
      be screwed into the front of the mask. One was a practice filter, and the other one was the filter for gas
      attacks. When the practice filter was screwed on, we could blow out the air through a small snorkel. Practice
      consisted of pulling the straps of the mask over the head, adjusting the mask so that we could look out through
      the eyeglasses, and then screwing on the practice filter.
    


    
      The real filter had a little red tag that had to be pulled out before attaching the filter to the mask in an
      attack. We also practiced folding the mask and placing it into the round canister. The masks looked just like
      those of the soldiers, and we felt very important when carrying the masks around the shelter. Even our little
      sister had her own mask, although she would scream and fight when Mother tried to put it on her.
    


    
      By early 1943, the novelty of the gas masks had worn off, and we usually left them hanging on a board in the
      kitchen. During air raids, we had to carry them with us into the shelter. By mid-1943, we left them in a
      predetermined place in our basement. Our first names had been painted on the canisters with red paint.
    


    
      When we were at home during an air-raid warning, we had to go into our basement. Our house had a solidly built
      basement and was considered safe even for direct hits. It had a vaulted ceiling that reached under the concrete
      portion of the courtyard. The area on the left, under the first-floor bedroom, had been fortified with a brick
      wall and was used by our family and those who lived with us. We lined up benches and cots along the wall, on
      which we could sit or sleep. Each one of us had a predetermined spot so that Mother could find us in the dark if
      the electricity failed.
    


    
      At first, in late 1942 and early 1943, we were scared when we heard the rumbling of exploding bombs, but by 1944,
      we were used to the noise. When dust came falling down from the ceiling, we assumed that the bombs were close,
      but we felt almost untouchable with the thick walls and the ceiling. Mother and Opa always said, “That house was
      built for earthquakes.” Opa still insisted that we sit on the benches along the wall. Once, he said that a direct
      hit by high-explosive bombs could cause the ceiling to cave in.
    


    
      We stayed in the shelter or basement until after the all-clear signal (one long sound) was sounded. Mother would
      always open the door first and check the stairs and hallway. Usually Opa would have arrived to help us upstairs.
      I don’t remember that the soldiers who were quartered in our house were with us in the basement very often. They
      had to report to their stations.
    


    
      On the street in those days, when passing someone in uniform or during parades, we had to raise our right arms
      and say, “Heil Hitler.” Opa and Mother did not like for us to use that salute. They taught us to watch
      people we were meeting, look at them first, say the greeting that was fitting for the time of day, and respond in
      kind only if they raised their right arms. As time went on, we would try to have something in our right hands to
      avoid raising our arms. Manfred and I got used to carrying everything with both hands.
    


    
      When we were waving to someone, Mother taught us to use the left hand to prevent confusion with the Heil
      Hitler salute. When encountering soldiers whom we knew, we would salute like the military, touching the right
      side of the forehead with the straight right hand.
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      Stark Lessons
    


    
      Even during the war years, Opa would somehow sneak the Christmas tree into the living room after lunch on
      Christmas Eve. The living room became off-limits to children by noon. The children usually went to Oma’s house or
      to friends in the neighborhood, or we went walking with Maria.
    


    
      The Christmas tree was decorated by Mother and Oma, but we children were not supposed to know. Children had to
      clean up by five. Supper was served by six, the plates were removed to the sink, and the children had to wash and
      dry them and put them away.
    


    
      By seven in the evening, the bell on the Christmas tree was sounded, and the children entered the living room. We
      sang Christmas carols and sometimes recited poems; only then were presents opened. By nine, the grown-ups had
      coffee and poppy seed pie, and the children had hot chocolate or a substitute and cookies.
    


    
      At 11:30 at night, everyone dressed warmly, usually putting on the new clothing we had received, and at 11:40, we
      all, including Opa Müller, marched through the snow to Midnight Mass. Opa would join us at the Catholic Church
      during Christmas and Easter, although he was of the Calvinist faith. Midnight Mass was very impressive and very
      festive. We all sang, and the priest gave a moving sermon that even we children understood.
    


    
      On Christmas during the last two war years, either the priest or one of the chaplains read the names of soldiers
      and other people killed or captured. The lists were then pinned on the main entrance door of the church and
      updated every Sunday. In 1943, the names of our mother’s two brothers were read. Erwin had been killed and Helmut
      was missing in action.
    


    
      At that Christmas Mass, Mother and Opa looked very angry. Mother’s lips were pressed together, and Opa was
      holding Mother tightly. Manfred and I were holding hands, and Oma was holding Jürgen and Hannelore. On leaving
      the church, many people walked up to Oma, Opa, and Mother, some hugging them, others shaking their hands. When we
      went home, Opa and Mother seemed to be crying because both were using their handkerchiefs to wipe their tears and
      blow their noses.
    


    
      Opa briefly mentioned something like he wished the church would handle only the services and funerals;
      announcements should be the right of the relatives. By mid-1944, the Party had forbidden the reading and posting
      of names.
    


    
      Because of the frequent air raids, Opa Müller began to teach us and let us practice how to stand still suddenly
      and not move when we heard the sound of an airplane, not to do anything when under cover, and just to sit down or
      drop on the ground and remain in one place when in the open. We would try to do that for maybe ten to fifteen
      minutes. “You must dissolve into air and become part of nature,” he always said. Being able to not move or to
      disappear came in very handy whenever an airplane attacked. We were able to remain immobile for several minutes
      and if necessary to crawl very slowly into a ditch or drainage pipe or the shadow of a bush or a fence. Opa
      taught us to observe continuously and scan our surroundings to recognize the best opportunities when we needed to
      hide.
    


    
      We also learned that we eat when there is food, and then we don’t eat or ask when there is no food. We were
      taught to put on our plates only what we could finish. We recognized that even with little or no food, we could
      survive if we put our mind to it. Oma always said, “Griping and complaining don’t help and don’t fill the
      stomach.” We also learned early how to share. Sharing became an automatic action. We never waited to be asked to
      share something, even though others might not have wanted to share with us.
    


    
      Food was not thrown away or allowed to spoil. We often had leftovers for supper in the evenings. The menu was, to
      say the least, very innovative and unique. Mother would even accept or ask for dry bread for a lower price and
      without having to use her ration card from the bakery and make what she called “poor people soup,” or garlic
      soup. Old bread was cut into cubes and placed in soup bowls. Several cloves of garlic were chopped and then
      crushed with salt and sprinkled over the bread, a spoonful of margarine was spread over the bread, and then
      boiling water was poured over all. The mixture was stirred carefully so that the bread would not fall apart. Then
      the soup was eaten while still hot—and we usually had seconds. Oma, Opa, and Maria always joined us when we had
      it. Even our billeted soldiers would participate sometimes, also donating their bread rations and canned
      Leberkäse, or liver-cheese, a type of cold cut.
    


    
      Every day we were learning the most important lesson of all—to speak with care.
    


    
      From the earliest times, we boys always wanted to know what was happening and who caused what. We experienced the
      bombings of the city and the surrounding areas, the railroad, the sugar factory, the prisoner-of-war camp, and
      some of the road bridges. Although most targets were missed, we still saw the big craters and saw some dogfights
      and the actions of the antiaircraft guns. We also heard in church on Sundays the priest’s announcements of who
      had died, and one time I remember Jürgen asking Mother very loudly, “Why are there constantly more dead
      soldiers?”
    


    
      We also heard many remarks about Hitler and my Opa’s membership in the Nazi Party. The grown-ups around us tried
      to reduce the potential of problems for themselves and their families by preventing many questions and avoiding
      answers. They taught all of us to watch our tongues and gave us a number of rules to follow.
    


    
      “Never repeat anything to anyone that was said or discussed by the parents or grandparents.” That way we never
      had to lie when asked at kindergarten or school what we had heard at home. We had something like a “chat” on
      almost a daily basis both in kindergarten and later in school. We were always to talk only about things that were
      meant for us, like stories, games, or Opa’s lessons.
    


    
      Opa was an air raid warden and saw and heard a lot. He saw many prisoners, escapees, and, near the end of the
      war, captured deserters and partisans. He could have inadvertently disclosed information that could have been
      used against him, his family, and others.
    


    
      “Whenever the grown-ups start a conversation in low voices, children are expected to leave the room or go outside
      to play,” he always told us. “You always speak High German in public; you do not react to anyone speaking to you
      in Polish or in ‘Greek.’ ” We children had started to pick up Polish from our nanny, Maria. We also had picked up
      Yiddish from our friends across the street. Because Mother and Opa always referred to them as “Greeks,” we
      thought we were speaking “Greek.” Mother and Opa were especially adamant that we not speak that language because
      they considered it extremely dangerous. Answering in Polish or Yiddish could have earmarked us for concentration
      camp. One time though, we observed Mother speaking to the mother of one of our friends very fluently in that
      language.
    


    
      “Don’t disturb Opa (or for that matter any grown-up) when he is in his closed living room listening to the radio,
      but immediately notify Opa if someone is coming.” This rule was very important.
    


    
      One day after Manfred’s birthday in 1944, we were at Opa Müller’s house. He had moved his radio on top of the
      tall bookcase and was listening to some news. Manfred and Jürgen were playing downstairs and I was sitting on the
      windowsill. Suddenly Manfred came running up, pointing toward the front entrance and making our sign for “someone
      unknown is coming,” one of our set of signals. Alerted, Opa jumped up, moved the station dial, lowered the
      volume, and then sat back at the table and opened the newspaper. Oma opened the door when someone knocked;
      recognizing one of Opa’s friends, who looked official in his SA (Sturmabteilung or storm troopers)
      uniform, she invited him in. He walked over to Opa into the living room. When Opa came to the kitchen to ask for
      coffee, I saw the man walk to the bookcase and try to reach for the radio. He couldn’t touch it because Opa had
      moved the little stool that he used when he switched the radio on or off or changed the station and put it under
      the sofa.
    


    
      Later, I learned that Opa was a National Socialist by default, and so were some of his friends; others were
      members by choice. They did not trust each other. Some of them would spy on other members either under orders or
      voluntarily after BBC transmissions started for the German population. We were forbidden to listen to the BBC
      under the threat of jail or concentration camp. If the radio was warm, then the possibility that the owner had
      listened to the BBC was high, especially if the dial was still on the BBC wavelength.
    


    
      Opa told us that a member of the Hitler Youth, Helmuth Hübner, had been reported spreading news that he had heard
      on a foreign station, probably the BBC. He was sentenced to death and executed. Opa tried to make us understand
      that many things heard on a foreign station were considered bad for the country and therefore forbidden to be
      talked about. What we didn’t understand was why Opa seemed to listen to these forbidden stations, but we did not
      dare to ask.
    


    
      In spite of everything going on in the world of grown-ups, we children and our mother lived in a huge and
      beautiful house in Oberglogau that sat on rock and was built with a combination of natural stone and brick. It
      had very thick walls. That might have been the reason we felt safe. This could have also been the reason our
      family took a lot of chances, such as not hurrying into the basement during air raids or climbing out to the
      street to sit under the concrete covers. The ceilings in the kitchen and living room were supported by beautiful
      dark brown oak beams, and the floors were also dark and shiny. Every room had thick throw rugs, even the kitchen.
    


    
      The kitchen table was of heavy carved pine with matching chairs and a bench along the wall. To the right were two
      windows facing the backyard and vineyard terraces. On the left side was a large tile oven with a wood stove
      adjacent to it. The top of the tile oven was large enough for us children to sleep on. As soon as the weather
      turned cold, we always had sheepskins and blankets on top so that we could lie on soft covers and wrap ourselves.
      The top of the tile oven was our favorite place when Oma or Mother were telling or reading stories. Sometimes one
      of us was permitted to sit on Oma’s or Mother’s lap.
    


    
      All the doors in the house had large, fancy, old-fashioned locks and big hinges, although I don’t remember that
      any doors were ever locked. There used to be a saying, “Locked doors hide crimes.” When we had to flee, I saw
      Mother lock the front door for the first and only time and then give the key to her parents, who gave it to
      Maria. I especially liked the big key in the kitchen door. The keyhole cover on the outside and the lock on the
      inside of the door had beautiful designs, and the key must have been as charmed as a key to a castle door.
    


    
      We children had free access only to the basement, our rooms on the second floor, the kitchen, the dining area,
      and Maria’s room on the third floor. We were not supposed to enter several other rooms without Mother or Maria
      being present. Maria’s room was interesting for us because there she had the clothing and beautiful jewelry from
      her country. She also had a Bible with interesting pictures that she would show us sometimes, but we could not
      read its Polish printing.
    


    
      Only rarely did we see Maria dressed in what seemed to be a costume from her home. The first time that I remember
      her wearing that outfit must have been in the fall of 1941. The costume consisted of a dark red skirt made of
      shiny material like taffeta and reaching up to her chest. She had a white embroidered blouse with a standing
      collar of Brussels lace and a white apron that was also embroidered. Instead of buttons on the blouse, sets of
      two silver coins were held together with little chains. Her headdress, shoes, and stockings were similar to those
      of our local costumes. She had tied colorful ribbons into her long, braided, dark-blond hair. She looked very
      beautiful. She met with several other girls in front of our house and went for a walk. She always kept her
      costume in her locker, and we children loved to look at it when we were in her room. Several times she wore her
      outfit when taking us to church. We loved to walk with her, holding her hand.
    


    
      But we learned that some people would look at us in a very strange way, and several times we heard: “There come
      the Polacks.” Mother did not like for Maria to wear that costume because everyone immediately knew that she was
      from Poland.
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      World War II
    


    
      Opa made it his mission to have all of us become familiar with what our world looked like. He had maps and an old
      globe that squeaked when we turned it. The globe was almost dark brown. The mountains were raised, all the
      coastlines could be felt, the water and oceans were smooth, and all the rivers were indented. With a lot of
      practice, we were actually able to find everything with our eyes closed, even the region of our home. At first,
      the maps had several dates in blue written on them, and later during the war, Opa used red. The earliest blue
      dates were in the Rhineland, Austria, and Czechoslovakia. Opa explained that these regions had come home to
      Germany.
    


    
      At one point, I remember Opa saying very loudly to family members, “The Poles will be the first . . . and you
      both have relatives there. You know that you will have to go . . . and they will put you in uniforms. You will
      have to fight against your relatives.” Mother was crying when she came out of the living room. She took Manfred
      and me and sat on the floor with us, as she had done so often. “Listen carefully. Never tell anybody what we
      grown-ups talk about.” She repeated it, and then asked why we shouldn’t repeat what we heard. Manfred knew:
      “Because they will pick us up like the Greeks.”
    


    
      Most of the Poles in Germany had lost their businesses and jobs in 1933, before we were born, and many of them
      were picked up by the Gestapo (Secret Federal Police) in 1939 and taken to concentration camps, such as
      Buchenwald. Opa said that some of these Poles had been his friends and that our father had known most of them
      before they were picked up. We asked about stores in the city that seemed abandoned, but he always avoided giving
      us answers. Only after we saw prisoners driven through our town in December 1944 did he tell us that those stores
      had belonged to Jews.
    


    
      The war began on September 1, 1939, and Hitler started it by using a deception. The night before, people dressed
      in Polish uniforms overpowered a radio station in Gleiwitz, my father’s hometown, and transmitted a message
      against Hitler and the Third Reich. Thus Hitler was able to claim aggression by Poland. Opa Müller was very
      depressed, and Opa Gawenda, who lived in Gleiwitz, was furious. They both thought of their relatives living
      across the border in former German territories that had been given to Poland after the First World War.
    


    
      Our father was with the first units that marched into Poland. They must have encountered very little organized
      Polish resistance. His unit quickly overpowered the enemy soldiers, and Father and another Silesian soldier were
      tasked to interrogate them. It turned out that one of the first Polish prisoners he had to interrogate was a
      first cousin he had not seen for almost ten years. Father had always been against the National Socialists and
      their expansionist politics. This incident caused him to hate the war and those who started it, but he knew that
      he wanted to survive.
    


    
      Opa Müller knew about that encounter because Father told him about it when he briefly returned to Oberglogau
      after the Polish campaign. He also said that when the cousins recognized each other, they hugged and sat together
      for awhile, asking each other about their relatives, wives, children, and parents and what they were doing before
      they were drafted. Father never interrogated him as he was supposed to. According to Opa, Father was severely
      disciplined for fraternizing with an enemy soldier and was immediately transferred to a unit on the front line.
      During his brief visit home, Father and Opa unsuccessfully tried to track down his cousin at prisoner-of-war
      camps in Germany. According to Opa, the official version was that no Polish soldier by the name that Father knew
      had been captured alive. In fact, we never were able to track down that group of relatives in Poland.
    


    
      Father sent us a picture in which he was standing in front of his truck. He was bundled up in his coat, standing
      in deep snow. We all were used to snow, but we had a warm house to go into, unlike the soldiers who were
      constantly on the move. In October and November, when the time came for making Christmas presents, Mother and Oma
      would look for old sweaters or pullovers that no longer served their purpose, were old-fashioned, or were
      damaged. They would separate them out into the front pieces, the backs, and the arms, and then have us children
      hold out our arms to wind the wool over them as they unwound it. Then they would roll the wool into big balls.
      That process would actually stretch the wool, making knitting with used wool much easier. This process usually
      took several hours, and our arms got very sore. We had a competition going as to who had helped with the biggest
      and most wool balls. Manfred, the oldest, naturally won.
    


    
      After almost every supper, Mother and Oma would sit at the kitchen table and knit. Sometimes Maria would join
      them, constantly helped by Mother. Maria must have learned how to knit after she came to our home. The women were
      knitting socks, gloves, and scarves, and we boys started to learn how to knit five-inch-long tubes that could be
      worn just above the hands to cover the gap between gloves and sleeves. I don’t remember what they were called,
      but they actually kept the lower portion of the arm warm. Mother said that they were for soldiers who were
      fighting in Russia, where the temperatures were very low and where the snow was much deeper than at our home.
    


    
      Whenever a set of gloves, socks, and a scarf was finished, Mother would wrap them in Christmas paper and fill a
      small paper sack with gingerbread and a second one with rock candy. She would write a little card wishing the
      recipient health and a quick return home. Sometimes, when she succeeded in getting some tobacco, she would add
      tobacco and cigarette paper. On Saturday morning, we would go with Opa to the post office to send the packages to
      Father’s unit.
    


    
      Father told us that those packages were eagerly awaited, and the soldiers were very grateful. The gloves and
      socks prevented frostbite on fingers and toes and even cheeks and noses for many of them. The scarves were often
      wrapped around the head. We also knitted something like ski caps, which they could pull over their heads and
      faces. These caps had openings for the eyes, the nose, and the mouth. Father lost his cap to a Russian guard who
      confiscated it during his first year in prison in late 1945.
    


    
      After we learned how to knit more complex projects in kindergarten, we were allowed to knit scarves and even
      mittens. We were permitted to write little notes to the soldiers and often received thank you notes, some with
      little drawings. We always took those to school to show to our teacher. Subsequently many teachers and entire
      schools organized the knitting of gloves and socks for the troops. We sometimes laughed to see very colorful
      socks. Gloves and scarves were not supposed to be colorful to avoid being easy targets for the enemy.
    


    
      As always, Opa’s maps helped us track the war. Starting in 1942, more and more often, Opa would show us on the
      maps and then with his picture viewer, or stereoscope, where the German forces were being defeated. Opa in
      Gleiwitz had the same gadget, but his specialties were pictures of technical marvels such as the Golden Gate
      Bridge, the most modern locomotives, and airplanes. He also had pictures of the German navy, and we were able to
      look inside submarines and stand on the bridges of German battleships.
    


    
      Both grandfathers knew that for every German or Axis soldier, twenty-five Russians carried arms. Both stressed
      often that the Germans had taken on too much and would lose in the end. I remember an incident in the early ’40s
      when Father came back from the Soviet Union for a weekend after an injury. Father was all red in the face and
      angry, even using some bad words. He described to Opa how wave after wave of Russians were attacking and how
      mountains of bodies piled up in front of the German lines and how the Germans had to retreat when they ran out of
      ammunition. He would rarely speak about his experiences in Stalingrad from December 1942 to 1943, but the
      memories and nightmares stayed with him until he died.
    


    
      As the war raged on, I found my own way to contribute to the home front.
    


    
      I developed a love for old nails and screws. I especially liked handmade nails like those used for horseshoes. No
      matter where I saw a nail or screw, I picked it up. Mother and Maria tried to make me drop that habit because I
      would always have rusty nails in my pockets and tear the pockets, but I brought them home and dropped them in a
      large can in the shed. This can already had at least fifty to sixty rusty and bent nails in it. Opa gave me some
      of his cigar boxes so I could start to sort the nails and screws by size.
    


    
      We found an old hammer in the shed and a fifteen-centimeter-long piece of railroad track on one of our excursions
      to the freight yard. I took the piece of track home because it seemed to be an ideal anvil. That same afternoon,
      I started to straighten out nails. Mother would take some of the boxes of nails into the kitchen because when the
      collection of nails grew, neighbors who needed nails would come to Mother and ask her for some. Nails and screws
      had become commodities in short supply. As people found out that we children were the collectors who were
      straightening them, our candy and cookie supply almost skyrocketed. Some people would bring us rusty, crooked
      nails and screws in exchange for straightened nails. People would tell us where we could find nails that were
      still in boards and that we could pull out. In the meantime, we received from Opa Gawenda in Gleiwitz an old
      Beißzange (nippers or pincers), a tool that was designed to pull nails. Our business naturally increased,
      although it became more and more difficult to find old nails and screws.
    


    
      In one of Opa’s old books about Indians, we found a description and pictures of how to make arrowheads out of
      iron. We would flatten the ends of some of the thicker nails and file down the necks. We collected straight
      branches from hazelnut bushes, peeled off the bark, drilled holes into the front end, and hung them up to dry. We
      had seen in Opa’s book that Indians would take sap from trees, smear it on the end of the metal, and insert it
      into the front of the branch, then wrap a thin strip of leather around it to firmly attach the parts to each
      other. We did not have sap, so we took tar, smeared it around the end of the nail, and then stuck that into the
      hole of the branch and wrapped thin wire around it. At the other end of the arrow, we cut a groove across the
      branch so that the arrow could rest on the string.
    


    
      The Indians were lucky because they had very straight bamboo, which was hollow, so they didn’t have to drill
      holes or worry about the arrows bending. In the summer of 1944, Opa found at a hardware store a supply of bamboo
      sticks; now we felt like real Indians.
    


    
      Opa helped us make two bows, one for Manfred and one for me. Jürgen was not with us because we older ones
      considered him too small. The string we used for the bows was made from horsehair. According to Opa, the Japanese
      were using horsehair, and their bows were very accurate.
    


    
      First he tested the wood. He cut two very straight branches that were one and a half meters long from one of the
      weeping willows at the creek. They were about two centimeters thick. Opa laid the sticks on the ground, placed
      his left foot on one end, and then lifted the other end about eighty centimeters up, wiggled it up and down, and
      let it snap back to the ground. When he was satisfied that the branch was good enough, he carved one ring at each
      end of the future bow and carefully tied a string on one end. Then he bent the branch slightly and tied the other
      end. He explained that the string had to be tight enough to be one width of a grown-up’s hand away from the bow.
      That way the string wouldn’t snap at our hand when we shot the arrow. After pulling the strings several times, he
      decided to take us to test them with the arrows we had made.
    


    
      We walked to a field where a farmer had stacked sugar beets and covered them with straw and a thick layer of
      dirt. It looked like a mound or an embankment. While we were walking, Opa explained to us the safety rules we had
      to know when using bows and arrows. He showed us how to hold the bow, how to aim and guide the arrow, and how to
      make sure that the string did not hit our hands. During our stroll, Opa collected a pocket full of pebbles. He
      placed the pebbles on the side of the mound in a circle. He was going to take the first shot with Manfred’s bow.
      He slowly lifted the bow with the left hand, keeping it vertical. He placed an arrow on his left hand, with the
      index finger in a half circle over the arrow, and slowly pulled both arrow and string back toward his face. The
      arrow was firmly held against the string. He seemed to look along the arrow, aiming the tip of the arrow into the
      circle, and then he released the string with the arrow.
    


    
      We stood in amazement! Opa had shot the arrow ins Schwarze, into the bull’s-eye.
    


    
      We remained at the field for at least another two hours, shooting our arrows and retrieving them again and again.
      We boys did not hit the circle that first afternoon but we came close. The arrows flew very straight, as they
      were top heavy, and their edges were sharp and would even get stuck in trees. At home in our backyard, we were
      not permitted to use the arrows with the metal tips. But whenever we went with Opa to that mound or into the
      woods, we continued practicing with our “Indian arrows.” Targets in the air were fruit like apples or pears. We
      had to select them and point them out first, and then we tried to hit them. Within six months we were able to hit
      doves or ravens if they were low enough or sitting on branches. Only one out of ten tries actually was
      successful, but we felt that we had become Meisterschützen (marksmen).
    


    
      Opa often stressed that hunting was not a sport or done for fun. He always said, “Fishing and hunting fill plates
      and stomachs!”
    


    
      In Oberglogau, our nail collection finally filled an entire shoebox, even though straightened nails were
      constantly given away by Mother and even Opa and Oma. The habit of collecting nails turned into a lasting
      obsession.
    


    
      As we searched for them, we also hoped to find items that had been dropped or lost by the Allies. Once we found
      pencils and a fountain pen that were made in the U.S.A. Opa took them away from us because he wanted to safeguard
      us from getting caught with enemy items.
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      Before the Flight
    


    
      In the first house in which we lived, a heavy carved door opened into a long hallway. The hallway floor was
      covered with tiles in an oriental style. The floor was so slick that after taking just a few steps we could slide
      with our socks all the way to the end of the hallway to the kitchen door. In the kitchen along the wall opposite
      the entrance was a bench with a thick cushion. In front of the bench was our heavy kitchen table. We usually had
      our breakfast and supper at that table. During warm weather, we sometimes had lunch and supper in the gazebo. The
      bench was great to sleep on because it had a cushion that was softer than a mattress. We boys had a bedroom with
      three beds and a big old-fashioned locker. The window had a very thick curtain that when closed made the room
      very dark even in the daytime and at night prevented penetration of light to the outside as was required by
      authorities for blackouts. Thus we could take our daytime naps in darkness and keep the light on after dark while
      still fulfilling the blackout laws of 1940.
    


    
      The living rooms in both that and the larger second house were dominated by an old sofa with deep red velvet
      upholstery. The frame of the sofa was carved. I remember that because I really hurt my shoulder when I tripped on
      the thick carpet and hit one of the legs. Mother always said that I received my first war injury at that time
      because it happened during a practice air-raid warning. While we lived in the first house, the sofa and all its
      thick pillows and Father’s easy chair were off-limits for the children when we were by ourselves. We never saw
      Father sitting on the sofa, not even when he came home for short vacations or furlough during the war. When
      Mother was sitting on it on very few occasions when relatives visited, two of us would also fit on it next to
      Mother.
    


    
      In the second house, every once in a while we were allowed on the sofa, but we could not eat anything or have
      candy in our mouths. We were permitted on the living room chairs but only when Mother was in the living room.
      Jürgen had a children’s chair similar to today’s high chairs, and Manfred and I had pillows for our chairs to
      allow us to sit higher and maybe also to prevent us from messing up the beautiful needlepoint covers of the
      chairs. During meals, the table was covered with a special tablecloth to prevent us from soiling the fancy
      embroidered tablecloth that always covered the heavy cherry wood table. Only during spring cleaning could we see
      the intriguing inlaid designs on the tabletops while the covers were being washed. Oma and Opa always sat on the
      sofa, Mother sat in a chair, and everybody seemed to avoid sitting in the easy chair. Maybe because Father was in
      the war, this chair became Father’s chair, and everyone was expected to avoid it. Whenever we boys wanted to talk
      to our father, we just went into the living room and talked to an imaginary person in the chair, and that became
      something like a game until we left Oberglogau.
    


    
      The parents’ bedroom was on the opposite side of the living room. The out-of-the ordinary features I remember
      were the very thick bedcovers and the thick pillows. The thick and fluffy eiderdown bedding was Mother’s pride.
      They were part of the dowry that Mother had saved before she got married. Two nightstands stood next to the beds
      with small lamps on them. We always made fun of Mother because she had a pot-de-chambre (pottie) in her
      nightstand. I don’t know whether anyone ever used it. A chandelier similar to the one in the living room hung
      from the middle of the ceiling. Next to the beds were small carpets, either lambskin or woven. A large wardrobe
      with the same carvings as on the headboards was next to the entrance opposite the beds. We liked to roll up the
      carpets or bring our covers and sleep next to Mother’s bed on the carpet. Jürgen was usually allowed to sleep in
      the second bed.
    


    
      Shortly after we moved to the second house, a team of official-looking men in black uniforms came to inspect our
      basement, filling out different forms and measuring the walls and the windows with the concrete covers. They
      already had been at every house in the neighborhood. I had gone down to the basement with the group, but finally
      Maria came to get me because one of the men complained very loudly about my constantly asking questions. When the
      group was finished, they gave Opa a form and told him that our basement met the requirements for a
      Luftschutzraum (shelter). They directed Mother to post the sign identifying the shelter next to the
      entrance and to no longer lock the front entrance and the door to the basement. She also had to store certain
      provisions and equipment in the basement, such as blankets, fire extinguishers, water, sand, and shovels. For the
      next two days, our family was busy setting up the basement, although Opa had jokingly told the group that Field
      Marshal Hermann Göring, who was the head of the Luftwaffe (German Air Force), had carelessly promised
      Hitler that they would not permit any Allied planes to fly over Germany.
    


    
      That basement was intriguing to me. It had a vaulted ceiling and must have been a wine cellar some decades
      before. The stairs were made of stone and were worn in the center. Under the stairs were two chambers with heavy
      doors, and one of these chambers held several empty wine barrels. Maria always said to let the ghosts sleep and
      not open the second door. It is strange that I remember the cellar very well, but that might also be because I
      was responsible every day for bringing four or five potatoes upstairs in a small bucket. We ate lots of potatoes
      in different shapes and different forms: peeled potatoes, potato pancakes, potato dumplings, mashed potatoes,
      and, one of our favorites, potato soup with bacon bits or sausage.
    


    
      Sometimes Mother asked us to bring up small glasses of preserves, like marmalade, different fruit, beans, mixed
      or pickled celery roots, or one or two pickles. Mother was especially proud of her preserves and the two big
      crocks with the sauerkraut and the dill pickles. In order to reach into the crocks, we had a small footstool to
      stand on. Manfred and I always had to go together for sauerkraut and pickles. We always thought that Mother did
      not want us to eat too much raw sauerkraut or pickles, but the truth is that if we had been alone and fallen
      headfirst into one of the crocks, we would not have been able to free ourselves and that could have been fatal
      for us.
    


    
      All summer and autumn, Mother would be busy preparing the preserves and stacking them in the cellar. Wood was
      stored outside in the shed so we could go and bring it inside the kitchen, where we piled it neatly in a space
      under the tile oven next to the briquettes. Coal and briquettes were rationed, and therefore Mother paid close
      attention to what was used for heating or cooking. Whenever we took walks with Oma, Opa, Maria, or Mother, we
      would pick up any piece of wood we saw. We carried a shopping bag with us for that purpose.
    


    
      Mother had a supply of Jamaican rum hidden someplace in that basement. Father had built up the supply
      specifically for his annual Rumtopf. The rum pot was considered very valuable. Mother always made it the
      same way.
    


    
      She took fruits as they became ripe. The first ones were usually strawberries. She placed a layer into the crock
      and poured sugar on top of that layer. Then she poured rum on both until the rum covered the sugar. The following
      layers were other berries that grew in the garden, were bought, or had been collected in the woods. When plums
      and cherries were ripe, Mother took out the stones and continued the layers. I don’t remember whether she also
      used apples and pears. Whenever she finished a layer, she placed a round oak disk on top and then placed a stone
      on the board. She covered the top of the crock with cellophane to prevent the aroma from spreading throughout the
      house.
    


    
      The rum pot was not touched until Christmas Eve, when Opa would bring the crock upstairs. Mother carefully
      stirred the mixture, trying not to mash the fruit. After supper, all the grown-ups had a wineglass with a
      tablespoon of the mixture and then Opa filled each glass with Sprudel, a type of sparkling mineral water.
      In peacetime, the glass was topped with champagne. Opa then would lift his glass and drink to the health of
      everyone, especially those family members who were in the war.
    


    
      The day after the Second Christmas Holiday on December 27, Mother would always serve a glass to the postman, the
      policeman who controlled our area, and any friend of Opa’s who would come by. Mother’s rum pot must have been
      known for being delicious because it usually did not survive past January 6, the day of the Three Kings.
    


    
      To feed the family, Mother was always looking for vegetables and fruit that contained vitamins and especially
      iron. One of her sources was Rhabarber (rhubarb). We especially liked it in different types of pies and
      desserts. I also liked to eat it raw, although it was very sour. Oma always said to eat it raw for the best
      laxative. We had two types of rhubarb, the cultivated rhubarb that we grew on the terrace and the wild rhubarb
      that we found along Pig’s Creek, in the castle garden, or close to one of the gravel pits.
    


    
      When we went to get wild rhubarb, we always selected reddish stems with large, dark green leaves. We would break
      off the leaves and bring home the thick stems. Mother or Maria usually selected the ripe rhubarb stems from the
      terrace. Maria was in charge of cleaning the long stems and peeling off the outer skin with the long strings.
      Mother prepared the dough for the pie and cut the rhubarb stems into three-centimeter-long pieces. If the bottom
      of the pie was round, then the rhubarb was arranged in circles. If the dough was on a square baking sheet, then
      the rhubarb was arranged in rows. During the war, Mother sprinkled raw sugar on top of the pies before she placed
      them in the oven. Sometimes she would boil the cut rhubarb in water with sugar and cinnamon sticks. Once they
      were cooked, Mother would take the still intact pieces and place them on the dough. The pies with the cooked
      rhubarb were always sweeter than the pies with raw rhubarb. Whatever was not used for the pies or cake became
      dessert. We had the rhubarb dessert after lunch and then rhubarb pie for coffee-time with our substitute cocoa.
    


    
      When we had to go to the basement, we children took it as an adventure, knowing that our enemy could not harm us.
      Our basement was our bunker, our fort, and our dungeon. Mother moved bedding into the basement so we could sleep
      down there. She also kept the food pantry well stocked with nonperishable food items and bread. We probably could
      have survived in the shelter for a week. We also had an emergency bathroom that consisted of two potties for the
      children and two buckets for the grown-ups, but I don’t remember that they were ever used.
    


    
      An underground passageway ran to the Gollas, the neighbors next door. The passage had a heavy door on each end.
      Each door had a lock and keyhole on the basement side and there were no keyholes inside the passageway. Thus only
      the homeowners could open their sides. The door was not immediately evident on our side because a heavy locker
      with old musty clothing and rows of preserves sat in front of it. The locker did not have a back, and when the
      clothing was pushed to the sides, half of a door to the neighbors became visible. We discovered it with the help
      of Maria, who had moved the clothing and made us put the preserves on empty shelves in the back of the basement.
      We pushed the locker a little to the left, and the entire door with a big lock and a large key became visible. We
      opened the door and saw that something was blocking the neighbor’s door also.
    


    
      Naturally we immediately ran upstairs to the neighbor’s children, telling them about the secret door. They went
      with their mother into the basement, making a similar discovery. From then on during air raids, Mother or one of
      the Gollas would knock and then the doors would be opened. Once the Gollas were in the shelter, our door was
      locked, and we stayed there until the air raid was over. Thus we had escape routes in case our house or their
      house was destroyed.
    


    
      During one of the air raids, the neighbor’s wife told us a story that had been handed down by her grandmother.
      The events happened several hundred years ago between one of her female ancestors and the twenty-year-old son of
      the ancestors of the previous owners of our house.
    


    
      The neighbors were not on speaking terms, but two of their children loved each other. The boy supposedly was the
      one who broke a passage through the basements. To cover the openings, the pair moved lockers that were in the
      basements in front of them. They used the stones that they removed to strengthen the walls of the underground
      passage between the two houses.
    


    
      The neighbor did not know when the doors were installed, but they were heavy oak doors with big hinges and large
      locks similar to those upstairs. According to Opa, the doors must have been made by a very capable carpenter.
      When the doors were closed and locked, the rooms were airtight and no draft came in. Opa tested it one time with
      a candle by moving it along the edge of the door and the frame. The flame never flickered.
    


    
      After we left the house, when the bomb raids became heavier and the Russian artillery moved closer, the neighbors
      supposedly walled over the openings to prevent unwanted people from passing through our basement to their house.
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      Children’s Games
    


    
      During air raids, we children played a new game that initially was a guessing game but later became more of an
      exercise that included physics. If we heard the rumbling of explosions, we had to figure out where the bombs had
      hit. Playing a game like that was strange, but Mother supported anything that would divert our attention from the
      actual dangers of war.
    


    
      We all would lie on the floor, ears pressed to it, listening to the sounds and trying to feel vibrations. I was
      closest toward the city wall, and Manfred would be closest to the street. Jürgen had the wall toward Mochau, and
      one of the Gollas had the wall in the direction of uptown. When the rumbling started, the first who heard or felt
      the vibration had to raise his hand. The level of the sound would give us an indication of how far away the bombs
      had landed, and the direction of the vibration would indicate where they might have hit. I don’t know whether we
      ever guessed correctly or whether we heard from Opa what had been hit.
    


    
      Manfred had an old city map that he placed on the floor, and he would mark the map with a pencil when we guessed
      the distance and location of a bomb impact. The map we had was a very old map of Opa’s that he had used to figure
      out his rounds as an air raid warden. He must have left it in the basement, and we took it.
    


    
      Of course, we would sneak out and run to look at the craters or destroyed buildings or bridges. Initially we must
      have been way off because we did not even find where the bombs had hit. By the end of 1944, we had become fairly
      accurate. We had discovered that if we also watched the water in the gutter, we could see where the rings
      started, and that helped us to confirm the direction of the impact. I remember that some of the railroad bridges
      and the air-defense positions were hit several times, but very few homes were destroyed because most of the bombs
      were dropped outside of town on installations supporting communications or traffic. Manfred became very accurate;
      he sometimes pinpointed hits within a block. When the prisoner-of-war camp and some other installations were hit,
      Opa usually took us to see the damage.
    


    
      Our house was not far from the graveyard, across a large open space with cobblestones. On All Saints’ Day and All
      Souls’ Day, we could see candles burning on the graves. Manfred and I always went to the grave of Mother’s first
      mother and placed candles in small red glasses on it. We would light the candles in the evening right before the
      graveyard was locked.
    


    
      Sometimes we watched funerals. A hearse would drive up to the main gate of the graveyard and the coffin would be
      rolled out. Six men would grab the coffin and carry it to the grave. The priest and four altar boys would walk in
      front, one altar boy carrying a cross and the second one swinging a censer. Behind the coffin followed relatives,
      friends, and often a large crowd. The coffin was lowered into an open grave and dirt was thrown on the coffin.
      When the people had left, the grave was filled with the dirt that had been taken out before.
    


    
      Some coffins were carried by only two or four people. They were also followed by crowds, but no open grave
      awaited these coffins and they were placed on the ground. Then six or eight soldiers with rifles were ordered to
      stand at attention. They pointed their rifles into the air and fired them.
    


    
      When the service was completed, the people left. After a while, the unburied coffin was taken out of the
      graveyard and driven away. Sometimes the light coffins were buried. We asked Opa why so many of the coffins were
      removed and not buried. Opa explained that these were funerals for soldiers who had been killed in the war and
      whose bodies were not brought home. According to Opa, in some of the light coffins that were buried, loved ones
      had placed items that had belonged to the soldiers. He explained that the funeral services were intended to help
      the families accept the loss of their loved ones.
    


    
      These types of funerals increased after December 1942; they were suddenly stopped in the summer of 1943. The
      Party supposedly forbade such funerals because they demonstrated the high loss of soldiers. The Party was afraid
      that public opinion would turn against Hitler.
    


    
      By 1943, the names of fallen soldiers were sometimes being added to names on gravestones of relatives. This
      practice of funerals without a body really bothered us, and Opa and Mother had to talk to us several times. We
      were very afraid that one of these days the same would happen to our father, and we were wondering what had
      happened to our uncle who had crashed into the Pripet swamps close to Staria Russa. We did not understand the
      grown-ups’ explanations and wondered why no funeral was ever conducted for Uncle Erwin.
    


    
      That was the time we decided to have our own heroes’ graveyard. On the lowest terrace all the way to the right,
      we carved out a small area where we built little graves. We made small gravestones out of wood, carved crosses on
      them, and then wrote the names for all those who—we knew, like Uncle Erwin and Iko, our friend. Within a few
      years, there were at least ten little graves.
    


    
      We made a grave for one of our relatives, the husband of Aunt Betty, one of Father’s cousins. A week after we
      made the little gravestone, Mother told us that that gravestone should have the Star of David, not a cross. Opa
      must not have been very happy about that remark because he told Mother not to confuse us and to leave us be. We
      started to understand what Mother meant later when we were with our grandparents in Gleiwitz.
    


    
      Our house was like a castle for us and our cousins who lived in Oberglogau. The staircase was wide with deep
      steps that were worn in the middle. We loved that because we could sit on one of Maria’s old pillows and slide
      all the way down. Maria loved it because we polished the stairs while sliding down. At least three people could
      walk upstairs side by side. We loved to slide down on the handrail when Mother was not looking. We would walk all
      the way to the attic and then slide down. Mother was always afraid that one of the smaller children would fall
      and get hurt.
    


    
      We had a large play area, probably ten meters by four meters, covered with thick carpets, and from that area you
      could enter our bedrooms. Toward the courtyard was a window with a thick curtain.
    


    
      We had many toys that we loved to play with. On the large windowsill in the living room, we had a toy castle with
      buildings, towers, a moat around the outer walls, and a drawbridge across the moat. We had two different types of
      knights, horses, pages, and foot soldiers. There were two sets of flags for the tower. We staged fights for the
      castle, and whoever started out in the castle was allowed to place his flag on the tower. By 1944, we had
      soldiers from the different countries that Germany was at war with, and we replaced the knights with soldiers.
      Naturally the Germans always won. We had enough toys to play for days without having to use the same toys too
      often.
    


    
      What we really liked to play with were puppets: Kasper, his wife, a policeman, the bad wolf, the little red
      riding hood, and many others. We had a little theater with curtains, and we would take turns on who was permitted
      to play. We learned to use different voices, to present stories we had heard or read, and to make up stories. We
      often heard speeches on the radio and imitated those speeches when playing with the puppets.
    


    
      When Opa caught us imitating Hitler or Goebbels with our puppet soldiers in 1944, he had a long talk with us. He
      told us about a man who had imitated Goebbels in one of the guesthouses and was turned in to the authorities. He
      was picked up by the Gestapo and sentenced to death for subversive activities against the state. Opa wanted us to
      understand the dangers in making fun of Party members, who had power over life and death.
    


    
      Of course, for us children, even more than toys, food was a preoccupation. We initially seemed to have enough
      food while we were in Oberglogau. Opa was able to bring food from the countryside. He had chickens and geese and
      received flour and other foodstuffs like bacon, bread, cold cuts, lard, and butter. As time went on, Mother and
      Oma developed substitutes that helped to complete our diet. They also grew more supplemental foods in our garden.
      I believe that we never really had to suffer. In fact, Mother and Oma were always able to share with others,
      whether they were the soldiers who were stationed with us or refugees who lived with us or with neighbors.
    


    
      The foods did change from very desirable ones to ones we always tried to avoid, like savoy cabbage. Mother
      started telling us about the children in Russia and East Prussia who were starving while we were still being
      picky. We became willing to accept all types of food, especially when Mother began to prepare us for the time
      that we would have to leave our home.
    


    
      On my birthday in 1943, Mother said something that became a common saying in our house, “You must learn to be
      satisfied like beggars.” What I really learned to like eating were bread crusts and bread ends, and although we
      were not in dire need yet, I would pass by the baker on my way home and ask for ends of German dark bread. The
      baker always thought that I was getting them for my dog or to make Schlischgen for the geese, a type of
      dumpling that was used to force-feed geese in order to fatten them for Christmas. I did admit to the baker that I
      liked to eat them, but suddenly my brothers and sister started liking them also, and I no longer would get all of
      them at home. What Mother really appreciated was that she did not have to use the ration cards to get the bread
      ends.
    


    
      Mother’s garden was strategically laid out with beds for carrots, lettuce, cabbage, potatoes, and many other
      vegetables. She used the beds in such a way that several vegetables could grow at the same time without
      interfering with each other. When the lettuce and cabbage had grown and could be harvested, the carrots were
      still growing; while the beans were climbing up the poles, turnips and red beets were able to grow in between;
      and savoy cabbage could grow between the rows of potatoes. Two areas in the rear of the garden were reserved for
      Mother’s cucumbers and pumpkins.
    


    
      Mother made us also care for the different fruit trees, and in spring we were counting the blossoms in the apple
      and pear trees and waiting for fall, hoping that the same number of fruit would grow. We sometimes even assigned
      branches to the individual children or to Mother, who was counting on making preserves.
    


    
      We watched everything grow and ripen and actually learned to recognize what was ripe without having to taste it,
      but we were eager to help harvest the fruit, especially cherries and plums. When we picked cherries, four would
      go into the bucket and one would end up in a mouth. The same was true with the plums. The stones would go into
      our pockets, except for Jürgen who swallowed them. He ended up in the doctor’s office one year because of
      blockage in his intestines. We soon realized that eating too many cherries or plums sometimes had the effect of
      making us spend too much time in the restroom or behind bushes when we were roaming. Mother watched us carefully
      during harvest of the yellow plums because she canned all the plum preserves and sent them to Father and his
      unit.
    


    
      One of my personal challenges was learning how to be patient. The wait was long until the vegetables, especially
      the carrots, could be harvested, but the weeks were shortened by our daily tasks of weeding and watering. Almost
      every day we pulled weeds and deposited them in the far corner of the garden on the compost heap. We realized
      that the following year, before the ground was turned, the compost would be spread over the area that was going
      to be turned. The compost served as fertilizer that would help the new plants grow.
    


    
      Along the fence we planted cucumbers and pumpkins. We always had enough cucumbers to make dill pickles in a large
      vat. They lasted almost the whole year until the next harvest. Mother’s cabbage heads grew very big and were too
      heavy for us to carry. Oma and Mother’s sister, Aunt Erna, also grew cabbage in their gardens, and so we had
      enough to make sauerkraut, usually on a weekend in October. Since we had large basements in both houses,
      sauerkraut was made in our home.
    


    
      In preparation, Mother and Oma would cook vinegar with different spices such as cumin seeds, mustard seeds,
      peppercorns, and salt, and we boys had to scrub our feet really well. Then Oma, Mother, and Maria would chop the
      cabbage, and Opa would spread a layer into the vat. He would pour some of the liquid on the layer of cabbage. Opa
      lifted two of us into the vat, and we had to stomp the cabbage by moving along the inside edge of the vat while
      holding on to the top rim. After half an hour, another layer of cabbage and liquid was added, and two of the
      other children continued with the stomping.
    


    
      This usually went on deep into the night until the vat was three-fourths full. Opa then placed a round oak cover
      on the cabbage and a big stone on top of the cover. At the end, our feet were snow white, and the next day we had
      muscle aches. The sauerkraut did not last very long because we had several dishes that were served with it and we
      loved to eat it raw also. When stomping the kraut, we would sing children’s songs like “Ein Jäger aus
      Kurpfaz,” “Hänschen Klein,” “Alle meine Entchen,” and many more.
    


    
      Cucumbers were placed into a smaller vat, and a similar mixture was poured on the cucumbers with branches of dill
      placed between layers. Opa again put a round oak cover on top of the cucumbers and a stone on top of the cover.
      Other vegetables, such as celery roots and red beets, were preserved too. Fruit such as cherries, different
      berries, apples, pears, and strawberries were preserved with rum and sugar or boiled with sugar. All year round,
      we had either fresh or preserved vegetables and fruit.
    


    
      Opa brought us sausage sometimes when they slaughtered a pig or a calf on the farm. He also brought us raw bacon
      and pork belly that Mother immediately cut and fried in a big pan, making lard and cracklings, which were used in
      many dishes that required lard. The raw bacon was usually smoked in the smoker in the basement and cut in very
      thin slices. Mother used it on dark bread in place of cold cuts with salt, pepper, and paprika powder on it. For
      breakfast, we often had dry oatmeal with dried fruit, plums, raisins, peaches, and apples. When milk was
      available, Maria cooked oatmeal, cream of wheat, or grits with dried fruit.
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      Making Ends Meet
    


    
      Starting in 1942, Opa sometimes took us boys to wheat fields and potato fields after the harvest and we collected
      what the farmers had overlooked. The potatoes became potato pancakes, and Opa took the wheat to a friend’s mill.
      For each kilogram of kernels, we received about half a kilogram of white flour and about a quarter kilogram of
      grits. I don’t remember how much we collected, but I do remember that Mother cried when we brought back the flour
      and the grits the first time. Whenever we did have extra white flour, Mother fixed yeast dumplings.
    


    
      Meat was rarely served because none was available. The biggest piece of beef I remember from those times was a
      large piece in the goulash we had at Opa’s in Gleiwitz. In Oberglogau, we once in a while had minced meat patties
      that were stretched with bread. Opa would get a chicken sometimes, and this would last at least a week. On
      holidays, we had duck or goose, and again it would last for at least a week. Mother always collected the fat and
      saved it for the bread for sandwiches at supper or for school.
    


    
      Our regular meals were soups, although around Easter, we had peeled potatoes with spinach and sunny-side up eggs.
      Other meals consisted of peeled potatoes that Mother cut in cubes and placed on our plates with a little bit of
      margarine and cottage cheese mixed with chives. The nice thing about this meal was that we could eat it with our
      hands. We never got tired of it. In soups, Mother used home-grown carrots, beets, turnips, red and common
      cabbage, Brussels sprouts, cauliflower, and potatoes. In salads, especially potato salad, Mother used our
      cucumbers, lettuce, and red beets. For special meals, she used pumpkin and fruit like apples, pears, plums, and
      cherries as dessert.
    


    
      We also loved Mohnkuchen, a sweetened dish prepared with poppy seeds. Once in a while, Mother was able to
      buy some poppy seeds at Hoffmann’s store. Additional seeds we got when we collected poppies that grew along grain
      fields. The collected ones were small, though, and after we dried the poppy heads and broke them open, there
      usually were not many seeds. So we took some of Mother’s seeds and sowed them in the ditches along the railroad
      tracks where they would not be noticed.
    


    
      I remember only one big harvest in 1944, when we had to go several times to collect poppy heads. Opa spread out
      newspapers and placed the poppy heads on the paper. After a week, the dried heads were broken open and the blue
      seeds were emptied into a big bowl. That summer we collected almost five pounds of seeds, enough for the
      Christmas dishes Mohnkuchen and Mohnschnitten for Oma and Opa, for us, and for Aunt Erna and her
      family.
    


    
      Another task for us boys, after the apple and pear harvest, was to peel the fruit, bore out the cores, slice the
      fruit, thread strings through the holes, and hang them up in the attic for several weeks until they were dried.
      The apple peels were dried for Mother’s special tea that lasted throughout the winter and was also used by the
      grandparents and Mother’s sister’s family. We children ate the pear peels while we were peeling the pears. The
      dried apple and pear slices were used for baking and cooking. During the winter, Mother gave each of us a little
      bag filled with dried apple and pear slices to take to school. We made lots of friends by sharing the apples with
      children who never had any.
    


    
      One of Oma’s favorite dishes I always remember was called Silesian Kingdom of Heaven, dumplings with a thick
      sauce of different dried fruit, boiled with a piece of smoked ham. Mother knew how to prepare it, but Oma’s
      seemed to taste better, or maybe it just tasted better because it seemed such an out-of-the-ordinary meal as
      compared to the soups and meatless meals we usually had. We also collected mushrooms, some of which were sliced
      and dried. Mother always said that the hardships during and after the war really helped improve cooking skills.
    


    
      For instance, the nettles. On every Good Friday early in the morning, Opa would come over and make us get our
      gloves and one of Mother’s big shopping baskets. We walked to the Hotzenplotz River and strolled along the bank.
      Whenever we came to a patch of nettles, Opa selected the youngest plants and started picking them. He then made
      us put on our gloves and helped us select and pick young nettles. Once, Manfred had not paid attention and left
      the top of his right hand exposed when he reached for the nettles. The exposed parts of the hand touched some of
      the older nettles, and Manfred screamed. It must have really burned because his hand immediately turned red. Opa
      rubbed Manfred’s hand with something he had brought with him in a small bottle. He must have known that this
      would happen with one of us. After about an hour, the basket was full and we started on our way home. We stopped
      at one of the farms, where the farmer’s wife was waiting for us. We all had a glass of warm milk, and Opa
      received a paper bag full of eggs and a bag of potatoes.
    


    
      Mother was waiting. She took the nettles, washed them, and separated the leaves from the stems. She placed only
      the leaves into boiling water and threw away the stems. Mother finally explained to us that she was cooking
      spinach from nettles. Oma called it an old family custom. Mother then boiled the potatoes and fried two
      sunny-side up eggs for each one of us. We did not realize until that year that on every Good Friday we had the
      same meal.
    


    
      After lunch, we would start coloring eggs that Mother had cooked. Most of the eggs were brown from being cooked
      in onion peels, and others were green from being cooked in the spinach. Maria showed us how to make designs on
      the eggs by drawing lines with molten wax and then putting the eggs into the colored water. She then took off the
      wax and painted new designs on the eggs and submerged them in another color so that the eggs cooked in spinach
      would have four colors: light brown, green, dark brown, and white. The designs on the eggs looked very similar to
      Easter eggs from the Ukraine. Mother explained that Maria’s culture was close to that of the Ukraine. Maria had
      some other skills, too: she knew how to turn beets into candy.
    


    
      The area’s many sugar beet fields were tempting for us children. We waited until the sugar beets were harvested,
      and then Manfred and I would search for beets that had been overlooked or that had not been taken out by the
      machine because they were too small. Very often Manfred and I found several beets. We would dig them out and take
      them home. If they were not too heavy, we would each carry two. If Jürgen was with us, he would carry one home to
      the basement. When we had about twenty to thirty, Maria would start with us on our own sugar production. What we
      didn’t know was that Opa told the farmers that his grandsons would look for beets before the fields were plowed
      over.
    


    
      We would have liked to take beets from wagons that were coming through town, but at first, we didn’t dare.
      Everybody knew us, of course, and most of the drivers had whips with extremely long leather strings that would
      have reached us no matter where we were at the wagon. Later we developed a strategy using a two-meter-long stick
      with a long nail driven through it about two centimeters from the tip. We would come from behind and hit a beet,
      driving the nail into it. Then we turned the stick very quickly, moving it under the beet so we could pull it off
      the wagon. We usually pulled the nail out of the beet, and if the driver did not get suspicious or the horses did
      not start shying, we would try it a second time.
    


    
      To extract the sugar from the beets, Maria went through the same process as the workers in a sugar factory would.
      She boiled the beets in the vat in the basement in which the laundry was boiled and used the old winepress behind
      the house to extract the sugar water from them. Soon it turned into molasses and became thick enough to be put
      into jars with screw-on tops. Maria also made rock candy on strings that we could take to school. Both the
      molasses or syrup and the rock candy were used for trading. A pound of that sugar could bring half a dozen eggs,
      half a pound of bacon, or even a couple of cigarettes.
    


    
      Mother recognized her chance to trade sugar products for foodstuffs on the black market. She made a deal with one
      of the farmer’s wives to sell the rock candy for her or trade it for flour, bacon, or butter. Opa was not very
      happy when he found out that one of his daughters was a black marketer. He was afraid that she would get caught
      and end up in jail, especially when it became known that some of the sugar beets might have been acquired
      illegally.
    


    
      Mother herself was known as a gardener. Not far from our house was a nursery where we sometimes picked up plants
      for lettuce, cabbage, cauliflower, and tomatoes. One time, the proprietor showed Mother some plants and asked
      whether she would grow them along the city wall in an area guarded from the wind. Mother must have known what
      they were but told us only that we had to really take care of those plants, pull all the weeds around them, and
      water them daily.
    


    
      We were amazed at how tall they grew and what big leaves they had. Opa also seemed interested and came to check
      on them quite often. Mother planted climbing beans on the terrace level below, kind of hiding the plants. When
      the leaves started getting yellow, Opa came over and carefully removed them. He piled them on top of each other
      on a newspaper and then wrapped them in parchment paper. We went with him to the nursery when he took the leaves
      to the gardener. They spoke about the quality of the leaves and then something about a curing process, which we
      did not understand. When we went to the attic of the gardener’s house, we saw long rows of yellow and brown
      leaves hanging on strings that were stretched between the rafters under the roof.
    


    
      That afternoon, Opa showed us some pictures of Turkey and Kentucky with his three-dimensional viewer. The
      pictures had the same types of leaves being dried in open barns. Opa also added that we were actually forbidden
      to grow this plant—tobacco—but doing so had become an almost common practice. The gardener, Opa, and one of their
      friends would sometimes get together and roll cigars. The gardener and Opa would select the most appropriate
      tobacco leaves and prepare them on large sheets in an oven the gardener had in the nursery. Opa seemed to know
      all the tricks about what they called curing. He prepared some type of sugar water and sprinkled it on the leaves
      before they were placed in an open oven. Every half hour golden brown, very shiny, and still pliable leaves were
      taken out and placed into a wooden box on top of a wet towel.
    


    
      Opa would take a stack of leaves and a bag of crumbled leaves home with him. He had a small wooden table in the
      basement on which he rolled cigars, usually on a late Saturday afternoon after we children had been bathed.
      Sometimes I was permitted to go over to Opa’s house to watch him. On a typical day, he had already lit a cigar,
      which he kept in his mouth, and he had put on his brown leather apron. He was sitting on a stool at his table. A
      wet dish towel and small enamel bowl with his special mix—water with something in it—were on the table. He first
      cut off the stem and the thicker ribs of the leaves and sprinkled a little of his mixture on the leaves. It
      looked quite efficient how he laid out two or three of the prepared leaves, then placed a fistful of crumbled
      tobacco on the leaves and rolled these leaves diagonally very tightly around the crumbled tobacco, sometimes
      lifting the roll into the air and rolling it between his hands. He made sure that the ends were tapered into a
      mouthpiece and the front tip. Both ends were then covered with a moistened piece of thin tobacco leaf and each
      cigar was pressed into a board that had a dozen cigar-shaped cavities. When he had filled all of them, he put a
      similar board with cavities on top. He placed both on the floor next to his workbench and placed a big stone on
      top. He had three sets of these boards, and two were always filled. After watching Opa, we knew where some of his
      cigars were coming from. To make the cigars look as if they were bought, he would slip some of his saved paper
      rings on them.
    


    
      Manfred and I sometimes passed by the nursery and watched the owner make cigars also. Sometimes we were even
      permitted to roll the cigars with our hands and then stuff them into a similar board like Opa had. When Opa ran
      out of his own supply of cigars, he would buy cigars from the gardener. What Opa did not know was that he
      probably smoked cigars made by one of his grandsons. Mother told us after the war that Opa sometimes traded more
      of his cigars than he smoked himself. He traded cigars for food, clothing, or services that were needed, such as
      plumbing or electric work.
    


    
      We children often seemed to be on our own. The bigger ones in the neighborhood were in charge of safeguarding the
      smaller ones, and quite often twenty to thirty children were in a playground or one of the quiet streets playing
      without fighting. In our families, we older ones would take the smaller ones with us without objecting to Mother
      or other grown-ups. We would bring the younger ones home on time and take them into the shelters when air raids
      started. We helped dress our brothers, sister, and younger cousins when they stayed with us.
    


    
      We children usually assembled around anyone who was novel to us or who piqued our interest. That is the reason we
      would flock around soldiers when they stopped close to us or would visit the soldiers at the air-defense stations
      or when they brought tanks or other military vehicles into our neighborhood. We would laugh a lot and always tell
      each other what had happened or where we might find something interesting to see or do, or we warned each other
      of dangers we recognized. Manfred said sometimes that he felt that all grown-ups were very harsh and stern to
      children and those people who were thought to be below them, but many of our friends said they liked to come to
      our house because everyone was friendly—Mother, grandparents, and our nanny.
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      The World Closes In
    


    
      By late 1942, the number of soldiers in town had out-grown the capacity of military quarters to house them. One
      summer afternoon, a group of soldiers came to our house and went through all our rooms. The soldier in charge
      came into the kitchen and told Mother that we would get at least two soldiers as Einquartierung (billeted
      soldiers). He said something about being surprised that we did not have any refugees or evacuees from bombed-out
      cities staying with us yet.
    


    
      We boys were very excited when we heard that the two soldiers were Kradmelder (motorcycle patrol) and
      would bring their motorcycle with them. When they arrived, they parked it in the hallway where Maria had placed a
      piece of canvas from an old tent to protect the stone floor.
    


    
      The billeted soldiers were very helpful, even chopping wood and helping Mother and Maria carry heavy items up or
      down the stairs, such as the crocks for dill pickles or the sauerkraut. Every once in a while, they would eat
      with us and tell us about their children and their homes.
    


    
      Maria started washing their and their friends’ clothing, and we older boys sometimes went with them to their
      station, although Opa did not approve. As their hosts, we said, we were required to take care of billeted
      soldiers.
    


    
      The soldiers were usually gone during the daytime, even on weekends and holidays. I do remember that they had
      their rifles with them, which we were strictly forbidden to touch. We often watched the soldiers when they were
      cleaning their weapons, which was the only time we were allowed to hold the rifles. Once in a while, one of the
      soldiers would take us with him in his sidecar. Maria would wrap us in a blanket and snap on the cover that came
      all the way to our necks. At first, Opa disapproved, but then he said, “Children, you live only once.”
    


    
      When the unit prepared to leave Oberglogau in 1944, we were crushed. We had started to call our soldiers “uncle,”
      and we did not want them to leave. The unit was assembled on the graveyard plaza in front of our house, and many
      children showed up to say good-bye to their soldiers. Manfred and I approached an important-looking soldier,
      probably an officer, and asked him to leave our soldiers behind, but he walked over, touched our heads with his
      hand, and said, “Your father fights in Russia, and that’s what these have to do!”
    


    
      Maria seemed sad because another purpose in life, to take care of them, was gone.
    


    
      Four weeks later, replacements arrived, and soon a lady from the refugee organization knocked at the door and
      told Mother that they would place a refugee family in our house. A mother with two small children was to stay
      with us for a few months until a transport of maybe twenty or thirty refugees could be assembled that would move
      them to the Sudetenland in Czechoslovakia.
    


    
      The family spoke a strange German dialect and kept to themselves. Maria started to take care of them, especially
      the small children. They would join us for lunch but would always return to their room. Mother gave them some of
      the clothing that no longer fit us and let the mother use Hannelore’s baby carriage. We heard the woman crying
      very often in her room, but Mother never told us why.
    


    
      We children would always share with each other, and mothers would take in other children, treating them as their
      own. We often looked as if many of us were dressed alike because everyone had access to the same materials. We
      boys all wore the same type of caps, similar to German Army caps, some gray, some blue, and some green. Our names
      were sewn inside the caps, and some of us had small decals or insignia on the sides. We all had black shorts and
      gray sweaters, gray jackets, and gray or olive green coats from old military blankets. Manfred and I had
      Edelweiss emblems on the right side of our caps. We had received them from a soldier who had belonged to
      the mountaineers of the Edelweiss Division.
    


    
      We would wear most of our clothing, especially the coats and the caps, until they completely wore out. Later,
      during our flight, our underwear, stockings, and coats were mended several times until they were so stiff that
      our skin was rubbed bloody or they had numerous patches of different colors. The high number of sewn-on patches
      on our clothing usually gave us away as refugees.
    


    
      We boys kept a lookout for ways to contribute to the family. Starting as early as Christmas 1942, we knew that
      Mother was always looking for substitutes for lard or oil. We found a couple.
    


    
      At the church, the burned-down candles and the wax drippings were always thrown into a box. We took them home and
      gave them to Maria, who melted them and made Christmas candles or candles for the air-raid shelter where we were
      not permitted to use electric light. Mother and Oma started using some of the wax pieces when baking. Lard and
      butter were rationed, and the small amounts that families received were quickly used up. So they used wax instead
      of the lard. They warmed the baking sheets in the oven, and then Mother rubbed the wax on the sheet so that the
      dough would not stick. The kitchen was usually smoky when Mother was baking and using wax, but the cookies or
      cake tasted terrific to us.
    


    
      We learned how to differentiate between bee’s wax and other wax and how to sort the pieces into two different
      cans. Mother made Maria always select the bee’s wax for cooking or baking and the other wax for making candles.
    


    
      On our way home from kindergarten, we sometimes passed the pharmacy. We always stopped to say hello because the
      pharmacist would give us eucalyptus candies. One day while waiting our turn, we overheard the pharmacist explain
      to the lady in front of us that one of the best cooking oils was castor oil. We only knew of the castor oil that
      we had to take every day and that we really detested.
    


    
      We had between us one mark (Deutsche Reichsmark or Rentenmark, the currency of the Third Reich’s
      Germany) and asked the pharmacist how much castor oil we could get. He took a one-liter bottle and filled it with
      castor oil. Then he explained to us how that oil was to be used. The moment the prepared food cooled down, the
      typical castor-oil smell would be noticeable. As long as the food was warm, neither the taste nor the smell would
      be recognizable.
    


    
      We took it home and told Maria, who was about to make potato pancakes. She used the oil and gave each of us a hot
      pancake spread with some jelly; we liked them. When Mother came in, she tried one, although she wondered what the
      different smell was. She liked the pancake and then asked where the oil came from.
    


    
      At first, she could not believe the oil really was castor oil. From that time on, castor oil became Mother’s main
      ingredient for making home fries and potato pancakes, frying eggs, some baking, and even frying sausage when we
      were able to get some.
    


    
      To cover the smell, Mother increased the use of garlic, especially in home fries and potato pancakes. But as we
      had one or the other almost every day, Opa detected the smell of garlic on us. At first he kiddingly called us
      meine kleinen Zigeuner (my little Gypsies). When others referred to us as smelling like Gypsies, he told
      Mother to quit using that much garlic or to let us drink more milk. Since milk was also rationed, Mother just
      reduced the garlic or saved it for meals at supper. We children hardly recognized the garlic smell because we all
      ate the same thing. We used castor oil until the late ’40s after the war because it was always available and only
      a few people thought of using it for cooking or frying. The nice thing about the use of castor oil for food
      preparation was that we no longer had to swallow a tablespoon full each morning before going to school.
    


    
      Our mother was nothing if not resourceful. Since our father had been a master chimney sweep, Mother knew how to
      clean a chimney and had taken over the task as soon as our chimney sweep apprentice was drafted. We children
      always loved to watch when Mother would gather bushels of twigs and newspaper and take them to the basement.
    


    
      We boys had to check the neighborhood first to be sure that no one had laundry hanging on their clothing lines.
      Then one of us had to stand on the top terrace of the backyard and watch the top of the chimney. Another one had
      to stand at the open basement window. Mother would open the chimney door in the basement and make sure that
      enough draft flowed from the open basement window into the little opening. Then Mother would stuff crumpled
      newspaper into the little opening and at least two bushels of pine tree twigs. She would then light the newspaper
      with matches, being careful that the twigs would not fall out. Of course, she always had a bucket of water ready
      to put out any fire.
    


    
      Usually the flames immediately went up inside the chimney, and we could hear a roaring sound. Whenever flames
      would come out on the top of the chimney, the one on the terrace would have to yell, “Fire, fire,” and Mother
      would have to close the chimney door.
    


    
      The neighborhood always knew when Mother was cleaning the chimney because lots of ashes and soot would rain down.
      She was also asked to do this for neighbors. Father had shown her how to inspect a chimney before he went to war,
      and she dared to do the cleaning after checking all the chimney doors throughout a house.
    


    
      As resourceful as his daughter, Opa always had a good supply of shoe polish on hand. One day he decided to teach
      us how to spit shine shoes, since we constantly came home with wet shoes and had to wait until they were dry
      again.
    


    
      He first took his own boots and cleaned them. He then wrapped a piece of linen around his index finger and middle
      finger. He sunk his left hand into the boot, pressing it firmly on a stool in front of him. He dunked the fingers
      with the linen first into water and then into the shoe polish. He then smeared the polish with high pressure very
      evenly in a circular motion on the boot. He covered every spot on the boot at least three times, as well as the
      seams. He took a small round bottle and used it to rub the polish into the leather. After about ten minutes, he
      took a very soft brush and started to shine the boot. After another three minutes, he grabbed a thick cotton
      strip that was about ten centimeters wide and fifty centimeters long with both hands, stretching it tightly.
    


    
      He shined the boot with a seesaw motion for another three minutes, sometimes spitting on the boot. He repeated
      the same procedure with the other boot. When he was finished, the boots looked as if they had been fabricated out
      of high-gloss leather.
    


    
      Manfred and I proceeded at once to learn all about polishing boots and shoes, starting with Mother’s and Oma’s
      boots. They looked brand new. Our next customers were the sergeants who were billeted in our and the neighbor’s
      houses.
    


    
      Mother was very concerned about hygiene and made the soldiers take off their boots and their socks in the house.
      They always smelled bad. Sometimes the soldiers had white rags that they wrapped around their feet before they
      stuck them into the boots. Poor Maria had the task of getting hold of them, taking them to the basement, and
      washing them. Whenever the soldiers returned from an exercise, they had to place their shoes outside their doors
      or even outside the door to the courtyard if they were too dirty. After letting them air for a few hours, we took
      the boots, cleaned them, and then shined them the way Opa had taught us.
    


    
      When it didn’t rain, we had our shoe-shine business in the courtyard, and when it rained, we moved to the
      basement. For a while, we had up to four pairs of boots to shine per day, and after two weeks, some of the
      soldiers returned their previously shined boots. As they already had a spit shine, they were easy to polish
      again. But the shoe-shine business really wore us down. Many of the boots were in bad shape and needed several
      shines, and some of the boots smelled so horrible that we had to cover our noses with our handkerchiefs.
    


    
      Besides leather, I also loved to shine anything made of brass. All the doorknobs, door hinges, clothing hooks,
      and nameplates in our house in Oberglogau and the grandparents’ homes in Oberglogau and Gleiwitz were my
      responsibility. The only problem occurred when we went to Oma after we had managed to get a bottle of Sidol
      (cleaning fluid for brass), asking her what else we could shine. She said that she had nothing else, but we
      discovered her antique walking canes with silver handles, and we really gave them a brilliant shine. We did not
      realize that we had destroyed the antique look. She forgave us on one of the following Sundays when she went to
      church and one of her friends commented about her beautiful cane and its handle.
    


    
      Another item we loved to shine was our old kitchen stove. It probably was several hundred years old, and it
      became a challenge to have the surface shine like new. It had four sets of rings and center plates that could be
      taken out in order to let the fire reach the bottoms of the pots or pans directly. Mother and Oma praised Maria
      for the beautiful job. Although Maria pointed at us and said something in Polish, Mother did not seem to
      understand. I didn’t mind that Maria got the credit.
    


    
      Then someone told us we should carry food rations to the soldiers in the air-defense posts. That way we would
      sometimes get a sausage or something else to eat. What we had to do was pick up the canteens of the soldiers,
      wash them, and then go to the field kitchen to pick up the ration. Each soldier had scratched his name into the
      side of his canteen so that the cook knew who we picked up the food for and that we knew who to give the filled
      canteen to. We carried four canteens each, two in each hand, and held the bread under our arms. As the handles of
      the canteens were wires that cut into our hands, we wore gloves. We also took old rags from Maria and wrapped
      them around the handles of the canteens.
    


    
      We liked the food from the field kitchen and sometimes felt that it tasted better than that at home. Most of the
      soldiers’ dishes were prepared with beans, peas, potatoes, lentils, and always some meat such as pork skin and
      bacon.
    


    
      Mother was always busy with our little sister, the youngest brother, and responsibilities for the Party and did
      not have time to teach us many things. When a school official found out that our teacher at home was our nanny
      Maria, a Polish girl, she would constantly criticize us and ask why our mother was not teaching us. The official
      would always say something like, “In a good German family, the mother educates.”
    


    
      We were very disappointed at that because we adored Maria, who was an idol for us. She was around to take care of
      us; treat our scratches, wounds, and pains; and guard us from things we should not do. So in order to cover up
      Maria’s activities in our house, we more and more often started lying about our nanny and her role in our lives,
      and we also lied about other people in our household who were not German. Our grandparents and mother, who
      realized the change in our attitudes, tried to explain what was causing people to think this way. They also
      taught us to become conscious and proud of the background of some of our family members, but at the same time
      taught us to be silent. Although Mother was warned on several occasions not to treat Maria as a family member,
      Maria always ate with us at our table, played with us, and even slept with us when it got cold in wintertime. We
      children did not recognize a difference of treatment between Maria and any relative.
    


    
      I do remember, though, that she sometimes would dis-appear when some visitors were at the house. Today, I also
      realize that no pictures exist of us with Maria.
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        A Portrait: Maria
      


      
        What we loved about Maria was her soft skin and her red cheeks. When she realized that we were staring at her
        cheeks, she would rub our cheeks and then lift us to the mirror so that we looked just like she did. Because
        Mother and Oma did not always have time for us, we spent much time with Maria. We would lean against her and
        even ask her to carry us. We loved to be held by her when we felt bad or when we got hurt. When I was younger,
        she would hug me real tight and press my head against her chest, making me lose my breath. Somehow we older two
        boys developed a fascination with her chest. As we looked at pictures of African or South American natives with
        Opa’s gadget, we were wondering what Maria would look like. Maria was also looking at these pictures and
        probably recognized our questioning minds, and she made us understand with her limited German that there were
        certain limitations that we children could not overstep. Today that might sound crazy, but it had nothing to do
        with sex. We just wondered whether she looked different from or similar to those natives.
      


      
        What I also really liked about Maria was that she had a beautiful voice and she knew how to sing well. I didn’t
        understand what she was singing but it sounded beautiful. Oma always said she was singing in Polish and one of
        the Russian languages, Ukrainian, I believe. Sometimes Maria or Oma would translate the songs that were usually
        folk songs, lullabies, Christmas songs, or children’s songs that we also sang in German. We wanted to learn
        some of them and I wanted to learn Polish, but Maria hesitated. Oma or Mother must have forbidden Maria to
        teach us Polish or any songs in her languages.
      


      
        For many years, we were able to hum and even repeat some of the lines and hum the melodies but never to
        remember the whole songs. The humming of songs and knowing some sentences came in handy when we were interned
        in the camp in Austria because some of the guards thought that we must have come from either Poland or Russia
        at some time. By 1945, we were able to speak some Polish, especially phrases like “thank you,” “my name is,”
        and “where is.”
      


      
        We in turn taught Maria German, and by the time we were leaving Oberglogau, she spoke German very well. We had
        started calling her several names that showed endearment because we liked her so much.
      


      
        We never found out what actually happened to Maria after we left Oberglogau. Oma Müller wrote that Maria stayed
        with her for a while but was picked up by Polish authorities in mid-1945. In 1948, Mother found out that many
        of the girls who had loyally worked for German families had disappeared somewhere in Poland or even Siberia.
        Maria was about fifteen or sixteen when she came to us. Sometimes I am ashamed that I don’t even know her last
        name or the town that she came from.
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      The Two Uncles
    


    
      Opa closely followed the war in Africa. Almost every day he would stand in front of his North African map,
      marking the locations of the German front. Sometimes he would show us pictures of those areas with his
      stereoscope. He knew that his youngest son, our Uncle Helmut, had to be close to Rommel’s headquarters, as he was
      one of the fastest ham operators in the German Africa Corps. According to Opa, he had won several citations for
      speed and accuracy while his unit was still in Germany.
    


    
      Uncle Helmut visited his parents twice. The first time he came I was about three years old. I remember a tall,
      dark-skinned or tanned man in a blue-gray uniform, who gave each of us an orange and a tablet of chocolate. He
      had a deep voice, was constantly laughing, and would pick us up and carry us on his shoulders. We were permitted
      to wear his cap and sometimes hold his short sword. He would take us for walks and play with us at the creek and
      in a wooded, parklike area outside Oberglogau. For us, he was like a deity, a hero from another world. For months
      we would talk about him, and when we went to visit Opa, we always looked at all the photographs our grandparents
      had of Uncle Helmut.
    


    
      To our biggest surprise, sometime later, Uncle Helmut came unannounced for another brief visit from Africa. He
      was slightly wounded and was permitted to come home to recuperate. He brought us several souvenirs—two large
      shields, bows and arrows, several tips for spears, and some fabric for North African togas. Uncle Helmut now
      carried a dagger not of German military issue. He had received the dagger from a Bedouin chief who had befriended
      him. Uncle Helmut would always carry the dagger on his belt. He would pull it out sometimes and throw it at a
      tree trunk, a wooden wall, or a wooden fence post. When playing with us, he would draw some crosses or tiny
      circles with the dagger on the door of the shed, some on the ground, and some on big branches that were even
      above our heads.
    


    
      He sat with us at the garden table sometimes, eating or playing games. Suddenly, he would flip around, throw
      himself on the ground, and throw his dagger at one of the marked spots. Before he actually hit the ground, the
      dagger would already quiver in the center of the crosses or the tiny circles he had drawn. It really didn’t
      matter what he had aimed at or what position he was in, he would always hit his selected target.
    


    
      One day he told us that we could show how brave we were by standing close to a target when he threw his dagger.
      He tried it several times with me and Manfred. I think when he saw that we would hold still, he made us stand
      facing each other with the mark between us. Our feet were placed about twenty centimeters to the left and right
      of a target on the ground and the tips of our new shoes were maybe ten centimeters apart.
    


    
      We looked at Uncle Helmut, never realizing that he already had thrown the dagger. He hit the target between us
      without the dagger touching us. He did this several times and we never flinched. We loved it because we thought
      that we were very brave. When Mother saw what Uncle Helmut was doing, she came charging out of the house, yelling
      at her brother and striking him in the face. Opa arrived in his uniform and caught the end of Uncle Helmut’s
      game. He was also very angry, which we could not understand because we thought that we were just passing a
      Mutprobe (test of courage). Uncle Helmut apologized to Mother and Opa and hugged us.
    


    
      He explained to us that he had learned the art of throwing knives from his Bedouin friends. He usually was alone
      with his equipment in his tent someplace in the desert. He had to be able to defend himself with whatever weapon
      was available. He always preferred the dagger as his primary weapon because one could not hear it like the
      clicking or noise of a gun. When Manfred told him, “But a pistol has more bullets,” he pulled up his left pant
      leg. The handle of a second knife peeked out of his boot.
    


    
      When accompanying his father to town or to his card games, Uncle Helmut would show off his arm patches and
      decorations. We didn’t fully understand their meanings, but Opa would tell all his friends about his son’s
      achievements, and most of the older men slapped him on his shoulders and shook his hand. We were proud of our
      uncle and fought with each other to walk next to him, holding one of his hands.
    


    
      On his last evening, I overheard Uncle Helmut explaining to Opa that he could understand whatever the Allies were
      transmitting. He had learned English perfectly and could even fool the British when cutting into their radio
      traffic using British or Australian English. As he was not married, he often showed up for dinner during his
      visit with one of the young ladies of the town. Naturally, we wanted him to look as good as possible, so Manfred
      and I made sure that his boots and belt were always spit shined.
    


    
      We all cried when he left. During the coming year, Opa went every morning to meet the mailman, but no letter
      arrived from Uncle Helmut. Then on the afternoon of May 13, 1943, when Oma, Opa, and Aunt Erna were at our house
      drinking coffee and eating cake, Mother suddenly stopped in the middle of a sentence and kind of absent-mindedly
      said, “The Americans have just captured Helmut.” Then she continued talking. Opa jumped up and yelled at her to
      quit making people feel bad. Mother suddenly started crying. They all stared at her and wanted to know why she
      was saying that. Mother just kept crying and everyone left our house. A week later, Opa received the official
      notice that Uncle Helmut was missing in action in Africa.
    


    
      A year later, a card from Uncle Helmut arrived, a Red Cross card from an American prisoner-of-war camp in Texas.
      The Americans had captured Uncle Helmut’s unit and transported the surviving prisoners to the United States. All
      Opa said was, “Thank God, the submarines did not sink the ship with Helmut.” Uncle Helmut remained a prisoner of
      war until 1946. Only then did he find out that his older brother, our Uncle Erwin, had been shot down and killed.
    


    
      One early afternoon, Manfred and I were just returning from kindergarten. The door and the windows were wide open
      at our house. Mr. and Mrs. Golla and Mrs. Michalke, our neighbors, were standing on the sidewalk, and Mother was
      running toward Opa and Oma, who came rushing toward our house. They all stopped in the middle of the street, and
      Mother was crying really loud and shaking. Opa held her and hugged her. Oma was yelling something like, “How
      could you know? You can’t know.” Turning to the Gollas, she said, “Trude and her presentiments.”
    


    
      Several times, Mother had been able to see or feel things happen to relatives although she was not with them. All
      she said between her sobs was, “Erwin has crashed. My God, Erwin has crashed. He is dead.” That afternoon Manfred
      and I buried one of our toy airplanes in our little graveyard on the lowest terrace and made a little cross with
      the name “Uncle Erwin” on it. As we didn’t have a model of Uncle Erwin’s plane, we buried our little Stuka, which
      had been our favorite since Father had given it to us when he visited in 1940, after the so-called Polish
      campaign. The toy Stuka had a little whistle that sounded like a siren when we moved the plane through the air,
      just like the real one.
    


    
      Several months later, two German officers came to Oma and Opa. Manfred and I were at their house, where Opa was
      showing us on one of his maps where the German front was located and where our father might be. Before the
      officers could say anything, Opa told them that his son Erwin had died at Staria Russa in Russia on July 29,
      1943, which was seven days after my birthday.
    


    
      The officers looked stunned and asked how he knew, but Opa only took the letter, thanked them for coming, and
      asked them inside. They told him that Uncle Erwin had been shot down while flying a reconnaissance mission over
      Russia and had tried to crashland the airplane.
    


    
      We ran home and told Mother that two officers were visiting Opa. She took off her apron and rushed over to Opa’s
      house. She told us to go into our house and stay with Maria, who hugged us with tears running down her cheeks.
    


    
      Later, Mother and Opa solemnly agreed that Memmingen, where Uncle Ernst’s widow lived, would become the family’s
      meeting point after the war. Manfred and I did not understand why we would go to Memmingen, way on the other side
      of Germany and so close to France, but Mother told us never to talk about it. Sometimes we had a problem knowing
      what to say and what not to say. Manfred told me, “I will take care of you. You say nothing. Only I talk.” For a
      long time, I let Manfred talk in kindergarten, in school, and with grown-ups, and I remained in the background.
      He was over seven years old, and I was barely six.
    


    
      After Opa had lost two sons, one killed and one missing in action, he would pay close attention to his grandsons.
      Fortunately for Manfred and me, we lived less than a block from Oma and Opa’s house. Opa would spend time with us
      almost every day, teaching us and helping us understand what was happening in our homeland, but one event
      occurred that we all struggled with.
    


    
      In mid-1944, the bells were taken down from the towers of the churches and city hall and prepared for transport
      out of town. People placed flowers and wreaths on and around the bells, similar to what were placed on coffins
      during funerals. The bells were to be melted down for the production of bullets and other ammunition. Opa took
      this as the final indication that Germany was in serious trouble. We children could not understand Mother’s or
      Opa’s explanations of why our bells were taken away. We did not want to accept that the bells that usually called
      us to Mass had to be turned into ammunition to kill people.
    


    
      One Sunday morning when we arrived at our church, Mother saw a sign at the church door that services would be
      held only every second Sunday. Now Mother started to believe Opa. She and many others cried when on the second
      Sunday in January 1945 both churches were locked and signs were posted that said, “Closed until further notice.”
      The priests had been drafted into the Wehrmacht, the German military.
    


    
      Opa seemed no longer careful with his big map of Europe and North Africa. He even told us how the Germans were
      retreating and being defeated. I remember how he would cross out the numbers of German armies or divisions when
      they were destroyed. He placed a big cross next to Stalingrad and the Sixth Army. He would have disagreements
      with visitors for having the map on the wall. One of his customs colleagues even called him a traitor to the
      German cause. Oma and Mother both warned Opa because they were afraid for him.
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      The Greeks and Iko
    


    
      Across our street and to the left was a house with apartments where several families with children lived. In the
      early ’40s, we could still play with the children, and some of them even went to our kindergarten and to our
      school. The only differences we children noticed were that they did not have Christmas trees and they could speak
      a second language that was different from our language. Opa told us that they did not have Christmas trees in
      Greece. We boys had started to pick up some of their language, and Mother was using some of their expressions.
    


    
      When I was maybe four years old, Opa took all of us neighborhood children for a walk into the graveyard, staying
      away from any visitors or people we did not know. He then told us never to speak that language in front of
      strangers. The Greek boys seemed to understand and immediately agreed. At that time, we did not comprehend why we
      could not use that language but we followed his order. I remember that Opa was very firm about not looking down
      on other people or talking bad about the Poles, the Greeks, or even inmates of the prisoner-of-war camp who were
      our enemies.
    


    
      The Greek boys were fun to play with. They knew many games, and the grandfather of one of them quite often had
      small wooden toys for us that he made himself. Our favorite toys were fancy spinning tops with small whips and
      carved animals for a farm that one of Opa’s friends had built for us. We would have competitions with our
      spinning tops, called Kreisel, to see whose spun longest without having to use the whip to accelerate
      them. Usually one of the Greeks won.
    


    
      At first, we would play with the tops on one of the concrete sidewalks. Later, Opa made us play behind our house
      or in the hallways. At times we felt that he did not want us to be seen with our Greek friends. Mother
      discouraged us from playing with the Greeks and always found excuses, either sending us someplace or making us
      help her or Maria. We overheard Mother telling Opa several times that she was afraid. Once when we heard her
      speak of camps, Opa became angry and told her never again to speak of camps in his presence because he would have
      to turn her in.
    


    
      When the Greek children came over to our house, Mother always had prepared something for them to eat. They were
      very grateful and always finished their food quickly. Opa mentioned one time that the Greeks had much less food
      than we had because they had different ration cards. They had difficulty surviving. When they went back home,
      Mother usually gave them something for their parents, like potatoes, flour, or maybe eggs. Whatever they carried
      had to fit into one of their coat or pants pockets. Opa explained that they would be in serious trouble if
      something were found on them when the police stopped them, and naturally, we would have problems too. As time
      went on, we had fewer and fewer chances to play with our friends, and when we did, we had to be secretive about
      it. Mother and Opa told us every day not to talk in kindergarten about what we did after we came home in the
      afternoon.
    


    
      One day, Mother came crying from Opa’s house. “Now they have to wear Jewish stars,” was all she could say. What
      was very strange for us was that some of the Greeks must have left soon afterward with only a few suitcases. That
      might have been the time when I became aware that some of our friends bore a yellow star on their coats or
      jackets.
    


    
      We were not permitted to see them leave; the windows and the curtains remained closed. Oma got very angry when we
      wanted yellow stars on our coats too. Two days after they left, trucks drove up, and all their furniture,
      carpets, books, paintings, pots and pans, tableware, clothing, and even the children’s toys were just thrown on
      the trucks. When we went to watch, we heard the men talking about Theresienstadt, the concentration camp, and
      then one of the men yelled at us to go home. Some things were separated on the sidewalk and loaded carefully into
      a closed furniture truck.
    


    
      Opa, who wore his uniform, had observed the trucks and the men who had yelled at us. When Opa heard them yell, he
      crossed the street. He told us that the belongings of the Greeks were being picked up and taken to Greece. Then
      in a sharp voice he told the workers: “Shut up, or do you also want to go to Theresienstadt?” After that
      incident, Opa left us with the impression that this location was in Greece. Manfred and I just stared, puzzled,
      and when Manfred asked a question, Opa didn’t answer. He grabbed our hands and took us home.
    


    
      Some time later, we finally began to understand what Opa meant when the first Greek families disappeared in 1942
      and 1943. Opa still told us that they were sent to their homes in Greece, and this would happen to us also if we
      were caught speaking their language or if we should be seen with them. Manfred and I wondered what country they
      would send us to. We were born in Germany, just as they were. Wasn’t our home Oberglogau, weren’t we at home, and
      weren’t they also at home in Oberglogau?
    


    
      A block from our house on the opposite side of the street was a small grocery store, one of our favorite places.
      Whenever Mother ran out of something she needed for cooking or baking, we children would fight over who was
      permitted to go get it. Mrs. Hoffmann, the owner of the store, knew our names and also knew what we liked best. I
      loved the dill pickles that came right out of the big oak barrel next to the back door. Manfred liked the oatmeal
      cookies, and Jürgen liked raisins. We always followed the same procedure: First we asked for the items we had to
      buy, and then we paid for everything after we added up the bill ourselves. Then Mrs. Hoffmann opened the barrel
      so I could choose a pickle, or she opened one of the drawers with either the cookies or the raisins for my
      brothers.
    


    
      Whenever one of us came to the store, Mr. Hoffmann would come in and ask us about Mother and whether we had heard
      from Father. We usually asked whether their son Iko would be allowed to come out later in the afternoon and play
      with us.
    


    
      None of us remembers his real name. When Manfred was about three years old, he began to call him “Iko,” and that
      name stuck. Even his parents started to call him by that name. Iko was a real buddy and friend to us and some of
      the other children in the neighborhood, including the Greeks.
    


    
      Iko was severely speech impaired and seemed very slow. Everything had to be explained to him several times over,
      but we boys did not mind. Manfred and I defended him quite often when children who were not from our neighborhood
      made fun of him or tried to play tricks on him.
    


    
      What I remember most vividly are the sled rides we took in wintertime. We three brothers would sit on our big
      sled and Iko would pull us all over town. He always wanted to be our horse. Sometimes there would even be two
      sleds tied together with up to eight children that he would pull. Iko was a big, strong boy. When playing
      hide-and-seek, we always let him look for us because he would become extremely excited and happy upon finding
      each of us. Watching him look for us also gave us new ideas for hiding places. Other games were cowboys and
      Indians; broad jump and shot put, which he would always beat us in; skipping flat round stones on top of the
      water surface; and Blind Cow.
    


    
      Iko loved to be the blind cow, where he had to have his eyes covered while we turned him around about five times.
      Then he had to catch or touch one of us from the circle we made around him and identify us.
    


    
      Iko was our companion and guardian for at least three years. He was never sick and came to play no matter the
      time of the day or the day of the week. In 1942 or 1943, when he was sixteen or so, Iko was picked up by men in
      dark coats with an official truck. He was so happy to ride on the truck that he never recognized his fate. After
      we children had not seen him for at least a week, we asked about him but were not told what had happened. He no
      longer came to our house. Several months later, Mrs. Hoffmann came over to show Mother a letter.
    


    
      They both were crying, and Mrs. Hoffmann repeated several times, “He had not done anything to anyone. He always
      was a good boy.” They were talking as if he was gone or had died. That night Mother told Opa that the Hoffmanns
      had received a letter that Iko had died of double pneumonia in an asylum for retarded people and had already been
      buried. He had been picked up by order of the government and committed to a special asylum.
    


    
      Opa mentioned something to Mother that sounded like “euthanasia.” When we asked Mother what that was, she
      wouldn’t give us an answer. We all cried when we heard of his death, and we decided to create a grave for him in
      the graveyard across from our house. We selected one of the unmarked graves, built a wooden cross, painted his
      name on it, and placed it on the grave.
    


    
      We really would have wanted a funeral. We asked Mrs. Hoffmann several times what happened to the body, and Mother
      finally forbade us to ask because Mrs. Hoffmann would always start crying. His parents treated us very nicely
      until we left our home, often thanking us for having acted toward Iko as if he were one of our brothers and for
      having been such great playmates.
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      Bombs, Cannons, and Aircraft
    


    
      As early as 1942, around my fifth birthday, I remember Opa often telling us what to do when Allied airplanes or
      airplanes that we couldn’t identify appeared. As the proud grandchildren of an air raid warden and attentive
      students in kindergarten and elementary school, we had learned to identify American, Russian, and English planes
      by their sound and by their silhouettes. We also could identify German airplanes, although we did not see too
      many in our part of Upper Silesia. When we visited our grandparents in Gleiwitz, we saw more German fighter
      planes. Because of our skills, we were permitted to stay close to the entrance of the shelter or a basement
      window when airplanes were not heading directly toward town and call out the identified planes to the shelter
      warden.
    


    
      Sometimes planes would appear with insignias that we did not recognize. Opa explained that they were planes of
      exiled pilots from countries that were occupied by the Germans. The pilots had escaped to England and now were
      flying either British planes or planes with their own insignia painted on them. By late 1944, we saw more and
      more American planes with Russian insignias coming from the east.
    


    
      Opa had very fancy binoculars that we were permitted to look through occasionally. Manfred and I had Oma’s and
      Mother’s opera glasses. We carried them just like Opa, on leather straps around our necks, always holding on to
      the binoculars with our right hands. Once in a while we lifted them to our eyes, looking up into the sky just
      like Opa, and I must admit that we felt very important. As time went on, we were able to focus on airplanes while
      walking or while letting ourselves drop into a ditch. Some of our friends were envious that we could accompany
      our grandfather and that we were being taught by him.
    


    
      We realized that when walking in town on sidewalks Opa always kept close to the houses and fences. He never
      walked on sidewalks close to the street or on the street. He made us do the same thing, saying that by staying
      close to the walls of houses we would be partially covered by overhanging roofs. Also, in case of unexpected air
      raids, we could throw ourselves much quicker on the ground next to the wall of a house or fence without making
      too many movements and becoming a target. When the sirens sounded while we were walking, Opa always yelled,
      “Gänsemarsch” (single file), and we followed him single file. As he knew all the shelters, we would
      quickly disappear into a house and into a basement. When outside of town, he would head under trees, under a
      bridge, into a ditch, or even under bushes. Opa always prevented us from remaining exposed. Also, while our
      clothing was colorful in the early part of the war, it became drab, gray and brown, from late 1943 on. Colorful
      clothing was covered with gray or brown coats.
    


    
      We could easily differentiate between the Allied and the German airplanes. Even when all we could hear was their
      guns or cannons, we would know which ones were German. The most feared plane was the American Mustang because it
      would fly low and appear suddenly, without warning. When the air-raid sirens were sounded, we were at least
      warned, but sometimes planes seemed to appear out of nowhere. Fortunately people were always yelling when
      airplanes appeared, and soon afterward sirens started howling. We knew when to jump into the next ditch.
    


    
      We became so proficient with our exercises to take cover that we did not even spill the milk that we were
      bringing home in a milkcan or break eggs that we were carrying in a net with other groceries.
    


    
      The air raids increased in late 1942. Usually we were very confident that our town would not be hit or that the
      Allied bombers would miss their targets. “They don’t hit anything anyhow,” was Opa’s usual remark. During air
      raids, Opa was usually outside walking around town. But during one of the night raids, Opa was with us in the
      basement.
    


    
      Suddenly one of the rare rumbles was very loud, and the house trembled. Dust was coming down from the ceiling,
      and the lights went out. Everyone was very quiet, and then Opa and Mother lit several candles. They waited for a
      few minutes, and then Opa climbed up the basement stairs. He later said that he had first gone out the front door
      but couldn’t see anything except for some broken windows. When he went out into the courtyard and climbed up some
      of the terraces, he saw a hole in our roof. As there was no smoke or fire, he came back down into the basement.
    


    
      We boys were excited that our house had been hit. After the all-clear signal, Opa immediately went into the attic
      where he found fully intact incendiary bombs, two or three small but highly flammable bombs that had penetrated
      the roof. He immediately covered them with sand. Opa had previously deposited several buckets of sand on the
      attic floor just for that purpose. The raid seemed freakish because no other house was hit, only some gardens in
      the neighborhood. Opa said that the bombs must have been left over from another target. Fortunately the bombs did
      not burst, and the phosphorus was not exposed to air to ignite them. We had to live with the danger over our
      heads for several days.
    


    
      During raids, Mother always sat very proper on her chair. No muscle moved and her face was as if made of stone.
      She told us later that she was praying every day, especially in the basement, that the house would not get hit a
      second time, because that would have set off the bombs in the attic. The bombs were covered with sand, and Maria
      had to check every day that the sand had not moved. Once in a while, we helped carry additional sand to the attic
      when too much was seeping into the cracks of the attic’s floor. We children were no longer permitted to enter the
      attic alone, although we also were tasked to help keep the incendiaries covered with sand and to check for any
      water in the attic. I understand that water could have set off the bombs. At last the bombs were removed and the
      broken tiles in the roof were finally repaired by one of Opa’s friends. Mother mentioned that the age of the
      tiles probably contributed to the easy penetration of the bombs through the roof.
    


    
      When night bombing increased in 1944, Opa and Oma placed thick blankets in front of all the windows. Opa realized
      that the slightest sliver of light visible from the outside made those houses a target for the Russians. What was
      strange to us was how low the Russians were flying and that it sometimes was pitch dark when they were attacking.
    


    
      I remember one incident when we ran outside because we heard a strange piercing and shrill sound coming from a
      distance, and then it suddenly increased to an almost unbearable thunder. The plane was diving straight toward
      us. All the windows and doors were vibrating. The back door flew open, and the boards that Opa had brought to
      block off some of the back windows of the basement flew into the air like strips of cardboard. I felt as if
      someone were pounding my chest, taking away my breath, and then suddenly the approaching giant just pulled up
      into the dark sky. We were engulfed in dirt, flying debris, and the horrible smell of the exhaust. I had been
      thrown on my back to the ground and was looking up.
    


    
      As quickly as it had appeared, it vanished. I recognized it as a Russian airplane because I could make out
      something like a red star. Then we heard three explosions in very quick succession. We were paralyzed. We had
      completely forgotten to take cover. Sometimes when the Russians came, we thought that they were going to hit our
      city wall or the church towers. That night they came to attack the Tiger tanks stationed nearby and the
      air-defense positions. Opa was furious because he found out that the soldiers at one of the tanks had a small
      fire burning to warm up their food.
    


    
      We learned more about Allied aircraft because we loved to listen to our Volksempfänger (inexpensive
      radios) in the kitchen when the news was broadcast by the Deutchlandsender (official radio station of the
      German Reich), and we also liked to look at the newspaper and the Völkischer Beobachter (People’s
      Observer, official National Socialist newspaper), reading the reports of downed Allied aircraft, sunken ships,
      and other losses. We found, however, that the BBC always had better information than the Deutschlandsender
      or the German newspapers.
    


    
      At first we did not recognize British bombers or fighters over our area, although Opa of Gleiwitz said that he
      had seen the Stirling B-1, the Bristol Blenheim MK IV, and the Avro Lancaster of the RAF Bomber Command, and
      Uncle Helmut had even seen a Catalina 1 Flying Boat when visiting from Africa. According to Opa, these planes
      were with the RAF Bomber Command stationed in England and had not been destroyed as Field Marshal Göring had
      promised. The Eighth Air Force of the Americans had the B-17G and B-17E Fortresses and the B-24D Liberator
      stationed in England, and these we had seen and felt on several occasions. One of the reports stated that the
      Eighth Air Force had about 300 bombers in May 1943 and over 900 by November 1943, although many bombers had been
      shot down. The Ninth Air Force had the P-47 Thunderbolt, the Spitfire Mk I, Mustangs, and Hurricanes.
    


    
      When the Fifteenth Air Force started flying from the liberated portions of Italy, our area was visited more
      often, especially when the Allies tried to destroy the transportation systems systematically. Opa always thought
      that the bombers that bombed our bridges and railroad tracks had come from the south. According to the BBC, the
      British and Americans were so strong that in 1943, the German Luftwaffe lost more than twenty-five
      fighters in one air raid, and from January to May 1944, the Germans lost over 2,200 pilots. Opa was always
      complaining that our poor fighter pilots had only about twenty-five hours of training in their fighters before
      they were sent against the enemy aircraft. We had models of almost all Allied and German airplanes, even the
      Boeing 314 Clipper, a giant four-engine flying boat. I don’t know whether that airplane ever flew over Germany,
      but we always used it during our war games and shot it down because we played make-believe that Roosevelt and
      Churchill were flying in it.
    


    
      After the landing of the Allies in Northern France, Opa and his friends would tell their French slave laborers
      that the Germans had safeguarded France but that now the Americans were destroying the French cities, railroad
      systems, and industry. They were hoping that the French would turn against the Americans and British. One Sunday,
      Opa had to inform Jean, his laborer, that his family had been killed in a bomb raid. Opa was not able to get
      permission for Jean to go to France to bury his family.
    


    
      We observed a wide variety of German aircraft at differ-ent times. When we began to play “shoot-down-the-enemy,”
      we mostly used our models of the Messerschmitt Bf 109. As time went on, we had the Messerschmitt Bf 110, a
      long-range fighter, and, at the end of 1944, the Me 262, the first jet fighter. We saw our first ones when we
      were in Austria. Close to Munich on our flight to Bavaria, we saw several that had been destroyed. I remember
      having seen the Junkers Ju 87, the famous Stuka, only in Wochenschauen (“Weekly News,” a program that
      preceded every movie) at the movie theater. We saw the Heinkel He 111; the Focke-Wulf 200C, a long-range
      reconnaissance bomber; and the Dornier 17 quite often.
    


    
      According to Opa, there seemed to be fewer German planes in our area when the airlift to Stalingrad was under way
      and when the Luftwaffe had to support the Axis armies on the Eastern front. During one of the earliest
      newscasts that I remember, the announcer spoke of the Russian air losses, over 1,800 airplanes with pilots. The
      announcer concluded that the Russians just had to lose the war, especially as they also had lost 500,000
      prisoners to the German Wehrmacht.
    


    
      We knew that our father was in Stalingrad in the fall of 1942, and so we played attacking the Russians at
      Stalingrad and broke the only Russian model plane we had at that time, the Ilyushin Il-2m3 Sturmovik. We played
      that we rescued our father and brought him home for Christmas. We could not understand that the victorious
      Germans and their Italian, Romanian, and Spanish confederates were surrounded by the Russians and that Opa told
      Mother he feared the worst.
    


    
      The BBC must have reported that the German Sixth Army was being annihilated. We just could not understand that
      our father would not be able to destroy the inferior Russian weapons and what Goebbels called the Russischen
      Untermenschen (Russian subhumans). We had heard a speech by Goebbels, the minister of propaganda, with Opa on
      his Volksempfänger. Opa tried to explain to us what that meant and that it was not true. “In Gottes
      Augen sind wir alle gleich” (“We all are equal in the eyes of God”), Opa said several times.
    


    
      At our house, the upper-level terraces were for the different vegetables, but the lowest level of the terrace had
      become children’s territory. It contained our ship graveyard, a soldiers’ graveyard, and a small sandbox and
      sometimes served as the battlefield for our toy tanks, cannons, and soldiers. On the right side, we had Indian
      Territory for our cowboy and Indian fights. Some of our favorite toys were little German and British ship models
      that we played with, and whenever one of the ships sank, we buried it on the terrace. We finally had to go back
      and dig them up when we ran out of ships. Our submarines were eventually no longer buried. Our toy soldiers had a
      similar fate when someone from our neighborhood fell. We always had funerals the way we had seen them in the
      graveyard across from our house, even burying little flags, making little crosses, and shooting our cap pistols.
      On the third level from the top, we had set up a machine gun stand that we wanted to equip with a real machine
      gun if we could ever get hold of one. Opa laughed when we told him, but we explained to him that we could
      surprise enemy aircraft if they came over the city wall.
    


    
      We never did get our machine gun.
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      Weapons of War
    


    
      December 1944 was very cold, and the snow remained on the ground. A large tank came from the direction of Mochau
      toward the town, pulling a second tank. According to one of our billeted soldiers, the Wehrmacht was
      running out of gasoline and oil for its tanks and airplanes. That’s the reason the big tank was pulling the
      second one into town, and that’s the reason we saw so very few German planes.
    


    
      We boys were very excited because these were the first large tanks we had seen. According to a book we had on
      German Army weaponry, they were Tiger tanks. All the soldiers from the tanks wore black uniforms and had black
      berets. They never wore their black helmets but had their Schmeisser submachine guns in front of their chests.
      These were from the Panzergrenadier Division that was supposed to assist in the defense of the region around
      Oberglogau, designated a Festung (stronghold) and to be defended “to the last man.”
    


    
      The tank that had been pulled started its engine and drove away. We swarmed around the tank that stayed behind,
      and on the third day, we were allowed to climb into the tank. One of the soldiers lifted us on top, and one with
      silver epaulets handed us through the turret to the soldiers inside the tank.
    


    
      All the soldiers looked very young, and Opa said that all of them except the driver were very recently drafted
      from the Arbeitsdienst (labor service) or the Hitler Youth. Sometimes some of the drivers and soldiers
      spoke a language that we did not understand. Opa explained that the soldiers were from Estonia, a country on the
      Baltic. They were all very tall, with blond hair and blue eyes. The soldiers were extremely friendly and seemed
      to like children because they even played with us. I realized that the other soldiers from the German Armed
      Forces didn’t like them too much, and we never saw them together.
    


    
      The Panzersoldaten (tank soldiers), as we called them, were very polite and respectful toward Opa. He
      quite often wore his uniform; I believe it was a uniform from the First World War. As Opa was the air raid warden
      in town, he also wore some type of armband. Every time one of them would pass him, they would straighten up and
      salute. When sitting, they would jump up, and when they were standing, they would lock their heels with loud
      bangs. As we boys loved to accompany Opa, we would also salute, with our right hands against our gray caps. Opa
      had gotten us miniature versions of German uniform caps.
    


    
      Soon afterward, another tank arrived. The area between our house and the graveyard wall was fairly large, and so
      some trucks were parked along the graveyard wall and next to the apartment house of the Greeks. Several days
      later, one tank and the trucks moved to an open area close to where our street ended. In one of the parks under
      big trees, close to where air-defense cannons were located, the unit erected some tents. Opa didn’t like for us
      to visit there because he was always afraid we would get caught there during an air raid.
    


    
      Opa would look extremely impressive whenever he carried his sword. He wore it on the left side attached with a
      fancy gold and silver braid to his belt. He would wear his left glove, holding his right glove in his left hand
      and resting his hand on the sword’s handle. We didn’t know why he would carry the sword, as we had only seen some
      soldiers and Nazi Party officials with Seitengewehr (very short swords) that looked like decorations. One
      day Manfred and I found out. We had helped to clean an air-defense cannon after an air raid an hour earlier, and
      we had gotten miserably filthy. As the day was Sunday, we wore our good clothing, made from materials that were
      hard to come by because of rationing. The outfits were light blue with white shirts, and we wore white knee socks
      and white linen shoes. As so often, we were dressed like twins.
    


    
      Opa must have been looking for us for at least an hour when he finally found us at four o’clock, about an hour
      after Kaffeezeit (coffee time) at our house. He was not happy and called us to the sidewalk. He asked us
      what we had done. Proudly we admitted that we had stayed with the cannons during the air raid and then we had
      helped the nice soldiers. He pulled the saber, made us bend down and pull down our pants, and hit us twice on our
      buttocks with the flat side of the saber. It hurt but neither one of us cried. Some of the soldiers smiled and
      one of them laughed very loud.
    


    
      Opa yelled something that I did not understand. One of the soldiers came forward, and Opa seemed to lecture him.
      That soldier, probably the sergeant, then called the soldier who had laughed. He stepped forward and bent down,
      and Opa hit him twice on his rear end. At that moment, they all looked shocked, and none of the soldiers even
      smiled. The soldier who had been hit stood at attention and apologized first to Opa and then to us. We told all
      our friends not to do anything wrong in front of my grandfather because he might swat them with his sword—and
      boy, that hurt.
    


    
      As soon as the siren would sound at the end of an air raid, we were permitted to leave the shelter and go
      outside. “Stay close to the house!” Mother always said, but we would take off immediately and look for the
      craters. Very rarely did bombs fall inside the city. Most of the time the railroad tracks and bridges or the
      airbase and the sugar factory were targets, although they did not receive direct hits either. Often the airplanes
      just passed over the town at high altitudes, flying toward other targets. Opa said that if they still had bombs
      left over on their way back, they might drop them because Oberglogau had several air-defense positions, a
      military camp, and freight yards close to the train station.
    


    
      Opa and his friends could not understand how, with over 10,000 antiaircraft cannons located all over Germany, so
      many Allied bombers were able to get to their targets inside Germany and the German-occupied territories.
      Thousands and thousands of tons of grenades would be fired into the air, never hitting an airplane. While the
      so-called eighty-eight cannon the army used against tanks had one hit for at least every hundred grenades fired,
      the air-defense cannons fired several thousand grenades before scoring a hit. Opa had heard that over 500,000
      soldiers were stationed at the many air-defense sites, and he argued that these soldiers and the cannons could be
      much better used at the front. He told Mother and Oma that all the talk about Wunderwaffen (miracle
      weapons) seemed to be only talk in order to get the Germans’ hopes up. All the missiles and flying bombs together
      that were sent to England weren’t causing as much harm as the dambuster bombs that destroyed the huge dam on the
      Ruhr.
    


    
      A nine-foot wave killed almost 1,300 people in a few minutes, destroying railroad bridges, roads, and road
      bridges, flooding towns and villages, and destroying the hydroelectric plants. Most of the industries along the
      Ruhr Valley were without electricity, while the British lost only a few planes during that attack. My other
      grandfather, Opa Gawenda, said at one time that the expenses and industrial resources used for all the
      Vergeltungswaffen (revenge weapons, the V1 flying bomb, and V2 missile) could have been used to build
      thousands of fighter airplanes that could shoot down the Allied bombers before they destroyed German cities and
      killed many thousands of German civilians.
    


    
      In July 1942, Opa explained on one of his charts that our father had reached the river Don with his units and
      that the Cossacks had switched over to the German side. He showed us pictures of the river Don and some of the
      churches along the river. He also showed us scenes with Cossacks, adding that they now wore German uniforms.
      Germans were always impressed by Cossacks, and Opa mentioned that they would help defeat the Russians.
    


    
      In 1943, Sicily was occupied by the Allies. According to Opa, 40,000 Germans and Italians were captured. Opa
      explained that this was more than six times the population of our hometown. Then Opa and his friends became
      agitated. The reason for the excitement was the information Opa had: “Mussolini has been removed by his party,
      the Fascists, and Italy has betrayed Germany!” Italy surrendered on September 8, 1943.
    


    
      On July 20, 1944, Opa came to our house all excited. At first, he had received word that Hitler had been
      assassinated by Colonel Graf Stauffenberg, but now Hitler was going to speak about the attempt on his life.
      Mother had a radio in the living room that could receive more stations than his little Volksempfänger
      (people’s receiver). Under Hitler, every household was able to buy a “people’s receiver,” a small radio that
      could receive all government-controlled stations and a few foreign stations. Opa switched on the official Party
      station, Radio Berlin.
    


    
      We did not understand what was going on until we heard Hitler’s shrill voice, talking about some clique trying to
      kill him. Dieter, our cousin, asked Opa what was going to happen now. Opa’s face turned very serious, and he
      said, “Now the war is going to get worse!”
    


    
      From that day on, he would talk to us more often about German losses. Manfred and I had a hard time not talking
      to our friends about what Opa told us.
    


    
      A few months later, Opa came over asking for his stereoscope and the carton with the pictures. He looked for the
      pictures of Aachen and then let us look at them. He explained that only the cathedral still existed. The
      Americans were already inside Germany, and the town of Germany’s first emperor, Karl der Groβe
      (Charlemagne), had fallen into American hands around October 21, 1944. Aachen supposedly was almost destroyed,
      and although most of the people had been able to flee, many had been killed in the city during the Allied attacks
      and as they tried to get to the river Rhine.
    


    
      At home, Mother was constantly scared that we boys in our roamings might run into unexploded bombs and kill
      ourselves, and so Opa taught us never to touch anything that looked like a bomb. He told us that all unexploded
      bombs found had to be marked with colorful flags. Usually exploded bombs would leave big craters, while the
      Blindgänger, or dud, would leave a very small crater or might even stick out of the ground.
    


    
      Now we assumed a new mission. After bombing raids, we took off with our little orange flags that Opa had given to
      us and looked for tiny craters or metal objects. We then rammed the sticks with the flags into the ground next to
      the craters or metal objects. If I remember correctly, only one or two overflights were connected to bombs being
      dropped in our neighborhood. Mother was still afraid and made sure to tell us daily what not to do. We never
      found out whether we had ever found and marked real bombs that had not exploded. After a while, the novelty of
      looking for Blindgänger wore off, and we looked for something else to do.
    


    
      Along the railroad tracks, we found empty shells from aircraft machine guns and small cannons. We always carried
      an old pillowcase and a potato sack with us so we had something to put the shells in. Opa told us that metals
      were needed for the war effort and we were really helping the country by collecting them. Once we found so many
      that we could not carry them, so we dragged them on the ground. When we dropped the sack off at Opa’s house, he
      got very pale and he looked as if he were going to have a heart attack. We had found some live rounds and dragged
      them all the way through town on cobblestones. Needless to say, we received an hourlong lecture on ammunition.
    


    
      We actually liked those lectures because Opa smoked a cigar and had a beer while we boys had
      Zitronensprudel (carbonated lemonade). He always had a full case of our favorite drink at his house. We
      sometimes found American, German, and Russian shells. By the end of 1944, we found mostly Russian shells, mixed
      in with some American ones. Opa explained that the Americans were helping the Russians and that was the reason
      for the mixture. Supposedly some planes had both Russian and American weapons, such as machine guns and cannons.
      Opa was also able to figure out what planes the shells came from.
    


    
      The most exciting discovery was after Sankt Nikolaus in December 1944. We found new, live ammunition from
      Russian rifles and Russian machine guns; some of the ammunition was in clips with five or six bullets but many
      rounds were single. They were not from the First World War. We also found a piece of a magnifying mirror. After
      we brought it home and showed it to Opa, he notified his unit, and we were visited by several soldiers in black
      uniforms. We had to explain to them where we had found the ammunition; Opa refused to have us taken to the area
      for fear we could be observed or recognized by whomever the ammunition was intended for. Mother and Opa were
      always nervous when such visitors came, but Opa explained the importance of finding the locations, probably
      because of the possibility of Russian-supported partisans.
    


    
      Manfred and I believed that sometimes the ammo was from Russian planes. Those planes sounded like sewing
      machines. They would fly with their engines running. Then they were shut off and the planes coasted, so that
      people on the ground would not know where the plane would finally hit. Then the engine would start again and the
      plane would pull away. It is strange, but I don’t remember that there ever was any bombing, strafing, or other
      attacks by these planes. We mentioned this also to Opa and the soldiers. We usually did not turn in all the
      bullets but kept some to experiment with. We actually succeeded at firing some by using a thick nail as the
      trigger and an elder branch, its soft core replaced with a brass pipe, as a substitute rifle. But the noise was
      so loud that it raised the neighbors’ curiosity.
    


    
      I have to admit I rarely saw Opa really angry. He was very patient and always smiled with his eyes. He also told
      us what it means when people say they are bored: their brains are actually empty, and they are wasting valuable
      time, forbidding their minds to be trained, and not allowing anything of value to enter.
    


    
      He taught us always to do something, either with our hands or with our minds, never to leave our brains idle.
      When we did something repetitive or something where we did not have to think, he would encourage us to think
      about an activity like writing a letter, solving math problems, or designing something that we could build later.
      He played many simple games with us that built our memories and required our brains to be active. He strongly
      believed in daydreaming, encouraging us to go through mental exercises that could be repeated or put into action
      at a later time. When I was injured during one of the bomb raids and could not see for several weeks, he visited
      me every day, sometimes even twice, and we played his memory games.
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      The Injury—and the Injured
    


    
      Manfred and I were walking home from kindergarten when we suddenly heard airplanes approaching very low. They
      must have barely cleared the city hall. There had been no air-raid warning, so we first assumed that they were
      German. Then we recognized the roar of an American Mustang behind us. The sirens sounded an emergency air-raid
      warning several times making three short sounds.
    


    
      Bullets were flying and ricocheting on the cobblestones and the walls of the houses as far back as the city hall.
      We started running across the marketplace, not staying close to the houses as we had been taught, when we heard
      the low-flying plane coming toward us from behind. We had reached the street that went downhill to our street.
      The ricocheting of bullets on the cobblestones and the walls continued.
    


    
      By that time, we were running close to the walls of the houses on the right side, trying to get into one of the
      doors, but all the doors were locked as often happened during air raids. When I turned around, all I could see
      was a giant airplane coming straight at us, spitting flames and exploding bullets. The plane then roared over us,
      almost touching us with the propeller. The strong airstream pulled off my cap, and I had to run to the middle of
      the street to catch it.
    


    
      The plane continued down the hill, then pulled up into the air over the houses at the bottom of the hill, turned
      over its right wing, and came straight at us again. The roar was deafening and my chest was shaking. The wings
      were still spitting fires, and bullets were hitting the cobblestones, the sidewalk, and the walls. I could even
      see the eyes of the pilot staring at me through his goggles. I tried to press myself against the wall, but as
      Manfred kept running, I just followed him. I don’t know when the butcher’s dog started to run after us. He was
      whining, trying to stay close to us.
    


    
      As I passed the jewelry store, I felt a hard blow in my face. I first hit the covered shop window and then fell
      on the sidewalk. I tried to get up, but I couldn’t see anything. I didn’t know whether a bullet had hit me or
      whether I had just tripped. I must have yelled because I could hear that Manfred and the dog stopped. My face was
      all wet, and I could feel something hanging on my cheeks. I had dropped my satchel and covered my face with my
      hands.
    


    
      Everything started turning around me, and I felt like I was falling into a big black hole. I must have passed
      out. The next thing I remember was feeling stinging pain above my right eye. In the hospital, Mother was telling
      the nurse that my older brother had pulled me over his shoulder and dragged me home while the strafing was still
      going on. The airplane must have passed over us several times after I got hit because Manfred later told me that
      he had to stop and hide in several recessed entrance doors.
    


    
      Manfred dropped me on the front steps to our house and banged on the doors. Mother came to the door and must have
      started to scream. Opa came running down the street and helped Mother take me into the hallway. A neighbor and
      Mother covered my face with a towel and then carried me to the hospital, although the air-raid warning was still
      in effect. All I remember were constant yells about “verbluten, verbluten” (“bleeding to death, bleeding
      to death”) and getting very calm, not feeling any pain. Opa seems to have said something in Polish to Mother and
      added, “Meet me at the hospital.”
    


    
      He arrived there with a man in civilian clothes. Years later, I was told that this was a Jewish doctor, who was
      hidden with one of Opa’s connections or on the farm. When told of my injuries, the doctor regarded them and my
      loss of blood as serious enough to come out of hiding and sew me back together. There was a big gash over my
      right eye, and the skin below my eyebrow and the eyelid were hanging over my cheek, exposing the skull. The right
      eye was hanging out of the socket on the cheek.
    


    
      I was unconscious most of the time and didn’t see or feel anything. Once in a while, I saw flashes of light and
      Opa’s face, and I heard several people yell. Everything was very confusing, and I felt that it was not I who was
      on the operating table but someone else. The doctor cleaned the wounds and sewed the slashes without anesthesia.
      According to Opa, I could not get a blood transfusion because blood supplies were sent to the military at the
      front or reserved for wounded military that came to this hospital.
    


    
      That night, Opa or the doctor must have found someone with my blood type and arranged for a blood transfusion.
      Mother, and sometimes Oma, stayed with me in the hospital for the next two days, and I remember Opa sitting next
      to me until I began to wake up and respond to his questions. I remember that he was holding my hand and talking
      to me in the dark.
    


    
      Later, Mother told me that Opa had taken the Jewish doctor back into hiding and arranged for transport out of
      Germany that same week because too many people had come in contact with him and some had recognized him. After
      the war, Mother heard that the doctor actually had succeeded in getting into Switzerland and from there to one of
      the countries in South America. In 1946, Mother received several packages from someone in Switzerland, and she
      always said that they were from “my” doctor. The way Mother expressed herself, the doctor could have been a
      distant relative who had married into the family.
    


    
      After a few days in the hospital, I was moved back home. My head was bandaged; both eyes and the top of the head
      were covered. At first, I must have slept a lot because I don’t remember many things, only being fed through
      straws and drinking lots of milk. I was alone in a room downstairs, so that Mother would not have to go too far
      to the basement during air raids. Manfred and Jürgen would visit me sometimes and tell me about school and our
      friends. They were not very patient and usually stayed for just a short while. Opa came every day and read
      stories or made me tell stories that I remembered.
    


    
      My bandages were changed every day, and I wondered why it had to be done in the dark. After the third or fourth
      change of the bandages, I finally asked why they did it in the dark. The nurse whispered to Mother that I might
      not be able to see for a few weeks and I might even lose sight in my right eye. When the bandages were
      permanently removed after two weeks, the stitches were pulled on my eyebrow and only a patch over my right eye
      remained. I realized that I couldn’t see.
    


    
      So Opa walked around with me, first in the house and then outside. Maria would dress me, and Opa and I would walk
      down the street to his house, the creek, the market, or the church behind the city wall. I always had to tell him
      what sounds I heard or what smells I detected. The butcher’s dog would sometimes stand in front of the house and
      wait for us to come out and then follow us wherever we went. After we got home, he would run back to the butcher
      shop.
    


    
      After another three weeks, I could recognize silhouettes with my left eye, and soon after that, I recognized
      people and my toys. When I finally could take off my eye patch, I went through the same process with my right
      eye. Four months after the injury, I was almost back to normal. All I had lost was the ability to recognize
      colors.
    


    
      Every time we passed the building where I was injured, Manfred would point it out. We would always speed up
      walking, and sometimes when the owners were standing outside they would apologize for not having let us into the
      house during that air raid. The butcher always gave us an extra slice of sausage because we let his dog walk with
      us. After that incident, the dog would come and visit us or walk us to school or accompany us on our excursions.
    


    
      While I was bedridden, my brothers were afraid to play with me. Sometimes Manfred would read to me or Jürgen
      would tell me what they did outside. Opa spent a lot of time with me. He started taking me to the military
      hospital to visit injured soldiers. Oma would always give us cookies for the soldiers. Mother gave us the latest
      newspapers and some Groschenromane (novels or love stories that cost ten pfennig). At first, I could not
      see the soldiers, but I sensed them change when they saw me with the big turban on my head and the covered right
      eye.
    


    
      Many of the soldiers were in miserable shape—no arms, no legs, some blind, and some with bad burns. Some did not
      react at all but just stared at the ceiling. Often Opa helped me to grab the hand of a soldier when he would not
      react, and sometimes they would actually press my hand. Opa would patiently listen to the soldiers telling him
      how and where they got wounded; several were wounded for the second or third time. Sometimes he would tell them
      how I got injured. Some of those who couldn’t write asked him to notify their wives or parents, and Opa would
      write down the addresses of their loved ones and the soldiers’ names.
    


    
      Later when we returned home, he would write letters. Very often I saw tears in his eyes. He would always take the
      letters back, read them to the soldiers, and let them sign if they still had at least one of their hands. I was
      very afraid that one day I would find our father or one of our uncles in that hospital.
    


    
      Only the seriously injured soldiers were sent home as soon as they could travel. The others received new uniforms
      and hand weapons and were sent back to the front. We sometimes watched them march to the railroad station and
      leave from there. Opa always told them: “Be careful, stay well, and don’t come back here!” Many thanked Opa,
      calling him “father.”
    


    
      When I returned to kindergarten, I received a hero’s welcome. I was the only one of my classmates who had been
      injured at that time and wore first a bandage around my head and then an eye patch like a pirate. Shortly
      afterward, however, several children were injured when one of the school buildings was hit with incendiary bombs.
    


    
      After my injury, Opa realized that I no longer could formulate sentences without stuttering. In fact, it had
      become so bad that I hesitated to speak when people other than family members were present. I don’t know whether
      I had been stuttering before or whether I started after the injury.
    


    
      One afternoon when I was able to see again, Opa took me by the hand and we walked down to Pig’s Creek. I was
      barefoot, and he told me to go into the creek and look for two round pebbles. He pointed at one, and it took me a
      while to find some more. I took them to him, but he was not satisfied. After I had found about fifteen or twenty
      pebbles, he selected two almost identical round ones that were maybe one and a half centimeters in diameter. He
      wiped them off with his handkerchief and made me sit on the top step of the stairs. He told me to open my mouth,
      and he put both pebbles under my tongue. “Don’t swallow them! Talk slowly and hold the pebbles under your
      tongue!”
    


    
      At first he asked me for my name and address, then my brothers’ and sister’s names, and then he made me talk
      about what I remembered about the air attack when I got injured. All this time, he was kneeling in front of me,
      looking at my mouth. Then he got up and grabbed my hand, and we walked to his house. At his house, he told me to
      take the pebbles out of my mouth, put them into a beautiful small box that he gave me, and put the box into one
      of my pockets. He also asked me to come to his house every day for an hour and we would talk. He made me read or
      sometimes just talk about what I had done in kindergarten, and sometimes we would look at pictures that I had to
      describe to him.
    


    
      My stuttering started to disappear slowly, and after about six months, I had quit. Opa told me that my stuttering
      would slip into the pebbles and that once I stopped stuttering completely, I should bury them as deeply into the
      ground as possible so the stuttering wouldn’t come back. About a year later, after another bomb raid, I thought
      that the time was right. I dropped the two pebbles into the bomb crater in the street while workers were filling
      it in. The pebbles were buried really deep, and I did not stutter again.
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      What Fell Out of the Sky
    


    
      One morning in September 1944, an Allied airplane was hit by antiaircraft fire outside of Oberglogau after
      supposedly dropping bombs on a school. Opa said that actually the plane had been hit when approaching the town
      and unloaded its bombs to avoid crashing into town. The plane made a crash landing on the other side of town and
      looked almost intact, but the pilot must have died on impact. The other crewmembers had parachuted out, but we
      never found out what happened to them.
    


    
      The plane was brought into town by a truck on a lowboy. The truck was parked in the lower part of town, where our
      street widened. The body of the pilot was hung on a lamppost. Manfred and I saw the pilot and ran home to tell
      Opa. He forbade us to go back. Opa was furious. He grabbed his uniform jacket and rushed out of the house. He had
      the body removed the same afternoon. Several days later, the body was buried at a special graveyard where other
      foreigners were buried, such as foreign (slave) laborers or prisoners who had died at a prisoner-of-war camp
      located outside of town. We sometimes went to visit the grave with Opa, who used these visits for lessons, such
      as never to stay angry with anyone and not to hate.
    


    
      Starting in November 1944, we began to find rolled-up uniforms in some of the wooded areas we used to play in.
      They were usually hidden in bushes or in ditches and covered with branches and dead leaves. We took them to Opa,
      who seemed to be puzzled initially but then took them to the headquarters of the units stationed at Oberglogau.
      When we gave the first uniform to Opa, he told us to leave them where we saw them and not to bring anymore back
      home. When he returned from the unit, he changed his order.
    


    
      He told us to mark all locations of uniform pieces, weapons, or other equipment that we found. He did not want us
      to touch them because of the constant danger of booby traps. We disregarded Opa’s orders and always went through
      the pockets and backpacks. We sometimes found change, pocketknives, or even a working flashlight that didn’t need
      batteries but worked with a built-in dynamo that had to be squeezed by hand. But what we were really after were
      insignia—decorations, ribbons, or epaulets that represented the units the former owners of the uniforms were
      attached to.
    


    
      We found an Iron Cross and some metal infantry decorations for destroying a certain number of tanks and for
      participating in a winter campaign. Opa did not like that we removed anything from uniforms because that made it
      much more difficult to identify the former owner. In one uniform, we found a fabric nametag sewn in, so we
      decided to tear it out. The biggest find was two batteries. As they were too heavy to carry, we went for our
      little rack wagon, loaded them up, and took them home. Opa did not even unload them but had us pull the wagon to
      the air-defense unit where they were identified as truck batteries. Opa was told that the batteries should not
      have been moved. They looked new and were obviously recently hidden there for someone because there was no dust
      or dirt on them. The military would have put someone in the vicinity to watch who would pick them up. The hiding
      place was under our favorite hazelnut bush close to the Hotzenplotz River, where we used to cut branches for
      whistles Opa made for us. From that time on, we were no longer permitted to go close to that location because of
      possible dangers to us.
    


    
      The German military had set up a collection point for uniforms and other military equipment, hoping to find some
      items that might lead to the identification of the deserters who had discarded the uniforms and other items; we
      never found boots, though. We all knew from school that if deserters were caught, they would be hanged or shot.
      Opa also explained that with the approach of the Russian front, partisans might want to use the uniforms to
      operate behind the German lines. Some uniform pieces could have been left intentionally for partisans.
    


    
      Manfred and I had a hard time understanding what Opa meant, although he explained that escaped Russians, Poles,
      or Czechs could disguise themselves in German uniforms and cause serious problems for German soldiers and
      civilians. Escaped longtime prisoners spoke mostly good-enough German to pass as recruited ethnic Germans from
      Eastern countries. Mother said at one time that the deserters were usually young, and any young man in civilian
      clothing was suspicious and would be taken in automatically when caught.
    


    
      At that time, boys who were sixteen and old men of sixty-five and seventy were being drafted. As there was an SS
      unit in town, deserters were not treated well; in fact, according to Opa, deserters were usually shot on the spot
      ohne viel Federlesen (without much ceremony). Sometime later, when we had to leave Oberglogau, we had
      encounters with partisans.
    


    
      Unfortunately for us children, from that time on we were no longer as free to roam as we were used to. Opa
      forbade us to go to many of our favorite areas by ourselves. He also forbade us to talk to others about any young
      men that we saw in civilian clothing. He wanted us to tell him our observations, and then he said he would have
      them checked out by his men.
    


    
      Oberglogau seems to have been an assembly point for the Wehrmacht. Units were equipped and then sent to
      the front lines. Quite often, injured soldiers who returned from recuperative leave were held over until the
      locations of their original units were found. Some were held for a certain time, and when reserve units were
      organized, they were placed into these units and then sent to the front. I believe that the role was assigned to
      the headquarters in my hometown soon after the campaign into Russia started. It continued with the formation of
      Volkssturm and Hitlerjugend (People’s Militia and Hitler Youth) units in late 1944 and early 1945.
    


    
      Volkssturm was a militia established by decree on September 25, 1944, drafting all nonserving men from age
      sixteen to sixty. Most of the Hitler Youth were boys in their mid-teens. The militia included men from their late
      fifties and up, many of whom were veterans from the First World War. The total numbers eventually reached 1.5
      million mostly untrained individuals who were used in home defense and as fillers in decimated units at the front
      lines.
    


    
      Opa said that newly drafted soldiers of the home guard or Hitler Youth might be issued some of the uniforms we
      found. We saw young soldiers who wore uniforms that were three to four sizes too large.
    


    
      Some time in June or July of 1943, Mother received a letter from Father from where he was staying in Holland. It
      included several photographs. Father looked very old and still sick, but Mother was very happy that Father was
      still in a military hospital recuperating from his wounds. We were fascinated by one of the photographs that
      showed him in a mechanic’s overall in front of an airplane. On the reverse, Father had written, “With Heinz
      Ruehmann as a mechanic in Quax the Crash Pilot.” We were proud that Father was a movie star, and everyone who
      visited us had to look at the pictures that Mother had received. We were even permitted to take the picture to
      school, and some of our friends were jealous but it did not last long.
    


    
      Shortly after the letter arrived, Father sent a postcard from Sonthofen in Southern Germany. It said: “Now I am
      going back to where I was before.” Mother cried when she saw the postcard. She told us that we had to pray
      because Father was going back to Russia.
    


    
      At that time, we rarely saw any men between the ages of eighteen and fifty. Our postman was a woman, most of the
      train conductors were either men over sixty or women. The train engineers were also older men, and Opa said that
      they were former engineers who were called back from retirement. Teachers were mostly females and very old men.
      Strangely though, we brothers had male teachers who seemed to be our father’s age. My teacher was a National
      Socialist who always wore his little golden party emblem. Manfred’s teacher was not close to the Party but was
      very anti-British and anti-American, especially when one of the schools got hit by bombs of that stray American
      bomber that crashed on the other side of town. My teacher always defended the action of the bomber as trying to
      save the town’s civilian population, while Manfred’s teacher called the Americans and British killers who
      purposely targeted schools.
    


    
      Opa seemed to always get angry when one of the roads was hit and they had to get workers to fix the roads again.
      Those were the times when we heard him use both German and Polish cusswords.
    


    
      The only time the city was hit seems to have been when Allied aircraft had to unload their bombs after they had
      been hit by antiaircraft fire or by German fighter aircraft, which was very rare. When Tiger tanks were stationed
      in our town, with one opposite our house close to the graveyard, the bombings became more frequent and much
      closer. That must have been when our house was hit by the two or three bombs that did not explode.
    


    
      Around the end of 1944, school was in its last phase before being permanently closed, and we children started to
      play a dangerous game. We would collect shrapnel in the vicinity of our homes and bring it to school. Whoever had
      the biggest or the most pieces became the Bombenheld (bomb hero).
    


    
      On at least on one occasion, someone brought a still active detonator with the neck piece of a small bomb, and
      the same day, one boy brought a still intact incendiary bomb. Fortunately one of the teachers saw them and
      immediately notified the police or the bomb squad of the air-defense unit, which came to pick them up.
      Unfortunately, the incendiary bomb, which had been taken into the courtyard, exploded when one of the members of
      the bomb squad dropped it. The boy who had brought the bomb and the soldier were injured when the phosphor
      splashed all over the place.
    


    
      From that time on, we would pile the pieces we found on the terraces behind the house or hide them next to the
      small creek close to Opa’s house. The attraction of shrapnel was the beautiful array of colors they had where
      they were broken apart. They looked like miniature rainbows, with different blues, greens, and purples. I guess
      the colors were created when the steel was blown apart and heated by the explosion. The shrapnel could also have
      been from the antiaircraft grenades, but we always insisted that it came from bombs.
    


    
      When one of our schoolmates was killed a few weeks later, we understood the danger and stopped picking up
      anything that looked like pieces of ammunition.
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      Many Classrooms
    


    
      Usually we walked to school without grown-up supervision. I was lucky that I had an older brother who would take
      me. In wintertime, we were dressed warmly, with long cotton underwear, warm socks or woolen stockings, a thick
      coat, a woolen cap, a scarf, and mittens. The winters were always very cold, but the winter of 1943-1944 had even
      lower temperatures of –20 to –25 degrees Celsius. At school, we had to kick the snow off our shoes before
      entering the building. Manfred ran to his classroom and I to mine. Outside the classroom was a board with hooks
      on which we had to hang our coats before we entered. I sat close to one of the central heating elements under one
      of the windows. That way, I stayed warm and I had a chance once in a while to look out the window. The contents
      of our Schultasche (satchel made from leather and carried on our backs) had to be arranged in the desk
      according to the daily schedule, reading usually being the first subject, followed by arithmetic and the other
      subjects.
    


    
      Our homework had to be placed on the top left corner of the desk so that the teacher could easily pick up the
      students’ exercise books. The first year we had single desks with our own inkwells. The second year we had double
      benches. When the teacher entered, we had to jump up and stand at attention to the left of our desks, raising our
      right arms for the National Socialist salute. We had to look at a picture of Adolf Hitler above the blackboard
      and recite with strong, loud voices in a chorus, “Heil Hitler, Herr Lehrer!” To the left of Hitler’s
      picture was a print of Frederick the Great, and on the right was a picture of Hindenburg, the president of the
      Weimar Republic and a general of World War I. No other pictures graced the blank white and green walls, dark
      green on the bottom half. Every morning the teacher wrote a National Socialist saying on the blackboard, which we
      always had to learn.
    


    
      Our first teacher had a Christian orientation and made us pray, one Our Father for the Führer and a Hail Mary for
      those who had fallen. Our second teacher did not allow us to pray because it had since been forbidden by the
      National Socialist Party. We children were expected to give the teacher the names of relatives who had fallen or
      who had been captured. I gave the teacher only the name of Uncle Helmut. Opa realized that people were being
      reprimanded after letting their children bring names to school, and he forbade us to mention any other names. The
      Party leadership obviously did not want the German population to recognize the increasing number of military
      losses. By the time the school was closed, several of our schoolmates had lost their fathers or other relatives.
    


    
      During class, we always had to sit upright, the back straight, our hands resting side by side on top of the desk,
      and our eyes looking straight ahead. When questions were asked, we were expected to know the answers. We had to
      raise our right hands and could speak only when we were selected by the teacher. In kindergarten, we wrote in our
      exercise books with penholders and ink. Throughout the first year in elementary school, I used less than half of
      my pencil, but I emptied an inkpot of blue ink. The exercise booklets had to be clean with no smudges or
      deletions; all writing had to be within the three printed lines and all the letters had to have exactly the same
      height. We practiced a lot at home, and while we learned, Maria also learned.
    


    
      The teacher constantly walked through the classroom and corrected our posture, poking us in the back with either
      his long ruler or a bamboo stick. He sometimes hit the ruler on the desk to wake us up. As time went on, many of
      us came to school tired due to the air raids at night. We all were afraid of the bamboo stick. When we had done
      something wrong or when we were caught talking, we had to go up front and stretch out our right hand so the
      teacher could hit the open hand. It really burned and left red streaks on the palms. Naturally, they were still
      visible when we got home, and the mothers were able to see the streaks and knew that the children had done
      something wrong.
    


    
      Punishments were given for incomplete or messy homework, not participating correctly in the salute, cheating
      during tests, bullying, not participating in games, or skipping school. In addition to physical punishment, we
      also received a grade in behavior, which could cause us to be held back in a grade if just one other subject was
      unsatisfactory.
    


    
      We had to take our schoolbooks home for our homework and to study ahead. We were challenged by our teachers to be
      so well prepared that we could answer every question our teachers would ask. We could not write anything in our
      books or mark the books in any way because schoolbooks were handed down at least four or five times. When books
      had to be bought, they remained in the family and were handed from Manfred to me and then to Jürgen. Some
      homework had to be written in the old German script, or Steilschrift, and other homework in the
      international script called Latin script, or Kursivschrift, which is still used today in Western countries
      including the United States.
    


    
      Our numbers had to be written perfectly. For boys, mathematics was like a game. Manfred was furthest ahead and
      taught us younger ones. Learning the tables was a lot of fun but sometimes repetitive. Sometimes we even beat the
      older cousins and friends.
    


    
      In German class, we learned poems and many different songs, naturally the German anthem but also folk songs and
      marching songs.
    


    
      Every day, Mother had to give us a sandwich for the fifteen-minute break at ten o’clock. The teacher called it
      “second breakfast.” The sandwich usually consisted of cottage cheese or pork lard on dark bread. My favorite
      sandwich was headcheese or blood sausage on dark bread. We students sometimes traded sandwiches when someone else
      had something we really liked.
    


    
      In the three years of kindergarten, we had women as teachers, and we called them Schwester (Sister)
      followed by their first name. In the two years of elementary school, we had men as teachers. The one from first
      grade would constantly talk about the First World War, especially when we had geography. I would run home and go
      over with Opa what I had learned in class. Opa always knew what the teacher was talking about and a little bit
      more.
    


    
      As time went on, we children knew all the French, Turkish, and Balkan cities where Opa had been. Sometimes he
      would talk about his time in Africa and Turkey, and he would show us pictures of the different countries. Once,
      he gave me a postcard that showed partisans that were hanged on telephone poles. He had witnessed that during the
      First World War when he was attached to an Austrian unit that fought in Serbia. He wanted to show us what hate
      could cause and was causing. The National Socialists were repeating the same thing whenever they were declaring
      someone an enemy of the government or the Führer, Adolf Hitler.
    


    
      Opa told me that this photograph was a reminder for him not to condemn anyone without cause and always to ask
      questions. He knew that these men were declared partisans and hanged without being questioned and tried. He
      always said that hate was taught. Opa accepted it as his duty to neutralize the teachings of the National
      Socialists with his grandsons, especially when he realized that both male teachers in our elementary years were
      members of the National Socialist Party.
    


    
      In kindergarten and elementary school, we were separated into girls’ and boys’ classes. Objectives were set for
      all children: creation of an independent personality, development of an active memory for the largest possible
      knowledge base, Fingerfertigkeit (finger dexterity) that would allow us to achieve anything we wanted
      whether we were going into a practical occupation or a theory-oriented profession, and finally development of
      imagination that would help us select and reach that occupation or profession. Family and school complemented
      each other. Unfortunately, the National Socialists had introduced one overriding objective: every child was
      expected to grow up to become an integral part of a National Socialist society. By age ten, while still in
      elementary school, most boys were automatically recruited into the Hitlerjugend (Hitler Youth) and
      received a uniform of black corduroy pants and a beige shirt. Opa bought us the uniform pants because they were
      very sturdy and hard to tear.
    


    
      We always tried to outdo our classmates. Even with Handarbeit (handicrafts such as needlepoint), which was
      usually believed to be for girls, I wanted to be the best, never admitting to the other boys that I liked the
      mandatory subject of handicrafts very much. We learned how to knit, crochet, mend our socks, sew on buttons, and
      many more things. The first item I knitted was a potholder. As I had always watched Mother knit, I quickly became
      very fast. I knitted eight or nine potholders and was able to give all our relatives a potholder as well as
      needlepoint pictures to Mother and Oma for Christmas in 1943. The class then was taught how to knit socks for the
      soldiers in the field. We had to bring old sweaters that were undone in class and the wool was rolled into large
      balls. We then were taught how to start the socks using four needles. The mothers were asked to help their
      children, and our group became very successful. I think we were even more successful than the girls’ group.
      Naturally, the pairs of socks did not always match, but the teacher said that the soldiers wouldn’t care because
      the socks were hidden in the boots and would keep the feet of the soldiers warm.
    


    
      By age five, we knew geography, where our fathers fought, where our grandfathers had fought, which countries were
      our enemies, and what other countries looked like. We had to know time, the basic tables, and the alphabet. We
      learned to read maps and knew how to determine the points of the compass. We knew trees, plants, and animals, and
      even some laws of the physical sciences. I loved to paint and draw.
    


    
      Unfortunately, in October 1944, the school closed after being hit during an air raid, but we continued writing
      and working on addition, subtraction, multiplication, and some short division at home. We were always engaged,
      never just being kept busy or passing the time. We were constantly challenged, either by the teachers, Mother,
      our grandparents, or ourselves. I have never experienced boredom. In fact, I don’t know what boredom is or feels
      like because I never got used to not doing anything.
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        A Portrait: Uncle Zimmermann
      


      
        I was drawing by the time I could hold a pencil. By age five, I had picked up drawing with colored pencils and
        painting with watercolors. We had an uncle, Bodo Zimmermann, who had never gotten along with Opa because Uncle
        Zimmermann was still a royalist who would have preferred to have Kaiser Wilhelm back in power. When I was five
        years old, Mother took me with her to visit our uncle. He was painting in what Mother called his studio. He was
        in his seventies at that time.
      


      
        Uncle Zimmermann was very friendly, constantly smiling and speaking with a low soft voice. During my first
        visit, Uncle held me with his left arm and explained what he was painting. Then he asked me whether I wanted to
        paint. I only nodded. Uncle gave me a white sheet of paper and some colored pencils, sat me on a stool next to
        a small table, and told me to draw something. Today I know that they wanted to keep me busy while they were
        talking about the war, but I was so fascinated that I went back to him whenever Mother gave me permission.
      


      
        When we had to draw something in kindergarten and school, I would go to him and ask for his help or advice.
        Thanks to him and his encouragement, I painted whenever I had a chance. I liked thick paper and found some in
        the middle drawer of Father’s desk. The paper had something printed on the reverse side. Later I would take
        that paper with me on our escape from Silesia.
      


      
        In November 1944, when it became obvious that the Russians were eventually going to occupy Upper Silesia, Opa
        helped Uncle Zimmermann move to Western Germany or Switzerland. I never saw him again, although I always feel
        that he left some of his gifts with me.
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      The Last Christmas
    


    
      At the end of October 1944, Oma, Mother, and Mother’s sister, Aunt Erna, congregated at our house. The kitchen
      table had been cleared and all kinds of ingredients for baking were set up. The little cookie forms were on one
      of the chairs. Oma was in command—now was the time for Lebkuchen backen (baking gingerbread cookies).
    


    
      Maria had already prepared the stove with the baking oven. The fire was burning and the oven was heating up. We
      children were banished to the tiled top of the stove, lying on blankets and sheepskins. The stove was built for
      heating both living room and kitchen, and the top was about five feet high.
    


    
      Mother had to cut the candied fruit and the nuts. Aunt Erna had to mix the flour, sugar, and all kinds of spices.
      She was making three heaps that had different ingredients. Then Oma got into action. She shoveled the first heap
      into a bowl and started to mix the dough by adding eggs, some water, and then some special spices she had brought
      in small cans. She kneaded the dough into a ball and kept adding flour until the ball was so hard that she could
      hardly knead it. She then spread it with her fists and started rolling it with a wooden rolling pin. When she had
      it half a centimeter thick and very even, she called Manfred down from the oven and let him punch out different
      forms: little and big stars, half moons, little angels, small and larger circles, birds, and Christmas trees. She
      showed him how to arrange the different forms so close together that very little dough was left over.
    


    
      Maria had prepared several baking sheets and placed the cookies on them. Oma was constantly correcting how Maria
      had placed them on the sheets. Jürgen was permitted to place almonds and hazelnuts on top of the cookies. Then
      Mother placed three sheets into the oven and set the timer. Oma changed the timer, shortening the baking time.
      She then took all the little pieces of dough and kneaded them into several small wreaths. She placed them on a
      fourth sheet and put it on the bottom of the oven. Oma then asked her two daughters to sit down and proceeded to
      explain to them what spices she had in the small cans that she had brought and how much she had put into the
      dough.
    


    
      “It’s probably the last time that we bake together,” she said. “The Russians are coming, and you all will have to
      leave if you don’t want to be overrun by them. So I want you to know our family’s recipes.” When the timer rang,
      the sheets were pulled out, and I was the one to paint some of the cookies with a mixture of powdered sugar and
      water. When the cookies were dry, they were neatly placed in tin cans. We were permitted to try one of them, but
      they were extremely hard.
    


    
      The process of mixing, kneading, rolling, cutting out, and placing the cookies on the sheets was repeated two
      more times. Darkness had fallen when Opa brought bratwurst. Maria got the sauerkraut from the basement and cooked
      potatoes, but the sirens started their warning sounds. We children knew what to do. We climbed down from the
      oven, put on our coats and shoes, and grabbed our satchels. Oma pulled the last batch of cookies out of the oven,
      Opa grabbed the pot of potatoes and placed it on the bench, and Mother took the pot with the sauerkraut and the
      bratwurst. Maria took one of the breads, and we went into the basement, where we ate bread, sauerkraut, and
      bratwurst. That night we did not even hear the bombs drop, although we heard the next morning that one of the
      railroad bridges had been damaged.
    


    
      The tin cans of cookies were hidden because Mother was afraid that we children might sneak into them. The tin
      cans were not opened until Christmas Eve. By that time, the cookies were soft, and the room started to smell just
      like it had on the day they were baked. We all always got our own bowl with different cookies. That way, Mother
      could control that we all ate the same amount and did not overeat and get sick.
    


    
      For Christmas 1944, we boys had built a two-story doll-house for our little sister and knitted scarves for
      Mother, Oma, and Maria. Oma and Opa had helped us with the dollhouse, building furniture, sewing curtains, and
      upholstering the chairs and couch in its living room. For Jürgen, Opa at Gleiwitz and I had built a wooden truck
      exactly according to his specifications. He had given away the one we had built for him the year before to a
      young refugee boy who had lost all his toys when he and his mother had to leave their home.
    


    
      For Opa in Oberglogau, we made a cigar container out of a small old purse of Mother’s. We made it big enough to
      hold five of his favorite cigars. One of Opa’s friends who repaired our shoes helped us put it together. He
      showed us how to glue and to sew leather and how to emboss the letters O-p-a into leather. The container looked
      so good that it could have been manufactured in a factory. Opa always carried four cigars and long matches in it.
      We hoped later that he would have carried it with him when he went into the war after we left in January 1945.
    


    
      The toys I received I always played with and the clothing I always wore. Some handmade presents lasted several
      decades, such as a leather billfold that I could wear under my clothing with a string around my neck, or a scarf.
      Making our own gifts kept us and playmates that happened to show up at our house off the street.
    


    
      Personalized gifts became easy for me once I started painting. I would always put a note on the back of my
      drawings or paintings. I would write something like “Especially painted for . . . ,” then add the name, and then
      “By” and write my name. I don’t know whether everyone liked my gifts, but I always had the feeling that people
      appreciated my thinking of them.
    


    
      By that time, we had been out of school for several months. The frequency of air raids was increasing. The mood
      of the grown-ups became more and more depressed, and Mother had prepared suitcases and our satchels, as if we
      were going on a trip.
    


    
      Most of the time, the Allied airplanes seemed to pass over us with no intention of dropping any bombs. The
      antiaircraft guns started firing every time, and sometimes German fighter planes showed up, but there were rarely
      any hits. Usually Allied fighters engaged the Germans, and the Germans were either shot down or disappeared.
    


    
      Again that year, Opa had picked up a little pine tree and hidden it in the shed behind our house. On December 24,
      Mother was busy in the living room moving furniture, and Maria brought down from the attic the two boxes with
      decorations. We children were not supposed to see what was going on, and Oma picked us up right after lunch and
      took us to her house. We had only our usual potato soup and were getting excited in anticipation of the evening.
      At Oma’s, we made some new tree decorations, this time out of straw that we had collected before the snow came.
      They looked like beautiful stars, almost like large snowflakes. Later in the afternoon, Opa came home, and Oma
      took the wrapped gifts we had made for Mother and our brother and sister. She had a hard time carrying the
      dollhouse and the truck. Naturally, Jürgen and Hannelore were trying to find out what Oma was carrying. Mother
      must have seen her from the living room window and sent Maria to help her. Oma’s and Opa’s gifts we had already
      left with Mother.
    


    
      Opa was playing with us Mensch ärgere Dich nicht (Man, don’t get angry), a game that was supposed to teach
      us how to lose without getting angry. He also fixed us the drink we called hot chocolate, which was made from
      cocoa shells, and gave us some cookies.
    


    
      Around four in the afternoon, Maria came to pick up the carp that Opa had brought from the farm in the morning,
      this time a very big one. It had big eyes and very smooth scales. Too bad we could not watch Mother when she was
      preparing the fish. We all loved the carp that Mother cooked at Christmas. It tasted especially good, maybe
      because we knew that after we ate the fish the bell would ring and we would be able to go into the living room,
      see the Christmas tree with all its lights and decorations, and find all the presents. An hour later, Maria came
      again and told us to come home. Opa made us put on our coats, shoes, and woolen caps and mittens, and then we
      started walking home. It was getting dark.
    


    
      The table was already set, a flat plate for the fish and a deep plate for soup. As always, we had to hang up our
      coats and, since our caps and mittens were dry, stuff the cap into the left arm and the mittens into the right
      arm of the coat. Then we had to take off our shoes and put on our house shoes. We sat down in our usual seats; we
      said the dinner prayer; and Mother added a short prayer asking that our father, her younger brother, and all
      soldiers on the front lines would be safe and would be allowed to return home soon.
    


    
      As during the previous Christmas, we had three extra settings at the end of the table. Two settings were like
      ours, the silverware to the left and right of the plate, and one setting had the silverware on the plate, fork,
      knife, and spoon parallel to each other. We always had to do that to indicate that we were finished eating. The
      first two were for Father and Uncle Helmut and the third for our dead Uncle Erwin. Mother and Oma had big tears
      running down their cheeks, and Mother said that she hoped the war would be over soon and Father and her brother
      would come back soon. “Next Christmas we will surely celebrate together again,” was all she could say but shaking
      her head, as if she already knew that she would spend many more Christmases without Father.
    


    
      First we ate the soup, our favorite potato soup with small pieces of fried bacon. We all were quiet, and you
      could hear the scraping of the plates. Manfred and I collected the empty plates and stacked them next to the
      sink. Then Opa brought the big pan with the carp. The whole room was filled with the smell when he served the
      fish with Dutch potatoes. We really enjoyed the fish, and we big children and the grown-ups had two servings.
      Maria collected the dinner plates, rinsed them, and placed them beside the sink, while Oma placed in front of
      everyone a small dessert plate and a dessert fork. In the middle of the table was a bowl with dried fruit and
      hazelnuts from the bushes in Opa’s garden. We all had Oma’s poppy seed pudding, and we children started to get
      excited and could no longer be quiet. After we finished the pudding, we had to wash up and dress in our Sunday
      clothing.
    


    
      We sat down again, and Oma selected several Christmas carols that we all sang. When Maria was asked to sing one
      carol in Polish, she selected the song “Silent Night.” Tears ran down her cheeks, and she held Manfred and me in
      her arms. Mother and Oma came over and hugged her, and Mother gave her a letter from her parents that had arrived
      several weeks before. Maria almost broke down. We tried to console her while she was reading aloud.
    


    
      Oma translated that her parents were hoping she would come home soon, once the Germans had left Poland. Maria
      didn’t know that her home had already been liberated by the Russians but that her parents had not survived.
      Mother had been notified a few days earlier but did not dare tell her before Christmas.
    


    
      A little while later, Mother sneaked into the living room. A glass bell rang. This was the signal for all of us
      to enter the living room. The sight was beautiful. Candles were burning, and bulbs, angel’s hair, and
      Lametta (tinsel) were glittering. We had collected foil strips that were dropped by the Allies to confuse
      German radar and given them to Mother to be used as Lametta. Our straw stars hung close to the top, and a
      beautiful one-foot-high silver and golden colored glass decoration with a thin tip was placed on the top of the
      tree. Gingerbread cookies covered with colored icing and small sugar figurines were hanging, mixed in among the
      bulbs. We quickly looked to the bottom of the tree where all the presents were arranged. Before we could get the
      presents, Mother took out a card from Father and read it to us. It had come from another town in Silesia. We did
      not understand why Father was so close but could not be with us.
    


    
      Hannelore really loved her dollhouse. Jürgen immediately started pulling his truck through the living room and
      loaded apples and nuts on the back of the truck, taking some to everyone. I was overwhelmed when I opened what I
      thought was a small gift. It was a box with Buntstifte (colored pencils), something I had always wanted. I
      also had a little note from Father: “For my artist son Peter.” The brand was Pelikan. This was my first box with
      a complete set of colored pencils. Mother stressed to use them very sparingly. From that time on, I switched from
      drawing in black and white to drawing in color.
    


    
      Although I had lost the ability to recognize some of the colors, I would use the colored pencils. The names of
      the colors were printed on the pencils, and therefore it became easy to use the right colors. Also, I asked what
      color certain things were. Later when I used watercolors I did the same thing. I had the names printed next to
      the colors and therefore always knew what color I was using. I learned what items were what color and became
      pretty good with my drawings and watercolors.
    


    
      Manfred received a small tool set and a pocket knife. We all received new woolen caps and matching mittens. We
      boys also received new long johns and socks. Mother, Oma, and Maria loved their scarves, and Mother immediately
      put hers around her neck. Opa was all smiles and at once stuck some of his cigars into his new container.
    


    
      Other presents remained unopened, left over from previous years. Three each were for Father and for Uncle Helmut
      for the Christmases they had missed. Opa explained that these presents had to wait because it would have been
      difficult for Father and Uncle to carry the presents with them in the war.
    


    
      Mother told us later, after we had left our home, that Father’s presents included a fancy top hat and a brass
      name tag for his office. Uncle Helmut’s presents were two shirts, several ties, and a pen and automatic pencil
      set for the time when he would come back to his position as accountant in a textile store.
    


    
      We all stayed up until it was time to go to Midnight Mass. We two older boys got dressed with additional
      sweaters, the new socks, and our boots. We put on our coats, scarves, and the new woolen caps and mittens. Mother
      and the grandparents dressed very warmly also. Maria stayed behind with Hannelore and Jürgen, who were put to
      bed. Maria had to clean all the dishes and the living room. She folded the paper that the gifts were wrapped in
      and rolled up all the ribbons.
    


    
      According to Jürgen, she cried for a long time.
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      Preparing for the Worst
    


    
      Midnight Mass at Christmas was one of the times when Opa came with us into the Catholic Church. We stuck close to
      him, sometimes even holding his hand. That night in 1944, Opa, who no longer wore civilian clothes but an army
      uniform, seemed to be very sad because several times he had tears in his eyes, and he hugged us more often than
      he had before.
    


    
      Opa had been drafted into the Volkssturm and must have known that he might have to leave Oberglogau with a
      newly organized unit that he was training for infantry duty. When we arrived home, he helped Maria put us to bed.
      We heard the grown-ups talking for a long time in the living room, and we could smell Opa’s cigars.
    


    
      The next morning, we were up very early, and did Opa have a big surprise for us boys! He pulled a set of skates
      for each of us out of a bag. We started crying and laughing at the same time because we did not expect such a
      present. We all hugged Opa and thanked him.
    


    
      When we came in for lunch, the soup was already served—Mother’s special egg noodle soup. I was lucky; I had the
      heart of the goose in my soup and Manfred had the stomach.
    


    
      We finished the soup quickly. Oma took the baked goose from the oven and placed it on the table. Opa cut the
      goose and placed the pieces on our plates. I had a thigh and Manfred and Jürgen had claims on the legs. Dessert
      was cooked sliced pears with whipped cream.
    


    
      In the afternoon, Mother served poppy seed pie, cookies, and some of her very tasty macaroons. We had waited for
      that meal all year long. Knowing today what the situation was at the end of 1944 with food and supplies,
      sometimes I wonder how Mother and the grandparents succeeded in putting together such a feast at Christmas. The
      only explanation I have is that all three were quite proficient on the black market and Opa still had access to
      geese and cream on the farm. I did not have such a Christmas again until the ’50s.
    


    
      After Christmas, hearing the horrible reports about East Prussia and other areas that were being occupied by the
      Russians, Mother began to fear the worst for us. She now stated several times that she did not want to stay in
      Upper Silesia, and we boys started to prepare our satchels for what we hoped would be an exciting trip. She
      explained to us the rumor that Silesia was going to be given to Poland and that the Russians would occupy our
      home.
    


    
      Opa’s map of the Russian advance and the German defeat showed several Russian armies heading for what Opa called
      the Upper Silesian industrial areas. Opa had also received several reports of partisans in our general area, and
      he said that partisans were used to prepare an area for the Russian advance. We really didn’t understand many
      conversations of the grown-ups, but as they became increasingly more serious, we children started to become
      anxious. Neither Mother nor the grandparents tried to hide anything from us. The grown-ups would talk about the
      most gruesome happenings in front of us.
    


    
      On the weekend after Christmas, before supper, Mother made us all, even Maria, sit down in the kitchen. “The war
      is soon over, and the Russians are outside of Silesia. Starting tonight, we will eat in the living room from our
      good china and with our silverware,” she told us.
    


    
      We were bewildered because Christmas was over and no real holidays loomed, except for New Year’s, and no visitors
      were coming for that. Maria prepared the living room table for supper and even asked me to help her. The fancy
      tablecloth was not covered with linen, and the chairs were not covered. We all used the delicate napkins, and
      Maria took the Rosenthal porcelain from the cabinet and our old silverware from what we children called the
      treasure chest. Mother and Father had received as a wedding present from Father’s parents a 36-person dinnerware
      set from the prestigious German porcelain manufacturer Rosenthal and an antique silverware set that had belonged
      to Oma’s ancestors. Before we started eating, Mother prayed, adding to the thanks for the food a request that we
      would safely reach Bavaria if we had to leave our home.
    


    
      After supper, Manfred and I were permitted to help Maria carry the dishes to the kitchen to be washed and dried,
      and then we took them back into the china cabinet in the living room. Mother did not let Maria take off the
      tablecloth because the next morning breakfast would be served in the living room.
    


    
      When Oma came over one evening and saw us all sitting in the living room, she wanted to say something. She
      obviously did not understand Mother’s decision. But Mother immediately told her, “Who knows how much longer we
      will have the fancy room. Let the children enjoy it.” Before we left Oberglogau, I took two of the fancy silver
      forks and put them into my satchel. I also went into Father’s desk and took out his little metal chest of coins.
      Some of those coins were very old, some silver, some gold. Mother said that they would be for us when we were
      older. I sewed the coins into the seam of my coat that was made out of a military blanket. Some of the gold coins
      helped us through some of the bad times to come.
    


    
      The chair and the desk in Father’s office were carved oak and were from Father’s grandfather on his mother’s
      side. The office had several diplomas on the wall, two high-backed chairs, a bookshelf with glass doors, and a
      small safe that was never locked. I took some of the diplomas from the desk and those from the frames, rolled
      them up, and stuck them into my satchel, wanting to use the reverse sides for drawing when we were on the road.
    


    
      By that time, the end of 1944, repairs of roads and bridges were no longer being done quickly; fewer and fewer
      males, even retirees or foreign laborers, were available. The destruction by bombings finally started to raise
      fear in the population, and more people were speaking of leaving Silesia for the center of Germany or Austria.
      The talk of leaving intensified when partisan activities increased and when we could hear the rumbling of
      artillery at night when the wind blew in from the east.
    


    
      We boys had agreed to select carefully what we would take with us because Opa had told us that we might not
      return to Oberglogau once we had to leave. We overheard him tell Oma that the Russians would come as occupation
      forces. He believed that the American and British forces were too far away to get to us first and that they had
      an agreement with the Russians to let them advance all the way to the Elbe River.
    


    
      The number of refugees coming to town from the east steadily increased. Several times we overheard them,
      especially those from Polish areas that had already been overrun by the Russian army, talk about atrocities that
      were committed by Russians and Poles. Mother tried to prevent us from listening, but then she and Oma would
      discuss what the refugees were saying.
    


    
      Maria told us that Russians and Poles were just paying back what the Germans had done to them in their countries
      when they were still victorious. We did not understand what she meant and asked her a number of times to explain.
      So finally she started telling us about how many of her relatives had been killed and how many Polish and later
      Russian prisoners of war were starved to death or shot. As Opa had listened and not contradicted her, we started
      feeling very frightened, and fear of the Russians was making us very insecure. Opa and Mother spoke with Maria in
      Polish that afternoon, and we watched her cry that evening when she sat with us in our room.
    


    
      In late 1944, before the snow came, we saw increasing numbers of refugees fleeing through town, heading toward
      the west or southwest. The groups looked like large families that had brought their households on top of large
      farmers’ wagons. Opa said they looked like whole populations of villages from the eastern part of Silesia or
      Poland. We boys would sometimes walk with them for several kilometers and try to talk to them. They were friendly
      with us and told us to tell our mothers and older sisters not to stay but to leave. When I asked one of the
      taller ones where his wife and children were, he only said, “The Russians have taken [raped] them, the wife and
      the daughters. I had to bury them.”
    


    
      We realized that many of them did not have families or had only boys with them. Their horses seemed well fed, and
      Opa made a remark that they better hurry up because the Wehrmacht was going to confiscate the horses when
      they started running out of draught animals.
    


    
      Around January 16, 1945, Opa called Mother and Aunt Erna to his house. We children went with them and listened to
      Opa’s explanations. He was pointing out on the map on his wall where the Russians had advanced and said that they
      were closing in on Upper Silesia. He warned his daughters that all ethnic German refugees that had been settled
      in Oberglogau from eastern parts of Poland or Russia had already been moved toward the center of Germany or the
      southwest toward Austria and that fewer refugees were coming through because they were being overtaken by the
      Russians.
    


    
      He wanted us to leave Upper Silesia before the Russians completely overran it. He told the two trembling women
      that the Russians were already crossing the river Oder at several places and were firing at refugees and crushing
      them with their tanks. He told them they must try to reach the Reich by first getting to Prague and from there to
      the west. They should pay attention to the news, and if the Russians were pushing too fast toward the west, then
      they should head south and flee into Austria. Mother had Father’s atlas, and she marked the route Opa suggested
      on one of the maps.
    


    
      Opa promised that he would find transportation of some sort to get us at least forty to fifty kilometers beyond
      the Czechoslovakian border. Opa was afraid that the Russians would encircle our area and we all would be trapped.
      Mother and Maria checked our suitcases and satchels and laid out the clothing we were going to wear. Opa took our
      shoes to one of his friends who was a shoemaker. He had him put on rubber soles and rubber heels that would last
      longer than leather. Although Mother objected, he did the same with a pair of her older boots that had flat
      heels. Later, during the escape, Mother would often comment about her father’s foresight.
    


    
      Two days before we finally left, Opa came all upset to our house, telling Mother that Kattowitz was encircled and
      that Gleiwitz, the home of my other grandparents, would fall within two days at the most. The Gleiwitz
      grandparents were no longer able to leave their home because there were no trains or other means of
      transportation. Mother cried because she had promised Father to take his parents with us in case we had to leave
      our home. We children cried also, not because we understood what was going on but because we saw the grown-ups
      crying. Opa said that he could not go with us because he had been drafted into the Volkssturm, and Oma
      said that she would stay with Opa. Mother finally agreed to leave if her sister Erna would also leave.
    


    
      Through Party channels, Opa was able to organize buses that would pick up mothers with at least three children
      and the relatives of Party members.
    


    
      In those terrible days, confusion reigned as a panicked populace finally realized that they had no choice but to
      leave their homes to escape the depredations of the approaching enemy. Civilian populations were uprooted,
      families torn apart.
    


    
      Initially, the plan of the National Socialist Party administration had been that the population would be
      evacuated only if they saw no more hope that the Russian advance could be stopped. Unfortunately, Hitler
      continued to raise hopes of wonder weapons that would turn the war into a victory for Germany. Thus the
      evacuation was continually postponed, and then it turned into a disorganized flight to get away from the Russians
      and their allies and their cruel vengeance.
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      Oberglogau, Winter 1944–1945
    


    
      By January 1945, Manfred and I had a large collection of handbills that had been dropped by American, British,
      and Russian airplanes. Some showed burning cities, graves of soldiers, scenes of soldiers behind barbed wire, and
      bodies of women and children next to destroyed homes. The most impressive ones had drawings of German soldiers
      hanging from trees and lampposts. The words were something like: “That is the reward for the murders of our
      mothers, wives, and children.” Another one I remember said something like: “Do you want to lose your fathers,
      brothers, and sons like this?”
    


    
      One day, a big commotion started around André when he came into our area. He was the itinerant scissors grinder
      who always came into town every third month. A truck stopped near where he had set up his whetstone, and several
      soldiers in black uniforms jumped down. One of them tipped over André’s whetstone, throwing all the knives and
      scissors on the ground. Several women and two older men suddenly surrounded the group of soldiers and André, who
      had also been thrown to the ground. Opa had approached the group and was yelling with a loud voice. Most of the
      people were holding knives and scissors, and two of the older women pushed the soldiers to the side and helped
      André up. Then they picked up his wheelbarrow with the whetstone. One woman yelled for water for the whetstone.
      The soldiers must have feared that the people would use the knives and scissors as weapons because the one with
      stripes on his sleeves ordered the others back on the truck.
    


    
      Opa told the one in charge something that I did not understand, but later on Mother said that the soldiers had
      been ordered to pick up all Gypsies, and Opa had objected. They had come for André because he supposedly was a
      Polish Gypsy. Opa must have pointed out that without the services provided by André, there would be a serious
      danger for public health and the safety of the local population. In addition, he was the one who kept the
      bayonets in working order for the soldiers who were stationed in town.
    


    
      As André had served in the First World War, Opa gave him an old uniform jacket to wear. Opa also had an official
      document written up that André always had to carry with him. A copy wrapped in cellophane was attached to the
      cover of his whetstone for everyone to see.
    


    
      Since André was still around in January 1945, some authorities must have watched out for him. Mother always said
      that she grew up with André being part of her life. We loved him because whenever he came into our street, he
      would have some figurines or small hand-carved items or glass pearls for us. Sometimes he even had glass marbles.
      In return for the gifts, we would knock at the doors of houses and tell the owners that André was here, and
      sometimes we would carry their scissors, knives, or other items to him. When we found a special nail and
      straightened it, he would take the rust off with his whetstone.
    


    
      We later learned from Oma that André and his whole family disappeared. She believed that they were picked up by
      the Russian occupation forces for collaboration with the Germans and maybe sent to Siberia.
    


    
      Although our father was with the German Army, we boys always seemed to identify more with the Air Force, perhaps
      because aircraft were such a prevalent part of our lives. Three of our close relatives had been in the
      Luftwaffe.
    


    
      Not knowing what we cheered for, we loved to watch dogfights and see one of the airplanes get hit, explode, or
      crash. Dogfights at night were even more fascinating because sometimes searchlights would follow the enemy
      aircraft. The tracers that were fired at the aircraft by the heavy machine guns and air-defense cannons looked
      like long strings of lights. The moment the ground fire stopped, we could see the exchange of tracers between the
      airplanes. Some looked as if they were diving from above onto the planes that were still lit up by searchlights
      and others that seemed invisible but flying in formation. That really helped the German fighters and the
      air-defense gunners to find the bombers in the sky. Those must have been the B-17s or B-23s.
    


    
      During the daytime, many of the bombers seemed to pull long white stripes with their wings. One of the
      air-defense soldiers explained to us that they were vapor trails. We would yell when we saw explosions or flames
      and then the burning pieces falling toward the ground. The Air Force soldiers once explained where the most
      vulnerable spots on airplanes were, and we thought that we could shoot down airplanes with our steel balls.
      Mother and Opa would chase us inside when they caught us trying.
    


    
      Naturally, we always hoped that the Germans would be the ones to shoot down their enemies close to town and we
      could look for debris, especially pieces of aluminum, ammunition, ball bearings from the machine gun brackets,
      and instruments like clocks, altimeters, or attitude indicators. We did not know what to do with them because
      they were connected to the airplane’s electrical system and did not work when disconnected, but our goal was to
      have a complete set of instruments. Of course, we did not succeed. We had only a clock, an altimeter, several
      headphones, and something that I later learned was a knee board that was fastened on the left knee for the map
      and notes for the flight path.
    


    
      By the end of 1944, Russian airplanes appeared, and we saw Polish insignia on British planes. Opa said that the
      pilots and crew were Poles flying from England.
    


    
      Larger pieces of aluminum were excellent trade objects, and empty shells were accepted by the metal collection
      points. For each pound of copper or brass, we would get small badges, insignia, or miniature military toys. I
      remember when we found an almost intact fuselage that we could climb into. We sat in the pilots’ seats and
      started playing with the controls, but that did not last long because a military patrol appeared and took us very
      carefully out of the aircraft. As usual, Opa acted furious when we were brought home by the soldiers who had come
      to the wreck and found us inside it. We were told again by Opa and the soldiers to stay away from crashed
      airplanes because of the danger that bombs or ammunition might explode. Eventually Opa found our hiding places
      and took away all the parts we had collected. A few of the items we had traded with other children for toys or
      things we could not get otherwise. Opa turned in everything and obviously was somehow reprimanded because he came
      back depressed. He asked us again not to take anything anymore, to stay away from crash sites and bomb craters,
      and especially not to take parachutes.
    


    
      We never looked for bodies, although Opa told us about several dead airmen that had been found in wrecks or in
      the vicinity of wrecks. Their parachutes had not opened or, according to Opa, they were shot while still hanging
      on their parachutes. According to Mother, the German casualties were usually transported to their hometowns, but
      Allied airmen were buried in Oberglogau; some even received military funerals.
    


    
      We always tried to accompany Opa to those funerals. We were sad when during these funerals only some soldiers and
      curious civilians attended. At one funeral at the end of 1944, one of the soldiers put a foreign flag on the
      coffin, but a truck with soldiers in black uniforms drove up, and one came running over to the grave, pushed the
      army soldiers to the side, and pulled the flag from the coffin. One of the soldiers in the black uniforms yelled
      several commands, and the army sergeant who had brought the honor guard and the people in the strange uniforms
      were taken away.
    


    
      After this incident, we no longer saw any military funerals. As time went on, Opa became very quiet and no longer
      attended any official functions. He continued walking the streets during the air raids and still told people what
      to do during the raids.
    


    
      Opa told us never to take anything that could have been personal belongings and could be used to identify the
      crewmembers of an airplane. If we found something, we had to put it into a paper bag and Opa would mark it with
      the number of the airplane and nationality that we gave him. I believe one time Manfred found papers and
      photographs and another time a torn leather jacket that we really would have liked to keep, but as always with
      Kriegsbeute (war booty), Opa took it to the air-defense headquarters. He hoped that his son’s plane would
      also be found and his body identified and that he would get back some of Uncle Erwin’s personal belongings.
    


    
      Shortly before Christmas in 1944, he finally received a package. He did not open it but sent it to his
      daughter-in-law, Aunt Anni, who lived in Memmingen in Bavaria.
    


    
      After the air raids, military and civilian search parties alway looked for pilots and crewmembers who might have
      succeeded in jumping from their incapacitated airplanes. During the daytime, we could see the parachutes, but at
      night, we could see them only when they were lit up by searchlights. Unfortunately, the lit-up airmen became
      targets for soldiers on the ground. Opa was one of the individuals who had the task of collecting information
      about lost or escaped Allied airmen, and I am sure he must have known how many had managed to escape death and
      capture. At one time, he was suspected of purposely not turning in information that would have given away Allied
      flyers.
    


    
      Opa and some of his military friends used to make sure that some of the crashed aircraft in the wooded areas
      could not be entered. They marked them as if live bombs were still on board or underneath those wrecks. The
      wreckage was then blown up without ever being examined by other officials. Thus accurate counts of the aircrews
      were not possible.
    


    
      Reports that Opa had to turn in seemed always to include nonidentifiable body parts in whatever was left after
      the explosions. Mother must have known all along that Opa was playing a double game.
    


    
      We soon had a large collection of different pieces of aluminum. One piece even had a section of a red star on it.
      We first thought that it came from an American plane but later found out it was from a Russian plane. Later, we
      would sometimes wonder what happened to all our treasures and what the people who followed us into our house must
      have thought of all the debris.
    


    
      In late summer of 1944, Opa came home with a uniform over his arm. He no longer would be able to wear his old
      uniform. He now had the same drab olive green uniform as the German Army. He explained that he belonged to the
      Volkssturm and might be transferred to the front lines. Almost every day, he went to the training grounds
      where the soldiers had to practice marching and movements in the field.
    


    
      By November 1944, there had to be an absolute blackout. We no longer saw any lights in apartments or on the
      streets, and at Christmas, there were no burning candles on Christmas trees. Every window had to be covered by
      thick curtains or shutters. It had become strangely dark, and when we walked on sidewalks or streets after dark,
      we rarely recognized who was approaching. When the darkness was too thick, we boys would sometimes sing or talk
      in order to make our presence known. The many air raids kept us tired, and we were often walking or moving half
      asleep. We all had lost weight and had become very skinny. Our clothing still fit, although the pants and shirts
      were getting short.
    


    
      In January, my mother took her four children and left our home in Oberglogau for good. We never saw the
      grandparents again. Opa was sent into the war. Oma stayed in her home as long as she could, though she lost the
      sight of her left eye when maltreated by a drunken Russian or Polish soldier. Oma was forced by the city’s
      occupiers to move into a small room in her attic. She was assigned as a maid to the Polish family that was set up
      in her residence. Our house was occupied by a Polish family at the same time. Most of our former belongings were
      taken out of the homes and distributed to the families from Eastern Poland who had been relocated to Upper
      Silesia.
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        A Portrait:
        

        Oma Maria Müller and Opa Ernst Julius Müller
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        Oma Müller was a former schoolteacher and the loving stepmother of her husband’s children. She was a devoted
        mother and grandmother and an accomplished cook and seamstress, adapting her skills to scarcity and smoothing
        adversity wherever she found it. She taught us to share what we had without question, and she taught us
        literacy skills and needlework.
      


      
        Sometimes Opa and Oma would come by and admire our garden, and Oma always had some advice. I loved carrots, and
        when we boys received our own garden patch, I naturally sowed mostly carrots and sunflowers on it. The first
        year, the carrots grew wild and were too close to each other so they could not get as large as I really liked
        them, but the second year, Oma came out and showed me how to make three rows in the bed and spread out the
        seeds. The year before, I had used up three little envelopes of carrot seeds, and no carrot was thicker than my
        thumb nor longer than five centimeters. After Oma helped, I had carrots that were at least two centimeters in
        diameter, and the longest one that I harvested was twenty centimeters long.
      


      
        A constant presence in our lives, a loyal supporter, and a loving grandmother, Oma was a mainstay for the whole
        family, but when we fled Oberglogau in January 1945, she chose to stay behind because Opa had been ordered to
        Romania to fight partisans, and she refused to leave the home they had loved.
      


      [image: Image]


      
        As the war progressed, during our flight, and during the first years after the war, Opa’s sayings increasingly
        became our guiding lights, illuminating all our energies and thoughts.
      


      
        “Man needs a roof over his head,
      


      
        Firewood for heating and cooking,
      


      
        Water and food,
      


      
        and something to wear.”
      


      
        Opa Müller was a proud Nationalist who had fought during the First World War as Feldwebel-Leutnant (a
        warrant officer), ending it as company commander. Though a member of the Party, Opa was not a true National
        Socialist. He originally had been a member of the Deutschnationale Partei, which was forcefully
        incorporated into the Nationalsozialistische Deutsche Arbeiterpartei (Nazi Party). He considered himself
        Prussian and maintained a stout Calvinism throughout his life.
      


      
        After the First World War, he became a customs in-spector at the Polish and Czechoslovakian borders. During
        World War II, he was an air raid warden in Oberglogau, guarding his family and neighbors against Allied air
        attacks. He knew all the back roads in his region; when the time came to flee, he helped Mother and Aunt Erna
        figure out which roads to take to avoid large movements of the military, giving them a military map from his
        office.
      


      
        I sometimes wondered how Opa became an air raid warden, always remaining above ground during air attacks. The
        country needed him, and he followed the call without hesitance. He must have taken his task very seriously
        because he was very well known and respected, and most people did not refer to us as our father’s children but
        as our grandfather’s grandchildren.
      


      
        Throughout our war years, Opa had one of his world maps and a map of greater Germany attached to the wall in
        the upstairs hallway, and as he kept us up to date about the war, we could talk in an age-appropriate manner
        about where the Germans were. We all knew where Uncle Erwin had crashed and where Uncle Helmut had been
        captured by the Americans. We also always had an idea of where our father was.
      


      
        Starting in 1943, Opa would show us on the map which towns in Germany had been bombed. Usually they were towns
        that he had talked about to us before. In March, he spoke of Essen, where the Dicke Berta was built, the
        biggest German railway cannon built by the Krupp factory; then Berlin several times, where the German
        government was located; then Munich, where Opa’s favorite beer came from; and then the submarine base close to
        Bremen.
      


      
        In April, he talked about Essen and Berlin again, then Wilhelmshafen and Berlin. At that time, he told us that
        some of his relatives in those towns had disappeared. One time when Mother happened to come into the hallway
        and hear Opa talk about the bombings and the numbers of people killed, she must have asked him not to talk
        about Allied bombings anymore.
      


      
        Only one more time did he mention a bomb raid with thousands of Allied airplanes. This was at the end of July
        1943, when Hamburg was destroyed in what he called a firestorm. Among the 42,000 dead were several of his
        cousins and their families. For us, the numbers of people killed were incomprehensible, and our fear during air
        raids increased, especially when we were in Gleiwitz and when we heard that incendiary bombs were used. When we
        saw bombs falling, we were able to differentiate between the incendiary bombs, which looked like thick sticks,
        and bombs with explosives, which were usually oval shaped and made a whistling sound. Mother told us later that
        we actually quit playing bombing England or Russia with our toy airplanes at that time.
      


      
        Opa was a man of principles who did not share a common belief of Party Germans that Poles, Gypsies, and Jews
        were subhumans. He must not have been liked for this unusual position.
      


      
        It is difficult today to understand how the older generation, born before 1925, was able to exercise two types
        of behavior: one that was pro-National Socialism and one that was very much anti-National Socialism. We
        children have never had a discussion, however, about what made our parents and grandparents support Hitler and
        his regime, especially when the atrocities became part of a whispered common knowledge. Both sets of
        grandparents and my mother would always warn us about disappearances into camps or being removed, like some
        population groups that were either not German or were talking or acting against the government. Even when close
        friends or relatives were involved, nobody wanted to speak up.
      


      
        Opa Müller had eight children, but three died as babies. The other children were Elfriede, Erna, Gertrud (also
        referred to as Trude), Erwin, and Helmut.
      


      
        Early in 1945, Opa, a man in his seventies, was sent to fight on the front line in Romania. He never returned.
      

    

  


  
    
      19
    


    
      Life in Gleiwitz
    


    
      
        “Don’t walk where there already is a road;
      


      
        Only if you walk where nobody has walked before,
      


      
        Will you leave your footprints,
      


      
        But avoid the sand, because wind steals your tracks.”
      


      
        “Success is not money;
      


      
        It is falling and getting up again.”
      


      
        “We learn from the past,
      


      
        But we learn for the future.
      


      
        We can’t change the past,
      


      
        But we can shape the future.”
      


      
        —Opa Gawenda
      

    


    
      Gleiwitz is the birthplace of my father and the city in which World War II began.
    


    
      In the 1940s, it was a city of over one hundred thousand in the industrial belt of Upper Silesia. We children
      never lived there, but when we were still living in Oberglogau, we visited my father’s parents. They were Oma
      Gawenda, Klara née von Schlapa, and Opa Gawenda, Anton. Because of political considerations, they did not use the
      “von.” We went to them by train at least three to four times each year for up to three weeks at a time.
    


    
      On August 31, 1939, Hitler staged an attack on the Gleiwitz radio station with SS troops and prisoners in Polish
      uniforms, whom the SS shot and left behind as proof of a Polish “attack.” These were the opening shots of World
      War II.
    


    
      As the war progressed, Germans rarely received per-mission to travel by train, but Opa Müller in Oberglogau had
      connections through the Party and succeeded in getting train tickets for us until 1944 so we could visit Father’s
      parents. During our trips to Gleiwitz and back to Oberglogau, we rarely saw any destruction in the early ’40s,
      but by 1944, the bombing by the Allies had reached even this corner of Germany. On one of the train rides in
      1943, the train had to stop and wait for the end of an air raid in Heydebreck. There were several bangs on top of
      our compartment. One of the passengers who saw our worried looks told us that there was nothing to be afraid of.
      The noise was caused by our own air-defense cannons. It was shrapnel falling down from the sky. He added that
      maybe one out of ten thousand shells fired hit a plane; the rest came down as shrapnel.
    


    
      Manfred asked the man, “Why so much waste?”
    


    
      “We have to put fear into the Allies.” We did not understand what that meant.
    


    
      We always rode second class, which had very comfortable upholstered seats. We naturally felt rich because only
      people with money could ride second class.
    


    
      From Heydebreck, we went to Gleiwitz, where Opa and Oma Gawenda were waiting on the platform. When the train
      started to slow down before it drove into the station, Mother would pull down the window and let Manfred lean out
      and look for the grandparents. He usually spotted them immediately and started yelling. They would come toward
      where our compartment stopped and help us down the stairs. They always hugged and kissed us, and one of them
      would carry Hannelore. We always felt that they loved us very much and were happy that we had arrived.
    


    
      Opa would grab Mother’s suitcase and hold either Manfred’s or my hand. If Oma carried Hannelore, then she would
      hold Jürgen’s hand. Whoever was left over would hold Mother’s hand. Oma and Opa always hugged Mother, but she
      seemed stiff. She did not really hug them. She loved her parents-in-law, but she had a problem hugging and
      kissing the way my father’s family did. She was Prussian, and Father’s family was from an Eastern culture.
    


    
      Still, we children learned much from these loving Gleiwitzer grandparents. In particular, they gave me a positive
      anticipation for the future. They both believed that everything that was done yesterday or today was also done
      for tomorrow. They gave me a very optimistic outlook for the tomorrow, the future. They said often that you never
      know when you will be able to use something that you learn today.
    


    
      Opa and Father taught me never to say you can’t do something. Both believed that you can do anything you put your
      mind to and prepare yourself for. Both also firmly believed that you find a solution if you seriously look for
      one.
    


    
      Opa was the one who instilled in me the belief that we must learn to retain and never to forget: “Learning to
      forget carelessly wastes our brain power.” At first, I did not understand what he meant, but when he practiced
      arithmetic or mathematics with us, he made clear that we would be able to use it in school several times over.
      The same happened with geography and the sciences. Another of his sayings that our father would later continue to
      use was, “It does not work, does not exist!”
    


    
      Opa also said something that I did not appreciate at that time: “Success is not money; it is falling and getting
      up again.” He said it the first time in the summer of 1943 after I had tried to jump over a picket fence. I had
      fallen and injured myself, but I had gotten up, climbed back over the fence, and then come to Oma, who cleaned
      out my cuts and wrapped my elbow.
    


    
      Opa knew something about getting back up and going on. His wife, our Oma, had received from her family a very
      large dowry when they married, but Opa Gawenda had given a substantial part of it to the Imperial cause as war
      bonds during the First World War. When Germany lost the First World War and inflation hit, they lost most of it,
      although their holdings were still large enough to allow a comfortable life and to help out their surviving
      relatives.
    


    
      They lived in an apartment among Opa’s factory workers, although they could have lived in their own house or on
      Opa’s or Oma’s estates. Opa’s philosophical conviction would not have permitted him to do so. Both did not want
      their children to grow up thinking that they were better than others.
    


    
      The apartment was on the third floor. The moment the door opened, we felt we were going into a small castle full
      of secrets. The kitchen had a very modern electric stove and different machinery, such as an electric coffee
      machine or can opener, and an eating corner with a small table, upholstered chairs, and an L-shaped upholstered
      bench. There were wrought-iron hooks above the stove for cooking utensils and a frame above the stove for pots
      and pans. There was even a small refrigerator that had to be filled with ice.
    


    
      Oma had her own room that had beautiful upholstered furniture and thick curtains from her parents’ estate.
      Everything was in wine red and mahogany. Oma used this room as her handicraft and sewing room and to read
      Märchen (fairy tales) to us. The living room was in royal blue. Oma always served lunch in the living
      room, and Opa used it as his smoking room.
    


    
      The windows had heavy velvet curtains in the same color as the upholstery. All the wood was mahogany, even the
      gramophone. The sound horn of the gramophone and the telephone were golden colored. All the tableware was
      Rosenthal. The Sunday porcelain had golden designs and the everyday porcelain was white. The silverware was 900
      silver (90 percent pure). All the rooms had beautiful wallpaper; in Oma’s room, it was dark red with a large
      flower design, and in the living room, it was dark green with Roman and Greek scenes. The wallpaper was actually
      silk. Both of these rooms had paintings on the walls and many different family pictures. The walls and the
      curtains of the bedroom were also dark, but the furniture was carved and painted white and gold. The bedcovers
      were embroidered with what I would call baroque or rococo designs.
    


    
      Our room was the guest room. It had a double bed and a fold-out bed. Opa had two additional cots and mattresses,
      so we all fit comfortably. They had a very modern bathroom and water closet that were much nicer than ours in
      Oberglogau.
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        A Portrait: Oma Klara Gawenda
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        Oma was the one to tell us that you can cope with anything and that you can overcome everything, even the
        biggest loss or biggest setback. Years after the loss of her husband, she still used those words in one of her
        letters to Mother. She lost her firstborn son to pneumonia when he was eight, then her daughter, who died in
        childbirth, and in World War II, her husband and her status in life. She never saw her surviving son, my
        father, again, nor us, his family, after we fled our home, but she coped until her death.
      


      
        Oma helped her relatives by giving up the little food she received to younger ones so they would be able to
        survive. She died very peacefully, talking about everyone she had lost and those she could no longer be with,
        and strangely, she asked Opa’s cousin, should she ever see us, to give her apologies to us for not having been
        able to be the grandmother she wanted to be and we might have wanted her to be.
      


      
        Oma Gawenda was a very loving and caring lady, and we loved her dearly. In later years, we often wished that we
        could have grown up with our Gleiwitz grandparents. Oma was regarded very highly and respected by all who lived
        around her. She gave us more hugs and kisses than Mother, Father, Father’s father, and the grandparents in
        Oberglogau put together. She always had encouraging words for us, and sometimes when she passed me, she would
        bend down and whisper into my left ear, “Peter, you are one of my little angels.” Then she would kiss me on my
        cheek and hug me so hard that I couldn’t breathe, just like Maria. Maybe it was the custom of the people that
        Oma and Maria came from.
      


      
        When the Poles occupied Gleiwitz in 1945, Oma imme-diately lost the apartment. She could not take anything of
        hers from the residence. Oma, who had Polish citizenship, had to serve as a cleaning woman for a Polish family
        that was assigned to her apartment.
      


      
        Oma lived until 1960, never having been permitted to go to West Germany to visit her son and his family. Her
        son, our father, was never permitted to visit his mother in Upper Silesia. Soon, the Iron Curtain separated not
        only two Germanys but all Western countries from the Soviet-controlled bloc and the countries of the Warsaw
        Pact.
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      I did not see my grandparents after the winter of 1944-1945. I have a picture of Opa in Gleiwitz showing him
      sitting in a somewhat regal pose with just a touch of a smile, a pose that I still think was typical before he
      would take us on his lap. Often when we passed him, he would pick us up and hug us, and then he would say
      something about how he wished he could have given us a better time. We did not understand for several decades
      what he meant because we always had a grand time when we were in Gleiwitz. He told Mother that National Socialism
      and the war had spoiled our youth.
    


    
      For us, Gleiwitz always was a treat, especially breakfast. When we got up, had brushed our teeth, washed our
      faces, and combed our hair, we would head for the kitchen. It smelled like hot chocolate and freshly baked
      Semmeln (breakfast rolls). The table was set for the four children, Mother, Opa, and Oma. Next to the big
      plates were small plates with little Eierbecher (cups to hold eggs). In the cups were soft-boiled eggs
      that were covered with colorful Pudelmützen (hand-knitted fluffy caps) to keep the eggs warm. Except for
      Hannelore, we all had knives to spread butter and marmalade on our rolls. Oma had strawberry, plum, cherry, and
      apple marmalade to choose from. She also had honey and my favorite, dark sugar-beet syrup. We were allowed to
      leave the halves of our rolls open, which made us feel that we had double the amount to eat.
    


    
      Opa taught us how to cut off a small portion of the soft egg. He did it very fast by swinging the sharp edge of
      the knife against the egg. Several times we broke the egg and it ended up on the plate. Then we had to pick up
      the shells carefully and place them next to the cup. Manfred was the quickest to learn Opa’s trick. We laughed
      when Mother broke her egg. Finally Opa just cut Hannelore’s, then Mother’s, and finally his own egg. He always
      held Jürgen’s egg and his hand with the knife and helped him swing the knife and cut off the top of the egg. We
      had small spoons that were specifically for the eggs. They were smaller than teaspoons. Before we would start
      eating the eggs, Oma would put a little bit of salt and pepper on top and then show us how to mix the egg in its
      shell before eating it.
    


    
      Oma would make at least three cups of hot chocolate for each of us. At first, it was real hot chocolate, but
      later during the war, it was a drink that tasted like chocolate but was made from the shells of the chocolate
      beans. We still liked it and really did not recognize the difference. Mother told us that she always had the
      feeling that our grandparents in Gleiwitz would save their ration cards and whatever they bought, such as sugar
      or butter, for our visits. They both looked healthy to us children, but Mother realized that they had lost weight
      and that Opa’s right hand would shake sometimes.
    


    
      But Opa in Gleiwitz made us boys feel important in his family and with all his friends. He continuously
      encouraged questions and would always have answers. Rarely did doubts remain or we not understand. I always felt
      as though I were on his level when he shared secrets or talked about the war or certain political situations. I
      never felt that I did not understand what was going on except for the circumstances of the Jews. Only after the
      death of the husband of one of his nieces did Opa find a way to make us understand what was going on and the
      danger we were in if we admitted that we knew or talked about it. He did tell us about the historical development
      in such a way that we actually understood—and we started feeling grown up. He did not just tell us his rules but
      let us help him design them. Thus we felt completely free. He was never afraid that we would give him away by
      talking about his beliefs to others. We were his grandsons whom he fully trusted, and he was our Opa whom we
      trusted. We were proud of him and Oma. We knew they loved us, and we loved them.
    


    
      Once, we were with him in the basement and he was explaining something mechanical to us. He suddenly stopped,
      faced us, and said, “We learn from the past, but we learn for the future.” He really stressed the “from” and
      “for.” He added, “Boys, you always have to look to the future. The world does not stop, and you must not stop
      either.”
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      Opa’s Factory
    


    
      Opa had many workers from different parts of Russia and Poland in the factory in Gleiwitz. Many of them had
      remained in Germany after the First World War, and some had fled Bolshevism in the early 1920s. We boys
      befriended playmates whose parents were from Moscow. On my fourth birthday, I received six little model aircraft,
      two German and the other four Allied and Russian. Each of us had one plane to play with.
    


    
      Opa took mine into his right hand and told his Russian friends, “Yesterday and today, this type of aircraft
      attacked your home.” He meant Moscow. For several years, Mother and Manfred would jokingly say that Hitler’s
      present on my fourth birthday was the bombing of Moscow. Only later did I understand what Moscow was and that our
      father had been fighting in Russia and was captured by the Russians.
    


    
      Opa helped us develop a tendency to be selective with leadership and accept only those who had a value system
      close to ours. He often said that it was important to be a leader and to learn as much as we could to prepare for
      a leadership role even when playing with friends and playmates. By the time I was six years old, he also tried to
      make us understand that leadership is a responsibility and that there is a difference between Führer and
      Verführer (leader and misleader, or seducer).
    


    
      Opa said, “You can always believe the true leader, but the moment he starts lying, then he has switched from
      leading to misleading!” For Opa, Goebbels, the propaganda minister, seemed to have been the prototype of
      Verführer. Whenever we heard one of his speeches on the radio, Opa would point out to us what could not be
      true. Often we did not understand everything, but he wanted us to really think, use logic, follow closely, and
      start to evaluate what was being said.
    


    
      Opa also read the newspaper with us every morning, showing us what the so-called official reports said and what
      they really meant. I remember several incidents in Gleiwitz and Oberglogau when reports said that the victorious
      German forces were realigning their lines of defense, but both Opas would show us on their maps how the German
      forces were actually retreating. They also tried to explain to us how so many families had lost their fathers and
      sons, and here were Hitler and Goebbels still saying that the war was being won. Though food was scarce and we
      had to go hungry so often, still the Party officials said that the Allies were the ones in trouble.
    


    
      In the meantime, Opa had many mechanical toys that we loved to play with. They were actually models of machinery
      that was built in his factory. Whenever it was playtime, he made us select one toy, and then we were able to play
      with it all morning or afternoon. This forced us, Manfred and me, to agree on what we wanted to play with and
      then coordinate our play. Manfred loved a large tank that could shoot rounds with air pressure. I preferred a
      steam engine that could drive other machines.
    


    
      Opa was a developmental engineer in the locomotive factories of Gleiwitz. Before the war, he was in charge of the
      young engineers, of journeymen, of apprenticeship training, and of the so-called model shop. Before a life-size
      prototype of a new model was built, Opa’s shop would receive the blueprints with the new designs and build a
      fully functional scale model of that locomotive. He showed us how the models were tested. They had to drive up
      hills, were tipped over, had to pull a heavy load more than a hundred times their own weight, were dropped on
      concrete, and then were repaired to see whether they were still functioning. His shop was actually on a large
      open floor with many different stations. We boys loved to stop at some of the stations and watch the young men
      working. Sometimes we picked up pieces of metal that had small flaws and therefore could not be used. We
      especially liked wheels because we could use them to build our own wagons or locomotives, but we were allowed to
      take only smaller pieces because metal was rare and had to be melted down again. I will always remember the
      smell. Even today, when I am exposed to the same smell in a metal shop, I suddenly flash back to Gleiwitz.
    


    
      In his basement, Opa had an oval track and two models of steam locomotives that were built in his factory
      workshop. It was almost a miniature replica of his workshop, with workstations and some machinery. When he
      returned from work and wanted to give us a special treat, he would take us downstairs after we had supper. When
      we walked downstairs, he would always apologize to the people on the first floor that they might hear the
      locomotives. He would fill the tank with water and fire up the steam engine with tiny pieces of real coal, which
      he had piled into the tender. Then he shoveled coal into the burning chamber underneath the water container with
      a tiny shovel. He waited until the pressure gauge showed the pressure needed to start the locomotive running. He
      would always blow the whistle a few times, and then he let the pressure build up again. He showed us how
      locomotives worked and explained the principle of steam engines. At the end of that visit, he gave us a steam
      engine that we could start ourselves. It was not heated with coal but with Spiritus Würfel (spirit
      tablets). He also gave us several toy machines that could be driven by the steam engine—a hammer, a grindstone,
      and a threshing machine.
    


    
      Opa also loved to build and repair technical toys. If we or our cousins or friends had broken toys, mostly
      wind-up toys, we would take them with us when we went to visit our grandparents in Gleiwitz. Mother did not like
      for us to take these toys, so we had to sneak them into the suitcases or carry them in our pockets. Opa always
      made us watch when he repaired the toys or when he built toys, and sometimes we had to hold parts or even screw
      on or file parts.
    


    
      Both locomotive models had the controls needed to drive forward and backward, to blow the whistle, and even to
      make emergency stops. The tracks in his workshop were set up in an oval almost ten meters long and five meters
      wide. After Opa demonstrated how to operate the locomotive several times, Manfred was the first one to be the
      engineer and drive the smaller of the two locomotives. Half an hour later, it was my turn. Much later, we
      realized that what we did was not intended to be play by our grandfather but more an education for real life.
      When the coal was burned down, he released all the steam, shut down the engine, cleaned it, and lubricated it.
      Later, Manfred and I were permitted to fire up the engines and to shut them down. Opa was very particular
      concerning the cleaning and lubricating, as this would guarantee a long life and perfect operation for the
      engines.
    


    
      When Opa took us to the factory, we saw the large prototype of one of the two models and several production
      models. He also showed us several older models of steam engines, diesel engines, and electric locomotives. The
      last ones were built at another factory but kept in Opa’s large collection in a showroom that was set up like a
      museum.
    


    
      There were also samples of so-called narrow-track locomotives, as they were used in parts of Upper Silesia,
      Poland, and the Soviet Union. Manfred acquired an extensive collection of pictures of all of them.
    


    
      In Gleiwitz, thanks to Opa, I could really focus on my love for nails and screws. I also began collecting ball
      bearings. Opa always laughed. But he let me use an anvil in his basement to straighten nails and even gave me one
      of his old nipping tools. He showed me how to extract nails correctly from boards or beams and gave me several
      old tin boxes to store the nails in. The Turkish cigarettes he liked to smoke came in those beautiful dark-brown
      tin boxes. Mother always dreaded our return trip to Oberglogau because we boys had extra weight to carry. Her
      excuse to the train personnel who helped us load the suitcases into our compartment always was: “Other mothers
      have children; I have gatherers.”
    


    
      In the evenings before bedtime, Opa and Oma would allow us to browse through their books in Opa’s smoking parlor.
      He had fascinating books on trains, steam engines, bridge construction, different periods of history, and old
      weapons.
    


    
      Whenever we took a book from the bookshelf, we had to put it back when we were through with it or when we were
      going to do something else. If we really liked a book, we had to explain why. Then Opa would write either
      Manfred’s or my name in it and sometimes give it to us to take to Oberglogau. Usually before we left Gleiwitz, he
      would ask us into the living room. He would have placed three books on the table, most often children’s books,
      dictionaries, or books with pictures. He then made us decide which one of the books we wanted to take with us. We
      had to decide without fighting. He always helped us reach a compromise by first letting us give our arguments and
      then letting us decide. I really don’t know when that started, but we had to do the same when selecting toys to
      play with, before going to town, or when buying trinkets for our collections.
    


    
      Opa also made us decide which records to play on his gramophone and who would be responsible for winding it up.
      He had a fancy Motorola gramophone with a big, black sound horn. Manfred always preferred records with marches,
      while I liked organ music. Opa’s record collection was extensive, and we probably heard less than one-tenth of
      it. When Mother and Oma were around, we naturally would ask them for their choice also, and only then was the
      decision made as to what to listen to. As Opa often sat in the parlor listening to his choice of music, he never
      interfered with us. That training really helped us in later life. We all preferred compromise instead of
      confrontation and have fared very well with it.
    


    
      During one of our visits to Gleiwitz, Opa took Manfred and me to one of the neighboring towns where some
      important people were going to pass through. I believe we were maybe five and six years old. The Führer had come
      with his minister of armaments to visit injured soldiers and review reconstruction efforts at one of Opa’s
      installations. Since we were standing in the front row on the sidewalk when the cars with the standards arrived,
      we saw everybody close up. Almost everyone wore a black uniform. Opa wore his dark-gray suit.
    


    
      Opa was extremely quiet and serious. He pointed at one of the men and told us, “Look at his eyes. You must never
      forget this man!”
    


    
      We all had to raise our right arms, giving the German National Socialist salute to the Führer. Opa didn’t because
      he was holding my left hand with his right hand. I never remember Opa giving the National Socialist salute. When
      the group had passed, I picked up two small pebbles and stuck them in my pocket. One was almost black, the other
      one white. This was a habit when I wanted to keep something like a memory trigger. The black one was for the man
      we were supposed to remember, and the white one was for Opa.
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      Living in a Time of War
    


    
      Gleiwitz was exciting because it was a big town with a large railroad station and streetcars, but there were
      fewer and fewer men on the streets every year, and most of the typical male professions were given over to
      females. I remember mostly women drivers and conductors of the tramways at Gleiwitz. Most of the men had been
      drafted, and women were replacing them. When visiting my grandparents, we would go someplace new every day by
      streetcar or on foot. We visited the zoo, military barracks, movie theaters, and most importantly the many
      relatives Opa had. Our favorite was Uncle Willi, who had a small ice cream parlor opposite the main train
      station.
    


    
      What we liked best on our trips to town was to help clean out Uncle Willi’s ice cream machine. At those times, we
      had so much ice cream that we did not want any supper. Mother always thought that we would get sick but we
      didn’t. Uncle Willi always would grab us and hug us, although he had his own children. According to Mother, he
      fed us so much because we were thinner than his children. We would always get a sandwich with butter and
      liverwurst on the way back to our grandparents’.
    


    
      In the late summer of 1944, we were sitting at the sidewalk in front of the parlor when a three-wheeled delivery
      truck, what we called the Frosch, or frog, came around the corner. At that moment, a streetcar passed us
      and headed straight toward it. The frog driver made a right turn that was a little bit too tight, and the vehicle
      turned over. It was loaded with crates of vegetables and fruit that emptied or broke when they hit the street.
      Tomatoes, cabbages, and apples were rolling all over the street and also under the streetcar that never stopped.
    


    
      Manfred and I jumped up and grabbed one of the crates that was not broken and started to pick up the tomatoes and
      apples. We never thought of the driver who was stuck in the cab of the frog. When Uncle Willi came out, he pried
      open the door and pulled out the driver, who was not hurt. The driver first yelled to leave his vegetables alone,
      but when he realized that we were collecting his tomatoes and apples in crates and placing them next to his
      vehicle, he thanked us. Many cabbages were picked up and taken by people walking by. A sudden air raid forced
      everyone into a public air-raid shelter across the street, and when we came out an hour later, the vegetables and
      fruit were gone, even the two crates that we had collected. The Allied bombers had spared the city and passed
      over, not dropping any bombs. We sat down, watched several men right the vehicle, and ate more ice cream that
      Uncle Willi gave us.
    


    
      As time went on, we saw more and more people in uniform who were deformed, had scars on their faces, had eyes
      covered with black patches, or were missing one or both arms or legs. Many of the soldiers were on crutches or in
      wheelchairs. Some were walking alone; others were walking with Red Cross nurses or probably their family members.
      Opa and Oma knew some of them and would stop and talk to them.
    


    
      Once in the summer of 1944, Opa became very quiet after we had stopped to talk with a uniformed man who had a
      yellow armband with three large black dots on it and carried a white cane. Opa hugged the man and shook the hand
      of the woman, who must have been his wife. They spoke for a while, Opa with tears running down his cheeks.
      Manfred and I started crying too because we had never seen Opa cry. At home, Opa told Oma that he had just met
      one of his engineers who had been released from the military and was returning from Russia. Oma exclaimed
      happily, “Thank God, then you don’t have to work so much anymore!”
    


    
      “He is blind,” whispered Opa and then sat down. From that day on, we children always greeted all wounded
      soldiers, although we did not know them.
    


    
      After this encounter, we had many questions that we asked both Opas. Every time we asked these questions, they
      led to discussions about the war with Opa in Gleiwitz and with Opa in Oberglogau. Why were people getting wounded
      or getting killed and for what did they get wounded or killed? Why would anyone want to go to war? Opa in
      Oberglogau explained to us that men, after reaching a certain age, had to become soldiers because the duty of
      every German was to serve in the German forces.
    


    
      Other questions had to do with the bombings, such as why was there all this destruction and what did we, the
      children and our mothers, have to do with it? Why did we have to go into shelters? At that time, we did not
      understand the reasons and the necessity of war. The grown-ups tried their best to make us understand, but we did
      not comprehend. Uncle Willi said war was supposed to make Germany great, but then many people said that Germany
      was great at the beginning of the war and was now being destroyed.
    


    
      Both grandfathers tried to make us understand that it was not the Americans, French, or Russians and all the
      other enemies who hated us first, but that it was our country that started the war and had attacked all these
      other countries. We were told that we could not use this argument with anyone. Opa from Gleiwitz grabbed each of
      us by our shoulders, looked us straight in the eye, and said with a strange, firm voice, “You can’t ever talk
      about it!” I remember that this was one of the most difficult secrets to keep, but Opa insisted on our silence
      and finally made us aware of what was happening to the Jews and to people who opposed the National Socialists.
      Several times Opa in Gleiwitz and Opa in Oberglogau would read to us about the people who had been executed
      because they blamed the Germans, the National Socialists, and Hitler for Germany’s problems and downfall.
    


    
      In November 1943, Mass was said for the fallen husband of a woman who was in church with her children. When the
      priest said, “The soldier died a hero’s death for our great leader and the Fatherland,” she suddenly broke down
      and started screaming and cursing Hitler. Everyone got very quiet, and her two children held on to her and tried
      to make her stop, even trying to cover her mouth. Our mother whispered, “My Lord, the poor woman!” We left church
      before the woman did and remained on the sidewalk. As soon as she and her children left the church, two men in
      black coats grabbed them and pulled them into a waiting limousine. That afternoon, Opa received several telephone
      calls during which he spoke in a low voice. At supper, Opa told Oma and Mother that the priest had called,
      telling him that the woman and her daughters were immediately taken to a Sammelstelle (collection point)
      and were already on their way to one of the camps. They were not even taken to their home first.
    


    
      The priest told Opa that he had received a warning the same day not to speak about that incident from the pulpit.
      Opa added that a priest should also not praise Hitler from the pulpit. Oma and Mother covered their mouths when
      Opa said it but agreed.
    


    
      That evening, when we all were sitting in the living room, Opa spoke about hate and why we should not hate. I
      think we did not understand, although we really tried. “Hate makes blind!” he said. People no longer could think
      correctly and lose their ethics or standards.
    


    
      Oma tried to make us understand that the greatest culprit in our society is lack of education. If we neglect
      learning about those who are different from us, then we are afraid of them, and the next step is looking down on
      them and then hating them. Oma always showed us pictures of her relatives who wore different costumes, and she
      would talk about foods she cooked that were so very different from what Mother cooked.
    


    
      Opa Gawenda was very quiet, rarely criticizing what was going on. He was not a member of the Nazi Party. Living
      among his employees who were mostly foreigners from Eastern countries, he wanted to be sure to avoid any problems
      for his and their families. The most important rules were: Do not repeat anything to anyone that was said or
      discussed by the parents or grandparents. Speak German in public and do not react to anyone speaking to you in
      Polish or Greek (Yiddish). Don’t enter the living room when Opa or any grown-up is listening to the radio or when
      Opa has some of his employees in the living room talking about the factory.
    


    
      Both Opa and Father spoke several Slavonic and Asiatic languages, such as Polish and Russian. Father also spoke
      Ukrainian and dialects of Mongolian peoples. Opa had many employees from pre-Soviet Union times, so-called White
      Russians who had elected to stay in German territories after 1919. Their children and my father grew up together
      and went to school together. Unfortunately, I did not follow my father’s advice to learn as many languages as
      possible. Mother, who felt that she was a “pure” German, did not like Father to speak those languages, although
      she spoke Polish very well and understood some Russian. The only foreign language she liked to speak was English,
      a skill that would help us in Austria when we fled and later when we lived in Bavaria. She tolerated it when
      Father spoke French. Although they never acknowledged it, both parents could speak Yiddish quite fluently.
    


    
      We boys couldn’t help noticing that several books had been removed from Opa’s bookcase. When we asked why, he
      said only that we would not yet understand. I have to admit that I could not understand at that time what all
      this meant, but I was starting to understand why we children were told to be so very careful.
    


    
      During one of our visits to Gleiwitz, in either 1942 or 1943, I realized that Oma and one of Father’s cousins
      were crying a lot. We understood that it concerned the husband of Father’s cousin, whom we called Aunt Betty. Opa
      was told that his niece had been notified by letter from the German Air Force that her husband had died the
      Heldentod (hero’s death) when flying in Russia. Any soldier who was killed was considered to have died a
      hero’s death.
    


    
      Opa inquired about the circumstances of the death with a friend who was in the same unit. He was told that one
      day when the unit was rotated back to Germany to be used in the defense against Allied bombings, Aunt Betty’s
      husband was picked up for questioning and was never brought back. During the war, we heard a rumor several times
      that he was a Catholic of Jewish descent and that he probably ended up in a concentration camp or was sent to the
      front and killed there.
    


    
      After these rumors started, both sets of grandparents and Mother told us almost every day not to speak to anyone
      about anything that was talked about at home, in particular anything that concerned our relatives or remarks that
      were made by anyone about the war, the bombing, or the lack of food. In Gleiwitz, Opa took us one time to where
      the ruins of the Jewish synagogue were. He said that this was not done by Allied bombs. Downtown, there were
      several stores that were boarded up because, Opa said, their owners had been taken away.
    


    
      This destruction was the result of the so-called Kristallnacht (Crystal Night) in late 1938, when the
      National Socialists openly started a pogrom against the Jews. Then the Jews had to move to wherever they could
      find shelter and later were rounded up in the early ’40s.
    


    
      One day we asked Mother whether and when we all were going to die too. When the air raid came that night and we
      all headed into the air-raid shelter, Opa talked about the dangers of war for the soldiers at the front and for
      us at home. We knew about the wounded and fallen soldiers in our neighborhoods and in our family. The Gawenda
      side had already lost three of their males and the Müllers had lost two. Several were missing in action, and
      several of the family members who were of the Jewish faith had disappeared.
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      Air Raids and Chicken Soup
    


    
      During air raids, items were sometimes dropped. Some came down slowly like aluminum foil, but some items would
      drop fairly quickly, especially when planes were hit and disintegrating and the aircrews were jumping out of the
      planes. So after air raids, we would walk toward town and look for items that might have been dropped by the
      planes. We found several pencils, a fountain pen, several leaflets with propaganda messages, and one time even a
      pair of gloves. The gloves were almost new, and they had a small piece of fabric in them that said “Made in the
      U.S.A.” All printed flyers had to be turned in to the nearest policeman. Opa took the fountain pen and handed
      everything to the policeman. We also found empty shells from large-caliber machine guns, probably from some of
      the fighter aircraft. We kept those because Opa would make toys with them or use them at his shop at the factory.
    


    
      During a bombing raid one night, our air-raid shelter and the construction site across the street were hit. We
      had made it into the shelter after the sirens sounded, and we were sitting on the floor trying to play with our
      toys, when all hell broke loose. The shelter survived, but the noise was deafening, and we all were shaken up by
      the strong tremors, the loss of electricity, and the thick dust. The doors could not be opened from the inside.
      They were obviously blocked. Opa, with his calm voice, asked all of us to remain in our place and not to move.
      Some of the small children were crying, holding on to their mothers. Opa lit some candles and walked around the
      shelter, holding the candles close to cracks and moving them around the frame of the iron entrance door. He also
      checked the air vents and the collapsed emergency exit. He told us that we were still getting some fresh air
      because the flames of the candles really brightened up at the emergency exit.
    


    
      One of the women checked everyone in the bunker with a flashlight and then bandaged two of the children who had
      been sitting close to the emergency exit. They were bleeding from their heads. Pieces of concrete had fallen down
      and must have hit the children. It was very strange that neither one was crying.
    


    
      Opa blew out the candles and told everyone to be very quiet and try to sleep. He then took some metal object and
      started knocking at the door in what sounded like Morse code. He made two of the larger boys count to five
      hundred, and then he would knock at the door again. Most of the children had fallen asleep, and the grown-ups
      were talking as if it were the most normal thing to be buried under rubble.
    


    
      Several hours must have passed after the air raid before we heard scraping sounds and banging. Opa continued his
      knocking, and suddenly we realized that the banging from the outside was exactly the same as Opa’s. Opa continued
      to calm us down by telling us what was going on outside, that they were using big machines like bulldozers to
      move the rubble and earth. Sometime later, he started to sing children’s songs with us, still knocking at the
      door. Nobody realized that we had not had breakfast and that it must be close to lunchtime. Oma suddenly said,
      “Today we will have chocolate and cake for breakfast, lunch, and supper.”
    


    
      Opa made us all move away from the steel door. In late afternoon, the door was finally broken open. First, the
      two injured girls were taken out by a medic, followed by the old people, and only then the mothers with their
      children. Opa had asked our mother to wait until everyone else was taken out before we finally climbed out.
    


    
      We had lost our air-raid shelter. The thick layer of earth and dirt must have prevented the shelter from getting
      a direct hit and from being penetrated by bombs, but there were big craters, and the entrance and the stairs were
      gone. The bulldozers at the construction site were completely destroyed, the trucks turned over, and the
      structure no longer recognizable. Several townhouses or apartments across the street had been hit, and the people
      who had been with us in the shelter were standing in front of the ruins. Opa’s apartment house was undamaged
      except for a few broken windows. We all went upstairs, and Opa checked all the rooms. In the meantime, Oma served
      us cake and chocolate, and we all agreed that it was the best we’d ever had.
    


    
      The next day, we were sitting at Uncle Willi’s eating ice cream when I heard the strangest noise. It was a
      humming sound that I had previously heard when we had gone to the home of one of Opa Müller’s friends who had
      several beehives in an orchard close to Mochau. The humming seemed to get louder, and the air started vibrating.
      Uncle Willi came to the door and looked up to the sky. He told us to get into the shelter, although the sirens
      had not started to sound an air-raid warning yet. Suddenly, he pointed at something like a dark cloud mixed in
      with white streams and glittering spots coming over the horizon. The humming sounds were caused by whatever that
      cloud was.
    


    
      When it came closer, Uncle Willi said, “There must be hundreds of planes and still no sirens.” The planes kept
      passing in the distance, going to the southeast. Later we heard that there was a bombing raid on industrial
      complexes and oil refineries in Romania.
    


    
      We experienced several of these massive overflights in Gleiwitz, some even bombing targets close to the city.
      When we were in the shelter, we could feel the vibrations of the explosions, although they were long distances
      away. We begged Opa to take us to some of those areas that had been hit but he refused. Only during one of the
      later visits did we go by tramway through Hindenburg and Kattowitz to the factories that had been hit, but the
      rubble had already been moved away and reconstruction had begun.
    


    
      Opa told us on the tramway that the production of materials for the war effort never stopped for long. One of the
      passengers yelled at Opa, “What a stupidity. They should rather reconstruct the residences!” Opa tried to warn
      the man by staring at him and placing his left hand over his mouth because he had observed two men in black
      leather trench coats standing close to the door of the compartment, but the man did not stop mumbling about the
      many destroyed homes.
    


    
      Opa grabbed our hands and pulled us out at the next stop, although we were not home yet. He bent down to us and
      explained how dangerous it was to say the wrong things in front of people we didn’t know. It was always better to
      be quiet. We waited for the next train and then climbed in to continue our trip. I think it might have been two
      or three stations farther when we saw the two men with the trench coats leading away the man who had spoken about
      the destruction of residences. He was handcuffed. Opa told us in a low voice, “Gestapo, Secret State Police, the
      poor guy.”
    


    
      Manfred and I decided to use a nickname or code for the Gestapo and the SS from that day on. Whenever we saw
      someone who looked like Gestapo or SS, we would ask, “Does it rain soon?” and Mother and the grandparents would
      know to be careful. Even Mother and the grandparents would use the code in order to warn everyone.
    


    
      Just as they had in Oberglogau, neighbors knew that we had nails, and they would come to ask for some if they
      were repairing or building something. By late 1943, hardware stores no longer had items that were considered
      important for the war effort. Only if people had connections or if their company worked for a governmental agency
      in support of the war could they buy metal goods. Opa actually was one of these individuals, but he was very
      thrifty and did not misuse his privilege.
    


    
      Opa had also collected pieces of lead that he used to expand his collection of tin soldiers. He had several
      forms, and sometimes he took us into the basement and showed us how to heat up the lead, fit two halves of the
      forms together, and then fill them with the molten lead. He usually set up five or six forms and filled them.
      Sometimes the soldiers did not come out correctly and he just put them back in the pot for the lead and melted
      them down again. He always made a whole series of lead soldiers and figurines and gave each of us four or five
      different soldiers, knights, horses, or weapons such as cannons or middle-ages stone throwers to take home.
      Sometimes one of his friends painted the figurines for us. By the time we left our home in Oberglogau, Manfred
      and I had different armies from different periods in history.
    


    
      In Gleiwitz, we were not able to get close to crashed airplanes. The countryside with the crash sites was too far
      away. In town, all crash sites were guarded and the debris was transported away immediately. Close to a
      bombed-out row of houses, we found several small pieces of shrapnel, and Opa told us that they were from a bomb.
      He took the pieces to the factory and told us a few days later that they were of some high-quality steel. From
      that day on, we brought Opa all scrap pieces we found, along with casings or cartridges from aircraft cannons and
      guns. He must have organized the collection of different metals by his workers because at one time he had a small
      document that said something like “Der Dank des Deutschen Volkes gilt der Lokomotivfabrik für die erfolgreiche
      Altmetallsammlung” (“The gratitude of the German people goes to the locomotive factory for the successful
      scrap metal collection”). The document had a seal with a swastika and a fancy signature.
    


    
      Opa loved his radio and would listen to it whenever something was on that piqued his interest or when classical
      music was played, but it was not only the living room where a radio was sometimes switched on. One time I watched
      him walk into his bedroom and sit down on the sheepskin next to his bedside. He opened a drawer in the nightstand
      and pulled out what looked like a folded towel. He unfolded the towel, took out a set of headphones, and placed
      them over his ears. He then bent down and did something under the bed on the metal springs of the mattress.
    


    
      The radio in the living room had first some news and then a speech from one of the Party bosses who sounded like
      Goebbels. Opa saw me at the door of the bedroom and motioned to me to come in. He made me sit down beside him and
      then placed the headphones over my ears. It was the voice of the BBC speaker that I already had heard in Opa
      Müller’s house in Oberglogau. I said, “That is BBC.” Opa asked, “How do you know that?” I answered, “Opa Müller.”
      He then showed me a wire leading from the metal frame of the mattress into the back of his nightstand to a
      strange-looking gadget in the drawer and the wires of the headphones sticking in that gadget. Opa put his arms
      around my shoulders and said, “My dear boy, that is our secret!”
    


    
      I later figured out that the gadget must have been what in German is called a Detektor and the metal frame
      with the springs that supported the mattress served as the antenna. Opa must have set the gadget permanently to
      the BBC station so that he did not have to fool around to tune it in. When Opa was at work during the BBC
      transmission times, Oma would go into the bedroom, switch a toggle under the mattress, place the earphones on her
      head, and also listen. When Opa returned, she would tell him what she had heard. I sometimes heard Opa and Uncle
      Willi discuss the contents of the BBC transmissions while listening to the news on the radio. They would then
      lean over Opa’s map on the living room table and track the movements of the German Army. In late 1944, Uncle
      Willi exclaimed one time, “What victories, those retreats!” Then he looked at us and at Opa, but Opa said, “My
      children know!”
    


    
      Every time the sirens went off, Opa would say, “Let’s hope that it is not our turn today.” And when we were back
      in their apartment, he would say, “Another day in our good chamber.” Oma, who always came last, would dunk the
      forefinger of her right hand into the little holy water container beside the front door and spray a few drops
      into the apartment before she closed the door and followed us downstairs.
    


    
      Oma’s calm faith was a gift to all of us. She loved to crochet small place mats for flower vases, covers for
      small pillows, and edging around handkerchiefs. She also embroidered our initials on a dozen handkerchiefs for
      each of us. We loved to watch her knit and crochet. She would always smile and tell stories from her youth or
      fairy tales. She had a soft, soothing voice, and she loved to sing, especially in church. Whenever we came to
      Gleiwitz, we asked her to take us to the wooden church close to where they lived. It had many icons, gilded
      candlesticks, and golden altars, and it was always lit up with batteries of candles. The priest sometimes visited
      Opa, talking about the war and the situation of the local industry with all its destruction.
    


    
      Oma also made carpets using a thick needle and something like matting with small square holes to pull the wool
      through and then knot it. Oma seemed to have the designs in her head because she would count the little holes
      from the left side and then push the needle with the desired color through the holes. She usually used at least
      ten different colors to get the effect of oriental carpets. Opa had made her a stand with a frame to place her
      carpets on. That way, she did not have to hold the material on her lap. Her carpets were very comfortable to
      sleep on because they were very thick, made from wool that did not itch.
    


    
      On our visit before Christmas in 1943, she had a disagreement with one of her relatives who blamed her for
      wasting wool that could have been better used for socks and gloves for soldiers in the war. From that time on,
      whenever visitors came she covered the frame with a blanket that reached all the way to the floor and pushed the
      baskets with the wool balls, needles, and scissors underneath it. She and Mother would sometimes sit together and
      knit caps, gloves, socks, scarves, and sweaters. They also sewed shirts, pants, jackets, and coats for us boys
      and little dresses for our sister.
    


    
      The economic situation and the lack of two commodities—coal and wood—strongly affected my grandparents and life
      in their home. We usually took a bath only once a week, on Saturday afternoon or evening, and Opa believed that
      we should get used to cold water. Boiling water for so many people would have required lots of wood or coal. Oma
      had a bathtub in the basement that was filled with cold water, and from our earliest visits, we would be rubbed
      down with cold water. Manfred was usually the first, I the second.
    


    
      During our long flight, people would always be surprised when they saw us boys wash down in ice-cold weather with
      water from creeks or cattle troughs from which we had to remove the ice first. In Gleiwitz, Oma, who felt sorry
      for us, would always have some warm water to rinse the soap out of our hair. After the bath, we would put on
      pajamas and head back upstairs for story time or music with Opa’s records on his wind-up gramophone.
    


    
      Oma was a very good cook, and despite the troubled times, she fed us as well as we could have been fed. Our
      favorite meal was chicken noodle soup. Every time we visited Gleiwitz, Oma designated one day the
      Hühnersuppentag (chicken-soup day).
    


    
      On the morning of the chicken-soup day, she would be up by six o’clock. She cleared the kitchen table, put
      newspaper over the chair backs, and started kneading the dough for the noodles, a mixture of flour, some spices,
      and several eggs. She separated the dough into fist-sized balls and then rolled the dough balls into large, very
      thin oval sheets. She placed the sheets on top of the newspaper on the backs of the chairs. We children would
      watch and wait. In between rolling out the sheets, she fixed hot chocolate and breakfast rolls with butter and
      honey. She cleaned the table, and we sat at the edges of the chairs and ate our breakfast. Then she placed her
      cutting board on the table and started cutting the rolled-out dough sheets into thin strips, every one exactly
      like the next. She took less than half an hour to cut six sheets into perfect egg noodles.
    


    
      Then Oma took off her apron, reached for her coat, and grabbed two shopping nets. When we saw Oma take off her
      apron, we older boys put on our shoes and helped Jürgen to put on his. We then marched with Oma to the butcher to
      pick up one bag of chicken feet and one bag with duck and geese feet, which he had put aside for her. She then
      selected a pound of chicken innards like stomachs, hearts, and livers and some chicken wings. At the end, we boys
      received a thick slice of sausage.
    


    
      Manfred and I carried the net with the innards and chicken wings. By the time we returned, Opa was boiling water
      to clean the feet. Then Oma placed the cleaned feet and the innards into a second pot with boiling water, salt
      and pepper, chopped celery roots, onion rings, parsley, and chives. After an hour, the whole house started to
      smell like chicken soup.
    


    
      Oma removed the feet and the innards from the water and let them barely cool down. She then took the meat off the
      bones and chopped the meat and innards and placed everything back into the water. She finally took three big
      handfuls of the egg noodles and put them into the soup. By this time, it was just a few minutes before noon, and
      everyone was waiting. Mother had set the living room table, Opa had cut slices of dark bread, and then Oma served
      the soup. “Don’t start yet! Opa has to start first!” Mother whispered to Manfred. We were all sitting. Oma said a
      brief prayer in a language we did not understand, and Opa said, “Guten Appetit!” and then we started
      eating. We usually had two or even three servings. Afterward, we always had red pudding that looked almost like
      Jell-O.
    


    
      On our last visit in November 1944, we didn’t get to eat as planned because the sirens announced an air raid.
      Mother made us put on our shoes, sweaters, and coats. We took our satchels and Mother her suitcase, and Oma and
      Opa grabbed our hands and took us downstairs. We had to cross the street because their shelter was below a plaza
      next to their housing area. We heard the airplanes approach before we made it into the shelter and heard the
      first bombs explode when we entered. The doors were blown closed behind us by an explosion.
    


    
      Oma and Mother, who had fallen on the floor, got up and gathered us around them. Opa only said, “Again the train
      station. Let’s hope you will make it out of Gleiwitz.” We sat close to Oma and Opa, who had their arms around us.
      Oma and Mother were crying. Oma said, “Maybe this is the last time that we are together. The war is soon over,
      and the Russians will surely come here.”
    


    
      After the air raid, we went back upstairs, and Oma poured the soup from all the plates back into the pot and
      heated it.
    


    
      Later Opa, Manfred, and I walked to the train station, which had been hit again. The freight yard had also been
      hit and several buildings were still burning. I counted ten fire trucks. They were spraying water on the
      buildings and the burning trains. The whole area was cordoned off by military and police, and many ambulances and
      emergency vehicles of the Red Cross were loading injured people. Orders were shouted, people were screaming, and
      some were crying. We could see many people in striped outfits piled in big heaps where one of the depots had been
      standing before the air raid. The stench of the smoke was horrible. Later, I would experience the horrible smell
      again when we passed what Mother said were the crematories of concentration camps. When we returned to the
      apartment, Opa told Oma and Mother that it looked like several hundred people were dead. He didn’t think that the
      tracks were destroyed beyond repair. By that night, the trains were driving again, and two days later, some
      trains were opened to the public.
    


    
      Oma’s tearful prediction was to prove correct. When we said farewell at the train station, that was the last time
      we ever saw them.
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      The Fate of Gleiwitz
    


    
      Historians say that eighty to ninety thousand Germans and so-called Polish collaborators were killed in the
      prisons in Gleiwitz and other Silesian cities when the Russians and Poles overran the area.
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        A Portrait: Opa Anton Gawenda
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        Opa Gawenda was picked up at the beginning of April 1945, after we had fled but before the war was over. He was
        taken to the prison of a certain Lola Potok, who was commandant of the prison in Klosterstraβe 10 in
        Gleiwitz and a member of the Polish State Security Office.
      


      
        The Polish State Security Office was established before the end of the war by the Soviet forces in liberated
        Poland and the German provinces that had been promised to Poland. In the eyes of the interrogators of the
        Polish State Security Office, Opa’s major crimes were that he did not admit to having been a member of the
        National Socialist Party and that he spoke perfect Polish, Yiddish, Russian, and other Slavonic languages.
      


      
        He was also blamed for many of the deaths among the forced labor in the plant, although during the last three
        years of the war, he was no longer working in a supervisory function when forced labor was brought in. Opa
        spent time in the factory only to help his successors, who were replaced several times and who had to manage
        the dismantling and transport of the factory after the occupation began.
      


      
        The Polish State Security Office was tracking down members of the SS, Germans who had been members of the Nazi
        Party, and Polish collaborators with the Germans. After World War I, Opa had been a member of one of Germany’s
        socialist parties. A lifelong socialist, he had always refused membership in the Nazi Party, although he had
        been threatened with prison and forced labor camp.
      


      
        While never admitting to committing any crimes, mistreating any foreign laborers, or having been a member of
        the Nazi Party, he was severely tortured over a period of several weeks.
      


      
        A fellow inmate of Opa’s told Oma after his own release that Opa had been considered a prime suspect and enemy
        of the Polish and Jewish peoples and had therefore been beaten almost every day. This inmate asked Oma never to
        tell anything to anyone because he himself had been sworn to secrecy and would be killed if he ever told what
        was going on in that prison. According to this witness, Opa had suffered several fractures of the skull and had
        his legs, arms, ribs, and fingers broken. He then contracted typhus. That fellow inmate also stated that the
        interrogators seemed to hate Opa for not giving in to pain and confessing. Supposedly that was the main reason
        why he was finally beaten to death.
      


      
        He died in the prison, either in Gleiwitz or in Schwientochlowitz. He had wanted to stay in Gleiwitz and in his
        position in order to prevent Hitler’s and Goebbels’s order that “Germany must be made more desolate than the
        Sahara!”
      


      
        Opa had supposedly prevented his factory from being blown up by the retreating Germans, but that did not
        prevent him from becoming a traitor in the eyes of the Polish officials.
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      In Gleiwitz, factory production never came to a standstill and continued after the war under the Poles. The
      Russian occupation forces were all Asiatic Russians, who would round up Germans as forced labor for the Soviet
      Union. All miners and workers in the heavy industries of Gleiwitz had been exempted from the draft under Hitler
      and became easy prey for the Russians immediately after the occupation of Gleiwitz. Later, the factory was
      completely dismantled and shipped to the Soviet Union.
    

  


  
    
      Part Two
    


    
      Flight and Occupation 1945–1949
    


    
      You have to be as good with your
      

      hands as with your mind.
      

      You have to be able to transfer manual
      

      skills as well as mental skills.
    


    
                                        —Anton Josef Gawenda
    


    
                                        Hubert Anton Gawenda
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      Leaving Oberglogau
    


    
      We had completely lost touch with time. We didn’t know whether we had been on the road two, three, or even more
      days. Mother followed the line on the map that Opa had marked for her. We were on foot now, the bus on which we
      began our flight having been destroyed in the fighting.
    


    
      We stopped only to go to the bathroom next to the road and to stay in barns to sleep. I don’t remember whether
      and where we were fed. I remember only that we were always hungry. We passed several groups of people sitting
      next to the road in the snow. Some looked as if snow had fallen on them. Because there never was full daylight,
      we couldn’t see what they were doing. The soldiers would check on those people and just touch their heads, nod,
      and say nothing.
    


    
      Once, a soldier who had approached one of the groups brought back two crying girls, who were probably about as
      old as we were. Mother told us to grab the hands of the girls, to look straight ahead, and to keep on walking.
      The girls were shivering and never said anything, just trotted along. The soldiers got some scarves and wrapped
      them around the girls’ necks and heads. They also put caps on their heads. After the two girls joined us, we
      caught up with Aunt Erna and our cousins Josl and Dieter. Now there were nine children—five boys and four girls.
      Sometimes one of us carried Bärbel, the baby cousin.
    


    
      Those people on the side of the road were dead, frozen. They might have just sat in the snow and not gotten up
      but fallen asleep. They didn’t make it, and most of their children didn’t either. The temperatures at that time
      fluctuated between –20 and –30 degrees Celsius (–4 to –22 degrees Fahrenheit).
    


    
      One of the strangest sights we saw was a horse and cart standing among all the debris. The horse was kneeling on
      its front legs, the hind legs still straight, the head submerged in the snow. The driver was slightly bent
      forward and sitting on top of the baggage; a woman held her arms around two children. All were covered with a
      thick layer of snow.
    


    
      Close by in the opposite direction was a fancy car with its two motor-hoods folded open. Three soldiers and a
      woman sat in the car as if they were waiting for something. The windows were rolled down, and some snow had
      drifted into the car. The driver’s door was wide open, and a rifle leaned against the seat. An old man following
      us said, “The poor dogs are frozen to death!” We boys wanted to run to the car, but Mother yelled, “Stay on the
      road!”
    


    
      Mother had known, of course, that there was a danger in trying to flee from our home in Oberglogau, of maybe
      being captured by the advancing Russians and Poles. She said at one time that she would prefer that we all were
      dead rather than fall into Russian hands. When I asked her how she would have achieved that, she started crying
      and did not answer. Many mothers would take poison with them or acquire it while in refugee columns.
    


    
      In Oberglogau, Mother, Oma, and the neighbor women had talked constantly about rumors concerning atrocities
      committed by the Russians and their allies. The more January advanced, the more people wanted to leave for the
      west. We did not understand everything that was discussed, but the biggest fear of women was being raped,
      gang-raped, or killed. Around the eighth of January, after a woman refugee arrived in the neighborhood, Oma and
      Mother felt that they finally had proof. The woman’s legs were broken in several places, and her face was badly
      disfigured. A farmer from Mochau brought her on a horse-drawn wagon to town and stopped at our house when Opa
      stepped out our front door. According to the farmer, a military truck had dropped her off in Mochau because the
      woman had said that her home was Oberglogau. She had been liberated by German soldiers after the village on the
      Polish side of the border had been occupied by Poles and Russians. She said that she had been working there in a
      telegraph office.
    


    
      She was constantly mumbling and seemed to be confused. She stammered that she had been raped for several days by
      many Russians and that the girls from her unit were all dead.
    


    
      Even though other refugees confirmed the atrocities, the Party bosses of our town did not allow large groups of
      refugees to move yet. Opa said that the Party was afraid that if larger population groups were to be moved in an
      organized fashion toward the west or south, then the soldiers would want to retreat also. Opa insisted to his
      Party friends that it was important to give larger families without fathers a longer head start. He argued that
      it was important to avoid being overrun by the retreating German or advancing Russian military or, worse, ending
      up trapped between the fighting troops. After several days, and after using all of his connections, Opa succeeded
      in organizing several buses.
    


    
      On January 20, 1945, a local official accompanied by an official in black came to tell my mother to get ready to
      leave. We could take with us only what small satchels and suitcases she and we children could carry. Military
      buses were going to collect families with several children from different towns in our area and transport them
      across the border into Czechoslovakia to a collection point for refugees. From there, we were supposed to be
      taken to a train that originated in one of the small towns in the Sudetenland. The train was supposed to take us
      through the regional railroad net to some safe place in the Sudetenland, but Mother had overheard one of the SS
      officers tell one of the Party officials, “Take them to southern Germany.” Her goal became Bavaria in southern
      Germany.
    


    
      Our mother had taken off with her bicycle as soon as it got dark after she had been told that we were supposed to
      leave the next morning. She had rushed to the hospital because our little sister had scarlet fever and was in the
      hospital. Mother did not want to leave Oberglogau without her little girl. The hospital administration refused to
      release my sister, but a nurse who had known Mother from the time when I was in the hospital after being injured
      during the bomb raid told mother to go around to the back of the hospital. The nurse wrapped our sister in a
      blanket and dropped her out of a back window into my mother’s arms. The nurse also dropped some medication for
      Hannelore and us boys in case we would also get scarlet fever. The hospital was a good twenty minute drive from
      our house, so Mother had to drive with one hand on the handle bar and the other clutching Hannelore. Mother
      really did not like to ride bicycles; she always felt that it was not ladylike.
    


    
      When Manfred and I heard about the upcoming trip, we immediately took off to visit our favorite places one last
      time. The first was the Saint Bartholomäus church where we had spent many Sunday mornings. Manfred took an empty
      medicine bottle to get some holy water. The next stop was the Pfarrkirche (Main Church), then the post
      office and the ring with the city hall. We came running down the hill to our street but stopped at the textile
      store where Uncle Helmut used to work as an apprentice.
    


    
      At the bottom of the hill, we first turned left to look at the two big Tiger tanks. The Twelfth
      SS-Panzer-Grenadier-Division Hitlerjugend had brought a small advance party to our town. Opa said
      laughingly that they parked them there because they had no gasoline to drive and no ammunition to fire. Thus they
      could not be used against the advancing Russians. We crossed the street back toward where we lived and stopped at
      our favorite grocery store to say good-bye. As usual Mr. Hoffmann, the owner, gave us some rock candy and some
      Christmas cookies. This time, Mrs. Hoffmann also gave us a can of lard. She said, “You will need that for your
      dry bread; it will give you energy when you need it.”
    


    
      We then tried to open the side gate of the graveyard across from our house. The gate was difficult to open, so we
      both pushed as hard as we could until it flew open and we both fell down. We got up and ran to what we had
      accepted as our guardian angel. The monument was a life-size angel with her right hand on the shoulder of a
      little boy. Oma had told us at one time that a little boy was buried there.
    


    
      After leaving the graveyard, we ran down to the creek where we had spent many hours with Opa and with other
      children. It was frozen over, so we carefully stepped on it, trying to see whether the ice would hold. We then
      heard mother’s whistle, and we headed home for the last time.
    


    
      Upstairs we checked our satchels and stuffed them with what we needed. Mother stuffed Hoffmann’s lard into her
      suitcase. Maria had put together a little sewing kit, several needles, different types of thread, a collection of
      buttons, safety pins, and a pair of small scissors. She had taken a small envelope made of leather and stuck the
      needles through a piece of linen on the inside. As Manfred really didn’t want to sew, I took it and put it into
      my satchel. Mother looked worried when she saw us but did not say anything when we told her where we had gone.
    


    
      Maria fixed sandwiches with butter and cold cuts and peppermint tea. I had my favorite Blutwurst. After
      supper, when it was dark, Mother, Manfred, and I went out onto one of the terraces where we had previously dug a
      hole. We placed those valuables in it that we had not buried yet. We closed the hole carefully and spread snow
      over it.
    


    
      We went to bed early that night, but I knew I would not be able to sleep. Maria came and sat at our beds for a
      while. When she hugged us, her tears fell on our hair. Then she touched my hair and held Manfred’s hand. She
      talked about all the beautiful times we had together, the walks, the games, and even sitting in the air-raid
      shelter. She asked us not to forget her, and then Manfred and I started crying. I told her that I knew I would
      always think of her as my big sister. She told us how much she was going to miss us and that she would pray for
      us. Mother called her after an hour. She hugged us very long and kissed us again on our cheeks. She was so very
      soft and warm. She stopped at the door and must have looked at us in the dark. We heard her crying when she left
      our room, and she was shaking as if she were cold.
    


    
      I was constantly waking up during the night, excited about our trip on the bus. I fantasized about the adventures
      we were going to encounter during our trip and how we would return as heroes. When I finally did sleep, I dreamed
      about fighting the Russians with my slingshot, hitting attackers between the eyes as David had done to Goliath.
    


    
      About four in the morning, when heavy footsteps came up the stairs and there was a knock at the door, we all were
      standing in the kitchen waiting. It was January 21, 1945. A soldier came in and said, “The bus is downstairs. You
      all get in the bus . . . you will drive into the countryside for a while, until the Russians are defeated and
      kicked out of Upper Silesia.”
    


    
      It must all have been especially hard for Mother because she did not know what was happening with my father. She
      had received his last communication in November 1944. All she knew was that he had been in Breslau, the capital
      of Silesia, and according to news reports we all heard on our radio, Breslau was supposed to be “defended to the
      last man.” Breslau had been declared a Festung (cauldron) just like Oberglogau was supposed to be. Mother
      was now going to be alone with four children, trying somehow to reach Bavaria.
    


    
      When the soldiers came to pick us up, neighbors were waiting to say good-bye. Opa Müller was standing in a
      beat-up uniform. His eyes were full of tears and he looked very tired. Oma was there also. We went downstairs
      carrying our satchels. I had the leather satchel on my back, and Manfred had a briefcase with leather belts for
      carrying it on his shoulders. I could hardly move because I wore two sets of underwear, two shirts, two sweaters,
      two pairs of pants, and an extra jacket, and on top of the jacket, my thick gray coat, which had been sewn out of
      an old military blanket.
    


    
      We had stuffed our pockets with all kinds of things. I took a lot of sausage that we still had downstairs in the
      basement smoker, and I took some of the silver and gold coins I had received from Opa or taken from my father’s
      desk.
    


    
      “Move, you two, hands on the railing, and hold on to your little brother.” Mother had become impatient and
      nervous. “And don’t let your little brother touch anything with his tongue. It will get stuck and we’ll have to
      cut it off. Put your caps on straight and leave your gloves on!” Jürgen had been known to lick snow from the
      railing. The temperature had dropped again to –20 degrees Celsius.
    


    
      Mother had to carry our little sister, Hannelore, and a suitcase. The cold air stung our faces. Our steps in the
      fresh snow sounded as if we were crushing eggshells.
    


    
      Oma and Opa hugged us before we entered the bus. “We love you and hope to see you again soon,” they told us. Opa
      added with tears in his eyes, “If we don’t see each other anymore in this life, then I hope that it will take a
      long, long time before we see each other again up there, you rascals!” He pointed to the sky when he said that
      and big tears started rolling.
    


    
      The bus might have been a painted civilian bus. In the darkness, it looked dark gray, with some brown and green
      designs like camouflage. Our driver was an older man, possibly a member of the Volkssturm. He was heavily
      dressed in a thick coat and fur cap. We knew that the bus ride would be cold when we saw the broken windows. The
      seats were not upholstered and were very cold.
    


    
      Maria picked up Jürgen and me and pressed both of us so hard that we lost our breath. She got our faces all wet
      with her tears. When we children boarded the bus, we wanted to pull Maria with us, but she turned quickly and
      jumped back to the entrance of the house where she stayed, crying, her arms crossed in front of her chest.
    


    
      Our cousins were already in the bus, and our Aunt Erna was sitting in the back with her baby girl. Aunt Erna was
      also crying. She had said good-bye to Oma and Opa, her parents, before she got into the bus. Opa not only had
      lost two sons but he was now also losing two daughters and seven grandchildren.
    


    
      Opa left Oberglogau the morning after we left. He had volunteered to go to the front lines. Later, we found out
      that he had been assigned to a unit fighting partisans in either Bulgaria or Romania,even though he was in his
      seventies. He would be captured and die in a prison camp in the Balkans in 1945. We would never find out where he
      died or where he was buried.
    


    
      For our flight, Mother wrapped my sister, who had scarlet fever, into several diapers, then covered her with a
      rubber sheet, and sewed her into a blanket so that she could hardly be seen. Only her face was looking out.
      Mother carried my sister like a rolled-up bundle of blankets. She walked straight to the back of the bus and sat
      down next to Aunt Erna. I don’t know where the two mothers got enough milk to feed the girls, but Aunt Erna had
      continued to breast-feed her two-year-old girl to make sure she would get enough nourishment. During the days on
      the road, it looked like the two mothers gave everything to the children, especially to the babies, without
      having enough to eat and drink themselves.
    


    
      We three boys climbed into the bus and walked toward the back. Naturally we all wanted to sit at the window, but
      we had flipped coins the night before, and so I knew I would have a window seat on the right side and Manfred had
      the window seat on the left. It took awhile until everybody had been rounded up and was situated in the bus. The
      soldiers took the suitcases and satchels away from us and stuffed them someplace underneath the bus or into
      luggage racks above the seats. I kept my satchel because as far as I was concerned, all my treasures were in that
      satchel and I would not part with it. I sat on the satchel at first, and then I put it underneath my feet on the
      floor. When the bus was loaded, there were ten to fifteen children and their mothers. Fathers were not with us
      because they were all in the war.
    


    
      When we looked back, we saw that Mother and Aunt Erna were hugging each other and crying. “That will be it. We
      will not come back,” Mother said. Aunt Erna was shaking so badly that Mother had to take the baby. “Let’s hope
      the men will find us,” Aunt Erna sobbed, referring to our fathers. Opa was assisting others into the bus and
      helped store some of the luggage. The driver took some of the luggage away from families because they had more
      than they were permitted to take with them. I saw one woman open a suitcase, take off her coat, and put on an
      additional dress and a jacket. Then she grabbed some sweaters and left the open suitcase on the street.
    


    
      Someone inside the bus pointed a flashlight at the suitcase and then at the soldier in the driver seat. “No
      flashlights!” the bus driver yelled. “We have to travel in complete darkness because we will go through areas
      that might be enemy infested.”
    


    
      “What’s enemy infested?” asked one of the mothers.
    


    
      “There are partisans or escaped prisoners in the area,” he answered.
    


    
      “What are partisans?” I asked.
    


    
      “My God, are you dumb,” said Manfred. “They are people that are fighting against us.”
    


    
      I wished I had a flashlight.
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      Chaos on the Road
    


    
      We finally started driving and at the edge of town linked up with another bus. Both buses were half empty.
      Although we drove for a whole day and a night, we did not seem to go very far because we constantly stopped in
      villages or towns and waited to pick up additional families and to receive food from emergency organizations like
      the Red Cross. My mother said to my aunt that she thought we were taking the road to the northwest toward Neisse
      or Glatz, but the second day we were going southeast toward the Sudetenland or Czechoslovakia. The driving was
      very rough, but we would doze off, and once in a while, we would see what looked like lightning on the horizon
      and hear what sounded like thunder. “Cannons,” said my mother. “Artillery fire,” said the driver. “I hope they
      are Germans, but I don’t really know where the artillery fire comes from.” Turning around toward the back of the
      bus, he added: “Don’t look out the windows, and keep your heads down!”
    


    
      That was an invitation to sneak a look outside, the eyes barely above the window frame, especially when I
      realized that a motorcycle driver would overtake us, then wait up the road and let us overtake him, and after a
      while overtake us and drive ahead again. “What is the motorcycle doing? It is dark and he can’t see anything,”
      said Dieter, my cousin. “Keep your head down!” yelled the driver. “He is checking that the road is clear.” We
      finally fell asleep. A short time later, we woke up when the buses stopped and a soldier handed the driver a
      paper. “New marching orders,” he said.
    


    
      The bus started driving again but turned into a side road. Daylight was coming slowly, and we saw that everything
      was covered with fresh snow. There were still heavy clouds in the sky, which might have kept airplanes from
      flying. The motorcycle continued to drive with us. We would knock on the window when he was passing and wave to
      him. I don’t know whether he saw us, but when he did not wear his scarf, he was always smiling. The confusion
      must have intensified when one of the soldiers shouted that we were going home again.
    


    
      Several times we passed groups of refugees on farm wagons or with small Leiterwagen (rack-wagons) or old
      baby carriages that had been converted into load-carrying vehicles. Many of the refugees were on foot, walking on
      the side of the road or in the ditches. Old men were pushing bicycles loaded high with suitcases and bundles of
      blankets. It was strange that people were going in all directions, some to the northeast where we were coming
      from and some in our direction toward the southwest. At one of the checkpoints, Mother asked one of the groups
      why they were going to the northeast and whether they didn’t know that the Russians were advancing. “We want to
      go home!” they said.
    


    
      Because of the confusion and lack of organization of refugee movements, apparently many thought they would be
      safer in their homes in Silesia and therefore returned when they failed to find shelter and food in
      Czechoslovakia.
    


    
      Once it became daylight on the second day, the motorcycle driver put his scarf around his mouth. Soon it was full
      of snow and his frozen breath. He almost looked like Santa Claus, with a big white beard. We had been driving
      very slowly, mostly on small country roads, until past ten. I saw the clock on a church tower that we passed. In
      the meantime, our convoy consisted of three buses, none of them really full. Our bus was in the middle. The buses
      were stopped several times, as if they had to wait for something. At one stop, I thought I had lost one of my
      gloves. My hand was freezing, so I put it in my pocket to warm it up, and that’s when I felt the smoked sausage I
      had picked up in the basement at Oberglogau. I gave it to Mother.
    


    
      We stopped again under a roof next to a barn. Manfred discovered a small building behind the barn. It was a
      typical outhouse but with two holes side by side. It was miserably cold and dark in there. We were glad for the
      cold because at least it did not smell bad. The toilet paper was cut up newspaper that was frozen stiff because
      the outhouse had lots of cracks through which snow, rain, and wind penetrated. I had to wad up the paper and get
      it warm so the ice would melt. We thought it was funny that two people could sit side by side talking while doing
      what they had to do. Sometimes even men and women sat side by side.
    


    
      We learned a nasty saying at that outhouse when Manfred and I had probably been sitting too long. A soldier who
      obviously was in a hurry came up and yelled, “Get out, buddies! You shit only for five minutes; whoever takes
      longer will be thrown out!” We naturally taught that saying to all the other boys in the bus until Mother heard
      it and got very angry.
    


    
      Then we discovered a group of soldiers standing around a military field kitchen as we had seen in Oberglogau. The
      soldiers gave each one of us a small metal container and a spoon and made us stand in line. A soldier with a
      white apron over his uniform gave us a scoop of oatmeal, something that we really enjoyed eating. The oatmeal was
      sweet and even had raisins in it. We ate every bite, even trying to lick the containers clean on the inside. We
      were told to hold onto the containers and the spoons.
    


    
      We climbed back into the bus and scrambled to our seats. Mother had gone to the farm across the street and come
      back with two beer bottles full of milk. The driver was angry when Mother returned because she had not told him
      that she was leaving. “My God, what if I would have had to leave quickly?” he yelled. “You would have lost your
      children.” He calmed down when everyone had taken their seat. “You all go to sleep,” he said. “We will not
      continue to drive during daytime unless we are attacked here in the village. It is too dangerous.” Mother told us
      that they wanted to wait until nightfall. Aunt Erna mentioned to Mother that we seemed to be driving in circles
      or crisscross through the countryside, and we were still close to our hometown. The village we were currently in
      was only a few hours from Oberglogau.
    


    
      Around three in the afternoon, they fed us something like potato soup with pieces of sausage. We had to stand in
      line with the soldiers. When it was my turn, the cook, a big, tall soldier with a white apron, filled my mess kit
      up to the rim with a big Schöpfkelle (scoop). I went to the steps of the small barn door and sat down to
      eat. Manfred sat next to me, and when we finished, we dared each other to go back and stand in line for more
      soup. When it was my turn, the soldier behind me told the cook, “Give that skinny guy more sausage!” The cook
      gave both of us sausage pieces. I told him not to tell my mother, but his soup tasted much better than that of my
      mother and grandmother. He fished for some more sausage pieces and added them to my soup. Then he touched my head
      and said, “Thanks for the compliment. The others, the soldiers, only complain.”
    


    
      After we were finished eating and had scraped the last traces of the soup from our mess kits, we washed them and
      took them to the bus. Again we were permitted to stay outside of the bus and walk around because we were really
      freezing inside the bus. The motor was not running, so there was no heat. Mother insisted that we hold hands. She
      was watching us constantly, making sure that we would get back into the correct bus.
    


    
      By dark, probably around five or six in the afternoon, we children had started playing some games, like hopscotch
      and hide-and-seek. One of the solders came over, scolding us because we had gone out from underneath the roofs
      and the barn. He yelled at us that we should get back to the bus because it was too dangerous and our movements
      could actually give away our position. We did not understand who would discover us and who could be dangerous to
      us, but we headed back into the bus, my younger brother crying because he feared that the soldier was angry and
      might hit us the next time.
    


    
      When the driver realized that Mother and Aunt Erna were related, he made Aunt Erna and our cousins get off our
      bus and move into the last bus. He said something like, “If one bus gets hit, at least some members of the family
      would stay alive in the other bus.”
    


    
      A small truck drove up, and a Red Cross nurse came into the bus and gave each of us a sandwich. She then poured
      hot peppermint tea into our metal containers. The soldier on the motorcycle appeared again, along with a group of
      four soldiers in one of those Germans jeeps called Kübelwagens. They began hurrying everybody into the
      bus. “We have to leave, count in the buses . . . hurry, hurry!” It was fun to hear everyone yell his or her
      number. I will never forget my number. It was seven.
    


    
      Everything felt confusing; there was a lot of yelling and screaming, and some commands were given. We all hurried
      into the buses. Then we counted a second time, with Mother paying close attention that we not be separated.
      Mother still held my sister very close, tightly wrapped in her blanket. I saw the fear in Mother’s eyes when one
      of the soldiers walked back to her, shining the small beam of his flashlight into her face and asking what she
      had in the bundle. In a very relaxed manner, she said, “Oh, it’s my little daughter, my baby daughter, and she’s
      asleep right now.” Fortunately, Hannelore did not cry all night and all day. He hadn’t checked correctly and
      apparently didn’t see the red blotches of scarlet fever on her face.
    


    
      The convoy started moving slowly, the jeep and three buses, with the motorcycle always driving back and forth.
      The leading jeep had something strange mounted on top that looked like a machine gun. This time, our bus was
      moved to number two in the column, right behind the jeep.
    


    
      We had not yet crossed into Czechoslovakia. We were driving very slowly, trying to avoid the many refugees and
      their carts and horse-drawn wagons. It was dark in the bus. None of the military vehicles were using their
      headlights. All they had were very small slits, with barely any light. We didn’t know how they could see anything
      on the road. Mother explained that they drove without lights because they didn’t want to be seen by enemies or by
      airplanes.
    


    
      “How can airplanes fly in the dark?” Jürgen asked. The driver must have heard because he said, “Russian planes do
      many crazy things, and just to warn you, the motorcycle driver already has heard a sewing machine (Russian
      airplane).” Pilots would switch off their engines and coast, then suddenly start up again and attack by strafing
      and dropping small bombs. We had experienced that several times in Oberglogau.
    


    
      The jeep was stopped again at a checkpoint and received another paper. It had started to snow again, and we were
      shivering from the miserable cold in the bus. Finally, we stopped again outside a small village. The buses were
      driven into several barns on the local farms. The barn doors were open when we arrived, and the soldiers drove
      the buses in and closed the barn doors.
    


    
      I believe that this was the third day of our trip, and we were supposed to have reached the collection point for
      refugees on the morning of the second day. The farmer’s wife at the place where we stopped had prepared warm food
      for us. It was some type of soup. Mother warned us, “If you eat too much soup, you have to go to the bathroom too
      often.” We didn’t care; we were just hungry.
    


    
      We stayed there for hours. The jeep and the motorcycle had taken off and some of the women were whispering that
      they had abandoned us. “They are going to leave us here. Our bus driver is also gone,” some said. Two or three
      hours later, after daylight was gone, our bus driver showed up again, and we were alone in the barn with our bus
      and driver. For a while it was very quiet. There were no sounds, and no one was talking. We boys were sleeping on
      bales of straw next to the bus.
    


    
      Then we heard a horn blowing outside, maybe the jeep, and we all scrambled into the bus. Next we heard the
      motorcycle revving its engine. Some of the soldiers had come and brought cans with gasoline. They refilled the
      gas tank of the bus with the gasoline, which smelled very strong.
    


    
      During the first night we had not been stopped often, but during the second night, driving close to the border of
      the Sudetenland, we were stopped quite often by military at checkpoints. They would always look into the windows
      and point whenever they wanted to open the door. More cold air would come in, and one time Manfred yelled, “Shut
      the door!” My mother hit him on the head from behind. “Don’t make them angry. We are lucky they bring us alive
      through the area where partisans are supposed to be!”
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      Russkis and Partisans
    


    
      Once when we stopped at a checkpoint, the door opened and a soldier entered to tell the driver that we all had to
      keep our heads down. “Do not, do not raise your heads above the window frame!” I guess we fell asleep when we
      continued driving. We awakened suddenly when we heard shots and several hard knocks at the bus, almost like a
      staccato. The driver yelled, “Machine gun fire!” The jeep and the bus driver really sped up and started swerving
      back and forth. Some of the children started crying, and some of us looked out the window to see what was going
      on. We saw wrecks of trucks, farm wagons, dead horses, rack-wagons, children’s carriages, all kinds of luggage
      and furniture, dead cattle, and sometimes what looked like bodies.
    


    
      In front of the bus, we saw the jeep swerving from side to side, as if avoiding something. One of the soldiers
      was firing the machine gun; we could see tracer bullets flying toward the wooded area on the right side. Again we
      heard that knocking sound outside the bus, and then suddenly it sounded like four or five very loud knocks. The
      driver just kept on speeding, and after a while, I became aware of a whistling sound on the wall of the bus next
      to me. I said to my younger brother, who was crying, “Look, Jürgen, there are three holes!”
    


    
      When the bus stopped, I found a fourth hole. I took off my right glove and stuck three fingers into the holes,
      they were that close together. The bullets had entered the bus at our right and ended in the back of the seat on
      the left. We found more holes later. We let the other children come to us and put their fingers into the holes.
      We felt like heroes in our seats where the bullets had come through the bus. I don’t think the driver ever
      realized that the bus was hit until the next stop a few hours later.
    


    
      At checkpoints, he and the soldiers were told to be careful because there were partisans in the area. I guess the
      bus had been hit by partisans or maybe by Russians. We all hoped that the German military had captured them, but
      we didn’t know.
    


    
      The next time we stopped to go to the bathroom, we got something warm to drink. It was another small village,
      this time in Czechoslovakia. We were supposed to go on for several hours more until we reached one of the
      collection points for refugees or displaced persons.
    


    
      Once we got into the bus and started driving again, we heard lots of machine gun fire and also something that
      sounded like mortars or artillery fire. Then the bus suddenly started swerving, and the driver yelled. The bus
      had been hit, badly this time, and had lost one or two tires.
    


    
      Obviously that was the end of our bus ride. The second and third buses following us must have avoided the trap we
      had driven into and gone around us in the dark. The soldiers were yelling, and the people from the jeeps ran into
      the fields firing. Then our driver yelled, “Get off the bus, get out into the ditch . . . into the ditch!” We all
      jumped out. I grabbed Hannelore, and Manfred held on to Jürgen. I had my satchel with me because I did not want
      to lose it.
    


    
      We saw one of the other buses burning in the distance. Those poor people were not able to get any of their
      luggage. We were really lucky; we still had our suitcases. We never had to look for ours. Mother, who was always
      a highly intelligent and practical individual, had marked our suitcases and satchels with red and blue ribbons.
    


    
      We moved away from the bus into the ditch at the side of the road to wait.
    


    
      By January 23, the Russians had freed over 6,000 Russian prisoners, equipped many of them with weapons, and sent
      them off to fight as partisans. The old city of Oppeln was abandoned by the German military on January 24, and
      Gleiwitz was taken by the Russians in a surprise attack.
    


    
      Most of the civilians were still left in the towns because they could no longer be evacuated. Others were in
      long, chaotic columns, still on the road, getting in the way of the German forces, who were trying to get to the
      front. They were too slow for the quickly advancing Russians. Thus hundreds of women, children, old people, and
      wounded soldiers were physically run over by Russian tanks and left lying in the ditches. How much more fortunate
      we were, even as we had to abandon our bus.
    


    
      After a while, the driver yelled, “Let’s go, comrades. We have to walk!” We got up, wet and dirty, our clothes
      full of slush and water in our shoes. Mother started us walking, first in the ditch, then along the edge of the
      woods. When we walked in the ditch or across fields, we often sank in knee-deep. My feet were wet, and they
      seemed to be frozen. I no longer felt them touch the ground, and I started to stumble.
    


    
      After what seemed a very long time, we finally reached the village. This must have been the third or fourth day
      of our flight, January 23 or 24, 1945. Some people in uniforms that didn’t look military received us. They asked
      Mother what had happened and how many were still following. Mother told them about the attack and the fate of the
      three buses. We were then taken to a big, empty factory building, where we got something to eat, bread with
      margarine and cottage cheese. We gulped the bread down with tea that had no sugar.
    


    
      It was dark again when they hurried us back on the road. “Let’s go, let’s go. . . ,” became a constant call by
      our driver. “Do you want the partisans to get you or the Russkis?” It was hard to leave the dry place, but we all
      gathered our belongings, stepped outside, and started walking again. Manfred grabbed Jürgen’s hand, and I held on
      to Hannelore. There were maybe ten or twelve people in our group. We were supposed to get to a town soon; they
      told us the town would be Setzdorf in the Sudetenland.
    


    
      I don’t know how long we were walking. We again joined up with some other groups. At times, I fell asleep while
      walking and bumped into Mother. Several times I fell down, and so did Manfred and Jürgen. We seemed to be on
      small country roads because they were very narrow and had fences on both sides. Several children were crying, too
      tired to walk. “Don’t sit down, you will freeze to death! Don’t sit down, keep walking.” The driver was
      constantly running back and forth encouraging the mothers and children. Once in a while, he would carry two or
      three children who had fallen down.
    


    
      When my little sister kept on crying, Mother stopped at the side of the road next to a cattle trough and opened
      the blanket. She took out my sister and wrapped her in dry diapers. Although she was over two years old, she had
      been put in diapers when she had started to get sick. Mother washed the diapers with the water running from the
      trough and then tied them to my satchel. “Please don’t lose anything!” Mother said. She knew it was important not
      to lose anything because although she had been told we would be gone for maybe only a week, she knew different.
      She had told my grandparents, “Good-bye. Who knows if we will ever see each other again?”
    


    
      We children understood only that we might never get back to our toys and to our friends. We also started to
      understand why it was forbidden to talk about losing the war, getting killed, or having lost our home to the
      Russians. The officer from the jeep was continuously warning his soldiers and our mothers not to talk about
      losing the war, and when one of the young soldiers had broken down crying at the last stop and started yelling
      that all would be lost, he had been taken away. Our driver told Mother that he probably would be shot for
      treason. Any talk of a Russian victory was treason and the same as fighting on their side or deserting. We had
      seen two soldiers hanging from a lamppost outside the last village, killed because they were deserters who had
      been caught by the SS. They had signs on their chests, but it was getting dark and Mother was making us hurry, so
      we could not read them.
    


    
      After we took up walking again, Mother slipped and fell. She suffered a serious injury to her back and had to be
      lifted up. The whole procession of refugees stopped, and one of the soldiers picked up our little sister and
      carried her for a while. Mother limped from then on. She was crying silently, and the soldiers said that she
      would have to go to a hospital. She refused. She wanted to go on; she did not want to stay behind. She knew that
      if she went to a hospital, they would keep her, and then she would not be able to stay with us.
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      A Deadly Train Ride
    


    
      Several times we heard strange sounds coming from the east. They were different from the thunder and the
      lightning on the horizon. The sounds seemed to pass parallel to our small road, and sometimes we could see
      shadows go by in the distance that had strange lights shooting from them. Then we heard explosions and saw flames
      bursting out of vehicles that were driving on what seemed to be a highway. Suddenly the sounds increased. They
      came toward us from behind.
    


    
      Mother made us all jump into the ditch, but Manfred and I lay on our backs, watching what looked like large black
      monsters with wings that were approaching extremely fast. I saw turning propellers and then red and yellow
      flashes coming out of their wings and felt the ground shake. It was just like the time in Oberglogau when I got
      hit on the head. I turned on my stomach and tried to cover Hannelore. I had never before heard such a noise, not
      even during the attack in Oberglogau. I tried to press my hands over my ears.
    


    
      There must have been at least three airplanes. It was dark, and I don’t know how they could have seen us. After
      they passed, Mother yelled, “Get to the trees!” She grabbed Hannelore and her suitcase and ran to the trees next
      to the road. We boys followed. We heard people crying, but it looked as if everybody was following us. The
      airplanes came back flying very low but no longer shooting. They disappeared with a loud roar and seemed to head
      toward the highway or maybe a railroad track. Mother stood up; she wanted to continue. She checked us and our
      satchels, and then we started walking back to the road. Most of the others followed us when we started walking.
      The soldiers had appeared again and were walking with us. Because of the deep snow, we progressed very slowly.
    


    
      What I remember most about that time and what I still dream about are the walks at night, the hiding in barns or
      woods during the daytime, the strafing by airplanes and the jumping into the ditches, getting fed or staying
      hungry, sometimes being chased away by farmers but more often being taken care of by their wives and being
      allowed to stay in the barns. If we were chased away by one farmer, usually the second or third farmer would
      permit us to stay in his barn, and we would lie in the straw or the hay and fall asleep immediately. They must
      have felt sorry for us. Some of the farmers would bring us food to eat, sometimes even fresh bread. Sometimes it
      was the old bread, and we were afraid we’d lose our teeth, but at least it was something we could eat.
    


    
      One time, an older gentleman scolded us for stepping on his hay, which was supposed to be for his horses or his
      cattle, but then he brought us apples, those with the hard skin; they tasted terrific and every one of us got one
      of those apples, and oh, they smelled beautiful. At first I didn’t want to eat mine, but then I ate everything
      except for the little stem. For the rest of my life, this type of apple, called Boskoop, would remain my
      favorite.
    


    
      My sister couldn’t eat hers because she was too small and too sick. At the checkpoints, Mother would ask whether
      they had warm water or something she could use as baby food. Sometimes she just stuck the bottle holding whatever
      she had been able to get under her clothing next to her skin to warm it up.
    


    
      We were a small group, so I guess people were a little bit more friendly when we stopped than they might have
      been had we shown up with a larger group. It was very hard on us that often farmers would close their doors and
      tell us to move on. We did not even see anyone looking out the windows because the curtains were pulled closed.
      We were Flüchtlinge (refugees), and many people did not want us.
    


    
      We still saw some groups passing us going toward the east. Sometimes there were disabled soldiers, some on
      crutches, some with missing arms, and some with bandaged heads.
    


    
      We arrived at Setzdorf early in the morning on January 27, 1945. At that point, neither our driver nor any
      soldiers were with us anymore.
    


    
      We finally managed to find food and shelter in the town for several nights. Then Mother was notified that all
      Germans had to gather at one of the school buildings because authorities would assemble a transport for refugees.
      The local authorities would try to get us into the center of Czechoslovakia, an area that was still considered to
      be free of Russians and partisans.
    


    
      Mother and Aunt Erna didn’t trust the officials and decided to continue on their own. They went to the train
      station, trying to find out if any trains were leaving, but there were none at that time. So they decided to keep
      on walking. Mother always said, “We must get to Austria. From there we can get faster to Bavaria, to my brother’s
      wife.” Aunt Anni lived in Memmingen in the Allgäu. Austria did not seem to be attacked by the Allied air forces
      because it was too far away from Allied air bases. Opa had explained that several times when telling his
      daughters which route to take.
    


    
      I don’t think my brothers had kept their suitcases. Both were carrying some type of duffel bags or rucksacks on
      their backs. My little sister had overcome her fever and would walk with us once in a while, but then we boys and
      Mother would carry her for short stretches. During the first hours, we were stopped several times at checkpoints
      manned by German soldiers. They couldn’t believe their eyes when they saw us. They would always tell us to be
      very careful because there could be partisans on the road and the Russians had made a breakthrough, whatever that
      meant, and so the grown-ups decided to keep on going.
    


    
      When we passed farms or houses, people looked at us with animosity. They obviously didn’t want us—three mothers
      and ten children—to stop and ask for anything. For Mother, one of the hardest things was to beg—for food, for
      permission to stay overnight, or for some type of shelter. When hunger started to get overpowering, we would look
      for food in the fields or beside the road. Unfortunately, many times the buried potatoes or carrots were already
      frozen. Then the raw potatoes tasted very sweet, and the carrots were soft and soggy.
    


    
      When we arrived at one of the villages, we saw a policeman surrounded by several refugees like us. He told
      everyone that some time later there would be a Verwundetenzug (train for wounded soldiers) at the station
      that might allow refugees to board if it was not filled up. Mother left us in a barn beside the road and went to
      check the information from the policeman. We dropped into the straw and had just fallen asleep when we heard
      Mother come back to the barn and yell, excited, “A train, a train!” We all jumped up. It took us less than two
      minutes and we were cleaned up.
    


    
      Mother explained that there was going to be a Red Cross train headed for Prague, the capital of Czechoslovakia.
      Refugees with children would be permitted on that train after all wounded soldiers were accommodated. We almost
      ran to the railroad station.
    


    
      The platform was full of people. The wind was freezing cold, and snow was blowing again. There was no place where
      we could stand without being hit by the wind. Mother held Hannelore in front of her, wrapping her coat around her
      daughter. I started to stomp my feet, trying to get them to warm up, but I was not successful. I grew colder and
      colder.
    


    
      Soon even my hands started to get stiff, and I no longer had any feeling in them. I had pulled the flap of my cap
      over my ears and wrapped a scarf over the cap and my chin. Only my nose and my cheeks were exposed to the wind.
      Manfred and Jürgen were also jumping and stomping, trying to keep warm or get feeling into their feet. The train
      was supposed to come within an hour, but the hands of the clock on the platform just kept crawling ever so
      slowly.
    


    
      Several times the crowd started to move toward the edge of the platform, and even I imagined the sound of a train
      approaching, but it was only the wind that was picking up speed. Mother finally sat on her suitcase cuddling
      Hannelore, whose feet started to freeze also. She started crying, and Mother tried to wipe her tears before they
      froze on her cheeks. The clock showed that we had been waiting for six hours.
    


    
      Manfred and I leaned against a steel beam that used to support a roof over the platform before it was destroyed
      during a bomb raid. I started to cross into a dream-like state just as I had when walking behind Mother across
      the fields after we lost the buses. This time though, I started to no longer feel the cold. Manfred later told me
      that he felt the same way and wanted to go to sleep and not wake up anymore.
    


    
      Suddenly there were strong wind gusts and a thick cloud of snow. The hissing of steam and the squealing of brakes
      finally confirmed that the train was arriving. As the locomotive came out of the snow and steam, the whistle
      started blowing. The train consisted of very old, prewar passenger wagons that must have recently been
      refurbished for the transport of wounded and several package or luggage wagons that had been transformed into
      rolling hospital rooms with metal beds and cots. But the train also picked up refugees and severely injured
      civilians. The stationmaster had previously told Mother that not all wagons of the train were heated, but at
      least there was finally hope that we didn’t have to walk. We were standing right in front of the stairs when the
      train stopped.
    


    
      Mother opened the compartment door, and Manfred climbed in first. He pulled Hannelore in and helped Jürgen and
      me. Mother, who was trying to hold back the pushing people behind her, was last and pulled the door closed. There
      had been moments when we feared that we would not get into the train, but strangely everybody found a place. We
      were in a third-class compartment that was entered through its own door from the outside. It had highly polished
      but very hard wooden benches that were assembled with big metal screws. The heads of these screws made sitting on
      the benches very uncomfortable.
    


    
      There were already two women with three girls, fifteen to eighteen years old, in the compartment. They did not
      seem to have luggage because the luggage racks were empty. One woman seemed to be the mother and the older one
      the grandmother. They all were poorly dressed, and the girls did not even have stockings on. They were not very
      happy when we joined them in the car.
    


    
      The three girls had only one blanket, which they tried to spread over their knees and legs. When Mother
      discovered that one of the girls had two different shoes on and stared at the girl’s feet, their mother said, “We
      had only two minutes to pack, and roaming Russians stole our suitcases.”
    


    
      The woman was holding the oldest girl, whose coat was torn on the right sleeve, trying to calm her down and dry
      her tears. She finally fell asleep, and her mother leaned over to our mother and whispered, “The damn Russians
      raped her.”
    


    
      The train whistled several times. Maybe it was supposed to leave immediately, although it was still daytime. We
      were used to moving only at night. But the conductor said that the area was free of Russians and partisans, and,
      supposedly, there were enough air defenses along the way. Most importantly, we felt safe because the train was
      marked with large Red Cross emblems.
    


    
      Before we left the railroad station, everybody received rations—one bread for five people, and different types of
      cans with can openers attached to the bottom of one of the cans. The cans contained herring in tomato sauce or
      Leberkäse (a type of liver sausage that could be eaten cold). Whenever the train would stop in one of the
      railroad stations en route to Prague, Red Cross personnel were supposed to bring hot tea or hot water. At one
      point, Mother received powdered milk from one of the helpers for our little sister, and with water, she could
      make some type of formula.
    


    
      We children were ecstatic. Train rides had always been the pinnacle of any of our experiences, and so we felt
      very happy. The compartment door led directly to the outside. That made Mother feel safer. She said that if the
      train were attacked by airplanes, we could jump out directly and wouldn’t have to go down a gangway or stay
      inside the railway car. We didn’t put our satchels into the luggage racks above the seats but held them on our
      laps. When I climbed into the luggage rack to sleep, I took the satchel with me and used it as my pillow.
    


    
      Mother asked for the torn coat of the girl and started to mend it with the sewing kit I had received from Maria.
    


    
      Suddenly, the train lurched into an emergency stop. I heard the wheels screeching and the whistle blowing. I fell
      out of the luggage rack, still holding on to my satchel, directly on top of my two brothers, who screamed and
      yelled. Mother started yelling, “Airplanes, airplanes, get out of the train!”
    


    
      Then we heard the whistling and explosions of the bombs, followed by the sounds of machine guns and cannons. The
      sounds came from the back of the train and raced along the train toward the front. Then we saw the airplanes. We
      couldn’t understand why a Red Cross train full of refugees, mostly children, was under attack.
    


    
      Mother yelled to jump, and we did. We hit the snow and kept on rolling as we had learned. It was quite a jump to
      get into the ditch. The train was high above the ground. We were lying in the ditch holding on to our satchels
      and backpacks. Mother immediately called out for each one of us, making sure we were all safe.
    


    
      The planes came back one more time, dropping bombs and firing their guns and cannons. Most of the time, they
      missed. Mother yelled to us several times, “Roll in the snow and stay down!” She wanted our coats covered with
      snow so that we would be camouflaged. The airplanes made another very low pass, no longer shooting, just wiggling
      their wings. Then they took off, which was very strange. I was lying on my back, looking up. We thought that we’d
      had it and that we would be killed, but we didn’t even get hurt. The two women and three girls from our
      compartment seemed all right, though the girls were freezing miserably with their naked legs. Several railway
      cars at the end of the train were badly damaged, and several people had been hurt and many killed.
    


    
      We had seen dead and mutilated bodies during the bombings in Oberglogau, in Gleiwitz, and in different places
      along our flight path. The attack on the train was different. It was the very first time that we not only saw but
      also handled dead people and body parts. I remember bodies without arms or legs and arms and legs lying in the
      red snow. Bodies were in the mangled train cars that were tipped over. I think there were people crying and
      screaming, but everything seemed very unreal. Mother made us stick together by constantly yelling our names and,
      “Remain together!” Maybe in order to keep us from staring at the gruesome sights and not to let them sink in,
      Mother made us help the military medics along the tracks. Strangely, even then, I carried the satchel on my back
      like a security blanket.
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      The Fortunate Ones
    


    
      Some small children were still alive, just sitting there next to the mutilated bodies of their mothers or
      grandmothers. The only men present were four or five medics and the train engineers. The train could not leave.
      Several cars were turned over, oddly deformed. Steam was escaping from the locomotive. “They will surely come
      back again. They will get us too,” said Mother. She was afraid that we were a target for another attack.
    


    
      Finally we started walking on one of the tracks toward the next village. Manfred held Hannelore’s hand, and I
      held Jürgen’s hand. Mother was limping with a broken crutch that one of the medics had given her, fighting with
      her suitcase, dragging it in the snow. She did not let go of it.
    


    
      After an hour, a locomotive came toward us. We jumped off the track and let it pass. It was going toward the
      train that we had left. After what seemed an eternity, we heard the train approach us from behind. It stopped
      beside us, and a medic helped us to board our damaged car.
    


    
      Less than half the railway cars were left. The remaining cars and the damaged locomotive were being pulled by the
      locomotive that had passed us. The conductor, an elderly woman in uniform, was checking all the compartments by
      walking on the running board on the outside of the wagon. We were shocked when our compartment door suddenly
      opened and the conductor entered. She told Mother that the train had picked up all those who had been walking on
      the tracks or in the ditches toward the next town. The baggage cars now held many injured passengers and several
      children who had lost their mothers. The conductor told us that she asked all surviving mothers who had lost
      children or had only one or two children to please take in some of the orphans.
    


    
      Manfred and I became very quiet when the train started moving. I could not understand that mothers would have
      left their dead children behind. When I asked Mother what she would do with us if we were killed, she started
      crying. But then she explained to us that the bodies would be taken care of and buried by the priest and the
      people of the town nearby. If something should happen to us, she would leave a paper with us, showing our names
      and when and where we were born.
    


    
      She had actually prepared these papers before we left Oberglogau. They were in individual brown envelopes with
      our names on them and wrapped in cellophane so they would not get wet. She showed us the four envelopes for us
      children and one for herself. She also told us that if something happened to us, whoever survived would have to
      get the envelopes from her purse and put them into the coat pockets of those who had been killed. We all cried,
      and Mother gave the two girls who had joined us a blank sheet of paper that she tore in half and a pencil, and
      asked them to write their first names and last names, their birthdays, their hometown, and their parents’ names
      on it. She then folded the papers and made them stick them into the pockets of their skirts.
    


    
      The train made strange sounds and very little heat reached our compartment. But at least we were inside. Someone
      had covered the broken windows with the advertising posters that had been mounted above the seats. We stopped
      several times in small stations, where people from aid organizations such as the Red Cross distributed food and
      tea. Almost every railroad station had painted on one of the walls: “Räder rollen für den Sieg” (“Wheels
      are rolling for the victory”), and what strange victory we were experiencing. It was a victory for the Allies.
    


    
      When the train finally entered the railway station at the outskirts of Prague, Czechoslovakia’s capital, sirens
      started howling the warning of an air attack. The loudspeakers blared for us to stay in the train. Bombs fell and
      exploded around us, and Mother made us crawl under the benches. The windows were breaking and pieces of bricks
      and roof tiles were flying into our compartment. At times, I thought our car would be thrown over, it was shaking
      that much. I had never experienced such destruction and noise before, not even in Gleiwitz. It felt as if the
      attack lasted a long time and the train did not get very far.
    


    
      The attack on the train station and our train seemed to slow down when we moved away from the platforms and the
      covers over the platforms. We crawled back on top of our seats and looked out the broken windows, although bombs
      were still falling. Some houses were burning, and others whose windows were gone looked like heads with dead
      eyes. The broken rafters of the roofs looked like messed up hair, and we laughed when Jürgen commented that those
      houses had it nice because they didn’t have to comb their hair, but he had to.
    


    
      Everything was burning around us—train cars, stacks of wood—and the air-defense cannon next to our track was
      still firing. When several bombs hit the air-defense position, our locomotive exploded and several cars were hit.
      Thick smoke covered our view. A medic came running along the train, yelling for everyone to get off and follow
      him into an air-raid shelter. But Mother decided to continue walking along the track away from the railroad
      station and the fires. A large group of other train passengers, all of whom were refugees, followed us.
    


    
      We went down to a road along the tracks, passing bombed-out buildings, ruins of residences, heaps of rubble,
      burnt-out vehicles, and many bodies of civilians—probably refugees—and soldiers. The smell was so bad that we had
      to cover our noses with our woolen gloves and scarves. Two old Volkssturm soldiers joined us, taking over
      the lead. One of the soldiers walked down the column and asked every woman for her name and those of the
      children. On his lists, he made check marks next to the names. Only a small portion, probably less than
      one-tenth, of the names on the lists had check marks and seemed to be accounted for.
    


    
      After what felt like an hour’s walk, we reached a small bombed-out building that looked like a train station and
      stopped. We received tea and breakfast rolls with cheese from the Red Cross there. At that station, the mothers
      were informed that we were going back to the Sudetenland; our destination would be Setzdorf.
    


    
      Mother started arguing with the soldier, but all he said was, “An order is an order.” Before a train arrived that
      night, a very enjoyable interruption came when a group of soldiers and employees from a chocolate factory—I
      believe it was something like Schoko—distributed to every child a round tin of chocolate. Someone said that the
      factory had been hit by the Allies.
    


    
      After the train arrived, we rode it for a while, but it was under almost continuous attack. Wherever the tracks
      were damaged, we had to get off and walk, carrying our satchels and suitcases. We were happy when we reached a
      school building that was designated a collection point. It was not heated but it was dry, and we were out of the
      weather. The floor was covered with a thick layer of straw, and we let ourselves just drop into the straw. I must
      have fallen asleep, not even realizing that we had not been fed.
    


    
      At daylight, Red Cross nurses brought warm tea and sand-wiches for all of us. Around nine, the mothers were
      informed by a railroad official in a blue uniform with red stripes that the direction of our evacuation was
      changed again. We could not return home to Oberglogau, but we would head to the southwest toward Janowitz, where
      a collection point was supposed to be. Mother’s goal was still Austria and then Bavaria.
    


    
      After our breakfast, we were given some more sandwiches for the road. We started walking again and reached the
      railway station at Janowitz, which was still intact, but no train was waiting. From there, we all walked on side
      roads again in the general direction of the Austrian border. It was cold and wet, and we really did not want to
      continue walking, but Mother kept saying that we had to go on. Otherwise we could fall into Russian hands and we
      might never see our father again. At one time, we stopped at a snow-covered, five-foot-high heap that reminded us
      of the sugar beet heaps around Oberglogau. We removed the dirt and straw on one side and found potatoes. I know
      that it was stealing, but everyone took several potatoes, cleaned them in the snow, and then ate them raw while
      walking. Raw potatoes tasted like apples or pears when we did not have anything else to eat.
    


    
      In one of the villages or towns that we reached that after-noon, we finally saw a train. We and refugees from
      other camps were loaded into closed freight cars and huddled together next to one of the doors, sitting on our
      satchels. There was some straw, but it smelled really bad, almost rotted. At least it kept us from sitting on the
      bare floors. We did not have a bathroom, so everyone had to use a bucket, and when it was full, one of the
      younger women lifted it up and emptied it through a gap in the wall. Every time though, we heard people screaming
      in the next car. At one of the stops, a woman came running and told us that the contents of our bucket would
      penetrate through some cracks into their car. From that time on the Klofrau (bathroom woman, as we called
      her) would wait until the train slowed down or stopped. It sure looked funny to see all those butts over the
      buckets, and when Mother saw us watching women relieving themselves, she got very angry. We boys had found a
      crack in the rear wall of the car that we could use when we had to urinate.
    


    
      We stopped, often for hours, in towns and in the middle of nowhere. Sometimes our locomotives were disconnected
      and we were parked on side tracks in railroad stations. Food did not arrive on a regular basis, but at least we
      were given hot food. It was cold in the freight car. We children and Mother huddled together under two blankets.
      Only when food arrived or when we had to go to the bathroom would we get up from underneath the blanket. At one
      of the stops, we saw a commotion at the car in front of us. An old woman was picked up with a stretcher. Mother
      heard that the woman was by herself, and as nobody was watching her, she must have died sometime during the past
      two days. Other passengers realized that she was dead only when she no longer got up to eat. Mother cried for
      several hours talking about her mother and Oma in Gleiwitz. She was wondering what was going to happen to them.
    


    
      Finally, I think it was in the middle of February, we reached Linz in Austria.
    


    
      During the journey, Mother’s back injury was very much aggravated, and she continued to limp even worse than
      before. One of the Red Cross workers who treated Mother gave her a walking stick. Before she had the cane, she
      would put her right hand on the shoulder of either Manfred or me and use us as her cane. She would carry
      Hannelore with her left hand or let us carry her. Later in her life, she would avoid talking about that dreadful
      part of the journey to Austria, sometimes acting as if it had never happened.
    


    
      We left Oberglogau on January 21, 1945, and arrived at Linz in mid-February. During this first phase of our
      flight, we constantly had subfreezing temperatures of –15 to –30 degrees Celsius. We spent the first days in
      buses, walked on small roads and cross-country, and spent some days in trains. Mother counted at least twenty-six
      attacks in which people who were with us lost their lives or were injured. The first two attacks must have been
      by partisans, and the rest were from the air by bombing or strafing aircraft. The scariest incidents were while
      we were in the Verwundetenzug, or Red Cross train, but the deadliest phases were when we walked and were
      in the open, not able to escape the freezing weather or hide from the attacking aircraft. Those days seem to have
      been a short time, but when looking at the distance we covered and the misery we encountered, it was a long time.
    


    
      We were among the fortunate ones of 6 million refugees because we survived. By the time we arrived in Austria,
      already 2.5 million refugees had died, fleeing from the eastern provinces of Germany, some because they were
      targeted directly and others because they happened to come between the fighting troops or were overtaken by
      retreating German forces and then mauled by the Russians and their allies. Mother always said that more of our
      countrymen could have stayed alive if the movement of refugees had been initiated earlier and if the officials of
      the National Socialist Party that were in control in those areas would have admitted the coming defeat of the
      German forces earlier.
    

  


  
    
      29
    


    
      Austria: A Children’s Dream
    


    
      The train was stopped somewhere between the towns of Freistadt and Linz. The conductress whistled and yelled,
      “Everybody out. The train stops here!” The doors were pushed open, and we all had to climb out of the train.
      Mother had a hard time because nobody helped and she could hardly move. There were several checkpoints for
      foreigners and Germans next to the tracks. There Mother received a form that assigned us to the area of Steyr. We
      were supposed to take a train from Linz to Steyr, but that didn’t work out because all trains were reserved for
      the war effort, for the transport of the military or supplies, and for the wounded.
    


    
      At the train station in Linz, or what was left of it, we started walking again, as we had done so many times
      before. We briefly stopped at a Red Cross station where we were fed a hot, thick soup with potatoes, beans, and
      some bacon. We sat on the rubble next to the station and ate the soup. Mother fed Hannelore and only then had
      some food herself.
    


    
      When we finally reached the train station at Steyr, a railroad official checked Mother’s documents that she had
      received at Linz and told her to follow the signs. We finally arrived at the official registration point where
      assignments were made. The officer could not believe that we had come on foot almost all the way from Linz. As we
      were a large family, we were assigned to a large farm in the countryside.
    


    
      The new location was called Ravencourt. The name of the farmer was Georg Kefer. The place was beautiful, a dream
      for us children. The farm was almost like a fort. Across the back were the barns, at least three stories high and
      about ninety feet wide, full of hay and straw. On the right side were the living quarters and on the left the
      stables. On top of the stables were more haystacks. Across the front were storage sheds. In the middle of the
      front were two large doors opening into a large courtyard. Right next to the stables was a large dung heap, and
      boy, oh boy, did it smell!
    


    
      One of the large doors had a small one in it with a metal knocker that could be heard throughout the farm. When
      the doors were closed, people could enter through the small door. Friends of the Kefers had a special code, a
      sequence of knocks, and the Kefers knew when they heard the code that they could open the door. If the knocking
      was not in the code, you could look from the second floor through an opening and check who was there. The gate
      was opened in the morning around four o’clock when the cattle were driven out to the pasture by one or two of the
      boys or one of the farmhands and closed in the evening after the cattle were brought back in. The calves, the big
      bulls, and the pregnant cows always stayed behind. When snow still covered the ground or when it snowed, the
      cattle would not be taken out.
    


    
      We boys naturally volunteered to take out the cattle because we could play all kinds of games all day long once
      the herd was in the fenced-in areas on the meadows. Around eight, breakfast was brought to the “cowboys.” The
      German expression was Hütejungen, but we preferred the Wild West name of cowboys and called ourselves
      “Raven’s Cowboys.” Our meal consisted of hot milk and small French breads or breakfast rolls with butter and
      honey. A second breakfast was brought around ten, slices of dark bread with butter and smoked meat. There was no
      lunch, only early supper when we brought the cattle back. The herd had to be back by four because the cows had to
      be milked.
    


    
      The family had three boys, one boy about twelve, and a set of twins who were probably nine or ten years old and
      who were also taller and bigger than we were. Manfred and I still used the same size, wore matching clothing, and
      were inseparable. The clothing and shoes we were wearing was torn and had become too small. The farmer’s wife
      gave us clothing that was too small for her twins. The twins and Manfred and I became very close friends, and we
      were constantly together.
    


    
      Just imagine—no school, a few chores that we really enjoyed as if they were play, and playmates that fully
      accepted us. The best was that starting in March we did not have to wear any shoes unless it was too cold. We had
      good food to eat, milk to drink—as much as we wanted—and we no longer had to worry about bomb attacks. Once we
      had done our chores, we were free to do what we wanted, and even Mother got used to our roaming again very
      quickly. At first, we all always stuck together, but after a few weeks, we started to roam in teams, we five big
      boys and the little ones. Our sister and youngest brother usually remained around the house, and Mother could
      check on them often. The Kefers seemed to like all of us and treated us respectfully. As time went on, we
      completely forgot that we were refugees. In fact, for quite a long time I did not hear the words “pig Prussian”
      and “damn refugee.”
    


    
      The farmer seemed to be everywhere. Right away, he took us boys to the dung hill in the courtyard and explained
      how we had to spread the dung in order to correctly build the dung hill. “Think of the Pharaohs. The dung hill
      must look like the lower part of a pyramid.” He watched us spread the straw in the stables, asking us to use it
      sparingly because it had to last until the next harvest. He showed us how to spread the correct amount of fodder
      for the cows, how much oats to use for each horse, and how to cut beets.
    


    
      What we especially liked was to churn whipping cream and make butter. Mr. Kefer would scoop the cream from the
      milk before it was taken to the dairy. On Saturdays, he would have collected enough cream to bring out the churn
      and start making butter. We children were the first ones to drink the buttermilk. Mr. Kefer was always up before
      we started, and he must have been the one to help in the kitchen, fixing breakfast. Mother always cut the bread
      and spread the butter and marmalade on the bread. The work, the physical exercise, and the good food started to
      show on our bodies, and Mrs. Kefer had to go into her used clothing supply and get us different outfits.
    


    
      It was amazing how much time we had left over for play and how much of the work was actually play for us
      children. Especially for us who always had lived such a guarded life, now being able to get really dirty or do
      things that used to be forbidden was a dream come true. I often told Mother that I would love to be a farmer
      because I loved the animals and the smells on a farm. When our cousins didn’t have to work on the farm where they
      were staying, they would come over and play with us.
    


    
      On weekdays, we started our chores at six o’clock in the morning after having breakfast at five, and on Sundays,
      we had to be in the stables at four o’clock in the morning because we had to stop work at eight, wash up, have a
      quick breakfast, and then go to the morning Mass at church. After lunch, we continued work.
    


    
      Before supper, I would take my little sister, who usually stuck to my mother, to collect eggs that had been laid
      by chickens in the barns instead of the chicken coop. By the end of the week, we had discovered many hiding
      places and always collected twenty to twenty-five eggs; it was almost like Easter every day.
    


    
      The maid showed me how to drink a raw egg. At first I wouldn’t do it, but Mrs. Kefer told me that we should not
      save cracked eggs because they might turn bad. She said if we were certain that the egg was fresh, then we could
      drink it or keep it separate so that she would use it that day, and we knew that an egg was fresh if we had taken
      all the eggs from a location the previous day.
    


    
      Once, when I was watching the maid milking the cows, I saw her open her mouth and spray milk into it. She then
      pointed at my mouth. I opened it and she sprayed milk into my mouth without missing it. She was spraying
      alternately with two teats, so I had to swallow fast in order not to have it run out of my mouth. She sat on a
      short stool that had just one leg. I was amazed that she never fell over. When she stood up, I realized that she
      had strapped the stool on her body. She placed a short stool with three legs close to the udder of the next cow
      and taught me how to squeeze and pull the teats until the milk squirted out. It took me some time until I was
      able to do it correctly. At first, the cow tried to get away from me and hit me several times with her tail. Once
      I had the rhythm, the cow held still. From that day on, I helped the maid milk the cows every day. I always
      enjoyed drinking the fresh, warm milk directly from the cow.
    


    
      The maid was a member of the foreign forced-labor corps who had been assigned to Kefer’s farm two years before.
      She rarely spoke a word, using mostly hand signals or movements, and always smiled. Whenever I lost a button or
      had my clothing torn, she would pick it up in the evening and bring it back repaired in the morning. I started
      calling her Maria; in fact, all the children started calling her by that name. One of her tasks was to sweep the
      courtyard every Saturday. As soon as I was finished with my tasks at noon, I would start sweeping in the back of
      the courtyard in front of the barn and meet her halfway. She always thanked me with a big smile and sometimes
      hugged me.
    


    
      During the week, we boys had to check the wood supplies at all the stoves, ovens, and heaters in the kitchen, the
      washhouse, the bathhouse, the bread oven, and the stables. We had to make sure to replenish the wood. The
      different locations needed different types of wood from pine or deciduous trees, chopped in small pieces or large
      pieces. If we were running out of one type, we had to tell the stable hand. He would then saw wood and chop it
      into large pieces. We were allowed to chop the large pieces into small pieces and thin kindling pieces to start
      fires.
    


    
      Before the snow was gone, the farmer and the stable hand started to take manure out to the fields. The horses
      would slowly pull the wagon while the farmer and the stable hand threw the manure over the field. They also drove
      this “honey wagon” over some of the meadows that needed to be fertilized. We boys were eager to drive with them
      and help. Very quickly, I was able to throw the manure over the field almost like the farmer, at least I thought
      so. I couldn’t believe how many muscles I had because muscles were aching all over my body. Mother was not very
      happy when I returned in the evenings because my clothing smelled like and was covered with cow dung. A few days
      later, the farmer brought some small rubber boots that must have been from one of the maids and told us to put
      them on when we walked in the manure. I had to wrap several rags around my feet to make the boots fit. After I
      had spread manure for a few days, the muscle aches stopped.
    


    
      Manfred and I really wanted to ride on the honey wagon because then we wouldn’t have to spread the manure. It
      seemed to be much more fun, but the stable hand, who was always joking with us, pulled a dirty trick on us. One
      day when we had arrived at one of the meadows that needed to be covered, he stopped, acting as if the lever on
      top of the barrel could not be moved. He told us to jump down and open the spreader at the back of the long
      wooden barrel.
    


    
      Naturally we believed him, never asking him why the lever in the front of the container was stuck. We jumped
      down, walked to the back, and tried to push the cover open. When it didn’t work, we both stood right under the
      cover and pushed as hard as we could. Suddenly it gave way, and the liquid manure gushed all over us. We were
      soaked. The stable hand must have held the cover closed with the lever and pulled it only when we were right
      underneath the cover. He laughed and laughed and told us to run home and wash up.
    


    
      My eyes and my mouth burned, and we stopped at the small creek on the way back to the farm. We stuck our heads
      under water to get the manure out of our eyes, our mouths, and our hair. I think we both coughed and threw up.
    


    
      When we arrived at the farm, the farmer and his wife saw us and laughed also, but then they took us into the
      washhouse, called Maria who took off our clothing, submerged us in the vat, and scrubbed us clean. The farmer’s
      wife brought us a new set of clothing and then sent us to Mother. We didn’t say anything because we were really
      embarrassed. When the stable hand came back, the farmer was waiting for him. There was quite a lot of yelling
      going on, and Mr. Kefer’s voice could be heard throughout the farm. At supper, the farmer told Mother what had
      happened, and we all laughed.
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      The War Approaches
    


    
      Spring arrived and with it came beautiful weather. We almost forgot about the war, the bombings, the shooting,
      and the artillery fire. We children were constantly outside, all over the farm and the fields, running and
      chasing back and forth, and we finally had enough to eat. In March, Mother heard troubling news on the radio.
    


    
      Breslau was to be defended to the last German, and Mother became worried. She knew that Father was a
      Scharfschütze (sharpshooter) and was often used on ruins or church towers to pick out Russian officers and
      sergeants, as he supposedly had already done in Stalingrad before he got wounded the first time. He might be in
      Breslau. The war was not yet over.
    


    
      At first, Mother worked in the household of the farm as a maid, but because she spoke English, she was asked by
      several people, especially officials, to translate documents for them in case the Americans came into that part
      of Austria. No one really knew how the war would develop and who would arrive first. The grown-ups said it could
      be either the Americans or the Russians. Naturally everybody was hoping the Americans would not stop and that
      their approach would be faster than the Russians’.
    


    
      As time went on, the rumbling of artillery became louder, and more often Russian planes would fly over. Mr. Kefer
      would lock the large doors at the front and the barn doors before it got dark. He made sure that we were inside
      the farm compound. He no longer allowed light to be used in the rooms that were located toward the outer walls.
      All the windows, even in the stables, had heavy curtains that had to be closed.
    


    
      Before Easter, the village priest, Pastor Johann Dobringer, assembled in his small church at Dietach all the boys
      and girls that were between seven and eleven and had not yet received First Communion. He wanted to make sure
      that we made our First Communion before the front rolled over us. Everyone was afraid that the Russians might
      cross the Danube and reach our area. He told us several times, “Who knows whether you are going to stay alive.
      With Communion, you at least will end up in heaven.” His plan was to have us make our First Holy Communion as
      soon as possible in an informal way. As soon as the war was over, the priest wanted to organize it as an official
      celebration with the whole congregation. Thus several of us actually made the sacrament of First Holy Communion
      not once but twice.
    


    
      The farmer did quite a nice thing for us. He had a party for us with food, cakes, and chocolate for the children
      and real coffee for the grown-ups, and it was all set up in his living room. That was the first time we had been
      in his living room. The informal First Holy Communion was on May 7, and the formal celebration was on May 21,
      after the collapse of the German Empire.
    


    
      Spring and early summer were beautiful. We loved to run along the wheat fields, lie in the grass, and watch the
      larks climb into the sky. Whenever we did not have any chores, we were outside. But the war was crossing into
      Austria, the front lines getting closer from both sides. We had more air raids and increasing numbers of
      reconnaissance airplanes flying above. They always had white trails coming from their wings. There were no
      air-raid sirens on the two farms, but sometimes we could hear the warning sounds from the sirens in Steyr. As
      part of our war games, we would run out into the fields and lie in the grass, staring up into the sky. Each one
      of us had been assigned to watch a different sector and had to tell the others what was going on. We would always
      identify the airplanes first and then watch the activities. Every once in a while, a German plane was chasing the
      Americans or British, but usually we saw only American or British bombers or fighters and, once in a while,
      Russian planes. Naturally we were always cheering for the Germans, but the German planes were shot down more
      often than any of the others.
    


    
      Of course, we found some of the wreckage. Trophies included a 20-centimeter-by-10-centimeter metal board that had
      a folded map fastened to it with a clip and a wide strap attached to one side, a leather jacket, several rounds
      of live ammunition, a box that turned out to be a first aid kit, a large pack of cigarettes, and big pieces of
      aluminum with some designs on them. We carried our war booty back to the farm and inspected it before hiding it
      in the barn next to the rear entrance. The jacket was made out of brown leather and had an American flag on one
      of the sleeves. We carefully detached it with a razor blade. The little flag was supposed to be used in case the
      Americans were to come first, showing them that we welcomed them or maybe as an item to trade with some of our
      other friends. In one of the pockets, we found a large pocketknife with the name Tim scratched on it. Mr. Kefer
      took this knife away from us. “Finally a good knife!”
    


    
      We set up two of the aluminum pieces we found against a tree as targets for our slingshot practice. We used these
      aluminum sheets because we could hear when we hit them with pebbles. The farmer watched us sometimes and even
      gave us hints on how to improve our use of the slingshots, which he had fixed up for us. I still had my old one
      from Oberglogau, but he had inserted a piece of thick leather to hold the stones in. Unfortunately, one of the
      German officers who came to the farm regularly recognized the origin of the aluminum pieces and discovered our
      trophies and said he had to confiscate them. He must have recognized the parts as being from an American plane.
      He asked us where we had found them. Eagerly we explained how we had seen the planes being shot down, how and
      where we had found them, and what all we had brought back. He made some notations in a notebook and some markings
      on a map. He asked us for details concerning roads or landmarks such as trees or barns. We were very proud and
      felt grown up to be asked to cooperate. We told him everything we remembered, including how we had marked our way
      in order not to get lost. He acted very official and gave us a receipt that had to be kept by Mr. Kefer for all
      the items he took. Nevertheless, our trophies were gone.
    


    
      We found out later that day that the farmer was reprimanded severely for not reporting the discovery of the crash
      sites and the removal of items from the crash sites. One of the soldiers with stars on his epaulets was
      especially angry that the map had not been turned in. We heard him yell, “My God, all the targets are recorded
      here. That was never supposed to fall into our hands.” Needless to say, after the Germans left, the farmer lined
      up all the boys. He had the tallest one get a branch from a hazelnut bush. He tested it by bending it and hitting
      it on his left hand. Then every one of us got five strikes on our behinds. His two sons were the last ones and
      got ten each.
    


    
      The officers came back that same evening and told us that they had located the crash sites and that the plane had
      two bodies in the tail section. They added that they had located injured American airmen in the wooded area near
      that crash site.
    


    
      Until several weeks after the war ended, we were no longer permitted to leave the farm just to roam by ourselves.
      Even if we were just collecting wood or pinecones, one of the grown-ups had to be with us.
    


    
      We continued our treasure hunts by sneaking away from the farm, but we no longer brought our treasures straight
      home. We took them away from the crash sites and carried them at least a few kilometers but then hid them for a
      while in ditches or in bushes next to the little roads we took. We always covered everything with branches and
      sometimes even dirt. A few days later, we would go to collect pinecones and bring our treasures back, hidden in
      the sacks with the pinecones. For the rest of our time in Austria, we were not discovered and were able to
      continue our ventures. We dug a few cavities under the floorboards where we could hide things until we decided
      what to do with them.
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        A Portrait: Kohut
      


      
        Kohut arrived at the most critical time for the farm and all its inhabitants, just in time to play a very
        crucial role in my childhood development. He was there when we thought our father might have been killed during
        the Russian advance into Germany. He helped me, and my brothers too, to overcome some of the more serious
        obstacles that we encountered at that time in our lives. He became something like a guardian angel for us,
        preventing mistakes and saving us from injuries. Although he had a first name, we all called him just Kohut. He
        was a Hungarian who had first fought under the Germans in Russia and then under the Russians against the
        Germans. He was captured by the Germans and placed into a camp close to Aachen. The Americans liberated him
        from there, and he ended up working at the farm in Austria toward the end of the war.
      


      
        I’ll never forget the first time we saw him. We had found several helmets that we set up as targets for our
        slingshots. Very soon, they looked all bent and rusty. They were no longer recognizable as German or American.
        One evening, we realized that one helmet was gone. We looked for it but could not find it. The next morning
        after breakfast, we watched a soldier in a brown uniform outdoors, shaving. He held a piece of the searchlight
        mirror that was one of our trophies. His face was thick with foam, and he carefully shaved his cheeks with a
        razor blade, then his chin and upper lip. He must have had a beard and a mustache because he constantly swung
        his hand toward the grass, throwing off the soap, and then rinsed the blade in a helmet that he used as a water
        container. I had never seen anybody shave with just a blade between his fingers. Manfred whispered that there
        was our lost helmet leaning against a tree, holding water.
      


      
        The strange soldier must have seen us in the mirror. He turned around and addressed us in a language we did not
        understand. Then he smiled and spoke in German, “My children are in Hungary and you are my children here.”
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      Mr. Kefer asked Manfred and me to show Kohut around when he arrived at the farm to work as a laborer. We all were
      told not to disclose his identity to anyone but to say that he was a foreign worker who stayed behind after his
      liberation. Mr. Kefer asked Kohut not to wear his uniform but to always carry his documents showing that he was a
      prisoner of war in a German camp close to Aachen that had been liberated by the American forces.
    


    
      By mid-April, we were seeing many retreating Germans with trucks, tanks, or horse-drawn equipment. Mr. Kefer said
      they were coming across the Danube, trying to reach das Reich. He now no longer referred to the combined
      Austria-Germany as das Reich (the Empire) but differentiated between Austria and Germany. Sometimes German
      soldiers were intercepted by either partisans or some of the Allies and killed or captured. The closer it came to
      the end of the war, the more active the fighting became. We boys would more and more often come across remnants
      of German units.
    


    
      The biggest shocker came when we stumbled on several bodies of German soldiers. Some were sitting on the ground,
      leaning against trees, eyes wide open with blood on their uniforms or their heads. Others were lying staring into
      the air, and others must have been eating when they were surprised because their partially filled canteens stood
      next to them. It was strange that there were no vehicles, not even a field kitchen. There were many different
      tracks, even those of tanks. We stared at the soldiers and called to them, thinking that some of them must be
      alive from the way they looked. We did not dare to touch any of them or pick up anything, not even the civilian
      clothes that were piled next to one of the bodies or a bicycle.
    


    
      We went back several times just to look and realized that the bodies were getting bloated. We told Kohut, the
      Hungarian, about our find, and he came with us. He made us cover the soldiers with branches. They all seemed to
      have their eyes wide open, and some still held their rifles in their hands. It was an extremely eerie sight, and
      when Kohut made us cover the bodies and we had to get close to them, we started crying. Kohut led us away from
      the scene and notified the Wehrmacht outpost in the village. That same afternoon, we saw several trucks
      drive toward the woods.
    


    
      Several days later, we went back to the area and picked up some bayonets and empty shells. We were also looking
      for the bicycle. When Mr. Kefer saw the shells, he said, “SS, Luger—German pistol—from the SS. They have shot the
      soldiers as deserters.” We had already heard about the SS and their actions in concentration camps, but this was
      the first exposure with the Wehrmacht and civilians. The SS visited our farm and wanted to know from Mr.
      Kefer who had found the dead soldiers and had notified the Wehrmacht. They also wanted to know whether anyone had
      picked up anything. Afterward, Mr. Kefer called all of us together and told us not to speak about our discovery.
      I have never forgotten the sight of the many dead soldiers.
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      Chaos Grows
    


    
      One day, a group of liberated prisoners drove up to the farm. They caught Kohut outside and wanted to take him
      with them. He gesticulated with his arms, pointing at Mr. Kefer and the tops of both farmhouses. He then placed
      his fists into his sides and stood straight up almost like Mussolini on one of Mr. Kefer’s magazines. He must
      have been speaking Russian or Polish. After a while, they made some threatening gestures at Mr. Kefer, shook
      Kohut’s hand, and left. The grown-ups looked at Kohut, and we boys just stared, waiting for what would happen
      next.
    


    
      When the jeeps were gone, Kohut started laughing. He then walked over to the Kefers and Mother and told them as
      he smiled, “You all are my prisoners!” He explained that the group was a platoon of self-appointed partisans
      fighting for the Americans behind German lines. He had told the group that he was an occupier of the farm, one of
      a group of several, and he would not leave the farm. Also, he and his group would fight anyone trying to take
      over the farm or harm any of its residents. He had pointed to the top of the barns, where he told them he had
      positioned some snipers. Mr. Kefer thanked him and told him that he could remain an occupier as long as he felt
      like it.
    


    
      With the approaching front, more and more German military appeared in the area. Sometimes they were units, but
      often they were small groups, the majority Army, but sometimes also Air Force. Mother said that those in black
      uniforms were mostly SS. We also saw much more air activity. Bombs were rarely dropped in the area of our farms,
      but we could see from the top of the barn that Steyr must have been hit. We also did not hear sirens unless the
      wind carried the sounds from Steyr to us. We started to hear artillery fire and machine guns more often.
    


    
      One of the scariest things happened when a group of soldiers drove up to the farm in a truck. The maid was
      standing outside and was asked by one of the soldiers where the Försters lived. She pointed to the farm across
      the street. Mr. Kefer came out and told us children to go inside the farm and stay there. The soldiers went into
      the Förster farm and came out with the whole family. They all had to climb on the back of the truck. They waved
      good-bye to us, and Mrs. Förster and the girl were crying when the truck drove off. Mother told us that this is
      what happens when you talk bad about the National Socialist Party or when you say that Germany is losing the war
      to the wrong people, such as Party members or the SS.
    


    
      More and more German soldiers were showing up at the farm, first in groups of three or four and later in even
      larger groups. We children had been instructed to disappear when-ever soldiers showed up because it was never
      clear whether they were really German or partisans in German uniforms. It was strange that most of them pointed
      their weapons at Mr. Kefer, yelling at him. He usually disappeared with one of them, and shortly afterward, they
      appeared with civilian clothing over their arms. Sometimes they had civilian clothing on and carried additional
      clothing for the others. After a few days, he no longer had any spare clothing and he had to take them across the
      street to the empty neighbor’s house.
    


    
      One day, a group of about twenty men in black uniforms showed up, looking mean and threatening. We watched them
      from the top of the barn as one of these soldiers fired a few rounds in our direction. Mother and Mrs. Kefer came
      into the barn and both said in low voices, “SS.” Mr. Kefer took several of them into the house, and we had to
      laugh when we saw them come back out. Several wore women’s dresses, had scarves on their heads, and carried some
      of Mother’s and Mrs. Kefer’s sandals in their hands.
    


    
      They wanted to take the neighbor’s horses and a hay-wagon, but Mr. Kefer told them about the visits of the
      escaped prisoners and partisans. So they took the old tractor and the wagon with the rubber wheels. They also
      took their military truck and left. Most of them no longer had their rifles, although they may still have had
      their pistols under their clothing.
    


    
      During those last two weeks in April and the first week in May 1945, Mr. Kefer lost much of his and his father’s
      wardrobes, and the neighbor lost all of his. It was strange that the clothing seemed to fit the different men no
      matter what size they were. Only one of these soldiers would come back in June, bringing back the clothing he had
      asked for in April. We heard him apologize to Mr. Kefer. He also tried to pay him, but Mr. Kefer did not accept.
    


    
      Often when everyone was present during supper, Mr. Kefer would talk about events in Germany. Sometimes we
      children would be allowed to remain in the room, but sometimes we were asked to play outside. He explained to us
      at one time that he would like for us to be prepared for the end of the war. During supper on April 9, 1945, Mr.
      Kefer talked about a German underground organization that had started subversive activities against the American
      and British occupation forces. Then he said something that shocked Mother and his wife so much that they both
      started crying, “Today Vienna was occupied by the Russians from the south and the west.” Then he took a deep
      breath and added, “We don’t know who will be first in Steyr, the Russians or the Americans.”
    


    
      On Sunday, we boys drove with Mr. Kefer to Linz. We went to the Danube and saw that all the bridges were blown up
      and that one could no longer cross to the other side of the river. Standing at the river, Mr. Kefer pointed to
      the other side and said, “There are the Russians,” when some tanks drove by. We saw German military trucks and
      halftracks drive along our side of the river, placing cannons in position to point across the Danube.
    


    
      Upon returning to the farm, Mr. Kefer immediately called his neighbors for a meeting. They were together until
      late into the night. Mother told us later that their decision was not to allow any underground activities and to
      do anything possible to help slow down the Russians. All members of the Volkssturm from the area, the
      Hitler Youth, and boys above six years of age were going to be used to dig Panzersperren (tank barriers).
    


    
      On the radio, we were hearing Hitler or Goebbels calling on all Germans to make every effort to stop the enemies
      of the Empire. The Hitler Youth came to the farms from the village to ask even younger children to carry stones
      to certain locations and help dig ditches and build up earth walls. It was hoped that tanks, whether they were
      Russian or American, would not be able to break through in our area or would be slowed down until the German
      miracle weapons we had been promised were available for deployment.
    


    
      The propaganda continued that the German forces were going to win if everyone did his part, and so we
      participated over the objections of our mother.
    


    
      At the end of April, many of the women started to cut their hair and wear loose or old clothing. They did not
      want to look attractive and were hoping not to be looked at by the occupiers, whoever they might be. The stories
      about the Russians were scary. They would first look for any kind of alcohol, even mentholated spirit, and get
      drunk. Then they would rape the girls and women, no matter their age, and very often kill them. They would
      pillage and destroy whatever they could.
    


    
      Several soldiers who came through and were with units that had retaken areas briefly occupied by Russians were
      extremely bitter. Mother tried to chase us away when they were talking, but we always succeeded in staying out of
      sight but close enough to listen. Several times, soldiers would break down and cry when they told of their
      experiences.
    


    
      Around that time, we were encouraged to play hide-and-seek in the barns, the stables, and the cellars more often.
      We did not understand why until we discovered that Mother and Mrs. Kefer would watch us when we played
      hide-and-seek. They paid close attention to the hiding places we discovered in which nobody could find us. These
      places were then assigned to the different women on the farm. On a regular basis, Mr. Kefer had them practice
      hiding, and when the escaped prisoners showed up in jeeps the first time, the practice paid off. All the women
      were gone, and when the Russians and Poles went through the farm, they didn’t find anyone. I don’t know whether
      they were looking for women because they were constantly yelling, “Schnapps, Schnapps!” Kefer just stood
      there not interfering while the former prisoners took bottles they found to the jeeps and started drinking. Kefer
      had purposely left some of the bottles in locations that were easy to find and said that he had no more, so that
      the people would leave quickly.
    


    
      Now there were other scares almost on a regular basis. When larger groups of partisans or escaped prisoners
      showed up, they would yell, “Where is woman? Woman, come here!” Naturally, the women were hiding, and only Kohut
      would show up and go through the same routine, chasing them away. Unfortunately for the young maid at a
      neighboring farm, one group caught her and dragged her into the barn. We children did not know what was
      happening, but we heard her scream several times, and Kefer said, “Pigs.” Several days after that incident, the
      same group came back for the maid and the horrible screams were repeated. Several of the group would threaten
      everyone with their rifles and even shoot at the walls and into the air. Mother made us children hide in the
      basement, and all the women hid under the roof of the barn.
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      Big Black Men in Big Green Tanks
    


    
      Sometime around April 25, we were digging trenches as barriers against approaching tanks. Several ditches had
      already been finished. Two of us boys and an old man were digging and filling buckets with dirt. Two more boys
      would drag those buckets to the top and dump them right in front of the ditch. One of the boys was supposed to
      lie on the top behind the heap of dirt and watch the horizon in the east. Suddenly, we in the ditch heard a
      strange squealing sound. The old man said, “Tanks!”
    


    
      At once, we stopped digging. The old man yelled at the boys still outside the ditch to come down. The tanks fired
      grenades that flew very low over our heads, and sometimes we could hear machine gun bullets ricochet. The old man
      said, “My Lord, they are closing the ditches and burying everyone in them.” We knew that if they did this with
      us, we would be buried alive.
    


    
      Talk about fear—we children were really scared. I know that I started crying and was joined by some of the other
      boys. The old man had gotten very calm. Several times he mumbled that he was old, but he didn’t want to die. I
      was the only one with a white shirt, well, almost white shirt. I took off that shirt and I tried to tie it to the
      handle of the shovel the way the old man explained it. I then lifted the shovel handle out of the ditch and waved
      it back and forth. We had been told on the farm that if the Americans came, we were supposed to just give up by
      waving a white flag.
    


    
      We hoped that these would be American tanks because they were coming from the west. We heard one tank stop very
      close to the ditch and just sit there with the engine running. We lifted the shovel higher and waved it
      furiously. Then the old man lifted me to the top, although I tried to protest, but they all pushed me up. I stood
      there trembling. I saw this large green tank, maybe thirty meters from our ditch. It didn’t look like any of the
      German tanks we had seen, and Manfred later said that it was a Sherman tank.
    


    
      The tank looked horribly big, and suddenly something opened on the top of it. All I could see coming out was this
      big, round, black face and teeth, big teeth in a big mouth. Unfortunately, we children had heard and seen the
      propaganda that all blacks were Menschenfresser (man-eaters) who would eat children. I had never seen a
      black man that close, only on Opa’s stereoscope and one time in a circus. This time, here is this man with big
      teeth and a big mouth, and my own friends had put me up there just for him. I think I even wet my pants because I
      was really afraid when the tank slowly crept closer and stopped right in front of me.
    


    
      Then came a second tank that stopped next to the first. Several black men jumped down from the tanks. They all
      wore shiny brown boots that were laced high and pants that were tied at the bottom, and then I saw these shiny
      golden buckles. Everyone had such a buckle. They had on brown shirts and short unbuttoned jackets that looked
      like wind jackets. Their helmets, which seemed too small for their heads, were pushed back onto their necks, and
      the straps were not tied, just hanging down. Not one of them looked like those on the posters.
    


    
      Suddenly I realized that they all were laughing, I mean really laughing, and they no longer looked mean or
      dangerous. The National Socialist propaganda of man-eating blacks must have been started to make the Germans
      continue to fight against the Americans and the French, both of whom had blacks in their forces.
    


    
      The soldiers motioned everybody out of the ditch, the old man with his hands in the air and the children. All the
      old man said was, “Amis” (Americans). The first soldier that I had seen picked me up, and other soldiers
      grabbed some of the others. They bent us over their knees and gave us a few slaps on our buttocks. Then they gave
      each of us a green pack that was covered with wax and had some black print on it. One of the soldiers gave the
      old man who had been standing at attention with his arms in the air an open pack of cigarettes.
    


    
      A short, white soldier had climbed out of the first tank. His uniform seemed to be pressed, and he had some
      golden insignia. He stood there, his fists on his hips, giving several commands. When we did not react, he
      started pointing toward the village asking something like, “Are there German soldiers?” When we shook our heads,
      he yelled something that we started to interpret as “Go home,” especially when he pointed several times toward
      the village, finally pulling his revolver. He really didn’t have to repeat that; we started running, even the old
      man.
    


    
      When we came home, Mother was angry. At the farm, they had observed the tanks from a second-story window with
      binoculars. They were afraid that we would get hurt or even killed. When we gave them the green boxes, Mother’s
      anger became even worse, because we had been told constantly during the past years that we were not supposed to
      take anything from enemy soldiers or pick up anything that had been dropped by enemy airplanes. It was always
      believed that children would be poisoned or we might pick up something that could explode. Then Mother read what
      it said on the carton: it was dark chocolate to make hot chocolate. One of the maids opened a box and dared to
      taste it and confirmed that it tasted very good. It was chocolate. When we told the Kefers and Mother also that
      the American soldiers were black, except for one with small golden stripes, they naturally were very tense and
      afraid, because nobody knew how black soldiers really acted toward the Germans. When they eventually came to the
      farm, everybody had calmed down again.
    


    
      The Americans did not arrive that day, although we could hear and see the tanks in the vicinity and hear the
      sound of artillery firing where German troops still were assembled. Sometimes projectiles would fly over us and
      explode with loud booms in the valley behind the woods. Manfred commented that this was American artillery
      because the Russian artillery was always screeching or shrieking. We did not sleep very much that night. Everyone
      wanted to hear about our experience, or maybe we just wanted to tell it over and over again.
    


    
      The next morning, right after we’d had breakfast, we heard the firing of machine guns. Mother told us to stay
      inside and to duck down behind brick walls. Several jeeps were approaching with people in very strange uniforms.
      They were not Germans and definitely not Americans. They shot at anything that moved. They especially seemed to
      enjoy shooting with machine guns at chickens and geese. At first, the farmer wanted to protest, but then he also
      ran inside and hid. All he said was, “Poles.” There was a prisoner-of-war camp close to Linz, and everybody
      referred to the prisoners as die Polakken whether they were Poles, French, Russians, or other
      nationalities. These prisoners had broken out or been liberated. Now they were driving all over the countryside
      and getting even with Austrians whose farms they’d had to work as forced labor. They demanded schnapps, anything
      with alcohol. The farmer gave them several bottles, but they were not satisfied and came into the house to search
      for themselves. They did not find more.
    


    
      As for the Americans, when they arrived they never seemed to bother the women. I never saw an American soldier
      drunk or asking for alcohol, but they were always looking for trophies, weapons, or military insignia. I don’t
      remember that they used their guns against any civilians.
    


    
      One day after the Americans had arrived, the farmer called all of us together and told us, “Hitler has fallen; he
      died a hero’s death.” Only many months later did it become known that he had committed suicide.
    


    
      For the past month, Mr. Kefer had no longer worn his little round Party membership pin. In fact, he had started
      to stress that he never was a member of the Nazi Party. He also started to treat us less friendly. When Americans
      came to the farm, he would point out that we were the German refugees placed at the farm by the German Nazi
      administration and he was an Austrian, occupied by the Germans.
    


    
      Eventually, Mr. Kefer remembered that he still had Hitler’s Mein Kampf in his office. He ran inside and
      brought it out with him. Mrs. Kefer stopped him and took the book away from him, “We have no newspaper and the
      paper in the restrooms is almost gone,” she said. As one of my tasks was to ensure the supply of toilet paper, I
      took one of the kitchen knives and cut pages out of the book, made holes in the top left corner, and then took
      half of the pages to the restroom in the house and the other half to the outhouse. The paper was nice and soft,
      definitely high quality. Every time Mr. Kefer came back from one of the two locations, he would say, “Thanks to
      our leader, we have luxury paper.”
    


    
      I kept the first page of the book because it said something like Unserem Freund Hans Kefer gewidmet, Adolf
      Hitler (Dedicated to our Friend Hans Kefer, Adolf Hitler). Mother took it away from me later, afraid that we
      would have problems if it were found. Mother always believed that Mr. Kefer was somehow connected to the National
      Socialist Party, but then again, almost every household in Germany had that book.
    


    
      And then on May 8, 1945, the church bells pealed, and the farmer exclaimed, “The Germans have lost the war.
      Germany has surrendered. Austria is free now.”
    


    
      The American occupation forces established a military government, and as Mother spoke English, she was very
      quickly directed to come to the American compound in the village as translator or interpreter. This position gave
      her some status among the refugees and the locals. She was often ferried about by local officials and was even
      issued a typewriter and something like an ID card. She carried a leather portfolio stocked with different forms
      and was even able to buy herself a suit. One day, she said that our days of freedom in Austria were numbered. We
      were on the top of the list. We did not understand what that meant. Because Mother was crying, we knew that it
      must be something serious.
    


    
      She was not able to get in contact with her parents or our father’s parents. Our home was sealed off, and
      Gleiwitz had fallen into Russian hands in January. Sometimes new refugees from that area arrived who were being
      expelled now. They all told horror stories of rapes, beatings, and killings of German nationals. Mother told us
      one evening that she hoped we would not be returned to Upper Silesia by the Austrians because we might not
      survive that. For us boys, this became the incentive to become master marksmen. We thought that we would be able
      to defend our family as slingshot marksmen if anyone tried to take us away. Kohut, too, mentioned his fear of
      being repatriated. He was afraid he would be picked up and turned over to the Russians or the new Hungarian
      government.
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      Kohut the Teacher
    


    
      Kohut had become our constant companion in his free time, which was usually about three to five hours between two
      and seven in the late afternoon and on Saturday and Sunday afternoon after coffee and cake time.
    


    
      Kohut’s first action was to check our slingshots. He found them in order and watched us at target practice. He
      corrected the way we held the wooden fork and then taught us what he called “Schiess wie in Zirkus”
      (“shoot like in the circus” or trick shooting). First we had to look in a mirror and shoot behind us. This caused
      a few blue blotches on our shoulders, but soon we were able to hit targets that were not farther than ten meters.
      Then we had to bend down, looking to the back between our legs and hit a target behind us. Finally he taught us
      how to hit one object and have the steel ball ricochet, hitting another, the intended target. That was the most
      difficult trick, and we lost quite an amount of our ammunition.
    


    
      After a few weeks, we tried our new skill on one of the patrols coming to our farm and caused some tension, lots
      of confusion, and anger. The poor soldier didn’t know what had hit his jeep. We apologized, saying that we had
      made a mistake. Mother had to come out and translate for the American soldier, and we both got a whipping in
      front of him, which was very embarrassing. Kohut tried to intervene but was told by our mother to stay out of
      sight unless he wanted to join us. Knowing Mother, she meant it.
    


    
      Later, Kohut became very serious. He made all of us sit around him. He taught us rules—when, how, where, and at
      what to shoot. Whenever we broke one of the rules, he would take the slingshot away from us for at least a day.
      Before the summer arrived, Kohut replaced the old rubber bands from Oberglogau with stronger rubber bands and a
      thicker leather holder for the steel balls or pebbles. He also made us check our slingshots every day before we
      started practicing or before using them in the woods. We had to check the rubber bands for tears or any cracks,
      the leather holder for tears, and the wooden fork for any small cracks or breaks.
    


    
      Kohut taught us many things: how to make a whistle from a hazelnut branch and play it like a flute, how to sew,
      and how to shape and sharpen a needle for mending leather.
    


    
      He called such lessons “school.” We always sat or stood in a circle. One of the first exercises was the
      identification of mushrooms. He had made drawings of different mushrooms that we had to compare to the mushrooms
      we found in the woods. We quickly learned to identify which were edible and which were poisonous. Although we
      started to collect mushrooms on our own later during the summer, he would still inspect them. We were proud when
      all our mushrooms were fried with meat or eggs, used in soups, or just fixed to substitute for vegetables and
      eaten by all the people at the farm.
    


    
      When Kohut started cooking, he turned out to be an excellent cook, maybe even a gourmet cook. Several types of
      mushrooms that we did not eat he sliced and dried on newspapers for either sauces or soups. Everything he cooked
      we just loved, and within weeks, we boys had gained several pounds. Mother weighed us every week with the potato
      scale in the barn because she must have recognized that we started to develop muscles on our arms and legs.
    


    
      Opa Müller’s training to remain motionless came in handy when Kohut taught us to catch trout. He showed us where
      the trout would hide close to the bank or under overhanging grass. He then made us stand in the water and bend
      over, holding our hands about ten centimeters apart. When a fish approached, we had to wait until it was below
      our hands and then grab it. If we caught it, we had to hold on to it and throw it over our heads behind us into
      the grass.
    


    
      The first week only Kohut caught any fish. At times, I lost my balance and landed in the water. My first catch
      promptly splashed into the water again because I had not thrown it far enough and in the correct direction over
      my head behind me, but the second catch actually landed in the grass. By the end of the second week, we all had
      caught our first fish, even the maid, who was a lot of fun to watch, especially when she slipped and fell into
      the water. She really didn’t like to touch the slippery fish.
    


    
      The creek’s water was so clean we could drink from it when we were thirsty. By the third week, we didn’t have to
      go fishing every day anymore because we would catch at one time enough fish for Friday’s lunch and even for
      Mother to pickle, making Bismarck-Herring with trout.
    


    
      Sometimes Kohut baked the fish near the creek. He would carry some potatoes in his pockets, an onion, some paper,
      and matches. We would collect dry pieces of wood and build a small fire, clean the fish, and stick them on thin
      branches. Before the fire burned down, he laid the potatoes into the fire and covered them with embers. After
      half an hour, he would stick the branches with the fish into the ground next to the embers. He bent the fish over
      some burning small branches. When the fish started smelling, after about a quarter of an hour, it was ready to
      eat.
    


    
      Kohut also cooked eggs by wrapping them in clay and placing them in the embers, and we always drank water from a
      well that was near the creek. We had hidden two old porcelain cups without handles in the creek next to where the
      water of the well entered the creek. Kohut also showed us how to detect impurities in water and from which part
      of the well to take the water.
    


    
      During the few months when we were with Kohut, we learned how to survive by living off the land. One of his
      favorite sayings was, “Nobody needs to go hungry. Everywhere is food. You must only look!”
    


    
      Mrs. Kefer used Kohut to catch chickens and prepare them for baking or making chicken soup. We hardly realized
      that he broke their necks. He showed us how to take out the intestines and clean the stomach. We helped him pull
      the feathers, putting the soft ones into a sack of linen and the hard ones into a box. We saved the hard feathers
      for Indian headdresses, which he also helped us make. The softest feathers ended up in pillow cases that we were
      permitted to keep. To make the pillows soft, Kohut mixed the chicken feathers with small goose feathers when he
      had to kill one of the geese.
    


    
      Mr. Kefer used Kohut to bring in the hay. We loved to go with him because he would load the haywagon really high,
      and we would be permitted to ride way on top. We loved to jump into the hay. The smell was beautiful, and the hay
      was soft. It was amazing how Kohut could throw the large heaps all the way to the top. One of us always had to
      catch the hay and then spread it evenly. Usually we loaded two wagons and took them back to the farm. Kohut was
      using the only two horses that were left to pull the wagon, all the others having been confiscated by the German
      Army for the Russian campaign.
    


    
      Kohut would often let one of us sit on one of the horses, although Mr. Kefer had forbidden it. Sometimes Mr.
      Kefer realized that we had ridden on a horse, and he would bawl out Kohut, but he would always smile. He knew
      that Kefer would not let him go because he was free labor.
    


    
      Kohut was always impeccably dressed. He washed his own clothing, ironed his shirts, and pressed his pants between
      two clean boards. Just like us, he mended his own socks, but we two older boys cleaned and polished his shoes and
      boots.
    


    
      Kohut asked us almost every day about our father, what he looked like, what he called us, and what he liked to do
      with us. He told us what our father was going through and how he probably had to suffer in the war and in the
      prisoner-of-war camp if he was still alive. We thus learned much about our father from Kohut.
    


    
      We all were worried when we heard and read about the sinking of ships carrying refugees and wounded soldiers by
      Russian submarines in the Baltic Sea. The first one was the Wilhelm Gustloff in which over 4,000 were
      drowned, the second one the General von Steuben with 2,680 wounded military lost, and the third the
      Goya with over 7,000 soldiers and refugees lost. Father could have been on one of these ships if he had
      been evacuated to one of the Baltic cities.
    


    
      We also found out that we were just five of over 1.2 million Silesians who were now on the road as refugees and
      that a total of almost 4 million refugees were fleeing the Russians. The many dead people we had passed on the
      road were some of over 2 million that did not make it.
    


    
      Our next task was to learn how to catch crayfish. Kohut first showed us in what type of creek we would find
      crayfish and where in a creek we had to look for them. Then he lay in the grass, flat on his stomach, his head
      reaching over the water. He looked for cavities under the bank and then slowly moved his hand into the water.
      Suddenly he pulled out his hand and swung it to the side, a crayfish attached to his middle finger. He shook it
      and the crayfish fell into the grass. “You try it,” he said to me.
    


    
      I jumped over the creek and did everything he did. Immediately I felt a sharp pain in my forefinger. I pulled the
      hand out of the water. A big crayfish was stuck to my forefinger. I tried to shake it off without success. It
      hurt so badly that I started crying. Kohut took my hand and flipped it; the crayfish fell into the grass. Kohut
      and I caught about ten more. That evening we had our first crayfish; Kohut prepared it, and we, or some of us
      anyway, liked it.
    


    
      Later during the occupation, when the Americans came by the farm one Friday afternoon, they saw Kohut prepare
      crayfish in the courtyard. They asked to try one and liked it. Kohut had also prepared a very tasty red sauce
      with tomatoes. The American with the most stripes called for Mother and asked her to translate. He made a deal
      with Kohut that on Fridays, the American patrol would pick up live crayfish and a bottle of the sauce in exchange
      for cigarettes or chocolate.
    


    
      Kohut was also expert at preparing the wild duck we boys brought down with our slingshots. He would cut the
      duck’s stomach open and take out the intestines, fill the cavity with onions, garlic, and some salt and pepper,
      and then pack it into clay. We boys started a fire, and when there were enough glowing embers, he placed the clay
      ball into the embers and piled some more wood on top. After three or four hours, he let the fire die down. By the
      time supper came around, the clay was cool enough to be broken. All the feathers were stuck to the clay, and the
      duck came out fully cooked. It always tasted better cooked that way than baked in the oven.
    


    
      Again the Americans became interested. When they saw the ducks, they offered us gasoline in exchange for them.
      Initially Mother didn’t know what the American meant when he said, “One Jerry can per two ducks.” But when she
      understood and explained it, Mr. Kefer agreed. Soon villagers started to realize that Mr. Kefer was making deals
      with Americans and that he seemed to have connections that helped him get what he wanted. His telephone became a
      public phone for everyone in the area. As the telephone was in the hallway next to the kitchen, Mrs. Kefer became
      the best-informed individual. We boys became couriers to carry messages to neighbors or ask them to come to the
      telephone. This popularity also helped us to find items that the Americans were looking for, especially geese,
      smoked sausage, fresh eggs, Austrian bread, and fresh butter.
    


    
      Kohut also became our mathematics teacher. Mother insisted that we keep up with studies as much as possible. She
      herself continued with reading and poetry, and Manfred became the specialist in biology. In addition to
      geography, I claimed the subjects of history and art. The biggest problem was paper to write on or practice on.
      Mr. Kefer had a supply of prewar pencils, and as long as his children participated, he let us use them. The paper
      problem was solved when Mother told an American that we children would really like to have something to write on.
      The American was picking up some of our baked ducks. He came back an hour later and brought us a stack of writing
      tablets that had an Indian head as the cover sheet. The sheets were yellow with blue lines. The soldier only told
      us, “Office supplies.” He also had some short colored wax things that were wrapped in paper of the same colors.
      They had the name “Crayons” written on them. I had never seen anything like this. As I was the art teacher, they
      were given to me. They worked beautifully. Unfortunately they broke very easily, but we could still use them,
      even if they were in little pieces.
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      Displaced
    


    
      Something that was in high demand and that even Mother would have liked for herself was German or Allied
      parachutes. We had found some of them before the end of the war after airplanes were shot down. Those that we
      found after the war ended were usually very dirty, torn, or partially burnt. The material was considered silk and
      that was the reason for its demand. We knew from Oberglogau that parachutes made beautiful blouses for the
      ladies.
    


    
      We usually held on to parachutes when we found them, waiting for someone to really want them for a special
      purpose. Before one of the local weddings, the village tailor asked us for two parachutes. He needed one to line
      the bridegroom’s suit and to make a bridal outfit for the young lady who was going to marry her fiancé, whom she
      had waited for four long years. He had just returned from an American prisoner-of-war camp. The bride’s father
      was a farmer in the village and traded parts of the parachute for bacon, smoked ham, flour, and children’s shoes.
    


    
      Actually, we were lucky that the chutes were not taken away from us because everything was supposed to be turned
      in to the authorities. But the black market was very active at those times, and we boys were even looked for by
      some of the Americans, who used us to get certain items. The black market was used for the trading of mostly
      illegal goods, like foodstuffs without ration cards.
    


    
      At Easter, before the occupation forces came in, the village priest had organized an emergency First Communion
      for his parish, fearing that the Russians would come in first and that many of us would not survive. We boys took
      one of our two torn parachutes that we had found and had hidden in the barn to the priest, who had asked the
      parish in his Sunday service for donations of white materials. He explained that some of the girls did not have
      white dresses. The priest was surprised and at the same time happy and gave it to a seamstress to sew dresses for
      several girls. On the official Holy Communion day several Sundays after the capitulation of the German forces,
      all the boys had dark suits and all the girls were in white.
    


    
      We continued to perform our chores and were treated very fairly by the Kefers and the neighbors, but rumors
      increased about the rounding up of displaced persons. We overheard Mother say that all former prisoners or
      refugees from countries under Russian occupation were going to be returned to their countries. When I told Kohut
      what I had overheard, he became pale and started trembling, “I can’t go back to Hungary—the Russians will shoot
      me dead.”
    


    
      That night, Mr. Kefer gave him the same news himself. Kohut begged him to hide him, but Mr. Kefer told him that
      it wouldn’t work. From that day on, we were no longer as joyful as before. Whenever an American truck came to the
      farm, Kohut disappeared until the truck was gone, and one day, he asked Mr. Kefer for his uniform. Mr. Kefer gave
      him money for his work at the farm and a new set of civilian clothing. Mother typed a letter for Mr. Kefer’s
      signature, stating Kohut’s trustworthiness and good work. She added also that he had relatives in the United
      States that he wanted to find and that they would vouch for him.
    


    
      But fate was against him. One day, a jeep full of military police showed up, along with a truck with about twenty
      men and another jeep with a mounted machine gun. They stopped at the farm, and one of the MPs came into the
      courtyard. He handed a document to Mr. Kefer, who called Mother. Mother translated that Mr. Kohut, a Hungarian
      citizen, was to be taken by the Americans to Linz. At a certain checkpoint, he was supposed to be handed over to
      the Russian occupation forces for repatriation to his homeland.
    


    
      We all cried when he was motioned to the truck. He came to us children and hugged us, telling us not to cry
      because, “Your father will surely come back from the camp.” Then he climbed on the truck, tears in his eyes, and
      said, “Thank you all. May God repay your friendship to me.”
    


    
      We heard later that, just as he had predicted, he was imprisoned immediately because he had been fighting under
      the Germans. A Red Cross search later confirmed that he had been imprisoned and then sentenced to death as a spy,
      but another rumor circulated that he had been handed over to the Soviet Union and sentenced to twenty years of
      hard labor in Siberia. We never found out whether he was actually killed or whether he survived.
    


    
      For days, we cried whenever we did something that Kohut had taught us or ran across something that he had made
      for us. We also became depressed because the fear grew that we might share Kohut’s fate. Many of the so-called
      repatriated members of Eastern countries would actually end up in the same Siberian camps that he was in. Even
      liberated Russian prisoners of war who were picked up in Germany or Austria were to be handed by the Western
      Allies to the Russians and then sent to the same camps. Mr. Kefer told Mother after one of his trips to Steyr
      that the Russians shot several of the repatriated people who had tried to escape from the camp where the Russians
      were putting together transports to the Soviet Union. It may have been because these people had experienced the
      western world and thus had become a threat to the Soviet Union.
    


    
      One evening, when our mother came back from the village, she said that she’d heard the Germans were going to be
      transferred into internment camps. Camps were in Steyr, Linz, or other towns close by. She said that we needed to
      be prepared.
    


    
      Sure enough, a few days later Mother received orders that we, the so-called Reichsdeutschen (Imperial
      Germans), had to report at the mayor’s office in the village. Our farmer took us to the village with a horse and
      wagon and gave us a big sack with all kinds of food including bread, butter, ham, glasses of jelly, and cans of
      different meats. The farmer’s wife had given us extra clothing and blankets. Mother was paid some money as
      reimbursement for her help. Mr. Kefer even hugged us before he left us. We never saw him again.
    


    
      At the village, we were joined by a group of fifteen other refugees who had lived on surrounding farms and whom
      we had not met before. The grown-ups just looked at each other, and we children tried to make contact, but Mother
      said to remain with her because we didn’t know who the others were. A village official whom we did not know gave
      Mother a stack of papers and told her to hand them to the camp commandant upon arrival. From the village, we were
      taken by truck first to Steyr and then to the internment camp in Enns, close to Linz. The camp in Enns was either
      a former concentration camp or a prisoner-of-war camp. Arriving at the camp gave us a very strange feeling. Now
      it had become our turn to be behind barbed wire and guarded by foreigners with rifles and machine guns. With help
      from the driver, we all climbed down from the truck. Mother had made sure that our satchels or backpacks were
      well secured. I still wore my coat that was made from an old military blanket. We were quiet and scared. We stood
      there and waited for the outside gate to be opened.
    


    
      There were two sets of barbed wire fences, one on the inside at least twice as high as Mother was, and one on the
      outside, maybe six meters from the inside fence and even higher. From where we stood, we saw two guard towers
      with soldiers who had machine guns. The tower on the left side already had a large searchlight switched on that
      was pointed at the main gate. A soldier opened the inside gate, then locked it behind him and opened the outside
      gate. He asked us inside and then locked the outside gate again. Once we were inside both fences, he locked the
      inside gate. Another soldier approached us and took the stack of documents that Mother held in her hand and said
      something in Polish. He walked off with them and Mother translated what he had said, “We shall wait.”
    


    
      Suddenly loudspeakers started blaring, “Get ready for supper, first barracks one, then four and five, then
      buildings A, B, and C. Don’t forget the meal coupons.” We were still waiting while people came out of these
      buildings and walked toward a large gym-like structure. No one seemed to lift his feet; they were all dragging
      their feet on the ground. Everyone appeared tired. Some of the people were staring at us, the newcomers. Children
      waved.
    


    
      We realized that our good times in Austria had ended. The camp inmates looked intimidated and undernourished. The
      first meal that evening was cabbage soup and a piece of dry bread. The newcomers were the last ones to be fed,
      and our soup was cold water tasting a little bit like bouillon. We finally were taken to the big building and
      assigned a space along the rear wall. Some guards had brought in straw. Mother and the other grown-ups arranged
      it for their families. We luckily had additional blankets from the Kefers. The first night was strange. We had no
      privacy with twenty to thirty persons in each room. All night, people, both refugees and guards, would walk among
      the sleeping families and poke at their belongings. We didn’t lose anything because we used our satchels as
      pillows and our coats as blankets to sleep on.
    


    
      Right after daybreak, the loudspeakers announced roll call. We all had to go outside and line up, mothers
      standing behind their children. First the names of the grown-ups were called and then those of the children. We
      always yelled really loud, “Hier,” just as we had heard it at the prisoner-of-war camp. The guards, when
      they were alone, seemed to be friendly to the children. I never saw any of the guards hitting children, no matter
      what tricks they might have played. When some of them passed us, they would touch our heads or our shoulders, and
      when coming out of their mess hall, they would give us a piece of bread or an apple or pear. Having learned
      different languages, we always thanked them, smiling.
    


    
      On some days, buses would arrive and foreign names would be announced over the loudspeakers in languages that we
      children did not understand. People would assemble at the bus, a heavily armed American military policeman would
      stand next to the bus, and a second one would look at a list, call out names, and have the people who were called
      climb into the bus. An American jeep would always stand outside the gate, with additional military policemen
      waiting. Everyone who was called had to place their suitcases and bundles next to the bus. Usually there were
      more men than women and children, and some of the men wore strange uniforms and came from the buildings in the
      back. They were always accompanied by armed guards of the camp.
    


    
      Mother and Aunt Erna recognized the origin of the names or uniforms and started asking the camp guards where the
      buses were going to. They were told on several occasions to leave the assembly area and not ask questions. When
      Mother asked one of the American policemen what was going on, she was told that those people were going home.
      They were mostly Czechs, Poles, Hungarians, and Russians, some of whom were Jewish, and the buses would always
      take passengers from one country only. It was rumored in the camp that the Americans had made a deal with the
      Allies, especially the Russians, to repatriate all foreigners to their place of birth, not according to their
      nationality.
    


    
      We children soon understood that there was a danger in not being Austrian, and we did not know whether those of
      us who came from the Eastern provinces and had Polish relatives or were of Slavonic ancestry would share the same
      fate as the people that were picked up by the buses. We children made it a point to practice the Austrian
      dialect, especially with people walking outside the fence. We had the crazy idea that the guards would hear us
      speak the dialect and release us.
    


    
      Although the camp’s guards seemed friendly toward children, we just didn’t have freedom anymore; we could no
      longer roam around. We had to stay away from the fence, and we could not go close to the buildings in the back of
      the camp. We had to be very careful, and Mother told us every day to speak only High German. If we would get too
      close to the fence, the guards would fire the machine guns along the fence to scare us away. One day while
      walking in the camp, I saw something gold colored on the ground. I bent down and picked it up. It was a little
      pocket watch, one of those watches that ladies wear around their necks with chains. I took it to Mother who
      rewound it, and it worked. She said that it could become a very useful trading object. I started wearing it
      around my neck with a piece of string and displayed it so that the guards in between the fences could see it.
    


    
      We played several games in camp: hide-and-seek all over the camp; soccer with a dried pig’s bladder in the roll
      call area; baseball with a ball we made from paper and rubber rings cut from bicycle tubes; and naturally our
      slingshots. One day when delivery trucks were entering the camp and making loud noises, we decided to shoot out
      all the lamps along the back fence. That night the camp went on alert because the commandant was afraid of a
      breakout. Another time, when the large trash cans were brought into the camp and were being unloaded, we shot at
      the cans. The workers dropped them and ran, and so did we.
    


    
      But the most interesting use of the slingshots was standing next to the watchtowers and shooting stones straight
      into the air. The stones would drop down on the tin roofs of the guard towers. The guards would jump down from
      the towers and curse in their languages.
    


    
      Several weeks after our arrival, we were moved into smaller rooms, but the walls were thin and all noises,
      especially the moaning from next door, could be heard and voices could be understood. When they were visited by
      some of the guards, the three women next door would sometimes send their children outside or, when it rained, to
      our room or into the hallway. At that time, we did not understand what was going on, but Mother would make us
      sing songs until we fell asleep. The children from next door would then sleep in our room until the next morning.
      Mother and Aunt Erna did not like the women and did not talk to them, but we liked to play with the children
      because they always had candy and chocolate.
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      Uncle August Finds Us
    


    
      On a Saturday, some time near the end of July 1945, as we were all getting ready to be scrubbed down in the
      washhouse, we saw through the window a German soldier with a big “PW” on his back walking up to the gate of the
      camp. He stopped at the gate and started talking to the guard, who then called Mother. We naturally followed
      Mother outside to see what was going on.
    


    
      When the soldier turned around, we all started yelling “Uncle August.” We had recognized him immediately as Aunt
      Erna’s husband and started running toward the gate with only our undershorts on. He hugged every one of us, and
      then he asked for his children and Aunt Erna. Mother explained how to get to the area where they stayed. But as
      you would expect, we asked him about our father—had he seen him, were they captured together, where could he be,
      and was he still alive? Uncle didn’t know.
    


    
      Uncle August had been captured by the British and released to return to Upper Silesia. He had tried to get
      through Austria to Bavaria in Southern Germany because he knew from conversations with Opa in Oberglogau which
      route everyone was supposed to take to get to Southern Bavaria to Aunt Anni, the wife of Uncle Erwin, Opa’s
      oldest son. Uncle August had been on the road for two weeks, tracking his family’s movements.
    


    
      Mother walked Uncle August to the part of the camp where his family was staying. Dieter later told us that he had
      been standing at the door looking down to the gate. When he recognized his father, he yelled to his brother and
      sister to come quickly, completely forgetting about his mother. They were jumping up on Uncle August, crying and
      laughing. He picked up his daughter, who did not know him yet, and started walking toward the building. One of
      the other inmates called Aunt Erna, asking her who that man was with her children. She just stood there waiting
      for him.
    


    
      Mother had turned around and come back crying. She was crying all evening and all night. She was happy for Aunt
      Erna but must have really missed our father. On Sunday, we all attended the service that was conducted in the
      camp. Uncle had a suit on and told our mother that our farmer’s wife had given it to him when he went to the farm
      looking for us. Word must have gotten around the village, and the refugees quickly spread it, that the Americans
      were releasing prisoners of war. Hope rose that many more would arrive, but in our camp he remained the only one.
      Many of the refugees in the camp wondered why Uncle August had given up his freedom. Uncle not only wanted to be
      with his family, he also wanted to avoid being sent back to his home, which was under Polish administration. We
      were all very glad to have him with us, and it turned out he had some very useful talents.
    


    
      For one, Uncle August used to make his own schnapps on his farm before the war. When he realized that the guards
      were always trying to get alcohol, he and the two women decided to try to build a small distillery in the
      basement of the stone building we were housed in. They had to be very careful because there was a lot of
      whistle-blowing and betrayal among the refugees.
    


    
      Uncle, who was a real organizer, found the materials and tools that were needed to build a small moonshine setup.
      One of the former repair shops for the camp’s building maintenance had all the tools he needed, and he was able
      to pick the lock to the shack. We children had to be the decoys and divert the guards’ attention when they came
      close. Uncle August connected the heater element to one of the chimney openings in the basement. He selected the
      chimney that did not reach to the top of the roof because he did not want the smoke to be seen by the guards. He
      called his two boys and us three brothers and asked us to start collecting raw potato peels and to try to get raw
      potatoes. He gave us small empty sacks and made us promise not to tell anyone what we were collecting. In case
      guards stopped us, we were to tell them that we were hungry.
    


    
      We started to hang around the kitchens of the camp, the small boys getting the attention of the kitchen personnel
      and us bigger ones raiding the trash cans. We befriended one of the kitchen women, who would collect potato peels
      in a bucket for us. Not to raise suspicion, we would empty the bucket into our bags. About a week into our potato
      peel missions, Mother gave us a ring to give to the kitchen worker. She was very surprised, looked around to
      check whether anyone had seen us give the ring to her, and stuck it into the top of her dress, I think into her
      bra. She obviously did not want to be seen accepting anything.
    


    
      I continued to display my watch, and sure enough, one of the Russian guards pointed at it and asked me about it.
      I said, “I get potatoes and you get the watch.” The next day at the same time, he was on guard duty again. He
      produced a few potatoes from his pockets and we made the trade. I had him put the potatoes under the fence to my
      side, and a little farther to the right I moved the watch under the fence toward him. With my feet I kicked the
      potatoes away from the fence toward the camp because I was afraid he might take them back. He just laughed.
    


    
      When my uncle saw the potatoes, he smiled. The production of the schnapps was going slowly but steadily. Over a
      period of six weeks, the grown-ups were able to fill several bottles with Kartoffelschnapps (vodka). Uncle
      had discovered some sacks of oats in what might have been a horse stable at one time. They all felt bad not using
      the oats for flour, but their project seemed more important. After trading the watch, I continued looking for
      others. Several times I found wristwatches that no longer worked or that had stopped. I took them, cleaned them,
      wound those that still worked, wore them, and continued trading them.
    


    
      Almost every day, Uncle told us not to disclose our secret. Several times we had close calls because people
      picked up the smell of sour mash coming up from the basement that he kept locked at all times with a big padlock.
      He had also found a sign at an old transformer building that he affixed at the door leading to the basement from
      inside the building, saying, “Entry forbidden—danger to life.”
    


    
      We entered the basement through a trapdoor at the far end of the building. It was out of sight of the guards and
      the occupants of the buildings. When Uncle found parts of an old fan in the equipment room, he built a
      hand-operated fan that he placed close to a second chimney. He opened the metal access door at the bottom of the
      chimney and placed the fan in front of it. He showed me how to operate it, but unfortunately, it did not blow the
      air into the chimney but sucked air into the basement. Now I looked like a chimney sweep. All the soot at the
      bottom of the chimney was sucked into the basement and naturally hit me first. As Uncle August had demanded
      absolute silence in the basement, we could not even laugh. He turned the fan around, and then it started blowing
      the air into the chimney. Nobody saw the soot being blown out of the top of the chimney, but some of the women
      complained the next day that their wash had been soiled. I had to be cleaned in the basement because Uncle did
      not want anyone to wonder what had happened.
    


    
      For a while, we boys thought that the grown-ups were going to have a big fest with all that alcohol, but actually
      they were building up a supply of schnapps made from potatoes and oats. Every filled bottle disappeared into a
      pit at the far end of the basement that had a rusted iron cover. Uncle placed all kinds of junk on top of it and
      always threw some dust and dirt over it. They soon had accumulated at least fifteen one-liter bottles. Uncle let
      us try the schnapps one time by just putting a finger into the clear fluid and then licking it. It sure burned
      the tongue. Mother said that it was so strong it would kill all the worms and bacteria in your body.
    


    
      Then one evening, Mother and Aunt Erna told us children to pack everything and to sleep from now on in our
      clothing. They did not tell us why, just that it was necessary. We still collected potato peels, and Uncle
      continued to distill schnapps. Once he had about twenty bottles, they all decided that it was time to bribe the
      guards. We did not know what that meant, but Mother said that we would have to continue our flight. We were still
      sworn to secrecy, and Mother did her best to help us under-stand why we needed to escape from the internment
      camp.
    


    
      She had learned that Austria had started to repatriate foreigners to their countries of origin, whether or not
      they wanted to go. This was deadly for those who had fought voluntarily or involuntarily on the German side.
      Mother later said that she did not know what was in store for us. We might eventually be released to Germany, but
      we might be forced to return to Upper Silesia, which was now under Polish and Russian control.
    


    
      She also knew that some of our close relatives, like the grandparents and several uncles, aunts, and cousins, had
      remained behind, and many had disappeared or were impri-soned. There was also a very strong fear that there could
      be revenge by the Austrians and the different displaced persons, former prisoners of war, Poles,
      Czechoslovakians, Jews, Russians, and others. As we found out later, both grandfathers suffered such fates.
    


    
      Mother was determined not to let someone else decide where we would go. Initially, she and Uncle August took just
      one bottle to the officer of the guard, asking for release papers to Bavaria and testing how much they had to let
      him drink in order to get him intoxicated. He talked to them and finished the bottle all by himself. At first it
      looked like the alcohol did not affect him at all, but soon he just passed out.
    


    
      They now knew that they might have to use all the bottles for the whole crew, the commandant, the guards, and the
      warden at the gate. They also knew that they had to plan how to get the bottles to them for the alcohol to take
      effect. Before leaving the office, Mother grabbed several forms from the officer’s desk that looked like the
      release forms she knew she would need.
    


    
      Taking a second bottle, Mother went that evening to the administrative office where she had helped out several
      times as an interpreter with the Americans and as a typist. She tried to convince the clerk to let her fill out
      some forms that she supposedly had forgotten during the daytime. She filled a glass that he had standing on the
      table with schnapps that she had brought hidden under her coat and told him that she would leave the bottle with
      him when she left with the completed forms. Mother told us later that the clerk even exchanged the forms she had
      brought for the correct forms and told her what to fill in. After his third glass, he even affixed a seal on each
      form, but he told her that she still had to get them signed by the commandant.
    


    
      When Mother came back, we children were told to carefully pack everything as we had done several evenings
      already. We went to sleep and woke up the next morning as usual. We no longer had to collect potato peels, so we
      roamed around the camp. Mother had asked me for one of the gold coins from the seam in my coat. I gave her one of
      the two German twenty mark pieces with the head of Kaiser Wilhelm II, which I had taken from Father’s desk in
      Oberglogau.
    


    
      She left for a while, and when she came back, she told our aunt and uncle, “Tomorrow night at ten, the time has
      come.” The date was August 29, 1945.
    


    
      We had to act as if nothing was going on. We went to sleep and got up the next morning. It was Saturday, and we
      played with our friends who would stay behind. The guards always celebrated on Saturday night, and some of them
      always got drunk. Everybody would think that nothing was different.
    


    
      In the evening after supper, we boys hid bottles under our coats and took one each to every guard at the fence
      and the guard towers. Uncle told us to say, “Present from the commandant. It’s schnapps; don’t tell anyone.” We
      don’t know whether they understood, but every one of them accepted his bottle and hid it under his coat. The
      guards on the towers came running down, taking two or three steps at a time. They grabbed the bottles and took
      them immediately upstairs. Uncle told us to give the guards on the towers an extra one. Most of them pulled the
      corks and smelled the bottle’s contents; some even licked the cork. Every one of them smiled. Strangely not one
      of them asked any questions.
    


    
      At eight o’clock, Mother and Uncle went to the comm-andant’s office. They had three or four bottles with them,
      one filled with water. There was a lot of laughter and loud conversation. After about one and a half hours, the
      laughter toned down. We children were acting as if we were asleep, but when Aunt Erna appeared, we started to
      quietly take our possessions and leave the building. We tried to remain in the shadows and avoid the searchlights
      that were circulating wildly, thanks to the schnapps. Mother and Uncle came and picked up their suitcases, which
      they had hidden outside the building. Mother had the signed papers, and she approached the guard at the gate. She
      gave him another bottle and showed him the signed documents. At that time, the commandant yelled something in
      Polish; the guard unlocked the gate and let us in between the fences. He then opened the outside fence and let us
      out.
    


    
      A truck was waiting under trees on the other side of the street away from the streetlights. We all rushed across.
      We were lifted onto the back of the truck and a canvas was spread over us and tied down with some of the string
      that we still had left over from the parachutes. We were told to make sure not to push up the canvas. Mother and
      Aunt Erna climbed into the cab of the truck with the driver; Uncle August was with us under the canvas. The truck
      started to drive away from the camp. Uncle told us to be very quiet and try to sleep.
    


    
      I know now that the grown-ups were afraid the escape would be discovered before we reached the German border and
      that we would be taken back and sent to what was now Poland. The truck drove for several hours. It was so bumpy
      we couldn’t sleep. Finally it stopped at an American checkpoint.
    


    
      A soldier with a flashlight checked all the documents and then climbed on the back of the truck. When he saw us,
      he laughed and gave each of the children a roll of Life Savers. After asking Mother where we were going, he
      wished us a nice trip. He also said, “You have to get off the truck when you reach the bridge over the Danube at
      Passau. It is still OK, but Austrian trucks cannot drive into Germany.”
    


    
      One of the other soldiers gave the truck driver a five-gallon can of gasoline and even helped him pour it into
      the tank. Uncle gave him a bottle of schnapps, telling him in his broken English, “Dat is good schnapps,
      self-made.”
    


    
      “Moonshine?” asked the soldier.
    


    
      Misunderstanding, Uncle answered, “No moon, star shine” because the moon was not visible, only stars.
    


    
      We reached the Danube early in the morning. Soldiers at the checkpoint on the Austrian side made us get off the
      truck in the middle of the bridge. They checked the papers, counted the children, asked our names, and then told
      us to walk across. We took our belongings and started walking. On the German side was another American
      checkpoint. Again the papers were checked, and we were permitted to start walking. Uncle August led us into
      Passau and found an open guesthouse that had been bombed and only temporarily repaired. At first, the owner did
      not want to let us enter, but Uncle showed her a fifty Reichsmark bill, and we were permitted to enter. As
      we did not have any valid ration cards, we could get only oatmeal without sugar and prepared with water.
    


    
      I gave Mother a pack of American cigarettes that I had saved from our black market trading. When Mother asked the
      owner whether she would accept them as payment instead of the ration cards, she immediately offered to make eggs
      with bacon and bread with butter for the grown-ups. We children even received a glass of milk apiece. We were
      then placed on some benches to sleep.
    


    
      Uncle had spotted a tractor with a wagon when we went into the guesthouse and walked across the street to speak
      to the driver. They must have made a deal, and after a few hours, the driver came to the guesthouse, saying that
      he was ready. We all climbed on the wagon and huddled together. As it started to rain, we tried to cover
      ourselves with old pieces of tarp that were on the wagon. The trip was going to take two days because the driver
      had to make deliveries and pick up goods along the way.
    


    
      Passau, the first German town we drove through, was badly damaged. Many multistory façades looked almost like
      skeletons with holes as windows and doors. On the inside of the empty walls lay heaps of debris. Everything
      smelled burnt and rotten. We would experience that several times as we traveled to Bavaria. In the towns, people
      looked haggard. In the villages, people looked well fed, but often when we stopped and would try to get down from
      the wagon, farmers would release their dogs after us.
    


    
      The trip with the tractor and the trailer passed through Dachau, where the driver had to pick up another
      passenger, a woman. The trip ended on the outskirts of Munich. The woman explained to Uncle August that in Dachau
      was a concentration camp where her husband had died. We all were very quiet and just listened.
    


    
      The tractor stopped, and we had to get off the wagon. We just sat on the sidewalk in front of ruins. Here they
      looked like tall gray ghosts that we expected to move any minute. There was wind that blew dust and sounded like
      voices moaning in those ruins. We were afraid that some of them would swallow us. All around us were bombed-out
      buildings and big heaps of rubble. On the third floor of one of the ruins was a door that swung back and forth.
      One side was white and looked freshly painted, but the other side was black, probably burnt. Half of the frame
      and the wall were gone. Maybe that’s why the door did not stay shut. On the wall was a picture or painting that
      looked like a man with long hair raising his right arm for a blessing. Manfred, who had also discovered the
      picture, said it is Jesus saying, “Heil Hitler.” The smell was horrible, like burnt sulfur and even burnt
      flesh. Mother made us wrap our scarves around our faces, covering our noses and mouths.
    


    
      We were forced to walk through Munich for several kilometers, climbing over rubble and blocked roads. We finally
      sat down on a sidewalk, where the tractor met us again two or three hours later, but Uncle August left again with
      the tractor driver. Again the women and children waited.
    


    
      We ate sandwiches that Mother had bought in one of the villages where they did not chase us away. We stayed
      huddled together, although it was not really cold, and waited. It had gotten dark in the meantime, and we were
      falling asleep. Mother and Aunt Erna sat with us on the sidewalk, holding our sisters. At times, people would
      pass by and stare at us. Some would talk to Mother and Aunt Erna, asking what we were doing, whether we were
      alone, and where we were going. They always gave the same answers, that the husbands were close by talking to
      police and that we were being watched over by police who would come by often. Actually a policeman had shown up
      only one time, offering to take us to a shelter, but Mother told him that we were waiting for her brother-in-law
      who was getting transportation. During the night we could hear rustling in the ruins and strange squealing
      noises. Mother said that there were rats and told us to make noise with our feet or some bricks that we had
      picked up.
    


    
      At almost daylight, a truck with a wood-gas burner finally drove up. When it stopped, we saw Uncle August getting
      off. Mother made us all go to the bathroom in the rubble, and then we were lifted on the back of the truck. The
      driver shoveled pieces of wood into the burner and told us to stay away from the side of the bed where the burner
      was located. There were lots of boxes on the back of the truck, and Uncle August and the driver moved them to
      make room for us to sit or lie down.
    


    
      The trip on this truck would be the most comfortable that we remembered. After a while, we even started singing.
      Mother and Aunt Erna were riding in the front, and Uncle August and all the children were in the back. We had
      given Mother the last pack of American cigarettes that we had saved, and she gave some cigarettes to the driver.
      The driver stopped in villages where he would get something to eat and drink for us. He had told all of us not to
      talk.
    


    
      The weather was beautiful and the sun was shining. I felt like this was a sign, that we were approaching a better
      life again. Eventually the driver took us into Memmingen to the entrance of the street we sought. We had reached
      the end of our flight.
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      Memmingen
    


    
      Memmingen was the agreed-to location in Bavaria where the families of the Müller children were supposed to meet
      after the close of the war. Aunt Anni, the widow of Mother’s older brother, had an apartment that she shared with
      her two children and her mother, whom we called Oma Fischer.
    


    
      Aunt Anni and her mother were in shock when they saw us. As they had not heard from us, they believed that we had
      been turned back to Upper Silesia or had gotten killed. None of the mail that we had sent during our flight and
      from Austria had reached them.
    


    
      We boys helped to move furniture in the living room and hallways, went to the attic with Oma Fischer, brought
      down mattresses, and spread them on the floor in the living room and the hallway. To eat, we had dark bread with
      cold cuts and peppermint tea. After supper, Aunt Anni sat at the piano and we all sang children’s songs. That
      evening was the most beautiful evening I remember, and that night, although we were crowded on the floor, I slept
      without interruption until the next morning. I dreamt of Oma and Opa in Oberglogau and of Oma and Opa in
      Gleiwitz. I told Mother of my dream, and she said with tears in her eyes that she believed her father was dead
      and Father’s father was in a prison dying. She held me and told me to pray for them in church.
    


    
      As compared to some of the big towns, Memmingen had little destruction from bombings. In town, some businesses
      were hit, as were some buildings at the edge of town. Mother was unemployed at first. Then the American
      occupation forces put her in charge of a textile store. Its owner had been jailed for his active participation in
      the National Socialist Party. All the employees accepted Mother very quickly. When the owner was released, he
      kept Mother as one of his department supervisors.
    


    
      Food was still hard to come by, but we found potato fields to search after the crop was harvested, just as we had
      done in Oberglogau. Later, we would go and collect wheat or oats that was left behind by the harvesters. While we
      sometimes had meat, sausage, or liver cheese, it was only on Sundays. For supper, we had dark bread with cold
      cuts or cheese. I had started to carry out rolls (Semmeln) and bread after attending six o’clock Mass
      before going to school and received either day-old rolls or bread as payment. Thus we had more bread than our
      neighbors.
    


    
      In the spring of 1946, we had our first Maisbrot (corn bread). We took it home from the bakery, and
      everyone smelled it and carefully inspected it. It was yellowish, and at first we thought that it was baked with
      lots of eggs, but it tasted different, slightly sweet, with a taste that we did not recognize. It also was not as
      firm as the Schwarzbrot (dark bread) and fell apart when Mother cut it and then tried to spread margarine
      on the slice. We ate it because we were very hungry. It definitely tasted better than some of the bread that was
      baked with sawdust mixed into the flour. It even tasted better than some of the very dry Knäckebrot (crisp
      bread) from military rations.
    


    
      About a week after the bread hit the market, the secret came out. Germans called all grains by the generic term
      Korn, and when the American military government asked German interim authorities what foodstuffs were
      mostly needed, the American representatives were told flour from any type of Korn. The term “grains” was
      not used. The Americans then shipped thousands of tons of corn flour to their zone of occupation and delivered it
      to bakeries in different towns that had large groups of refugees and evacuees from bombed-out towns.
    


    
      The baker, Mr. Standhartinger, told us that an American cook from the American headquarters across the street
      tried to teach him how to bake the bread with corn flour. After several tries, he mixed regular dark flour with
      the corn flour to make the bread that he gave us. As most of the locals did not want that bread, he sold it to
      the refugees and evacuees without ration cards. For the first time since we left Oberglogau, we had more bread
      than we could eat. We got used to the taste and were actually sad when we no longer could get it because American
      aid shipments had switched to flour made of wheat.
    


    
      When we had arrived in Memmingen, we had picked up our slingshot practice again. We were now a group of six boys,
      seven to ten years old, and we would go to the orchard to practice with our slingshots. We brothers still had the
      slingshots that Kohut had made for us in Austria, and we helped the other boys to make theirs. At first, we just
      practiced hitting cans, and when we became proficient at hitting cans or a bucket at a distance of fifty meters
      with steel balls, we started practicing what we called salvos, in which we pulled the leather patches holding the
      pebbles or the steel balls as far back as we could and released them in rapid succession as our numbers were
      called. We had started to collect and trade for ball bearings similar to those in Austria. We practiced on walls
      and cans in Aunt Anni’s backyard and at the orchard. We preferred walls because it was easier to recover our
      steel balls.
    


    
      We would name a target, and when our number was called, we released the leather patch. The stones or steel balls
      would hit the can, a bucket that was laid on a stack of wood or short bench, or whatever we were called to shoot
      at. Initially the sounds were those of a slow machine gun, dat-dat-dat-dat. As we became more proficient,
      it would sound more like rrrrrrt. I don’t remember who would call the numbers, but whoever did was fast. I
      also don’t remember that we spoke a lot. We just seemed to follow each other around, sometimes playing
      hide-and-seek, carving slingshot forks, or assembling bows and arrows.
    


    
      Quite often during our practice at the orchard, we watched the same American jeep pass by with a fully loaded
      trailer. On a Friday afternoon, before we were supposed to come home and carry wood, briquettes (pressed brown
      coal), and potatoes upstairs, we were lying in the high grass behind a small mound at the apple orchard. We saw
      the jeep coming slowly from Amendingen, the trailer swaying back and forth. It was really loaded this time. And
      without anyone saying anything, we loaded steel balls in our slingshots and pulled the leather patches as far
      back as possible. Somebody said, “Under the fender and the trailer!” and then came the numbers in fast
      succession. All steel balls must have hit because we heard the loud rrrrrrt on metal. The engine of the
      jeep started to howl, the jeep accelerated, and the soldiers were looking around and pointing their guns in all
      directions. They must have assumed they’d been shot at but could not figure out where the shots had come from.
      They never looked in our direction.
    


    
      So we loaded again, and the target was called, this time,“Car, front wheel well!” Again, we heard the
      rrrrrrt, and the jeep came to an abrupt stop. The three soldiers leapt into the ditch next to the road. We
      had reloaded and started pulling the leather patches again, when one of the soldiers very slowly raised a helmet
      above the ditch on his rifle. “One, two,” came the order, and the helmet flew off the soldier’s rifle. All we saw
      were three heads, one without a helmet, bopping up over the top of the ditch, moving in the direction of the
      town.
    


    
      We hit the jeep one more time, just in case, and then rushed bent-over to the trailer. We selected our war booty:
      one large can of gasoline, several small green cans, two tires, a box with rations, a sack, and several small
      boxes. We quickly ran back to the orchard and hid some of the items in the bushes and then moved toward Aunt
      Anni’s house, always bending down in the ditch next to the small road, almost crawling. Two of us half rolled,
      half dragged the two tires, two carried the sack that contained white flour, a very rare treat for us, and I
      carried several boxes. As it turned out, one box was filled with razor blades and the others with cigars, which
      were later cut into tobacco.
    


    
      One of the boys had to rush ahead. He was supposed to warn us if he saw anyone coming or if he saw anyone
      watching us. We found our way to the back of Aunt Anni’s garden and through the gazebo into the backyard. Manfred
      and I quickly opened the cover on the septic tank behind the house next to the restrooms.
    


    
      Gosh, what a smell! We almost threw up. Oma Fischer had told us that at one time they had hidden some of their
      valuables in that tank by wrapping them in oil paper and submerging them in the contents of the tank. There were
      several hooks inside on the ceiling of the septic tank next to the cover. We tied parachute rope around the tires
      and made a sling at each end next to the cover. Manfred made me bend inside the hole to hang the slings on a hook
      inside the tank, about half a meter from the rim of the cover. He and one of the other boys grabbed both my legs
      and held them really tight. Once the slings were on the hooks, they pulled me back, and then we dropped the tires
      into the hole. Both tires were fully submerged, and the brown stuff splashed on the already dirty strings. We
      moved the cover back into place and brushed sand and gravel over it.
    


    
      We did not want to take the sack upstairs. We knew that we had to somehow hide the printing on the sack. Manfred
      had the idea to stick it into an old potato sack and place it in between the sacks of potatoes in the shed. We
      wrapped the boxes of cigars and razor blades in an old piece of tarp and hid the bundle under the compost pile.
      It had started to rain. Before rushing inside, we brushed off the dirt and cleaned our shoes in the restroom. In
      the kitchen, we washed our hands and then went to our room.
    


    
      The air-raid sirens started sounding, which meant everyone had to go inside and stay there. It obviously meant
      that there was going to be a Razzia (military raid).
    


    
      A policeman who lived nearby came racing home on his bicycle, yelling that there was going to be a house-to-house
      search in our area. Three Americans had been attacked with machine guns, and the Americans intended to find the
      guns and the culprits.
    


    
      We hadn’t realized that there were so many Americans in town. Several trucks with troops passed through our
      street, and one stopped at one end, while a second one drove to the other end of the street. On every truck, one
      soldier was standing behind a mounted machine gun. A voice on a loudspeaker announced in German that everyone had
      to stay away from the windows and doors, and whoever had any weapons had to lay them in front of the doors to the
      houses. Then five soldiers with the big letters MP on a black armband came to our house. One stayed at the front
      door, and two soldiers came upstairs and went through each room. They looked into and on top of every locker,
      into every cabinet, under every bed. They climbed into the attic and two soldiers went into the basement, looking
      into everything. They then went into the sheds, tipped over the woodpile, and even poked into the heap of
      compost. They said something to the policeman and then went to the next house.
    


    
      They went into every house on our side of the street. There must have been a lot of angry people because several
      shotguns, sabers, uniforms, and other valuables were taken to the trucks by the soldiers. There were two groups
      on the other side of the street also entering every house and covering the side streets. The policeman came up to
      our apartment and told Mother that he believed a group of young men or older boys must have shot at Americans
      with small caliber guns or maybe even strong slingshots because there were no holes in the jeep that was stalled
      outside of town. Several objects had been stolen from that jeep, and he believed that’s what the Razzia
      was all about. The military policeman was warning the population that if any of these objects were found, they
      would arrest those who had them, even adolescents. For several days we did not carry our slingshots, and we did
      not dare show what we had brought home.
    


    
      It continued raining for several weeks. As it started to get wet in the shed, we finally brought the camouflaged
      sack upstairs when nobody saw us. Aunt Anni was angry at first but then couldn’t believe her eyes when she saw
      the white flour. We asked her to share it with the mothers of our friends. She brought several paper bags and
      filled them. She then put three of the filled bags into her shopping bag and carried them to our friends’ homes.
    


    
      After almost six weeks, we finally distributed the green cans we had hidden in the bushes at the orchard. We
      ended up with bacon and a can of yellow powder. When Mother opened the can, she thought the yellow powder was
      dried egg, but when she deciphered the writing on the cover, she recognized the words “ice cream.” The moment we
      heard those words, we started a new project: building an ice-cream machine.
    


    
      We went by bicycle to the icehouse and bought a large bar of ice. We crushed it into small pieces and took a
      water bucket and covered its bottom with a thick layer of the crushed ice. We placed a pot without a handle on
      the crushed ice and then packed crushed ice all around the pot. Mother had prepared a thin purée and poured it
      into the pot. We stuck a stick into the handle hole and started turning the pot. For at least an hour nothing
      seemed to happen, and then suddenly the thin purée turned thick and started to stick to the wall of the pot.
      Within a few minutes, we had ice cream. We got out the glass bowls and cookies.
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      White Bread and Coca-Cola
    


    
      In 1945 and the beginning of 1946, whenever we walked along the fence of the Grimmelschanze
      (prisoner-of-war camp), prisoners would come close to the fence and say things we did not understand. It sounded
      as if they were asking for something. One younger soldier especially would follow us and repeat the same words
      again and again. He had a pack of cigarettes and motioned giving it to us for whatever he tried to make us
      understand that he wanted. We tried to remember what the soldiers said and then asked Mother. She was surprised
      and wanted to know where we had heard those words—files, metal saws, and pliers.
    


    
      We found a pair of rusted pliers in one of the gardens. We cleaned it, oiled it, and took it with us to the camp.
      The young soldier saw us coming and immediately recognized the pliers in Manfred’s pocket. He showed us the
      cigarettes, but we did not react. A second soldier came to the fence and brought a green box that we recognized
      as chocolate, similar to what we had seen in Austria. We still did not react. When they brought three packs of
      cigarettes and two boxes of chocolates, we made the prisoners lay them under the fence and then Manfred laid down
      the pliers. I grabbed the cigarettes and the chocolate, and Manfred let go of the pliers. When a guard showed up,
      we stuck our bargains into our pockets or into our shirts and moved on.
    


    
      A few days later, we brought a piece of a hacksaw blade and a three-edged file. The same soldiers came to the
      fence again and immediately offered a carton of cigarettes, chewing gum, chocolate, and a pair of green socks. We
      went through the same routine as before. They stuck the items under the fence, I grabbed them, and Manfred stuck
      the file and the hacksaw blade under the fence to one of the soldiers.
    


    
      We had found an abandoned German military truck in the woods, completely stripped except for a box under the
      chassis. We broke open the box and found other tools.
    


    
      Aunt Anni told us later that she heard from one of her American friends that over twenty-five prisoners broke out
      of the camp. It must have been shortly after our visit, but there were no official announcements or publications.
      Signs were posted that the local population was no longer permitted to walk close to the fence or stop to talk to
      any camp inmates. American guards chased us away, pointing rifles at us. Suspicion was obviously high, even
      toward children. That naturally ended our profitable trading days with camp inmates.
    


    
      In December, we traded the contents of one of the jerry cans by liters to farmers who needed gasoline for their
      machines or engines that drove the threshers or flour mills. In exchange, we received white flour and other
      foodstuffs, such as butter and white sugar. Every one of them wanted to know whether we had more and where we had
      gotten it, but we never told them. Mother continued to be afraid that she might lose her job or even go to jail.
    


    
      We never again used slingshots against American vehicles or any items in their compounds. We now concentrated on
      other uses. One time we shot at metal roofs from the top of the city wall, making the German police believe that
      American guards were firing their rifles or machine guns. German interim authorities must have launched protests
      that caused bad blood and made the American commander introduce restrictions for his soldiers.
    


    
      When we found out, we boys thought we had gotten the Americans this time, not knowing that we actually were
      causing problems for some of the Germans who were working with or befriending Americans. Our neighborhood
      policeman warned us that we had been observed. He made us disassemble our slingshots and hide the parts in
      different places, saying that we could end up in an Erziehungsanstalt (home for incorrigible children) or
      be made wards of the state.
    


    
      Eventually, we began to have more friends among the locals. We were even allowed on their soccer teams with our
      wooden sandals that were excellent for kicking the soccer balls. Within a year, our classmates did not even mind
      that many of us had better grades than they did. During that first year, I started to give tutoring lessons to
      some of my classmates in mathematics and writing. One paid me in elements of model trains, the second one had his
      dentist father cap one of my lower front teeth, and a third one paid me in school materials. Mother was relieved
      and started to hope that I might be able to go to high school and continue in seminary. When playing outside, we
      would speak the dialect of those children playing with us—Swabian, Bavarian, Sudeten-German, or High German. But
      at home, we were permitted to speak only High German.
    


    
      We often passed the Hotel zum Schwarzen Ochsen (Black Ox Hotel) where the American occupation forces were
      billeted. We collected cigarette butts, and we tried to get some errands, like taking laundry to be washed and
      ironed, polishing shoes, or getting fresh vegetables and potatoes. We were paid in white bread, peanut butter,
      sometimes cigarettes, first aid kits, and chewing gum. We were surprised that potatoes were some of the favorite
      trade objects. We children would go to the fields where the potatoes had already been gathered. With our metal
      rakes, we would scrape over the furrows searching for potatoes that had been overlooked. For ten potatoes, we
      could even get a complete field ration.
    


    
      Mother did not approve of our trades with the Americans, but then she did not stop us either. Some of the
      cigarettes that were in the ration packages and those that we received from the soldiers were taken by a friend
      of Aunt Anni to the black market. This friend concentrated on trading for materials for clothing and for pieces
      of fur. The clothing of the soldiers, mostly underwear, shirts, and their field uniforms, we took home to be
      washed, starched, and ironed. Sometimes they gave us uniform pieces that they no longer wanted. “For du,”
      they would say. Mother would mend them and let us either wear them or use them as trade objects on the black
      market.
    


    
      The shoes we could not take with us but had to shine at the hotel. When the soldiers saw our good spit shines, we
      had lots of customers. We would get cans of shoe polish and beautiful soft pieces of cloth. We had our own
      brushes and a bottle of spirits. We always asked the soldiers to leave the shoes on because it was easier to
      shine them when they were on their feet.
    


    
      We also observed that some of the Americans took women to the hotel, very young ones but also older ones. Many of
      them had really red lips and were very loud, very boisterous, always laughing and singing. They would go
      upstairs, and after a while, they would appear back in the entrance.
    


    
      Sometimes they were sitting with the soldiers on the windowsills on the first floor, and they were smoking or
      drinking a brown drink out of small glass bottles. We were told that it was Coca-Cola, a drink for grown-ups. On
      some days, one of the young ladies would come in a jeep with a young soldier and walk into the hotel but would
      immediately appear in one of the windows and sit on the windowsill. One afternoon, when she saw us watch her, she
      dropped one of these bottles to us out the window. It had a funny cap on it that we could not open. A soldier who
      was sitting on the stairs to the entrance came over and opened it with a strange tool. We tried the ice-cold
      drink, and it tasted much better than our Sprudel (carbonated water), almost like very sweet coffee.
      Having been used to sharing, Manfred and I each drank exactly half of the bottle’s contents.
    


    
      The same young lady sometimes dropped Hershey candy bars and one time even a very soft, square white bread that
      was cut into thin slices. We took the bread home and Mother tried to spread some margarine on it. The bread tore,
      and so we finally just ate the slices without anything on them. They tasted very different from our bread. When
      we saw the young lady again at the hotel, we asked her how to prepare it. “Wait,” she said and left the window. A
      few minutes later, she came back with several slices that had a nice light brown color. She had spread a beige
      paste on them, and the slices were slightly crispy. “Toast bread with peanut butter,” she explained. It tasted
      good, but the peanut butter got stuck on the palate.
    


    
      This lady never wore any lipstick, and her clothing seemed what Mother called conservative. Her skirts always
      covered her knees, and she didn’t show her shoulders or the tops of her bosoms. The young lady was always very
      nice to us, and so was the young soldier. We saw her only with the same soldier, not like the other women who
      would come with different soldiers. Several times on Sundays, we had seen the pair in Sankt Johannes church, and
      when we sent the offering basket through the benches, the soldier always put in a five-mark bill.
    


    
      We continued to pass the Schwarzer Ochsen after school, just to see what we could get or what we could do
      to either make some money or get something that we could take home. Every once in a while, we were permitted to
      wash and wax the limousine of an American officer. It was our first American car, a prewar Buick. The car was
      beige, not the drab olive green. We always cleaned everything, even polishing the seats, the steering wheel, and
      the insides of the doors. The ashtrays were a source for tobacco. When we found partially filled cigarette boxes,
      the driver would let us keep them. As payment for the wash job, we would get a Coke to drink, a peanut butter and
      jelly sandwich to eat, and chocolate bars to take home. We enjoyed our walk home eating the sandwich with white
      bread and watching other children and grown-ups look at us.
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      Now We Will Survive
    


    
      We started school again in November 1945. In school, there were three types of punishments for unacceptable
      behavior. The severest was capital punishment, several strikes on either the buttocks or the palms of the hands
      with a paddle or a bamboo stick or switch. The easiest was additional homework. The third was applied whenever
      coal or coke was delivered. We had to shovel it into the basement next to the heating system.
    


    
      For us, the last punishment was the most interesting because we could investigate the basement and look for items
      that we felt we could use. When I was sent by one of the teachers to shovel coal into the basement and then move
      it next to the heater, I discovered a treasure—stacks of old schoolbooks from before 1945, all stamped or
      imprinted with “Property of the State of Bavaria” and showing an eagle with a wreath and swastika in its talons.
    


    
      I selected books for mathematics, physics, history, and poetry, a world atlas, and books on art. I wrapped them
      in old newspapers and hid the packages under coal, close to the window in the basement, so they would not be
      discovered. Then after school, whenever it was my turn to shovel coal, I would stick one of the books under my
      shirt and smuggle it out of the school after everyone had left. At home, I hid the books first under my mattress
      and later among the books we received at birthdays or Christmas. I carefully removed the swastika stamps and
      title pages that showed the year of printing and the ownership. The books helped me during the next two years of
      elementary school, before we finally received our postwar books. I didn’t think that taking the books was theft
      because they were supposed to be burned anyway.
    


    
      At noon, when we arrived at home, always two of the refugee boys and their mothers had to pick up a large metal
      barrel with the daily ration of stew for our buildings. One of the families had a small wagon that we used. The
      stew was cooked in the common kitchen downtown and was intended for old people and families with three or more
      children whose ration cards did not suffice for the daily food or who did not have the money to buy food on the
      black market.
    


    
      Although the black market seemed to have everything necessary to prepare the daily meals, most of the refugee
      families had already traded off whatever valuables they might have brought with them to Memmingen.
    


    
      Christmas of 1946 initially seemed as if it would be worse than all the war Christmases, including the Christmas
      of 1945. There was hardly any food, rarely three meals a day. We had mostly breakfast and either supper or lunch.
      We had a very small Christmas tree with decorations made out of straw and paper, no candles, and no
      Lametta. We did not expect any gingerbread cookies, poppy seed pie, hot chocolate, or gifts, but at least
      the constant fear of the war and its life-threatening dangers had finally passed and was pushed into the
      background.
    


    
      There were no more bomb attacks; we were no longer threatened that there might come a knock at the door and a
      truck waiting in front of the house to take us away. The Russians were far away and could not reach us. And most
      importantly, we finally could have hope.
    


    
      The day before Christmas Eve, the postman knocked at the door before Mother had come home from work. He first
      asked us our names and then motioned us to come downstairs and help him. We children followed the postman
      downstairs and then dragged, pushed, and lifted a large—and I mean large—package up the stairs, through our
      apartment’s tiny hallway and into our combination kitchen, dining room, and living room. We left the package
      standing in the middle of the room.
    


    
      All afternoon, we children were walking around the large package, touching it, knocking on it, and smelling it.
      Somehow there was the smell of peppermint, and Manfred insisted that he could smell chocolate. I thought I could
      smell new leather and a faint trace of mothballs. So as usual, Manfred wanted to bet, but we others decided
      against it because it was Christmas.
    


    
      When Mother returned that evening, she was shocked when she saw the package. She immediately stated that there
      was a mistake, that we could not have received anything, especially from America. We told her that the postman
      had specifically told us that it was for Gawenda and that it had Mother’s name, Gertrud, and all the children’s
      names on it. It had gotten very cold and dark outside, and we knew that even on Christmas we would be restricted
      to the house and that by eight o’clock we had to be in bed because already at seven the fire in the kitchen stove
      had died down, and by eight, it would be close to freezing. Tomorrow, on Christmas Eve, we would not have enough
      warm clothing to go to Midnight Mass, something we had always done.
    


    
      But today, it was only seven o’clock and we wanted to go to bed to make the time go faster. The next day, we
      stayed inside; we did not want to let our package out of our sight. We ate our breakfast later than usual. We
      were reading and listening to stories, and always touching and looking at the package. Friends and neighbors came
      by to admire the package from America. We were the only ones who had received one. We had a late lunch when
      Mother returned at four o’clock. Mother had managed to buy a carp and fixed it with potatoes.
    


    
      We still had time until we were supposed to go to bed, but we first walked around the package, begging Mother to
      open it. It was Christmas Eve, and the package might have hidden some presents for us. Mother started crying, but
      she moved one of the kitchen chairs beside the package, read the address and the sender’s name again, and then
      decided to open it.
    


    
      She very carefully untied all the knots of the cord and rolled it into a small ball. She was careful not to have
      to cut the cord because cord was very valuable and could be used for many different purposes. We turned the
      package several times to open the many knots. Mother then cautiously opened the brown wrapping paper and gave it
      to Manfred and me to fold it. Finally we reached the actual box. Again our names were on it. There was one more
      cord to open. Then we opened the box together by folding the flaps back. Mother said, “Finally, we have peace! An
      angel in America is watching over us. Now we certainly will survive!” Mother’s tears were running down her face,
      and she said several times that the Americans must have forgiven the Germans since they were helping us. All we
      could see were packages wrapped in beautiful Christmas paper held together with gold- and silver-colored ribbons.
    


    
      Every package had a little tag with a name written on it. Mother gave each of us a present with our name. We
      opened the ribbons and rolled them up and unwrapped the packages carefully. Mother made us fold the gift wrap and
      put it on a pile on the kitchen table.
    


    
      We all had clothing. Whenever we opened a package, we had to fold the clothing and lay it on our chairs before
      Mother gave us the next package. There were more than two sets of clothing for each one of us—jackets, shirts,
      knickerbockers and shorts, sweaters, several pairs of knee stockings, shoes, woolen coats, wind jackets, caps,
      scarves, earmuffs, and gloves. There were even several sets of underwear for each of us. We all just sat there
      with a stack of clothing on our laps and we all cried. Then we went wild trying everything on. Some things we had
      to trade with each other until we figured out what the numbers meant at the seams. The numbers were actually
      supposed to be our ages or sizes, but Manfred and I were reversed because I was taller, so I had number ten,
      while Manfred had number nine.
    


    
      Mother had put some more wood in the stove to keep the room warm. She decided that our new clothing was warm
      enough for us to go to Midnight Mass. She let us select the clothing we wanted to wear. Manfred and I wanted to
      look like twins, so we wore the same shirts, sweaters, pants, and coats. Mother selected a suit and the beautiful
      coat from the clothing she had received. She still had two skirts, several blouses, silk stockings, and a
      beautiful sweater. She decided that we should keep only two sets of clothing each, and the rest we would share
      with some of our neighbors’ children, something that was done by friends and relatives often during the war.
    


    
      Below us lived a family from Lithuania who had boys and girls that were our ages. On Christmas Day, we took one
      set of clothing to each one of the children. The girl who was the oldest did not mind that she received a set of
      boys’ clothing. Our families had been good friends before, but now we became even closer friends.
    


    
      But there was more in the box. The bottom was covered with boxes of candies, chocolate, chewing gum—which we had
      encountered in Austria when the Americans came—cookies that looked like little round sandwiches with white crème
      in them, candy sticks, bags with soft and fluffy sugar candy that must have been marshmallows, and rolls of
      candies with holes in them. There were several children’s books and comic books like those the American soldiers
      would constantly read wherever they sat or stood. They were all in English, and we started learning English that
      night, using Mother’s old German-English dictionary that she still had from her school days.
    


    
      We did not comprehend what had happened; everything seemed like a miracle. The clothing seemed to be selected
      exactly for our sizes, the sweets became our favorites, and our wish for books was fulfilled. We just knew that
      the sender of the package must have known us or must have known about us. We found out much later that a family
      in West Virginia had received specific information about us from a prewar immigrant to the United States who knew
      us and who had tracked us down after 1945.
    


    
      This first Christmas after the war became the most memorable and most often talked about among all our family
      members. At Christmastime, I get perplexing feelings when I sit and look at the Christmas tree, remembering the
      big package that changed our lives. I still get flashbacks when I smell or taste certain candies or cookies that
      were in the box, when I happen to see something that we received, or when I read those first American books to my
      children and now my grandchildren. I then always reminisce about that very cold, –20 degree Celsius, and at the
      same time very warm and happy Christmas in 1946.
    


    
      We wore the clothing for many years. Mine was handed down to Manfred and then to Jürgen. After Jürgen had grown
      out of it, usually one of our neighbor’s children “inherited” it, and even Hannelore wore some of the clothing.
      Everyone in school, our relatives, and people in stores started calling us Amis. We didn’t mind because there was
      some jealousy in those words.
    


    
      Manfred and I started getting interested again in the United States and started visiting what we called the
      America House, a library in Memmingen. We always asked the American soldiers for old magazines like Life
      and National Geographic. We had a large collection of pictures with trains and advertisements of different
      cars. Manfred’s favorites were the Santa Fe Railroad and the Buicks; mine were the Rio Grande Railroad and the
      Studebakers. I also found the address of the Chamber of Commerce of McAllen, Texas, in one of the magazines and
      sent them a postcard asking for pictures. They sent me a thick envelope with a series of postcards and flyers
      showing palm trees, orange groves, trains driving past tropical vegetation, and a map of South Texas, featuring
      the dream river of our “cowboy” years, the Rio Grande.
    


    
      We started to look at the Americans as our friends. What we really enjoyed was writing letters and the sergeant
      helping us with the English language. Mother’s English was very good and she would have helped us, but she was
      busy working and caring for us. We boys wanted to write our own letters to pen pals in the United States. For us
      children, America had become the land of plenty and a country where all children must have been loved.
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      The Man with the Sad Eyes
    


    
      Sometimes people say that the war ended on May 8, 1945, when Germany signed the unconditional surrender and when
      the shooting and destruction by artillery and bombing stopped. For us children, the war and the suffering
      continued or even intensified. Dislocated from our home, we were confronted with problems of survival, including
      finding places to live and enough to eat. We were hunting for food on a daily basis, defending our status as
      Flüchtlinge (refugees), not only psychologically but more often physically, and we were trying to preserve
      our dignity as human beings.
    


    
      On June 20, 1948, when the so-called Währungsreform (currency reform) took place, it changed everything.
      On that day, the old Reichsmark or Rentenmark was traded in for the new currency. Mother took us to
      the money-changing office, the place where a new life would begin. Everyone was excited—family, neighbors, and
      people we did not even know. When it was Mother’s turn, she was trembling and tears ran down her cheeks. She
      turned in a stack of the old money, and the employee who took it slowly counted two hundred and fifty Deutsche
      Marks into her hands. Mother received fifty Marks for each of us because she did not have any additional
      money to trade.
    


    
      We all had the feeling that we suddenly were rich, but on our way home Mother was still crying, carrying the new
      money in her right hand. We did not buy anything that morning, although all the stores seemed miraculously to
      have filled up their store windows. We slowed down at every store and stared. The most attractive window was that
      of the butcher.
    


    
      How could the butcher suddenly have been able to get all that meat and sausage? How come it took only one night
      to get all that food? The day before, the butcher had still said that nothing was available.
    


    
      Had the war ended now? Did we no longer have to go begging for food? Did the daughters of our neighbors and other
      young women no longer have to go out every night to the Americans or to the farmers on market day in order to get
      food? For us children, it was all very confusing.
    


    
      When we arrived in our small apartment, Mother did not give us any explanations. We sat around the kitchen table,
      and she asked us, “What do we need most importantly?” We each suggested something, mostly foodstuffs, that we had
      not had for a long time, but when it was my turn, I said, “Why don’t we buy seeds for our garden?”
    


    
      We all went with Mother to buy our selected items on the following Monday afternoon.
    


    
      The black market seemed to continue on a reduced scale for several years. I remember that Aunt Anni still had
      cigarettes to trade for items that might have been imported, such as nylon stockings, and Mother traded one of
      her gold chains that she had held on to since the beginning of our flight for a new tablecloth and a set of real
      Frottierhandtücher (bath towels).
    


    
      We all always acted as if our father could enter our apartment at any minute, especially as we had been notified
      by the Red Cross that he had been reported alive in a prisoner-of-war camp in Siberia, and we wanted to be
      prepared whenever he would return home. The Red Cross had told Mother that our location had been forwarded to him
      by the Russian Red Cross, but she did not receive any confirmation. Almost two months later, a Russian postcard
      from Father arrived for Manfred. The card had been sent one or two years before, but it gave us hope that he was
      alive and he might arrive some day.
    


    
      Then one day in 1949, on my walk to school, I saw a sight I had seen many, many times before, a typical prisoner
      of war with a padded Russian uniform jacket, gray pants, and torn boots walking along one of the fences next to
      the school. He stopped every tenth or twelfth step, holding himself upright on the fence. I felt that he stared
      at me, although I was walking with several of my friends. We all said, “Guten Tag!” when we passed him,
      and he answered the same.
    


    
      I turned around and saw that he had turned around also, still staring at me. He was very skinny and unshaven, his
      eyes deep in their sockets. He carried an old military rucksack; I believe it was a German military duffel bag.
    


    
      We had history in the first hour from twelve to one that day, but I could not pay attention. All I saw were the
      sad eyes of the man who had passed us. I finally raised my hand and asked the teacher whether I could go home
      because I thought that I had just seen my father coming home from Russian prison. Several fellow students told
      the teacher about the POW we had seen and that he had stared at me.
    


    
      The teacher let me go, and I ran home as fast as I could. When I came down the street, I saw that many of our
      neighbors were congregated at the entrance of the hallway to our apartment. They all laughed, and some of the
      women cried. I pushed through the group and ran upstairs to the apartment. The door was open, and I saw the man
      who had stared at me sitting on a chair in the middle of the room. Hannelore was clinging to Mother. I hugged my
      father, who only said, “Ich dachte schon, du kommst nicht nach Haus.” (“I thought you wouldn’t come
      home.”)
    


    
      I started crying. Finally, the war was over for me. The war was over for all the children. Our father had come
      home.
    

  


  
    
      Epilogue:
      

      After the War
    


    
      Mother and Father built a home in Höchstädt on the Danube and started a new life in western Germany. They had one
      more boy, Christian, while living in Memmingen, and another boy in Höchstädt. Father found employment with the
      State of Bavaria in his prewar profession. The documents that I had stuffed in my satchel to use for drawing
      helped prove that he fulfilled all the requirements for employment as the Bezirks-Schornsteinfegermeister
      (district’s Master Chimney Sweep).
    


    
      Father died in 1985, and Mother died in 1995.
    


    
      Manfred finished trade school and joined the Bundeswehr (German Army). He married a young woman from
      Boppard on the river Rhine, has two children—a boy and a girl—and lives in Wegberg in North Rhine-Westphalia.
    


    
      Jürgen finished trade school and followed in Father’s footsteps, finally even taking over Father’s district. He
      married a young woman from the Sudetenland and has two boys. He died in 2008 in the new hometown of our parents,
      Höchstädt, Bavaria.
    


    
      Hannelore also finished trade school and worked in different towns in Bavaria. She married and settled in
      Günzburg in Bavaria. She has three children—a set of twins, a girl and a boy, and another girl. She remarried and
      now lives in Regensburg.
    


    
      I finished Oberrealschule (high school), remaining in Memmingen when our parents moved to Höchstädt. I was
      drafted into the Bundeswehr and later volunteered for the Luftwaffe (German Air Force). I became a
      pilot, moved for training to the United States, married a beautiful young woman in Texas of Hispanic descent, and
      brought her to Germany. Later, I went back to the United States for several assignments and eventually moved my
      family there.
    

  


  
    
      The Gawenda/Müller Families
    


    
      Grandparents in Oberglogau
    


    
      Opa: Ernst Julius Müller, born on November 13, 1874, in Dirsdorf, County of Nimptsch, Silesia,
      Feldwebel-Leutnant (professional soldier) until 1918, then Zollsekretär (customs inspector).
    


    
      Oma (first mother of Mother): Maria Otte, born December 25, 1882, employed at Company Ploch in Neisse (manual
      manufacturer of fine curtains, bed covers, and other handicrafts), died on March 4, 1924, in Oberglogau.
    


    
      Oma (stepmother of Mother): Maria, schoolteacher in a village school close to Oberglogau.
    


    
      Grandparents’ family: Eight children. Elfriede and three others were born in Neisse, but only Elfriede survived.
      Four were born in Hain in the Riesengebirge: Mother, Erna, Erwin, and Helmut.
    


    
      Grandparents in Gleiwitz
    


    
      Opa: Anton Josef Gawenda, born March 4, 1885, in Langendorf, Kunstschmied (master blacksmith) and engineer
      in locomotive factory, was killed (murdered) in 1945.
    


    
      Oma: Klara Schlapa, born August 5, 1888, in Miesce, Upper Silesia.
    


    
      Grandparents’ family: Three children. Father was born in Gleiwitz, Heidel was born in Gleiwitz but died during
      childbirth, and a younger son also born in Gleiwitz died as child.
    


    
      Parents
    


    
      Mother: Gertrud Müller, born February 12, 1913, in Hain, County of Hirschberg, Silesia. She completed
      Handelsschule and became Korrespondentin (correspondent) in a Kontor (office) in Oberglogau.
    


    
      Father: Hubert Anton Gawenda, born October 16, 1912, in Gleiwitz, Silesia. He completed Staatsbauschule
      and Meisterschule and became Schornsteinfegermeister (master chimney sweep). In August 1939, he was
      drafted for training and as a trainer. On September 1, 1939, he was transferred with the first German unit to the
      Polish border. He spent the war years in Poland, then France, and finally the Soviet Union. He was imprisoned in
      Siberia and returned in 1949.
    


    
      Parents’ family: Four “prewar and war” children, Manfred on April 23, 1936; Peter on July 22, 1937 (the only one
      to emigrate to the United States); Jürgen on November 6, 1938; Hannelore on September 13, 1942; and two “postwar”
      children, Christian on May 29, 1951; and Rainer on September 21, 1958.
    

  


  
    
      About the Author
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      Peter Bodo Gawenda completed the German Air Force Academy and was commissioned a lieutenant in the German Air
      Force. After different assignments in the German Army and Air Force and graduation from Command and Staff school,
      his assignments in Germany included squadron commander, staff planner in high-level German Headquarters, and in
      NATO. In the United States, he held liaison positions in US Army Schools. He advanced to the rank of lieutenant
      colonel and became a member of the German General Staff, spending an administrative assignment in the prestigious
      Führungsakademie der Bundeswehr (Leadership Academy for German and Foreign Military and Civilians
      earmarked for high leadership positions) in Hamburg. He spent time in France, Holland, and Denmark and left the
      German military in 1981 and immigrated to Texas with his family. His daughter lives in Dallas, Texas, with her
      family, and his son lives in Browns-ville, Texas, with his family. Peter completed his education with a master’s
      in international relations and a doctorate in education. He served as one of the vice presidents of The
      University of Texas at Brownsville.
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Lederhosen.

Living in the Essener Siedlung, one of Memmingen's refugee Camps, | still
wore the Lederhosen that Oma Fischer, Aunt Anni's mother, had given to me.
The pants were indestructble. | had received them when | was nine years old and
‘wore them until | was fourteen. Here. | am eleven or twelve.
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Father's Card from POW Camp.
Father had sent this card already in 1947, but it did not arrive unti
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The author with his daughter. Brigitte, wife, Irma, and
son, Philipp, in Landstuhl, Germany, in 1976.
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Death Announcement.
Every Commander carried a supply of these death announcements.
All he had to do is fill in the rank and name of the killed soldier
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Uncle Erwin.

Uncle Erwin was Mother's second youngest sibling. He flew the Heinkel I
‘from the Edelweiss squadron when he was shot down over Stariia, Russa.
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Peter’s School ID.

This s the picture of my first High School ID card
German High School starts at the fifth year of school.
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Peter in the GYA.
The American occupation forces established in different towns German American Youth
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Peter Bodo Gawenda
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British Alrcraft Crash Site.
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Father before Stalingrad.
This Is what Father looked like before he was transferred to Swlingrad.
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House opposite Graveyard.
From the top window, Mother could even overlook the graveyard, one of our favorie
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Church and Graveyard, Oberglogau.
The Stadtpfarrkirche (City Church) and the graveyard, one of our favorite playgrounds.
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Refugees, 1944,
Refugees coming through Oberglogau in 1944, This was a strong indication that the
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Tiger tank.
The Tiger tank was the largest and most effective German tank during WWIL.
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Grandparents Gawenda.
My father's parents, Klara (born Schlapa) and Anton Gawenda.
O it rinicibunt oo s ikl el Hasten family
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1942, typical German.
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Father, 1939, in Wehrmacht's uniform.
He was one of the first draftees for the planned Polish Campaign of Adolf Hiter. Father
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The only known photograph of Oma Muller with her grandchildren from Oberglogau
(December 1942). Back row left to right:Jargen (brother),and Jos! (cousin);
middle: Oma (Mother's stepmother); front row left to right: Manfred (brother).| (Peter),

Hannelore (sister), Barbel and
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The Children’s War
Germany, 1939-1949

Peter Bodo Gawenda
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‘Brown Books Publishing Group
Dallas, Texas
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The Children's Rules

Never repeat anything discussed by parents or
grandparents.

Leave the room when grown-vps start a conversation
in low voices.

Help anyone in distress withovt asking who they are.

Always speak High German in public and never react
to any one speaking to yov in Polish.

Never try to create or cavse attention.
Never, hever Throw away food.
pon't lie; just keep quiet.

Always be respectful to your workers, even the
foreigh workers.

Address people according to their statvs, even in
Third person.

Always return home at the designated time.






