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Photograph 1. Emil and Berta in 
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Chapter 1 
Anfang

Born to a poor farmer family, little Emil knew very early in 
life what it meant to work. He had four sister who, un-
like their brothers, seemed to live a life of ease. Mother 

Hintz was the decision maker in the home. She spoiled the girls. 
They were quite self-centered and quick to criticize others and 
often rude to anyone coming into their home. Father Hintz was 
a quiet man. He worked in the fields and also had a small timber 
cutting business. He was good to his wife and loved his children, 
but his words were mostly overruled by his wife.

During the reign of Katherine the Great, a German royal 
lady who married into the royal Russian Czar family, German 
peasants from many German kingdoms came to the steppes of 
Russia. They came because for the first time in their lives, they had 
a chance to own land. The Russian Czaress, Katherine, promised 
them acreage to build their farm, raise their children and keep 
their German heritage and identity. All she wanted from them 
was to make real farms out of the rich Russian soil and help train 
the native Russians to do the same. Soon, many German colo-
nies, towns and homes sprouted up in this land of much oppor-
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tunities. German schools were built and school children learned 
to read to write in German. German churches were built where 
people came to worship God in their native German language. 
Although some of the local traditions were accepted into these 
systems, it remained true to the German life very similar to the 
one these people left behind. Slowly however, the difference be-
tween the progressive native German culture in Germany proper 
and the isolated, more conservative, almost backward German 
culture in the Russian lands became evident. This fact became 
especially clear after World War II as the millions of German 
refugees “returned” to the land where their ancestors left, many 
years and generations ago. Germans of the East lands were not 
quite as sophisticated as the arrogant, self-centered German of 
the West. East Germans really never were welcomed into the 
land of their ancestors.

Just like Pharaoh of the old Egyptian history, who forgot 
the promises to Joseph many years before, the Russian Czars 
who came much later did not remain true to the original guar-
antees given to the German people.

As far as can be known, the Hintz family had it’s roots in 
the Sachsen region of Germany. The name Hintz could be traced 
back to many various spellings and related names, such and 
Heinz, Hinz, Hinzemann, etc. Emil’s family was one of the many 
German families in the land of Russia. Emil grew up learning to 
manage horses. He loved to train them, and he became quite a 
“horse whisperer”. Very early in his youth he learned the skill of 
veterinary science. He never attended any classes for this, in fact, 
he never attended any school at all. Everything that he learned 
was through observation, trial and error, and the willingness to 
learn from older horsemen. Emil observed his older generation 
closely to learn how horses were treated, and also how they were 
mistreated. On one occasion he saw one of his neighbors become 
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so angry at his horse, which did not respond to his yelling and 
cursing that he jumped up and bit the nose of the horse. This 
experience made a very profound impact on Emil. It taught him 
to be patient but firm when it came to dealing with animals. It 
served him well. His farm animal veterinary ways were quickly 
noticed by the surrounding farmers. He was asked many times to 
treat and heal their cattle and horses. 

Emil was not only asked for during times when their 
cattle had physical problems. People came to him when they 
suspected that an evil spirit tormented their cattle causing ab-
normal behavior. Emil told of one occasion where he, along with 
the local preacher, witnessed the exorcism of spirits leaving a 
herd of cows. 

People of this isolated land, without education and close-
ly moved by unexplainable events, believed that spirits hovered 
among them. Many unknown events were attributed to spirits. 
These spirits were mostly evil, and caused tremendous fear. “Ab-
erglaube” (superstition) was one of the most fearful parts of these 
peoples’ lives. If events could not be explained they were of the 
devil. Ghost stories were told and retold among themselves. 

Farming was Emils’ main occupation, because everyone 
depended on the land for their survival. He paid special atten-
tion to the quality of the soil which determined a great deal to 
the quality and volume or the size of the harvest. Farming be-
came a challenge to him. He made sure that his land produced 
more than his neighbor’s. Competition was in his bones. This 
trait remained with him until his work car accident in 1959.

Although being a successful farmer was important to 
him, he always looked for more excitement, more challenges. He 
learned the trade of log house building. He hired out to build log 
houses for neighboring families. This was not an easy thing to do. 
Timber had to be  cut. These logs had to be transported to the 
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place of construction. This was done using horses or oxen. The 
logs then had to be cut to length, hewn to a parallel dimension, 
notched for the overlapping corner logs, and then placed into po-
sition. During one of these home building projects, Emil almost 
lost his left foot. It was on a long hard day chopping these logs 
to size, (an axe was used to square off this round log into a piece 
of lumber having two flat sides) his axe hit a knot and bounced 
off the wood into his foot. Bones and tendons were cut and only 
the help of the property owner saved the foot and maybe the 
life of Emil Hintz. There were no doctors, emergency rooms in 
well-staffed hospitals, only old women with strong healing ways 
and herbs. He was nursed back to health, but the scar and the 
constant pain when the foot was abused were with Emil to the 
end of his life. I know in my teen years I massaged and lathered 
his feet many times when he had a particularly physically dif-
ficult day. The hot water and gentle massages helped relax the 
gnarly, bony left foot.

Farming and carpentry was not enough for Emil. He 
learned the miller trade. This came somewhat later in life, at 
about 19, as he married Berta Bort. Bert’s father was a miller 
who owned and operated a grain mill, run by the power of a 
fairly fast moving stream.
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Chapter 2 
Siberia

As World War I seemed imminent, all of the German 
families who were living within the land controlled by 
Russia were involuntarily interred and shipped to Si-

beria. Siberia is the land where winter grips it’s people and any 
other living thing in a deep freeze so severe that danger of death 
is constant. 

During one of these severe, cold winters all German fam-
ilies, including families from Wolynien, had to leave their warm, 
comfortable homes, take only a few possessions, and board long, 
cold, dirty cattle trains. People were herded into these metal and 
wood containers like sheep going to the slaughter. No sanitary 
provision, no heat, no food. Whatever these prisoners were able 
to hastily gather was all that they had. Some were able to have 
a small fire in their “prison cell”. Others had to rely on walking, 
running and moving about to keep from freezing to death.

On one of these death trains were the families of Emil’s 
parents and family and also the families of Berta, Emil’s future 
wife. Berta was only 13 years old, and she never talked much 
about her ordeal in Siberia, just that it was awful. Emil, on the 
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other hand, had many stories to tell. Emil’s grandfather was in 
bad health as the trip began. Younger, stronger men were able 
to keep moving to remain warm. He was too old and too weak 
to do this. The family took great care to bundle him up, tried to 
have him walk about the train, just to keep him alive.

Most trains were taken into the cold, freezing wilderness 
and left without help of any kind. The locomotives were gone. 
Any authority or order, such as soldiers or Russian leaders, were 
gone. All that was left was 50-60 degrees below zero frost. This 
tactic of abandoning the people was done on purpose. It was 
hoped that most of these Germans would die. Many did, but 
others survived strictly because of their determination to live and 
the strong will to do so.

Emil’s family suffered loss of loved ones. Grandfather 
Hintz died. All of the tenacious efforts to keep him from freez-
ing to death failed. One of Emil’s uncles and aunt completely  
disappeared. No one knows what happened. Another uncle and 
aunt had to try to remain alive by eating grass. This couple, af-
ter the war, died because of malnutrition. One of Emil’s aunts, 
whose husband was killed by roving wild Cossacks, was snatched 
up, kidnapped and taken away on a fast galloping horse while her 
little daughter of four years was left behind, watching her mother 
disappear. This child nor her mother were ever seen again.

Emil’s immediate family survived and was placed with a 
Siberian farm to work as servants. No one knew or cared about 
any war. Surviving the cold of the winter of 1915 was a struggle 
for both lord and servant, slave. Everyone in the Hintz family 
had to work. Mother and girls had to work in the kitchen and 
home. Father and Emil, the only son still with the family, had to 
work in the field. An older son, Adolf, left the family before the 
war to immigrate to America in 1905. 
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One of the first major assignments for Father Hintz and 
son was to bury a dozen or so dead horses. An epidemic in the 
land caused many horses to die. It was winter. The ground was 
frozen four feet down. The horses were frozen stiff and could not 
be compacted. It was Father Hintz’s idea to cut the legs off these 
horses, digging holes just big enough for the body of the animal 
and throwing the extremities on top of the carcasses.  This saved 
a tremendous amount of work and caused the job to be com-
pleted much quicker than other teams doing the same task.

Wolves were always a threat to the lives of people and 
livestock. These packs roamed the countryside at will unless 
stopped or at least detained from killing. One method of con-
trolling the number of wolves might be by today’s standards 
crude. Razor sharp knives were placed about with just a touch of 
sheep’s blood on the cutting edge. As these wolves approached 
smelled the blood, and started to lick the sharp edges, they soon 
cut their own tongues. This produced more blood on the knives. 
This caused more licking, causing more blood. These tenacious, 
stubborn wolves finally caused their own deaths by their greedy 
appetites to devour the blood—their own.

At the age of 15, Emil soon became the delivery boy. 
The farm or plantation was probably 10-15 miles out of town. 
Usually once per week, Emil had to rig up his horse to a wagon 
to pick up or deliver supplies in town. The greatest dangers were 
wolves and severe weather. He worked out a clever “understand-
ing” with his horse. The road to town went directly through a for-
est known to be the home of packs of wolves. As he approached 
these woods, he left it up to his horse to either continue on or to 
turn and go back. 

Certain times of the year when wolves run in packs, they 
are dangerous. It would be unwise to approach or confront them. 
They outnumber and out-whit you. At other times, they almost 
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become tame. Emil’s horse knew the difference. There were times 
when Emil and his horse walked right among the wolves. Only 
yards separated them from these normally dangerous creatures. 
The wolves were stretched out and lazily lounged along the road 
with no evil intent. The horse would not hesitate but steadily 
continue between these beasts. At other time, however, they be-
came man and animals most hated enemy. Numerous time, Emil 
and his horse turned around and went back to get help or to wait 
until it was safe to go.

Life in Siberia was a battle of survival. Man versus wolf 
wars were always present. How to survive in these battles was a 
constant struggle. A military officer in the Russian Cavalry was 
expected to come home for a short furlow. The road he had to 
travel took him directly through a know pack of about 24 wolves. 
The day of his scheduled arrival came and went. Days passed, 
but no soldier came. A search was arranged. After just a few 
days, some of his remains were found. As the gruesome scene 
told of this tragic fight, the last hours or minutes of this brave 
soldier became clear. On his horse, he was chased by the 24 or so 
hungry wolves until he knew his horse was finished. He jumped 
off, ran to a large tree, and pulled his sable. He placed himself 
directly in front of the large trunk and started hacking. As a wolf 
jumped to attack, he slashed his weapon across the body of the 
beast. He was able to repeat this 21 times. The last three or so 
of the wolves, however, out-lasted him. Very little was found of 
him. Wolves are not dogs. They attack, they kill, and no call “nice 
wolf ” will stop that.

Many sheep herders were in constant danger of wolf at-
tacks. Guns were not available. Knives were not effective. Many 
of these shepherds lost their lives to these vicious wolves. One 
of these shepherds, while trying to protect his flock of sheep, at-
tacked the attacker. Sheep herders wore heavy sheep pelt coats. 
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Their arms were covered to their fingers. A sturdy stick or rod 
was always in their hand. As one of these wolves approached to 
devour a sheep, the shepherd lunged forward. As the wolf opened 
his mouth to tear into him, he reached into the wolf ’s mouth, 
took hold of his tongue, and held on. The wolf bit down. Once 
he bites down, he doesn’t let go. The connection was made. Now 
the sheep herder used his rod to pound the “living daylights” out 
of the wolf. Literally, his day light was pounded out.

Life in Siberia was tough. Berta and her family likewise 
had to scrape and scratch to keep body and soul together. Of 
course, most of their time was dedicated to the will of their Rus-
sian masters. Berta and her younger sisters searched the wide 
open steppe or tundra to find anything that could be used to 
produce heat. This was most of the time cattle “chips” dried 
and stocked for the hard winter months. Wood was not avail-
able. Food was scarce and the protection from the elements was 
barely sufficient. As awful as this time must have been, Berta 
did not talk about it much. Maybe it was because Emil on the 
other hand was full of stories. Along with the wolves episodes, 
he talked much about horses and their characteristics. 

Horses, to the people of Siberia were not only one of the 
most important necessities of life, but also an item of pride. Farm-
ers bragged about the strength, speed and appearance of their 
four-legged possessions. The horses were small, much smaller 
that the West European horses. They seemed to be wide in front 
but quite narrow in their hind section. Almost as a highly devel-
oped athlete with broad shoulder, broad chest, narrow hips and 
strong legs. These horses possessed speed that Emil, who knew 
and admired horses, never saw in his hometown. Riding these 
“land-rockets” was a challenge. No saddles of course. Staying on 
these slick animals was very difficult. It’s like trying to ride a 
speeding arrow without feathers. Many races were run among 
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the locals. Much bragging followed. Much kidding of those who 
lost or were left standing or more likely sitting on their pants on 
the ground. Emil compared their little horse to the wind, which 
cannot be ridden. 

During the winter months, as the whole countryside 
lay in an unforgiving blanket of ice and snow, sleds became the 
mode of travel. To keep the passengers warm during these sleigh 
rides, they of course dressed in their heavy pelts and heavy hats 
made of sheep skin. On the floor of the sleigh was the heated 
rock, wrapped in heavy blankets which warmed the feet. Sleigh 
rides were pleasant and enjoyed by many. Pleasant only if no 
unforeseen dangers arose. Danger like overturned sleighs, bro-
ken equipment, and wolves. Again, wolves became man’s most 
dangerous enemy. Winter is hard on humans as well as wildlife. 
Wolves want to eat and horses and humans were food for them. 
Many joy rides turned into high speed races across the tundra. 
Horses sensed the danger quicker than their masters. Speed was 
the only “weapon” these horses possessed. Many local people 
owed their lives to the swiftness of these little speed balls of 
“flying triangles”. If the group of pursuers were small, the horse 
could and many times would outrun the enemy. If the size of the 
wolf pack was large, the horses many times could not outrun the 
wolf clan’s attack maneuvers. Wolves have a very sophisticated 
plan of attack. Some of their members would run interference 
routes trying to distract their victim. Others would ambush the 
fleeing prey. Together, these tactics confused the horse and driv-
er, causing disastrous outcome. Many people and animals lost 
their lives.

As Emil continued his trip to town to pick up supplies 
and food, he had to look for shelter, because of the thick fog and 
driving snowstorms. He lost his way and became disoriented. 
He and his horse hunkered down to wait out the storm or even 
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face the unthinkable, death. As he remembers, he began to feel 
quite nice and cozy. Things around him did not seem to have 
any shape or form. The storm did not affect him at all. Sleep was 
coming, and sleep was pleasant. He awoke in a bed. A bed in a 
strange room which was more like a tent. He was covered with 
piles of pelts and skins. The people around him scared him. Their 
clothes were so primitive. Skins, mostly. The color of the men’s 
faces were dark and not at all as the Europeans were. They spoke 
an altogether different language, unknown to him. To commu-
nicate, they made motions to convey their intentions, Emil mis-
interpreted and feared. He was fed well, however. He suspected  
that it was probably horse meat, because he found out later that 
a major survival food in winter for these Mongolian tribes was 
horse meat. He even imagined that he was eating his own horse. 
He was very much afraid for his life, and suspected every move 
was made in preparation to cut his throat by his hosts. He spent 
a number of days with them, but every night he listened for the 
sound of knives which he felt were meant for him. Nothing hap-
pened. In fact, after the snowstorm subsided, he was fed a final 
time, taken out to his horse, which was standing there well fed 
and ready to pull that sled to town. The people who so graciously 
saved his life, fed him, took care of his horse and sleigh, pointed 
for him the way to go, and bid him farewell. Emil always had 
very fond memories of these people who many civilized people 
felt were completely uncivilized murderous, sub-human barbar-
ians. Humans belong to the same family no matter what they 
look like, how they live, how they speak and what others may say 
about them.

As the first world war came to an end, word finally 
reached this “God-forsaken” land about the end of the war they 
hardly knew happened. 
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Food was very limited for these displaced Germans in 
Siberia. Emil’s father, Karl Hintz, was given permission to raise 
some pigs for his family to help with the family meals. One of 
these pigs was saved for the winter to be sold for other needed 
items. Of course, there were no refrigerators or freezers in Sibe-
ria. Refrigeration, however, was free, very free in winter. After 
dressing out the pig, it was allowed to freeze outdoors. It was 
placed on a sled and pulled by Emil and his dad to a neighbor-
ing farm market. Here it was bartered for clothing or gold. Gold 
has been a form of means of exchange for many years and many 
peoples. Throughout the turbulent years of WWII, Emil always 
had and used gold to provide for his family. Money changed and 
lost it’s value but gold seemed to be recognized by most civiliza-
tions as items of value. Emil told of a Siberian farmer who found 
a large rock on his land, a large boulder requiring horses to move, 
which turned out to be gold. He won the “lottery” that day.
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Chapter 3 
Wolynien

All of the remaining German families who survived the 
killing trains, the Russian and Cossacks soldiers, the 
cold Siberian winters and the hungry wolves, were 

rounded up and slowly transported back to their original home 
areas. It was very shocking for these beleaguered families, as 
they saw their places. Once their homes were the pride of the 
land, now, everything was in ruins. Fences were torn down to 
be used for firewood. Doors and window trim were torn off for 
the same reason. Windows were knocked out, doors ripped from 
their hinges and roofs had gaping holes in them. Much of the 
destruction occurred just before the German families returned to 
their homes. When nations and peoples of nations practice hate, 
anything to hurt or damage is fair game.

Families started over. Again, houses were repaired and 
new ones built. Farms again became productive. Model farms 
appeared again. And Emil and Berta met. 

The first meeting between these two young ones was at 
a young people’s meeting or gathering at the Hintz farm. Emil, 
somewhat of a show off, built a large, spectacular swing. This 
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swing was not built for little children. It was fastened to a large 
oak tree branch about 18-20 feet above the ground. Young men, 
showing off before their young women friends, soared through 
the air trying to outdo the other guy. Berta was there on one of 
these occasions. She had a suitor, who just did not meet well 
with Emil’s plans. This young man was about to take his turn 
on this enormous swing when Emil made some small “altera-
tion” to it. Just as he reached the highest point of his flight, the 
rope broke sending this unwanted competitor into the corn field 
many meters from it’s origin. That was the end of the competi-
tion for the affection of this young beautiful girl called Berta 
Bort. Berta and Emil saw each other only two more times before 
her and his parents arranged the wedding. 

Berta was born into a large family. Her father had a 
knack of outliving three of his wives. The fourth one, who by 
the way, was mean as a wolf, outlived him. At the time of Berta’s 
birth, August Bort owned and operated a grain mill. This mill 
was placed directly next to a fast moving river which drove the 
large grain grinding stones. His family was broken up into three 
groups. As Berta later tells, she had very little to do with her 
half brothers. The age difference was great. One particular event 
in her childhood became an event that gave her traumatic fears 
even at an old age. This experience happened during a severe 
rainstorm. Rain came down in unbelievable volumes. All the 
rivers overflowed their banks. Large trees along the river going 
past the Bort mill were uprooted and flowed towards the mill 
pond. They were forced against the overflow gate of the dam and 
caused a severe water backup. It continued to rain throughout 
the night. Little Berta and her family were in the house. Finally, 
the dam broke, causing a great wall of water to hit the house. All 
evening, it washing and gouged at the foundation of the building. 
Although it was constructed of stone, brick and mortar, it shud-
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dered and swayed. Finally, father Bort gave order for the family 
to move to the barn. The water was deep. Whoever could remain 
above water struggled from the house to the barn. The young 
ones, including Berta, were carried on the older brother’s shoul-
ders. This was a frightening ordeal for Berta. So frightening, that 
she never overcame the fear of floods. All were able to reach the 
barn safely. All night the old barn would sway, creak and moan. 
All night Berta was shivering in fear and trembling, afraid that 
the building would be washed away. It did survive until morn-
ing. The house however, was gone. It was completely ripped apart 
and demolished to rubble. After a few days as the rain stopped 
and the Bort family began to re-establish their place, they found 
much of their cattle swept down stream. Berta has always feared 
water from that day forward. She said that she would rather be 
in a major fire than a flood. At least you could get away from fire, 
but not from water.

Berta was a very beautiful but shy girl. Many local boys 
had hoped of courting her. She was shy but very determined to 
be true to her principles. During one of a casual young people’s 
gathering, one young man tried to get her into a hay loft under a 
blanket. This was not going to happen. Berta turned, hauled off, 
and punched this unprincipled young man in the face. Every-
thing stopped.

Before the marriage of Emil and Berta took place, some 
material agreements between each family had to take place. One 
pig and some sheep left the Bort farm and ended up on the 
Hintz farm. Men were more valuable than women then. (NOW 
was not around yet). In fact, the life of Berta became quite dif-
ficult. She left her home at the very young age of seventeen to 
marry her man who was nineteen. They moved into the Hintz 
family. Very shortly after the wedding, Emil was drafted into the 
Russian cavalry. Forgotten were the promises of Katherine the 
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Great, who ensured the German peasants that their young men 
would never have to serve in the Russian military. Emil joined 
the wild riding Cossacks, who overwhelmed him with their rid-
ing skills. He learned very quickly and loved this adventure com-
pletely. He became an accomplished rider of fast horses.

Berta, however, suffered much in this new surrounding. 
Mother Hintz, her mother-in-law, was quite cruel to her. May-
be it was that Berta took her only remaining son away which 
caused this attitude.  The sister-in-laws made sure that her life 
with them was as the life of Cinderella. In fact, many similarities 
were true. She had to do most of the work and had to tolerate 
much abuse by her mother and sister-in-laws. For example, her 
mother-in-law would spit on the floor, and made Berta clean it 
up. Other cruel events occurred. The only one showing compas-
sion was her father-in-law, a man who was tender and loving to 
this young woman. The only enjoyment for her was when she 
and her father-in-law worked together to cut lumber into boards. 
This was difficult and hard work, but Berta cherished this time 
away from her abusers and with this loving father. The sawing 
operation was so that Karl Hintz stood on top of the log, while 
Berta stood below. He would pull the saw up while she would 
pull it down. This operation continued until they reached the 
end of the log and started on the next board. This five foot tall 
woman counted it joy to work this way all day. With her father-
in-law, they started clearing land to build their first home. After 
Emil returned, the young couple set up their own home. Emil’s 
parents attended the Lutheran church, while Berta’s went to the 
Baptist church. When some American missionaries conducted 
some meetings in town, both Berta and Emil became Christian. 
They attended the Church of God from that date on. Their first 
child was named Adolf. Their farm very quickly became a model 
farm and received awards. More children came in the 1920’s and 



23

1930’s. After Adolf came Helene, then Wanda, who died as a 
baby of unknown causes. Then came Rudolf, Linda, and Edmund. 
Edmund died from a freak accident. Berta was working in the 
kitchen preparing dinner, which Linda watched and carried little 
Edmund in her arms. Berta lifted a pot with boiling water from 
the stove and turned. As she turned, she bumped into Linda and 
Edmund. Mother Berta was not aware of Linda and Edmund’s 
presence as she turned. The pot with the hot water hit Linda and 
spilled onto the ten month old boy. He died the next day. Emil 
built a small wooden box, placed the baby into it, and covered it 
with cold soil to preserve in just a little. The little body remained 
in the house for one week. A week to grieve and mourn. This or-
deal remained a heartache to this loving mother until her death. 

To raise a family, run a successful farm, construction 
and veterinary business required a strong determined character. 
The economic times were very unstable in a land whose bor-
ders moved and moved again. Wolynien was Russian Polish and 
again Russian. Germans in that region were tolerated but not ap-
preciated. Many Germans showed their world-known arrogance 
and patriotic pride to excess. In their minds, other nationalities 
were just below their lofty German place, or location. The Jewish 
population was even more despised. Germans as well as Russian 
and Polish people just did not care for the Jewish population in 
their towns. Of course, Jewish merchants were not always fair or 
right in their dealings with the gentile people. Since most of the 
general stores and businesses were owned by Jewish merchants, 
people purchasing items from them were at the mercy of the 
shop owners. Prices became unbearable. Outrage, jealousy and 
envy among the common folk became widespread. Emil told of 
a story of an incident in his town that shows the inhuman atti-
tudes of people of all ethnic groups, a farmer trying to buy grain 
for his family.
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This time, it was a Jewish merchant whose business was 
the only source for local people buying grain. Grain was one of 
the main food staples for these poor people’s livelihood. During 
this year, a drought made wasteland out of most farms. Every 
rye field, one of the most popular grains of this region, did not 
develop. Farmers had no choice but to buy grain for their bread 
to feed their families from the local stores. Local general mer-
chants, supplied these grain stores. One local farmer, who came 
to the local Jewish store owner to buy grain, was not liked by 
this merchant. Reasons were not known. As it was the farmer’s 
time to open up his burlap sack to receive this kernel of grain, 
the merchant turned the grain shovel upside down and tried to 
fill the sack. This was repeated three or four times, but no grain 
remained on the shovel. This cold-hearted Jewish man then said 
that evidently he was unable to fill this burlap sack and ordered 
the poor farmer to leave. In tears he left. Others of his neighbors 
gave him enough grain to feed his family. But, as fate many times 
will have it, many years later in another location, under this time 
Nazi control, this same Jewish merchant, now despised and un-
der tremendous inhumane conditions, was in need of grain for 
his family. This time the tables were turned and the poor farmer 
had grain for sale. It was this former Jewish merchant who stood 
in line to receive the needed food. As it was his turn, the farmer 
recognized him, turned his shovel upside down and tried to fill 
the grain sack. Nothing happened. No grain remained in the 
shovel. The poor Hebrew, very much struck by this event, re-
membered his earlier crime and broke down crying uncontrolla-
bly. Unlike the earlier time, however, the farmer turned the shov-
el once again and filled this sobbing man’s grain sack. This caused 
more wet eyes. This event made quite an impression upon Emil 
Hintz. This impression caused him to be very aware of other’s 
need and how he could help them.
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Chapter 4 
Wartegau

Emil and Berta had six children; Adolf, Helene, Rudolf, 
Linda, Marta and Herta. In the late 1930’s the political 
climate in Europe became very dangerous. Adolph Hit-

ler, now in complete control of the German government, began 
his murderous attacks on anyone not a politically correct Ger-
man. These attacks were directed at anyone who opposed him, 
his Nazi party and his twisted philosophy. In internal Germany 
as well as any German colonies, Jewish people were rounded 
up, stripped of all of their belongings, and placed in ghettos or 
prisons. Many non-Jewish religious leaders received the same 
treatment. Hitler now wanted more. He declared that Germany, 
who had many German people well established in many East 
European lands, needed to be part of the fatherland. And besides 
that, Germany needed Lebensraum (Living Space). He met with 
Stalin and carved up Poland. Part became Russian, part became 
German, and a small part remained Polish. Germans who lived 
in Russian lands had to move. Hundreds of thousands had to 
leave their farms, businesses, and homes to relocate in the new 
Germany. No reparations were made for these poor deportain-
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ees. This mass population movement caused much pain to these 
poor people. They packed their bags, loaded up their wagon and 
began their move to Wartegau. The Russian hatred for Germans 
was very evident. Russia committed unbelievable cruel mass 
murders of German, Polish and Jewish people. Emil, who spoke 
fluent Russian, befriended a Russian soldier, who told him that 
it was planned to execute hundreds of Germans. Only because 
German troops sudden appearance protected these immigrants 
from this slaughter. He was shown the building where this mur-
der was to take place. It was a hog butcher building, including 
hooks against the wall where men, women and children were to 
be hung and butchered. God’s great mercy prevented this das-
tardly act from happening to the Hintz family.

As the German caravan moved steadily westward, it was 
ordered that all travelers needed to be bathed. Adults, children, 
and babies were separated. Herta, only a few months old and the 
youngest child, was taken from her mother, Berta, and taken into 
another room for her bath. Hundreds of babies had the same 
procedure. As they all came back, Berta could not tell immedi-
ately which one of all of the baby girls was her child. All of the 
children looked the same. She decided to take the one that cried 
the loudest. All of us today still tease our sister, Herta, that she is 
not related to us. But when she becomes loud, her voice proves it 
and we have to accept her as our sister. 

It is not clear when the time period occurred, but Emil 
was given notice to be drafted into the Polish military. He was 
fortunate to be placed into an elite cavalry. A cavalry that became 
the pride and joy of the queen of Poland. Since Emil was quite 
a horseman he enjoyed this assignment immensely. This troop 
was commanded by professional military officers who demanded 
absolute obedience and perfection from their troops. Emil tells 
of the many nights when sleep was so comfortable, but interrup-
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tions were so frequent. It was an absolute rule that all food of the 
daily meals had to be eaten. This food was not always fit to eat. 
Occasionally rotten fish was served. Whether this was done on 
purpose to toughen up the soldiers was not known. If just one of 
these rotten fish was found discarded, not eaten, everyone of the 
company was rudely awakened, usually at midnight. Barefoot in 
their nightclothes in the middle of winter, all had to jog to the 
river’s edge about two miles away. Each one of the men had to 
take this fish, take it to the water and wash it thoroughly, while 
the rest had to sing patriotic songs. Not until the last one these 
guys finished their ceremonial cleansing was the order given to 
jog back to the barracks, singing all along. This type of punish-
ment caused anger among the troops, but more that it caused a 
closer bond between the men. Emil, always the leader and many 
time the instigator of adventure, volunteered many times to do 
thing most others would not do.

As the occupation in the area changed from Russian to 
Polish authority, any Orthodox Russian churches became Pol-
ish Roman Catholic churches. Russian Orthodox churches have 
an additional cross within the traditional Christian cross on the 
spires of the church steeple. Polish Catholic parishioners wanted 
this extra cross cut away. It was the military’s job to do this. Not 
one of the soldiers volunteered to do this, except Emil. Most had 
fear of heights and were not used to this type of work. Emil was 
experienced in many areas. Carpentry work was easy for him. He 
climbed to the top of this high church steeple, secured himself 
to it, and started cutting out the excess cross. He was finished 
quickly and wondered if the steeple was rigid. He started rock-
ing. He did not expect that this church tower, which survived 
hundred of years of winds and storms, would sway as much as it 
did. He knew for sure that the steeple would break and he would 
fall to his death. It did not break. He did not fall because he 
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had tied himself to the point. He did, however, pass out and re-
mained up there for an hours. His friends saw him up there, but 
no one dared to get him down. He finally came to, realized that 
he was still alive, and climbed down. He learned that tall church 
steeples will sway as much as ten feet and still not break.

Another adventurous event while in the Polish cavalry 
occurred under water. Emil was in excellent physical shape. He 
took great pride in athletic bar and ring exercises. He was a fan-
tastic swimmer. The military always was searching for better ma-
terials for their equipment. Near the military grounds was a deep 
river. During windstorms ten to fifteen years before, a large oak 
tree fell and lodged itself into the bottom of the river. For all 
of those years, it was below water, causing the wood to become 
very hard but when polished, very glossy. Rifle makers wanted 
this tree, but no one could get it out of the river. It was perma-
nently stuck. Emil, who seemed to thrive on adventure, dove to 
the bottom of the river. He realized that in order to be able to 
get this tree trunk to the top, a hidden branch had to be cut off. 
This branch was buried in the solid river bottom. He was able to 
hold his breath, dive and cut on the branch repeatedly until the 
log was released.

In the Cavalry, the horses were the life of the troops. 
Training became very strenuous. Every rider was responsible for 
his horse. As sable wielding, spear aiming and speed riding ma-
neuvers were ordered, many novice riders had problems. Emil, 
however, was in his glory. He knew horses. He knew what they 
were thinking and knew how to handle them. He respected the 
animal for what it was, a large machine that wanted to loved, 
cared for, but definitely controlled. One of the objectives was to 
ride at top speed and catch a small ring with a lance. Another 
was to gallop past straw dummies and cut their heads off with a 
saber back-swing. Many of the soldiers were not agile or quick 
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enough to do this. They would miss the rings, slice the back of 
their horses with their sabers, and generally experience difficul-
ties riding their horses. Emil excelled in all of these.

Once a year, the queen of Poland wanted to observe her 
special personal cavalry in action. A medieval age-like horse 
event took place. The highlight of this all day celebration was a 
horse race by the soldiers. The winners were acknowledged and 
praised by the queen in a pompous ceremony. Every one of these 
cavalrymen would be honored to be at the victory stand. The 
winners were always the officers. They made sure that they had 
the best and fastest horses. The common soldiers always had the 
slow horses.

As Emil fed, cleaned, and cared for his horse, he noticed 
a white stallion in a stall away from the rest of the horses. This 
horse belongs to an officer who died during a military scrim-
mage. No one was able to get close to this horse. Emil was deter-
mined to win over this magnificent creature. As he walked past 
this horse, he would sneak a small sugar cube to him. Each day 
he would repeat this bribe. It worked. Little by little, this white 
stallion began to look for this new master. Soon Emil was able 
to feed the horse, touch him, brush him, and generally be close 
to him. He befriended this beautiful horse and gained his trust. 
Emil did this in secret.

That year at the horse races for the queen of Poland, it 
was Emil’s chance. He requested and received permission to ride 
that white horse. All knew that no one could ride him anyway. 
Emil rode, raced, and won to the delight of the queen of Poland 
and the horror of the top military officers. Soon after this embar-
rassing defeat for the “Brass”, the horse was removed from the 
compound, never to be seen again.

The Hintz family settled into a German community 
called Czamanin, Wartegau. The word Wartegau comes from 
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the German word “warte” and “gau”. Warte is the name of the 
river flowing through this area. Gau means meadow or river val-
ley. The word Czamanin is of unknown origin. 

They gave God thanks and glory. Mother’s background 
was baptist where she gave her heart to Jesus. Emil came from 
the Lutheran church. During revival meetings held by the Amer-
ican Church of God ministries, both Berta and Emil rededicated 
themselves to God.

Soon, Emil and Berta established another model farm.  
On the farm, they had horses, cows, sheep, goats, and foul of 
many sorts. They worked hard to make this land produce, and 
they succeeded. In 1941, the second world war was already well 
into it’s course. Hitler decided to attack and conquer Czechoslo-
vakia, Poland, and had no intention of stopping at the Russian 
border. He ordered the German troops to go for Moskau. All 
went according to plan for the Germans, except as the Russian 
army retreated, they burned and emptied all of the towns and 
cities which they evacuated. This left very little for the advanc-
ing German troops. Hitler, who by now was insane, ordered the 
German army to force further and further into the vast Russian 
landscape. 1943 was one of the worst winters written in history. 
Temperature plunged to 40-60 below zero. The German army 
was not prepared for this. As generals requested supplies and 
food from Hitler, he denied their requests. Instead, he ordered 
more attacks. Faster advances. This became impossible. Roads 
became impassable because of the deep snow, the thawing and 
refreezing of them. Food became scarce. Supply lines were slow 
and very inadequate. Morale of the troops plunged. Every ad-
vance of the German troops stopped at Stalingrad.

In 1941, at the Hintz’s house, a little baby boy was born. 
This would be me. I joined a family which was a hard working 
bunch. Children were happy working the farm and contributing 
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to it’s welfare. My mother loved this little baby just as she loved 
every one of the rest. But there was a problem. I was only six 
weeks old when I became severely ill. My whole body became 
one complete sore. I would not eat. I lost weight. Mother did 
not know what to do. Every time she would touch me the skin 
would come off and remained on her hand. Her days and nights 
were spent in prayer and tears. Tears of pain and anguish that 
threatened to destroy her. Already, she had lost two young chil-
dren, and it seemed that this little boy was going to be the third 
one. In desperation, she turned to a woman in town, who knew 
old country remedies using weeds and herbs. This woman came, 
took one look at me, and told my mother to mix up a particular 
mixture of weeds, flowers and water. I was then to be bathed in 
this slimy “brew” and then thoroughly cleaned. I was then to 
be wrapped in linen sheets and laid down to bed. If there was 
any hope of life, the next morning small black worm-like things 
would come out of the pores of my body. If these black worms 
did not appear, I would die. Mother did not think this nonsense 
could do any good and dismissed it. As the next day approached 
and I became more lifeless, she became so desperate that she 
began the preparation of the potion, crying as she mixed the 
ingredients. When the “brew” was ready, she took my little body 
and thoroughly washed and scrubbed it, crying as more rough 
skin came off onto her hands. She however persevered, finished 
the washing, wrapped me in linen clothes and put me to bed. 
This night was the longest and hardest for this poor mother. She 
was afraid for the morning, for she could not bear to learn of the 
potential failure and death of her little boy. Finally, the morning 
came and mother, trembling with fear as she walked, came to 
the crib. She carefully unwrapped the child and saw through her 
tears that my body was covered with thousands of little black 
“worms”. This was a sign. She thanked God for this miracle and 
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as the days went by, saw her little child improve day by day. As 
mother told me this story, I could still see the agony in her face 
as she remembered the pain and fear. Of course, I had no un-
derstanding of my condition, but I saw my mother’s love and 
concern for me even twenty to forty years later.

Our farm in Wartegau was a paradise. All of the family 
worked to make it productive. I can still remember the house the 
little pond just off the back steps. Ducks and geese were always 
around. Ducks were friendly, but geese were my enemies. They 
wanted to bite. Seeing that vicious, white “tank” coming at me 
with it’s long neck extended for attack still gives me the chills. 
There was another dreaded enemy on the farm. It was  sheep. I 
am not sure if we had any goats, but I tell you, they could not 
have been as mean as the always lurking behind bushes rams. 
Many time I had to run for my life, trying to escape from the en-
emy. Many times it was without success. I was bowled over many 
times. Sheep are not peace-loving, harmless followers. They at-
tack.

Photograph 2. Czamanin Farm, Wartegau, 1943
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Figure 3. Father and Helmut, 
1943

Figure 4. Helmut crying, Vater 
laughing, Czamanin, Wartegau

Figure 5. Helene Hinz, 1943, Cza-
manin, Wartegau

Figure 6. Emil Hinz, 1943, Cza-
manin, Wartegau
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Sometimes in 1943 I remember a very pleasant occa-
sion. My oldest brother, Adolf, came home on furlow. Adolf was 
drafted into the German army at the age of sixteen. He was able 
to come home just before he was sent to the Eastern front, Stal-
ingrad. As he came around the corner of the house, I was sitting 
on the steps playing. He took me into his arms and gave me a 
toy stork. I cannot remember anything else of his visit. Maybe I 
became so involved with my new toy that nothing else mattered. 
Mother later told me that Adolf had a deep down premonition 
that he would not survive the coming battle on the Eastern front. 
This was the last time we saw Adolf alive. He died on the cold 
ground of the Stalingrad battle. Adolf ’s company was stationed 
at the far eastern edges of the Eastern Front. The Russian troops 

Figure 7. Adolf ’s Army Group, 1941

Figure 8. Adolf ’s Company, 1943

Figure 9. Adolf Hinz, 1943. 
His last furlow before he 
fell at the Battle of Stalin-
grad, Russia.
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were just across the open range. During one of the patrols to seek 
out the position of the Soviet’s locations, Adolf along with his 
commanding officer returned from their mission. Shots rang out 
and Adolf was hit. He fell when a bullet struck him. All night 
he lay there unable to move. When help finally came the next 
morning, he was dead. One of his friends saw when he was hit 
and knew where he fell, but he told us later that he could not get 
him because he was standing guard. No guard could ever leave 
his post. It still seems somewhat strange why no attempt was 
made to rescue one of their own. Adolf was seventeen when he 
lost his life, fighting for his family. My mother later told me that 
she knew when her oldest son died. A framed picture of him 
stood on her dresser, and it lay on it’s face the day Adolf died. 
Again, deep felt grief entered into mother’s life. She had felt that 
this emotional pain affected the child that she was carrying. Gre-
tel (Margarete) was born that same year in 1943. Later it became 
clear that Gretel, a beautiful girl, was mentally affected and never 
grew beyond her childhood stages. Again, mother agonized over 
her children’s plight. If ever there was a woman who deserved the 
love and admiration of her children, it was Berta Hintz.

It was Berta who was, first of all the mother of ten chil-
dren. She was the wife of a hard working, hard driving farmer. 
Over and over again she had to prepare meals, keep the home 
in order, nurture her children, provide for continuous guests and 
above all and in all love her God and Savior. I can remember 
many of times when I found Mother on her knees, praying for 
her children. In all of her pain and suffering, Mother had the 
sweetest smile. She was shy, and as she would meet strangers, her 
head would be tilted somewhat sideways and down, but her eyes 
would sparkle of her deep-seated peace in God.
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Chapter 5 
Deutschland

The defeat of the German troops in Stalingrad affected all 
of the Germans living in Wartegau and all other Ger-
man colonies. News came to us that the Russian troops 

were coming. This created fear in every German. Soon there was 
talk of leaving. Dad who always was involved in the leadership 
of the community, was asked to represent Czamanin at a high 
German ordered gathering. He was not able to go because of a 
sudden severe illness. Someone else went in his stead. This was 
again a miracle of God, because those community leaders who 
were summoned never came back. God again worked out his 
plan, because Dad recovered and was able to lead his family on 
the escape from Wartegau.

The war became more and more personal to the Hintz 
family. Besides the death of Adolf, Rudolf, who was twelve, was 
drafted into the German army. It was absolutely evil what Hitler 
and his henchmen did to the defenseless people of Germany. 
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To take twelve year old boys and place them into the danger of 
military was just unconscionable.

When the notice came to leave our home in Czamanin, 
Wartegau, Dad loaded a covered wagon, hitched his beautiful 
and strong team of horses to it, and whoever was left of the fam-
ily began the flight. In 1945, the family consisted of Father and 
Mother, Helene, Linda, Marta, Herta, Gretel, and myself. A sec-
ond and third wagon consisted of my two aunts who lost their 
husbands in the war. Father was the only man present. He basi-
cally served as wagon master of the little wagon team. My aunts 
and cousins later said that if it wasn’t for dad and his help, they 
would not have left Wartegau and that they owed their lives to 
Father. As we left that beautiful farm many tears were shed. This 
did not last long, however. We could hear the Russian artillery 
coming closer and closer. Soon bullets and mortars were flying 
and exploding over our heads. The Russian troops were firing 
at the German troops ahead of us and the German army was 
shooting at the Russians behind us.

Most German settlers of this region left and ran for their 
lives. Roads were full of wagons, military vehicles and people 
pulling carts. In time of war and panic, everyone is out for him-
self. A neighboring German town placed armed men at a road 
intersection to hold back other fellow German families, and al-
low their own families to go ahead. Dad very soon realized that 
waiting for this traffic jam to clear was not acceptable. He or-
dered the family to throw overboard anything that was not abso-
lutely necessary for our daily use. I believe many nice items went 
over the edge. Dad has always been a serious horseman and he 
always had the best horses in the area. The two Trakener horses 
were in excellent shape and he trusted them completely. Since 
the escape on public roads was impossible, he cut across the 
fields and through forests. The wagons had to be as light as they 
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could be to do this. Sometimes, it was freshly plowed fields that 
had to be crossed. Sometimes, it was marshy bogs that required 
everyone able to push to help get the team on. In all of this, Emil 
Hintz was the man who directed and lead the way. Bullets and 
explosions were all around us. We came across many other wag-
ons that were hit by mortars. The people were dead. They could 
be seen lying in the ditches. Horses were dead. Wagons were in 
pieces and family belongings strewn all over the area. At times, 
we came across destroyed wagons which had some interesting 
toys. We asked Dad if we could pick up some of those items, 
but he would always tell us that those things did not belong to 
us, and we should never take anything away from dead people. I 
saw a tricycle but it was not allowed to be mine. My sister Marta 
wanted a doll that was laying in the ditch but this too was not 
allowed. It was verboten. Marta learned later that my cousin in a 
second wagon did up pick this doll for herself. 

I was too young to really understand this ordeal. I can 
remember the dead bodies and ruined wagons. The high pitch 
sound of the Russian mortars intrigued me. It meant that there 
would be an explosion ahead of us. This seemed to me as a kind 
of “fireworks”. Of course, I didn’t know what fireworks were. 
These explosions and fire balls were quiet an exciting show for 
me. But when these explosions were too close, I would quickly 
leave my place next to my Dad on the wagon’s buckboard and 
go to Momma. It seemed to me that it was safer next to Mom 
inside the wagon than next to Dad outside. Most of the time, 
I do remember sitting next to my father, watching the team of 
horses as they so rhythmically nodded their heads each time they 
took a step. Their tails were constantly moving to shew away the 
flies. There is a particular smell that only horses produce that I 
can still sense today, that created a sort of peaceful comfort even 
though bullets were flying. The sound of horses also added to 
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my childhood as being of comfort in the midst of danger. The 
horses hooves, their breathing causing the occasional flapping of 
their lips, the sound of the wagon wheels, the squeaking of the 
harness, the swaying of the wagon, and the many times the hard 
jolt as the wheels rolled across the uneven ground. All of this I 
remember as I think back of riding in horse drawn wagon rides.

We continued west across the many swampy field of 
Wartegau toward the main part of Germany. We entered a small 
town where we were to rest a while. There was no rest. Small, 
toy-like things were flying high in the sky. I did not know what 
these flying things were, but I definitely remember the low rum-
ble sound of these things. They seemed to be in such orderly 
rows. As I was mesmerized by these flying toys, sirens began 
to sound. This caused a great deal of commotion and activity. 
Dad ordered all of us off the wagons and hurried us into shel-
ters. Once inside, the bombing started. This was now no longer 
a game. These flying “toys” dropped loud explosives. This became 
a very frightful time. The loud booms shook the building. Doors 
flew open, large pieces of concrete broke off the ceilings. Every-
thing became dark. I was afraid, crying for my mother’s comfort 
and no longer thinking that these flying toys were fun. It was 
horrifying. I remember loud sounds which were Russian mortars 
exploding around us, but they announced themselves by the high 
pitched sound which preceded the boom. No one of our family 
was hurt, and our horses and wagons were okay. When this air 
raid was over, we moved on.

As we continued our escape, we stopped at a farm along 
the way to rest for the night. The people living there were Ger-
man, but decided not to leave, and refused to let us stay for the 
night. This was not so unusual, except that this particular inci-
dent was only the beginning of a bizarre finish a few months 
later.



40

Dad still pressed on, because he knew that it was not 
safe for his family until we crossed over the Oder River and into 
Germany proper. The horses showed the wear and tear of the dif-
ficult trip and the fear of being captured took it’s toll on the fam-
ily. The younger children of course did not understand most of 
the danger. They reacted to situations, which gave them pleasure 
or caused them to fear. Dad finally drove the wagon across the 
Oder River bridge. We were then in Germany. We barely made 
it before the German troops blew up the bridge. This was done 
to slow the Russian Army advances. Our horses were spent and 
everyone needed to rest. We were safe, even if only for a while.

This was not true for many Germans who were not able 
to get away. When the Russian troops advanced across the land, 
Polish and Russian citizens took out their hatred and frustration 
with the Nazis on fleeing German common folks.

Previously, Hitler and Stalin made an agreement to split 
and carve up Poland and to relocate it’s citizens into unknown 
new areas. Germany took the western part, and Russian took the 
eastern part, leaving only a small section for the Polish people. 
During the beginning months of World War II, many Polish 
folks were forced by the Nazis to leave their homes. Cattle trains 
would appear at the local train station. All local citizens of Po-
land were rounded up and forced into these trains. If someone 
resisted in any way, they were simply shot. Thousands of inno-
cent people lost their lives. 

So, when the Germans were fleeing, the tables were 
turned. It was the German population which now was easy prey. 
It was payback time. Thousands of innocent German farmers, 
merchants and trades people lost their lives.

We heard many gruesome stories of how people were 
murdered, and some were mass murdered. Horses were hitched 
to legs of men who then were ripped apart. Pregnant women 
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were sliced with knives to that their babies died. Rape of women 
and girls was widespread. War is hell. One of our uncles was 
killed. We do not know how it happened. Some of our cousins 
disappeared, never to be heard from again. Again, we do not 
know  what happened.

We finally settled into a small town, Barenthin, about 
100 km north of Berlin. Before Dad could really settle the family 
into a safe home, he was ordered to appear to the German mili-
tary commanders. He was placed in the home defense league, a 
last attempt by the authorities to protect Germany from com-
plete defeat. Those men were mostly forty year old soldiers.

Dad’s company was stationed near Hanover, when it was 
surrounded and captured by Americans. Most German fighting 
men knew that the war was lost, and tried to position themselves 
to be captured by Americans. American soldiers had a reputa-
tion of being much more humane than their counterparts from 
the east, the Russians. As it turned out, if you ended up in a USA 
prison camp, you may end up in Florida, California, or Arizona. 
Not bad for being a prisoner of war. There were some incidents 
where American soldiers behaved badly, causing problems, rap-
ing women. But it was nothing compared to the Russian sol-
diers. If you became a prisoner of war of the Soviet Union, your 
life was practically over. You were sent to Siberia. Most POW’s 
of Russia did not come back. Many of the ones that did were 
held for many years in horrible conditions. We heard that some 
of the retiring German soldiers did not come home until 1950 
or later.

For many of these German POWs, just to survive an-
other day became the only task. Food was so bad, that some 
prisoners survived by catching rats and mice, to receive just bit 
of life-sustaining food. Many men survived only because they 
held out hope of being reunited with their wives and children. 
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We heard numerous stories where German POWs fought and 
scratched with all their might just to stay alive. As they finally 
returned to their home in Germany, they met with the last great 
heart-wrenching ordeal. Russian authorities did not give out any 
news or reports about their prisoners. Many men were declared 
dead or lost. Their wives remarried and had new families. As the 
first husbands stumbled home, filled with anticipation of holding 
their wives and children in their arms, they saw that there were 
other men who were called husband by their wives and father 
by their children. They would usually turn and walk sadly away 
because they couldn’t bear the pain of tearing up their families 
again.

Many Russian soldiers did not behave like humans. 
No woman or girl was safe. Rape was too common. It was not 
enough to do this evil deed, these “animals” then had to cruelly 
and viciously murder their victims. I still am not able to under-
stand how America could support such a vile organization as the 
Soviet Union even in the war against Germany. 

Many farms in Northern Germany were built in the 
middle ages. At that time, it was important to protect the farm 
from roving bandits who attacked and plundered anyone who 
could not protect themselves. Usually, the living quarters faced 
the street with a heavy gate, which was locked every night. On 
both ends from this front building, another building was erect-
ed perpendicular to it. These were usually cattle or foul barns. 
Across the back of the square or rectangle was the hay and straw 
barn. When all gates were closed and locked, the farm was a 
formidable defense.

My father’s company was rounded up and held in the 
yards of these local farms. As the order to prepare to line up and 
march out was given, my dad slowly backed up until he reached 
the hay barn. He slipped into it, and left through the back door. 
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This opened to meadows, where there were cattle and sheep. As 
he stepped out, American planes circled the farm to ensure that 
no German prisoner escaped. Machine gun fire killed many cows 
and sheep. This gave Dad an opportunity to attempt his get-
away. Just as the US plane passed over to make another circle, 
he would run to the next cow or sheep and hide on the backside 
of it, until the next plane passed. He continued this evasive act, 
until he entered the forest. From there, he walked only at night. 
It was about 200 km from Hanover to Barenthin. Father walked 
this distance on foot. He just had to be with his family. After 
weeks of avoiding American as well as German military patrols, 
he arrived home. The joy of meeting and being with wife and 
family was short-lived. German military authorities ordered him 
to appear for duty. As he presented himself, they realized that his 
physical condition was such that he would not be able to go. So, 
they sent him back home. Again, only by God’s mercy was he 
able to remain with his family.
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Chapter 6 
In Barenthin After the War 

Barenthin had a population of about 200 to 300 people. 
Most of the citizens in his town were farmers. There was 
one main cobblestone street. In my small boy’s eyes, it 

seemed quite wide. It was a long way to get across to the other 
side. The most exciting thing about the town was the tall stee-
pled church which was next to my school where I attended my 
first year, and the narrow gauge railroad track out of town. This 
track came in front of our house, right down the middle of town. 
It was the highlight of my day when this train rumbled slowly 
past our house. I was fascinated to see how the heavy iron wheels 
crushed little rocks to powder. We did not flatten pennies or 
Pfennige. You just did not waste any coins.

The year 1945 was a difficult time in Germany. The long 
cruel war was lost. Most men were either in prisons of war or 
were dead. Families were splintered. Many families lost every-
thing they possessed. Women and children had to provide food 
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for themselves by whatever means they could. Whole families 
worked for local farmers in order to survive. Food was very dif-
ficult to get, especially in big cities. A place to live was also very 
scarce. People wandered the streets hoping to find shelter. Chil-
dren suffered the worst. Orphanages were not yet operational, 
so many homeless children and many without families stumbled 
aimlessly throughout the cities. Many did not survive. Fights over 
a slice of bread were common. All factories came to a standstill. 
The economy stopped. 

It was at this time when my father, who always looked 
at life as a challenge, began his entrepreneurial adventures. First, 
he obtained a primitive grain mill to perform a very needed ser-
vice for the area farmers. Farmers who had harvested their rye, 
wheat and oats, generally could not grind it into flour. This mill 
of father’s was operated by the power of one horse. The horse was 
hitched to a strong wooden arm, which, when turned in a circle, 
turned a shaft which was driven by a gear box. This shaft lay just 
below the surface of the path of the horse. Inside a building, 
this shaft in turn, rotated two heavy milling stones. Allowing the 
grain to enter the space between the stones, it was crushed to a 
fine flour. I remember often when Vater placed me on the slow 
walking horse as we made one circle after another. This was fun, 
just like a pony ride at the fair.

As the milling business grew, dad looked around for a 
more efficient milling method. There was an old windmill that 
was not operating. One of its enormous wings was shut off dur-
ing the war. To repair the wing was difficult at this time. Limited 
electricity was available, even it was only for three hours a day. 
He installed powerful electric motors to drive the milling oper-
ating equipment. Soon he was in the business using this 500 year 
old windmill to make money. Farmers came from long distances 
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to finally get their grain ground. Flower meant bread. Bread was 
one of the main staples of life.

Mr. Seminyuk, a short stock but powerful man, was Vater’s 
helper. Together, they worked many hours to unload, load, and 
grind these precious kernels. For me, this was the most wonder-
ful time of my life. I loved to go to the mill and spend all day in 
a dreamland. To be three or four stories above the surrounding 
meadows and to look over these fields was spectacular. Of course, 
going up the many steps to get there was work for a seven year 

old, but, it was very 
satisfying. To listen 
to the monotonous 
humming and whir-
ring of the many mo-
tors, gears, and shafts 
almost always made 
me sleepy. And, sleep 
I did in that cozy lit-
tle room, which was 
attached to the main 

body of the mill housing. This room was only big enough for 
wooden bed frame covered with a comfortable straw mattress 
and a small desk. This was Vater’s office and resting place. For 
me, it was just about the most comfortable place on earth. The 
constant vibrations of the large mill structure put me to sleep 
every time. These days at the mill, close to my dad, were precious. 
I explored every inch of this monstrous, mysterious giant. All 
of those wooden gears and spokes turning and turning, making 
the heavy large stones rotate. Narrow steps led upwards forever. 
There always was another floor to explore. The smell of fresh 
flour was in the air, an aroma that seemed to numb my senses. I 
usually would not leave until Dad roused me and told me to go 

Photograph 10. Barenthin Church of God, 
1947, which met at the Brenner’s home
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home. It was beginning to get dark. I had to go home for supper. 
Food was always a wonderful occasion to go to. 

As I left the mill, I had to walk past an old cemetery. 
This was very scary to me. Graves seemed to be extra dark and 
shadows seemed to move around, usually following me. I would 
try to run. This was worse. Then I heard these ghosts breathing 
heavy right behind me. When I stopped to listen closer, they 
stopped. I held my breath, they stopped breathing. I thought my 
heart would explode, because it was pounding against my chest 
so hard and fast that I almost fainted. Each time that I walked 
and ran past this dreaded cemetery, the same fears were there. I 
always made it through alive, but I always feared that this would 
be my last time. 

I loved to be with dad no matter where he went. This 
was usually lying in the back of the farm wagon. The constant 

Photographs 11a and 11b. The tourist guide left at 6:00 PM and left 
Charlotte and I to explore on our own. It brought many pleasant 
memories of my childhood. I am sure this was father’s windmill in 
Barenthin. It was rebuilt and moved to this spot on the Romantic 
Road as part of a museum. 
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bumping and shaking of the wagon as we rode on the cobble-
stone roads gave me the most contented feelings. Listening to 
the sound of the heavy farm wagon wheels, the clip-clop sounds 
of the draft horses feet, was just mesmerizing. The smell also 
was almost intoxicating, once you had become familiar with it. 
Looking up into the sky, I studied and wondered about the fluffy 
clouds above. What were they? How were they formed? How 
come they did not fall out of the sky? Who made them? All of 
these experiences seem to be very real to me even today. Living 
on a farm gave me many wonderful times of enjoyment. Horses 
cows, pigs, and chickens were my pals.

Many of the farm buildings in Germany dated back to 
very early medieval times, when protection against bandits was 
critical. During the 30-years war, as Catholics and Protestants 
fought each other, a cruel, horrible time existed. It began when 
counts, kings and local rulers joined one of the two religious 
armies to fend their beliefs. At first, there were actually orga-
nized battles of regular uniformed soldiers. This, however, de-
teriorated into a wild free-for-all. Swedish and French troops 
joined and soon became roving outlaws. As always, war hurt 
and killed the innocent people the most. Individual towns and 
cities built fortified places to protect themselves. Many towns 
built heavy walls that encircled the whole town. Even farmers 
had to protect themselves from these killers. Most of the farm 
buildings were in town and were arranged about the same way. 
Barenthin was one of these towns of mostly farmers. Each farm 
was arranged about the same way. It was made up of a house 
facing the main road, where the family lived. Facing the street, 
one main gate allowed horses and wagons to enter the yard. This 
yard would be enclosed by a cattle stall to the left, a storage and 
machinery stable to the right, and a grain and hay and straw 
barn at the back. In the middle of the farm was the manure pile. 
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This pile has been a status symbol for many farmers. The big-
ger the pile, the richer the farm. This whole farm complex was 
locked up every night. Meadows and plowed fields lay in small 
parcels around the area. Very seldom, did one find a farm that 
was not interrupted by other properties. I believe the reason for 
these widely scattered pieces of field was due to the many years 
of families trying to remain on the ancestral land of their fore-
fathers. Each time a farm was split up to the remaining heirs, it 
became more and more scattered. Then, as some parts of these 
farms were sold, in contributed to the variety of pieces of lands 
owned by various families. 

Our farm in the town of Barenthin was such a farm. 
Our house was one of these typical medieval type dwellings. The 
house that we lived in, facing the main street, was quite a won-
derful house. It was large and had many rooms. The right or west 
of the main house  was the heavy gate, which was locked every 
night. The itself was, in my mind, the largest and prettiest in 
town. My grandfather Gottliebe Bort and his fourth wife lived 
in the eastern-most section. Opa Bort was quite old as I remem-
ber him. Three of his previous wives died. One of these was my 
mother’s mother, Karoline Bort, who died when my mother was 
very young. Alwine Bort, Opa’s fourth wife, was not very nice. I 
don’t remember how often I was in trouble with her. It seemed 
that I always did the wrong thing, when she was around. I either 
snatched a gooseberry, strawberry or red currant which she so 
rigorously protected. I can still hear that awfully loud voice call-
ing “Helmut, was machst du da, wieder?” (What are you doing 
now?) My Opa, on the other hand, was very quiet and peaceful. 
I enjoyed sitting with him on the seat along the always warm 
Kachelofen. Kachelofen was a wood stove which was built in and 
surrounded by heavy  tiles. These tiles, when they were heated up, 
would keep the heat for days. They were so nice and comfortable, 
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that I many times fell asleep spending time with my Opa. I think 
old people and young children ought to spend much more time 
together. Both need a lot of comfort and rest. Life is beginning 
for one, and ending for the other. The middle is not of any con-
cern for either.

The rest of the house had a large living type room, din-
ing room, and a large country kitchen. Off to the east side of 
the kitchen was the pantry and workroom. It was here where 
I can remember my mother and brother Rudy kneading bread 
dough for the baking of bread. Bread was one of the main food 
staples for us. Mother would bake ten to twelve loaves per week. 
She had to feed our family of eight plus the many farm help-
ers. Besides the regular bread eaten, we always had people liv-
ing with us who were fed. As the war ended, many, very many 
German people were left homeless, without work and hungry. 
My father was always very ready and willing to help. Strangers 
who needed help came to the Hinz farm for help. They received 
it. They stayed until they found a new place to live. Dad en-
joyed to help anyone he could without any question. He helped 
make arrangements to have these people find work and housing. 
One particular family came and received quarter and food even 
though they refused help for our family at an earlier time. As 
we escaped Wartegau in 1945, our horses were wearing out and 
the family needed shelter for the night. We came upon a place 
where father asked for help. It was not given. We continued our 
travel. The owners of this place were the same people who now 
were given quarter at our house in Barenthin. This attitude was 
very typical of my fathers’ life. There were many such stories of 
how my parents fed and comforted strangers. Many years later 
(1961), as my sister Marta and I attended a meeting in Canada, 
people came up to me thanking me for how our family helped 
them in 1946. My father always said that you cannot help others 
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and not receive the blessing back many fold. Later in our journey 
during the time when our family lived in refugee camps in West 
Germany, a man approached my dad for ten marks. His family 
was hungry and the children needed shoes. Dad only had ten 
marks. He shared five marks with the stranger because he him-
self had a family with six children. The same day dad received 
employment with a local farmer. He has never forgotten and has 
always reminded us children that you can’t out give God. This 
lesson will always be with me.
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Chapter 7 
Life in Barenthin

My childhood life experiences in Barenthin were some 
of my sweetest. I was now about five years old and 
started to become interested in all manner of activi-

ties and events in our home. Eating always was a very impor-
tant event to me. I always enjoyed food and my parents taught 
me to value, no, almost reverence, food. I remember our families’ 
evening meals. During the first months in Barenthin at about 
1945-46, food was not at all plentiful. It was enough, but not 
elaborate, though we always ate. My mother always seemed to be 
able to make a meal out of anything. Soups were almost always 
on the menu. Pea soup, bean soup, potato soup, milk soup of 
various types, usually some type of home made noodles. Home-
made? Everything was home-made. Many times an egg or two 
was mixed with flour, to become dumpling soups. Meat soups 
we saw only seldom, usually on Sundays. Pork, chicken, geese, 
ducks or turkey soups were very delicious. Speck-suppe, a soup 
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that had small squares of bacon in it, was really something. In 
today’s society, we ware so concerned about no eating fat, not so 
during our time in Barenthin. If we saw more than 2 or 3 eyes of 
fat swimming in our bowl, we felt blessed. During the summer 
months, mother would cook lighter dishes, still soup, however. 
One of my favorite was cherry soup. It was a milk-based liquid 
which had cherries and egg dumpling in it. It was usually served 
cold. Not refrigerated, but cold. Refrigeration we did not have, 
nor did we know about such a thing. Food that needed to be kept 
was placed in the cellar. Meat of course, was packed in salt or it 
was smoked, or it was canned. The smoked hams and sausages 
that my dad made he locked up in a smoke room in the attic. 
I remember many times the exciting times when my dad took 
me along to see the precious, valuable possessions hanging from 
the rafters. He always reminded me to be thankful to God for 
the food which was stored for a later time. Many times later I 
remember sneaking upstairs to the smoke room door and laying 
flat on the floor, smelling the wonderful aroma through the crack 
at the bottom of the door, of the smoked ham and sausages. I 
dreamed about the times that I actually would taste this wonder-
ful food.

Since my parents owned one of the largest farms in town, 
we had many hired hands during the year. Especially during the 
harvest time we had as many as ten extra workers helping to do 
the work on the farm. My mother cooked for them daily. This 
was quite a job. The kitchen seemed to be always in a state of 
frantic activities. My oldest sister had to help. My brother Rudy 
even was involved in the food preparation. I was too young, then. 
My job was to stay out of the way most of the time.

I remember the way bread was made. Mother would mix 
all of the ingredients for the bread dough into a large feeding 
trough. This was a wooden tub dug out of a tree trunk. It looked 
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similar to old Indian canoes except it did not float. When it was 
not in use, I would sit in it, as my make-believe boat. After the 
dough was mixed, my oldest brother’s job was to knead it. Rudy 
was a strong young teenager and had to help. He later owned 
his own bakery, which may have had its roots in the Barenthin 
farm. My sisters helped with the food preparation, the sewing 
and cleaning up. They always were engaged in the work on the 
farm and home. Even I did some good. When it came to making 
sauerkraut, it was my job to stomp bare footed the fresh cab-
bage into pieces to make sure they settled and were pressed into 
the large stone barrel. This was fun. Something that was not too 
enjoyable to me was making butter. Oh, how long and tiresome 
was this job. I had to raise and lower this stick attached to a 
plunger, which agitated the cream inside a butter churn. I always 
thought that it took too long to finally hear that long anticipated 
announcement that I could stop. There was however a reward for 
this hard work. This was almost always the time to get a cup of 
buttermilk, which was a great reward for the hard work.

Another job which required my assistance was winding 
the wool yard which my mother spun. This activity occurred dur-
ing the winter months. Work outside was mostly feeding and 
taking care of the animals. For mother, it was milking the cows. 
For my sister, it was feeding the chickens and turkeys. For father 
and Rudy, it was feeding the cows, horses and pigs and keeping 
the stalls clean. 

Spinning yarn was quite an art. Wool, which had been 
shorn off of our sheep, was prepared for spinning. Then, using 
the long foot operated spinning wheel, my mother would place 
a fluffy amount of wool on the peg, pulled a certain amount off, 
but not disconnect it, she would, with two fingers, form the end-
less string of wool yarn, which was turned by the spinning wheel. 
This wool yarn then was wrapped into an 18” to 24” diameter 
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circle. It was then my job to hold out my hands. The circle of 
yarn was placed on it, and someone else, usually one of my sis-
ters, had to roll the yarn into a ball. This ball could not be too 
light nor too loose. During my 5-6 years I was still in my hold-
ing the loosely wound wool on my outstretched arms. Now this 
became tiresome. Many times did I complain and wine about 
having to stand there with my outstretched arms. These arms 
became so heavy, I thought they would fall off. Fall right off. It 
was awful. There was no need to ask “Are we almost done?” be-
cause I could see with my own eyes that the loop of wool around 
my arm was still there. We did not quit until it was done. Later, I 
was promoted to winding the ball at the other end of the process. 
Usually, one of my sisters, Herta, had to take turns holding here 
arms out and suffering. This was okay with me, because I suffered 
enough myself. Misery loves company. 

As the time went by, probably 1947 or so, I had to help 
feed the animals. This was really a pleasure. I enjoyed the pigs as 
they squealed and caused a racket, when they realized that food 
was on its way. I even helped feeding the cows and the horses. 
Chickens were for the girls.

I am thankful to the good Lord, that my family never 
went hungry. During war, flight and government abuse, God al-
ways provided, for which I thank Him dearly.

As mentioned before, bread was a very important part 
of our diet. These loaves were large round, dark-rye breads. At 
first, butter was too valuable to use on sandwiches. A plain slice 
of bread was my school lunch. This was not unusual in town. All 
kids had just a plain piece of bread for their noon-break lunch. 
In fact, we all know this and did not think that there was any 
other way. When I was in first grade, during a lunch break, some 
of my friends came up to me and said that one of the girls in our 
class had butter on her slice of bread. This became a major event 
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at the school yard. I am sure this girl was very embarrassed, but 
all of us wanted to see if her slice of bread really had butter on it. 
She tried to hide it by holding her slice of bread up-side-down, 
but we managed to see the butter anyway. This was cruel, I know, 
but this was an event which needed to be explored. I am sure we 
were not very polite. The reason why this girl even had butter was 
because her father owned the local dairy and was able to spare 
some butter for her daughter.

Sunday was the day for white bread. This usually was cov-
ered with jam. Sundays also became the day when we received 
meat. Meat in many forms, roasted, fried, baked, but many times 
boiled. Sunday also was the day of deserts. This was usually pud-
ding with a fruit compote. This may have been strawberries, 
gooseberries, or raspberries. 

My boyhood experiences are still a time of sweet reflec-
tions. This time was filled with the knowledge that my parents 
loved me, although I don’t remember either my mother or my 
father ever actually saying the “I love you” phrase. I know it with-
out a shadow of a doubt. My days were filled with play, explora-
tions, and trying to help around the household. It was a pleasure 
to find hiding places among the many normal dark places of a 
village farm. One of my favorite ones was warming up in our 
outdoor bread baking oven. This oven was built very similar to 
an Eskimo igloo. It was made out of concrete stones in the half-
round shape, maybe six to eight feet in diameter. At the front of 
this igloo was a small metal door. To do the actual bread baking 
required first to place wood in the middle of the floor. Then, it 
was lit and allowed to heat up the thick ceiling and wall to the 
right temperature, by moving the red hot cooled to the outside 
edge of the oven. Then, the round loaves of rye and wheat bread 
dough were placed into the middle of the over floor. There they 
remained until they were fully baked. They were removed and 
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served to the many hungry mouths. Mouths belonging to family 
members and hired helpers, visiting friends and of course many 
needy homeless families, who found refuge in our home.

This oven remained warm for days. In the winter,   it was 
a very comfortable place to be. We would crawl into the over and 
stretch out on the still warm floor. During Sunday, the horses 
were let out into the pasture to feed and rest. It was Rudy’s and 
my older cousin’s job to bring them back to their stalls before 
nightfall. I tagged along. I always chose the white “Schimmel” 
Belgian work horse for my ride, and all of us rode bare-back. He 
was old, and he was slow. He also had a wide flat back, a back 
that seemed safe to me. He was not bothered by distractions or 
threats. We had to ride the length of the village street to get to 
our place. There were boys living at the far end of the village who 
were not our friends. I could never understand that, but maybe I 
was too young to know these things. As enemies, they collected 
a pile of stones and used them against our horses. The young and 
high strung riding horses who were ridden by my brother and 
cousins, took off like a lightning bolt. They went with the older 
boys playing rodeo. They always made it fine. Although they 
complained about their mean village stone-throwing “Bengels” 
(rascals), I think they enjoyed the gallop through town, usually 
forbidden. My white plow horse showed no emotion. Slowly he 
trotted home carrying his little rider to safety.

After war’s end (1945-1948), signs of its destructive force 
was evident throughout the country. Big cities were reduced to 
rubble and debris. Living in the little village of Barenthin, we 
were isolated from this sight. Our town was not touched by ex-
ploding American or British bombs. We did however see other 
dangerous sites. Unopened mortar shells were throughout the 
fields and forest. As children we were told not to go near any 
explosive that still had its nose-cone attached to it. I was spared 
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of these things. I heard of boys, who being too curious and be-
ing impressed by these weapons, handled them and lost arms, 
legs, and even their lives. My friends and I would snoop around 
burned out lockers and army trucks, but when we saw one of 
these dangerous weapons we went home. War and the danger of 
war was too real. These things could kill.

It was our greatest pleasure to play in the little creek just 
at the end our pasture. In it, I would find the most interest-
ing wildlife. Toads, little fish, frogs, eels, and my bugs and flies. 
Grasses and flowers of all colors were there. It was really fun to 
spend a whole day barefoot in or near the creek. I usually was 
with my older cousins and my parents trusted them. During one 
of our evening meals, father talked about needing to burn down 
the many dried up thistle stands on our pasture by the creek. 

It was one late afternoon or early evening as my friends 
and I planned to visit our creek at the edge of our pasture.  As we 
came to our pasture, we noticed that the neighbor’s field had a 
fire going. Probably burning debris and thistle off of his pasture. 
I suggested to take one these burning sticks and burn our this-
tles, because we would be doing dad a favor. It also seemed like 
great fun. So we did. The whole pasture was on fire. The thistles 
were burning. It was no danger to the grass, as it was too green. 
No major problem could have happened because there just was 
no other  material around that could burn. We went home to 
our farms in the village. It was getting dark. As we walked, dis-
cussing our successful work, we saw a shining flash across the 
field. Just then, a man carrying a spade jumped up, cursing and 
calling for us to stop. Stop? No way! We ran for our lives. Liter-
ally, I thought that if the man caught us, he would kill us and 
dig a hole and bury us. No one would ever see us again or find 
us where we were buried. Since I was the youngest and smallest 
among my two cousins and I, it was hard to keep up with Rich-
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ard and Edmund Belter. The flight took us through many pas-
tures. Each pasture seemed to belong to another farmer. Unlike 
in the U.S. where cow pastures may be quite large and fences far 
between, in N.W. Germany land belonging to individual farmers 
are many times scattered. Like patch work, pieces of land may 
be scattered throughout the area. Since the farms were in town, 
the land around the buildings was small. Throughout the years, 
people  did not move much. Property remained within the fam-
ily. Often however, land was split up among the children causing 
more dividing of large parcels of land.

This was true in Barenthin. I presume that of past prob-
lems people did not trust each other, did not always work well 
with each neighbor, but still had to be responsible for their por-
tion of the land, two fences were built between each farmer’s 
pastures. The distance between the fences was about one meter. 
A little no-mans land or demilitarized zone lay between. This 
two-fence system helped me keep my distance between myself 
and the man with the murderous shovel. Each time I approached 
two fences, I crawled on the ground between both fences. The 
man in pursuit had to step through one fence and then the other 
causing him to lose a little ground. I believe if it wasn’t for the 
two-fence set-up he would have caught me. He came awfully 
close at each end of the pasture race. This chase went on for quite 
a distance. Too long for me. We crossed creeks, plowed fields, 
and headed for Richard Belter’s home. His home was a little 
outside the village. At this time it was completely dark. All three 
of us were afraid. We ran into their home and crawled under 
their beds. Soon, our pursuer arrived, yelling and cursing, stating 
that we had burnt his fields down. That we did not do. It was the 
pasture next to his that had the thistle fire. I don’t believe that it 
could have done any damage to his fields. He saw the fire from a 
distance and felt that his field was burning. We heard some hard 
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serious discussion outside. One of my cousin Edmund actually 
lived with this farmer. After the man left he went home. I would 
not go, but asked that my brother Rudy would please get me. 
This he did.  The whole village was aroused. People stood outside 
and followed the whole chase and spectacle. I was very thankful 
for having an older brother at that time.

It was at Edmund Dahr’s home where I experienced the 
most hair-raising time that I can remember. My parents and 
Edmund’s mother and father went out together to some evening 
event. Edmund and I were alone. We played some games and 
generally waited for our parents to return. All went well until we 
heard a very loud crash just outside the living room door. Right 
outside this door was a hallway. A wooden stairway went to the 
second floor. The floor and about four feet high along the walls, 
were covered with ceramic tile. The noise sounded as if dozens 
of china plates and pots and pans rolled down the stairs, bounc-
ing from step to step, until they rolled on the ceramic floor and 
against the walls. Plates broke and glass cracked. The noise scared 
us to death. We sat so still you could hear our panic breathing. 
We would not dare take a look at that mess just outside our door. 
It seemed like eternity before our parents came home. They acted 
so normal we were shocked. We asked them to tell  us if they 
saw the broken glass and china. They said “no!”. Finally we had 
enough nerve to look ourselves. We saw nothing. No glass, no 
broken china, no pots and pans. I still have no idea what hap-
pened. Ghosts! It must be.

One of my most exciting times happened usually in the 
morning when our tractor was started. I only knew horses from 
wagons and trains. No automotives or tractors. One day a large 
block machine appeared. It had two large back wheels and two 
small front wheels surrounded by rubber tires. At the side, it had 
a large metal wheel that would drive a long belt connected to 
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our threshing machine. To start the black mysterious monster, 
the man had to heat up with a blow torch the round metal at-
tachment at the front of the tractor. This thing looked so much 
as like a skull. It had the shape and size of a man’s head with 
round holes at the sides and bottom. The torch which the man 
held made a low air rushing sound that let me know that the 
tractor would soon start. I could hardly sit still. I wanted to be 
there watching, listening, and smelling this miraculous machine 
that ran by itself, no horses were needed. Even today, the smell 
of diesel still attracts me. I think it has a mysterious quality to it. 
Okay, this is strange, I know.

It was always a pleasant time, when I was able to go with 
my mother to deliver at around 10 am, a morning break vesper to 
the working people in the fields. My mother would pack a basket 
of sandwiches and fruit and some type of coffee, and we would 
head to the fields. Sometimes we even took the horse drawn 
wagon to the workers. We would deliver the food, eat with them, 
and head back home. The mare pulling the wagon had a young 
colt which ran freely next to her. Sometimes he would run around 
us, sometimes he would race ahead, but he always was a pleasure 
to me as I watched his antics. On one trip he was too rambunc-
tious and ran into a standing wagons’ tongue. The wooden beam 
entered into his chest and injured him severely. It was my father 
who nursed him for many days and nights. I was concerned and 
worried because I liked him. He did pull through and became a 
good horse. Father was known as a good horse man and helped 
many other ailing farm animals in the village. Many nights he 
spent applying bandages to animal wounds, caring for injured or 
ill cattle and giving good advice to others on animal health. Dad 
was quite a man.

When I was six or seven, I raised rabbits. The pleasure of 
seeing their young ones was exciting to me. I had to make sure 
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that they were fed and watered and that their cages were clean. 
It was my job to go out into the pasture and do some Kaninchen 
Futter rupfen (rabbit food picking). Dandelions were one of their 
favorites. Their stables were at the far left end of our barnyard, 
in the cow and horse barn. There were no doors to this part, but 
it was covered by the same roof. Way on top of this roof was the 
stork nest. This nest was made of a large wagon wheel attached 
to the ridge of the roof. This then was built up by the two storks 
with branches and straw into an about one meter diameter nest. 
Each spring I waited for the return of these large birds. It was a 
pleasure to me to see them standing high on top of our barn and 
clapping their long beaks. Many times as I lay on my back in the 
tall grasses around our farm, I would observe the flight of these 
many large birds as they cut large circles in the sky. The fluffy 
clouds above them added to the most peaceful time of my life.

Our farm was home for many farm pigeons. Each farm 
in the village had them. They occasionally became a good meal 
for us. I believe it was one of my cousins who showed me how 
to catch a few. I would make a wooden frame about one meter 
square, cover it with chicken wire and then prop up one side 
with a 20-30 cm. long stick. A long string was attached to this 
stick. I would first spread some grain underneath the trap and 
hide behind any object big enough for me, holding the other 
end of the string. As soon as the pigeon would land and begin to 
feed, I would pull the string, the stick would pull away, causing 
the wired wooden frame to fall on the birds. I had made a catch. 
They were good eating.

One not so pleasant time in my life on the Barenthin 
farm was the daily washing and clean up. Every morning during 
spring, summer and fall, I had to wash up under a freezing cold 
hand water pump, which was located just outside our back door. 
Every evening, especially when I was dirty, which happened al-
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most every day, my mother would dress me down completely 
and stick me under that dreadfully cold water pump. I can still 
feel that cold water shocking my system. I would beg to be re-
leased, but mother showed no mercy. She was not going to allow 
this dirty, grimy little kid into the house.

Life in Barenthin was exciting. We had one Lutheran 
church tower. Every day, the bells rang, especially Saturdays at 6 
p.m. The bell ringer would ring the bells for fifteen minutes at a 
time. I always enjoyed that sound. These peaceful bells could be 
heard for kilometers around. Many times I was still out in fields 
playing, when the sound of the church bells overwhelmed me. 
They were really beautiful to me. I remember on a few occasions, 
when the pleasant old bell ringer allowed me to come up to the 
top of the church steeple and pull that heavy rope to ring the 
bells. I remember flying through the air as I hung on to that rope 
as the heavy bell pulled me upwards. Wow! What a feeling! This 
was the highlight of my week. The beautiful steeple was removed 
from this church building during the Communist period, when 
churches throughout the country fell into bad repair.

I attended my first grade at the Communist controlled 
local school. Communism was beginning to spread across East 
Germany, and it began in the schools. I was not aware of the 
brainwashing, but later looking back, I realize it was being done 
to me. School became more than a place to learn. Sure, we learn-
ing writing, reading and arithmetic, but it became more of a 
social training ground. We were encouraged to not believe our 
parents, church or older people. A new way was going to be our 
great future. I remember the great all school activities planned 
and performed for us students. It seemed that other people, oth-
er than our family, were the important ones. These people knew 
better than our parents. They were more fun, and yet it was more 
scary. You were afraid not to do what they said. Here was Social-
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ist Communism at work. We were on our way to becoming loyal, 
obedient citizens of the Godless society which hated anything 
that allowed freedom for the individual. It seems to me that we 
are going the same way here in the U.S.A. Please don’t let this 
happen to America.

May-day was wonderful. It always used to be celebrated 
as a day when Spring arrived. For years, I remember that the first 
of May was a fest to welcome the spring and warm weather. The 
May pole was the traditional colorful wreath which was fastened 
at the tope of the pole. Colorful streamers flowed down to the 
ground. The young girls would dance around the pole as they 
kept in step with the music. The music was all of us singing our 
familiar spring songs, such as “ Mai ist gekommen, die Bäumen 
schlagen aus.”  Music was everywhere. The streets were lined with 
newly cut, young birch trees.People would come together and re-
ally enjoy themselves. Everything created a wonder anticipation 
of warm weather, flowers and birds.

Now it was different. Everything centered around the 
county, the state, the party. May poles were still used, but it was 

Photograph 12. Hintz Fam-
ily, 1946, at Rudolf and 
Helene’s wedding.
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different. As a little impressionable young boy, I became attracted 
to the game, marches, teachers, and organized fun. Food always 
was so important to us kids. The organizers of all of these events 
knew it. During the May-day celebration, the wreath on top of 
the pole had ready to eat sausages attached to it. If you could 
climb the pole, you were allowed to pick one of these sausages 
and eat it. It was, of course, for us boys quite a treat. I remember 
doing it once. May Day however was not just fun, it was the 
celebration of labor, the celebration of the little guy, the worker. 
Somehow, it worked on us that we were special, because we were 
not part of the rich. We all belonged to the people, the workers.

In my family, belief and trust in God was always very 
open and spoken of often. Before every meal, my father would 
gather the family at the dinner table. It was very important to 
be on time and ready to participate in this important occasion. 
Every meal time was treated with a solemn respect that required 
everyone’s attention. Dad always reminded us to be thankful for 
the food that we received and made sure to remember that all 
“good things come from God”. I have never forgotten that. Food 
is a precious gift from the Lord, and we better not deem that 
blessing as a light thing. Before every meal we sang a song of 
thankfulness. “Dankt dem Herrn mit frohen Mut, Er ist freun-
dlich, Er ist gut. Seine Gabe müdet nie, Ewig, ewig bleibet sie.”. 
These thoughts, prayer and song created a true somber approach 
to the event of the evening meal time.

Church services were held at my Onkel Brenners’ place. 
My father made sure all of us in the family attended. These just 
was no other option. I was glad to go. I enjoyed the music. Usu-
ally a small choir presented a special song. My mother had a 
beautiful voice, and her happy expressions showed her love for 
God. Children had to behave and be quiet during the services. I 
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can’t remember how I fared in this behavior. It must have been 
satisfactory, because I don’t remember any major punishment.

Under the umbrella of expected humanism, Christians 
were condemned and aggressively persecuted. There was no lon-
ger freedom to choose the way to worship. I remember as we 
met in my uncle and aunt’s house for our weekly church service, 
uniformed policemen stood in the back of the room, watching 
that nothing was said or done in opposition to the party. More 
and more church leaders were arrested, usually during the night, 
taken away, and not heard from again. Just as a side note, when 
little Eleon Gonzales was so cruelly kidnapped during that awful 
night in Miami, I relived all of those fears and pains in East Ger-
many. I felt the feeling helplessness in the midst of loosing my 
freedom. An American freedom which no other country or sys-
tem could match, but which seemed to be undermined. I could 
not believe that an American Attorney General would send an 
innocent little boy back to communist tyranny. Communism is 
communism, whether it was in East Germany or Cuba.

Christmas time was quite important in our little commu-
nity as well as in our little congregation. At church, all of us little 
ones had to memorize scriptures, verses and Christmas songs. 
These we would present to the congregations from the front 
of the group. It was quite stressful but also exciting. At home, 
Christmas began the day before Christmas. The small children 
were not allowed to go near the living room, where the Christ-
mas tree was being prepared. I tried peeking through the keyhole, 
just to see a glimpse of that wonderful sight. Usually it was just 
a glimpse. The adults of the household would decorate the tree 
with nuts, cookies, and various other Christmas tree decorations, 
which we would not see the rest of the year. Much glitter and 
of course the candles. The top of the tree always had an angel. 
Underneath the tree were our presents. After our Christmas eve 
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service, we could not wait to go home to finally see the Christ-
mas tree and maybe some presents. I remember one very special 
Christmas eve. Every one of us in the family received a Christ-
mas plate. This was our plate no one else could touch. On it, we 
would find an apple, one orange, cookies, some candy and other 
little goodies. This plate usually lasted throughout the Christmas 
season. Even during the refugee camp days at a later time, when 
there were no presents, we did receive our Christmas plate. I was 
always thankful for that. My family  today still tries to keep this 
beautiful simple Christmas tradition going.

I believe it was either 1946 or 1947. I would have been 
either 5 or 6 years old. My mother was away for quite some time 
in the Kyritz hospital. She had a severe vein infection, which 
almost cost her life. I did not know the seriousness of the illness, 
but I know that I missed her. On this special Christmas eve, after 
the Christmas eve service, as we came home, my father brought 
home my mother, carrying her in his arms. This was overwhelm-
ing. Mother was home for Christmas. On top of that, I received 
a riding rocking horse, one that was almost real. It had the per-
fect shape and feel of a horse. Its body had horse hair along with 
a mane, just like a real horse. Wow, what a Christmas.

Weddings in Barenthin became an all village affair. Ev-
eryone who wanted to, was present. When my oldest sister Lene 
married to Rudolf Streich, I was approximately five years old. I 
cannot really remember too many details about this feast. I know 
that three were many people in and around our house. Too many 
for me. One part that sticks out was at the wedding meal. All 
grown-ups were sitting around that large table, which in Ger-
many is in the living room. There seemed to be a lot of talking 
and laughing going on. Children were not allowed at the table 
on these festive dinners. That seemed to be okay with me, until 
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they brought out the cake. They all started eating that delicious 
looking stuff. I just about went nuts. I wanted some of that cake, 
but no one offered any to me. I shouted as loud as I could, “Ich 
will auch etwas von der dicken Backe” (I too want something 
from that fat pancake). Although this kind of outburst was usu-
ally not acceptable, I received a piece of cake.

I remember participating in one village wedding. It was 
my two older cousins, marrying the same day—a double wed-
ding. This was quite something for me because I was chosen to 
carry one of the bride’s long veils. These veils were about six to 
eight feet long, and had to held up as the whole wedding proces-
sion marched through town. Right down the middle of the cob-
ble stone road, I proudly followed the happy couple and made 
sure that that fancy cloth would not touch the ground.

There was a wedding tradition in Barenthin was well as 
old German culture, that the breaking of glass and china be-
fore the couples wedding night brought good luck. I remember 
watching this awful noise, but I really could not understand the 
value of breaking perfectly good dishes. I would get in trouble if 
I would have done this at home.

Life for me in Barenthin was generally pleasant. I en-
joyed being held by my Sunday school teacher Frau Semmenu-
ick as she told me Bible stories. I enjoyed snuggling up to plump 
ladies who came over for knitting or sewing evenings. They were 
so warm and comfortable. And I enjoyed listening to my dad 
tell stories. Stories of his childhood, youth and life. Of our fami-
lies happy times and struggles during the war years. I believe it 
was at this time where most of my information was stored into 
my consciousness. I will always be thankful for my father many 
hours of telling his life’s experiences. He told these stories with 
an enthusiasm that some did not appreciate but I adored. He 
visited Polish and Russian places, which added emphasis and 



69

real life meaning to me. I believed that I was there when he told 
about Siberia, Poland, Hannover. Since the electricity in Baren-
thin was only turned on occasionally, there was much time to sit 
by the kerosene lamps on the wall or table and listen to these 
wonderful stories. 
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Chapter 8 
Escape to Berlin

Life in Barenthin and in all of East Germany has changed. 
It was 1947-1948. Communism began to establish itself 
throughout the land. First, local governing authorities 

were controlled by a communist party member. If you joined,  
you profited. If you didn’t, you began to suffer. As I mentioned 
my school activities and agendas began to affect me. I remember 
at church sermons, it was common to see two communist guards 
or police standing at the back door observing every act and word. 
This made me nervous and I am sure it caused much more dis-
tress to the adults who understood this threat. 

My parents kept much of their thinking and concerns 
from us. I was not aware of many really serious happenings in 
our country. Many plans to flee East Germany were made, but 
I was not aware of them. It was feared that if we younger ones 
were told, we would have leaked that information to our friends 
and that could caused disaster. I did hear of nightly arrests and 
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fearful imprisonments of people. These were many times reli-
gious leaders and worker. 

My dad realized the he had to prepare to move the fam-
ily to West Germany. He was one of these men that did not fit 
into the communist mold.  He was energetic. He was an entre-
preneur. He was an organizer. He got things done. Although 
in East Germany, he had the good-ole-American work ethic 
and dreams. A socialistic government does not fit these kind of 
men.

Escaping to West Germany was about the only way to 
be free of this tyrannical evil regime and have a chance of a free 
successful future. Meeting in Christian fellowship was very im-
portant to my family. It became more and more evident that this 
was about to stop. My father’s name was most likely on the com-
munist east German black list. The word Siberia was mentioned 
around town quite often. This was frightful to us. Although I 
was not allowed to know my parents plan, it was in place.

Crossing the border between East and West Germany 
was not a option for us. Many young people and other adults did 
cross over to the west at different times, and at different places. 
The risk was great. The border was a land of no-mans-land. The 
brush and grasses were cut low to observe any fugitives. Through-
out the border at specific places, there were look-out towers 
manned by soldiers with machine guns. During night or foggy 
mornings, some daring individuals made their flight to freedom. 
Many were arrested. Many were never to be heard of again. One 
family even tried to escape by using a hot-air balloon. 

It was too risky for our family to attempt the dangerous 
border crossing. I was only seven years old, my little sister, Gretel, 
was only five. It was decided to move the family to West Berlin 
first, and then using one of the two land routes, make our way 
to West Germany and freedom. Two highways and train tracks 
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connected West Berlin with West Germany. This arrangement 
was agreed upon by US., France, Britain, and the Soviet Union. 
This was the only lifeline for that island city of West Berlin. 
In 1948, only three years after WWII, things in East Germany 
were still quite tragic. Work was scarce. Buildings in big cities 
were still much in ruins. Food was very short in all of the big-
ger cities of Communist Germany. Stories circulated in our little 
town that even humans were somehow used to make food for 
people, especially in Berlin. These stories made an impact a seven 
year old mind. This was awful. We did not trust any stranger any 
way, but this sealed it. Everyone is subject to kidnapping us and 
making sausages out of us. Since we lived on the farm, my fa-
ther made sure we had food. Although the authorities demanded 
more and more from its citizens, they still were chances to se-
cretly set some food aside away from the authorities searches.

Communist controlled our lives more and more. There 
were some poor misguided people even in the USA that believe 
that having a “class-less” society, where corporations are evil, and 
the working  class people reign. Baloney! There never was such a 
system. Sure, there is a working class of poor, all equal. All equal 
poor. And there are ruling party bosses and fat cats, who control 
the poor masses. You have no rights. You own nothing. You can-
not say what you think. You cannot meet with your Christian 
friends to worship God. You are a slave. Let some of our out-
spoken political demonstrators in America have a taste of that. 
Demonstrations in a Communist country? Our highly privileged 
demonstrators ought to just try that once!

Since our house was a large house (it was about the big-
gest and nicest in Barenthin), the authorities cut it in half. They 
took about six to eight feet out of the middle, and made two 
homes out of it. Since nothing belonged to us anymore, we had 
no recourse. We moved to one part, while the mayor of Baren-
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thin was placed into the other. The mayors’ portion was a much 
symbolic portion, but it did represent the communist party or-
ganization. Everything that happened on this farm was noticed 
now that we had an informer on the farm.

This did not deter my father from working on his plan 
to escape. He needed to provide a place to live in Berlin for the 
family of eight. Living quarters were not available. Smuggling 
food to that big city was the only option.

There was a women in West Berlin who promised to 
provide such an apartment, if my dad would bring food. Lots 
of food. I still did not know what was going on. It was too dan-
gerous for my parents to let the younger kids know about any 
secret move to the West. We might have talked, and would have 
endangered all of us, especially my father.

It did seem strange to me, why my dad and the older 
young men, had to catch pigs, drag them at night into the base-
ment, and butcher them in secret, but I just thought it had to 
be done to avoid the authorities taking our food away. My fa-
ther made many trips to Berlin. Each time, he carried various 
types of food to that woman with the apartments. He devised 
false bottom suitcases, melted butter into it, or filled that space 
with chicken, ducks, geese or turkeys. Sometimes he would cut 
a whole slab of pork bacon and strap it tightly to his chest and 
stomach. He now was quite a bit fatter, but it worked. All of this 
food had to be brought past the guards in Naun. Every train was 
stopped. All occupants were required to stop off the train. They 
were interrogated and searched for food. Any food was taken 
away and your name was recorded. This was a mark against you, 
and you were watched closely. Many times, my dad was caught. 
Many times he lost everything. At one attempt, he any my broth-
er Rudy crawled under the length of a train, to try to save their 
valuable cargo, only to be caught and all of it was taken away. 
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At times, my dad would take his rucksack filled with food, tie it 
to the train chassis just before Naun, and try to retrieve it after 
Naun. I worked only seldom. Most of the time the guards found 
it, or other poor travelers had a pleasant find.

As my father told me this story much later after these 
events occurred, I wondered how it was possible for him to do all 
of these secret travel preparation on our farm place, without the 
Herr Bürgermeister (major) not finding out about it. There was 
one explanation. During one of these trips to West Berlin, my 
dad met another lady. This lady introduced herself as the mother 
of Mrs. Bürgermeister. She had already fled East Germany and 
was willing to help our family escape. She handed my dad a small 
picture, and said to “use it if you have to”. This picture was of Ad-
olf Hitler and Frau Bürgermeister in a close pose. Blackmail can 
be valuable at times. As my father returned home, he talked to 
our neighbor and told him about the little photograph of Hitler 
and his wife. “One word from you and you will face the Com-
munist firing squad” my dad told the Bürgermeister. Not one 
peep was ever heard. All preparations were made without any 
interference. It was the mayor who came to my dad one night. 
He told him that we had to leave tonight or the family would be 
arrested and dad would be sent to Siberia.

This was the first time that I learned of our escape to 
West Germany. I was awoken. We climbed onto a horse-drawn 
cart and left our home in Barenthin to go to the train station in 
Kyriz. It all seemed like a dream, because I really was not awake 
until I saw that big, black steam locomotive.  Of that large train 
filled with so many people. Now I was told about our plan to try 
to get to West Berlin. I was told about Naun and the guards who 
would search us and ask questions. I was going to tell them that 
we are trying to visit my sickly old grandmother, who lives in 
West Berlin. I practiced my little speech, my lie. 
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As we approached the checkpoint in Naun, it seemed 
strangely different. Even the adults looked surprised. Instead 
of the loud loudspeaker commanding everyone to get off the 
train, we could hear music and singing. For a few minutes, noth-
ing happened. We held our breaths. Then the guards waved this 
particular train on. They were celebrating with beer and song 
and did not want to check this train. We went on all the way 
into West Berlin. Many years later I learned from by older sister 
Marta, that Herr Bürgermeister in Barenthin supplied the beer 
and made sure that we were on this train. Blackmail? Miracle? 
Yes! and Yes!



76

Chapter 9 
Berlin

We arrived in West Berlin. This scene was overwhelm-
ing to me. I now was seven year old and almost eight. 
The month of our arrival in this large city was Feb-

ruary. It was cold. The city looked grotesque. Ruins everywhere. 
Buildings were still not repaired or rebuilt. You could see four 
story buildings with their dark open holes where windows used 
to be. It looked like dark monsters staring at us. Sometimes you 
could see one half of a room still intact with pictures and clocks 
on the wall and even furniture standing on broken down ledges 
of partial floors. It made me wonder what happened to those 
people who once lived there. Were they dead? I was impressed 
but quite disturbed about these scenes. I never saw anything as 
depressing as this big city of Berlin in ruins. This also was my 
first view of these large buildings. The biggest thing I was used 
to was a barn or maybe our Lutheran church tower in Barenthin. 
Being in a place like Berlin with all of her dark, dreary, but fasci-
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nating places really overwhelmed this young farm boy.
As we came to the place where our apartment was wait-

ing for us. There seemed to be a delay. My dad went up to the 
door and asked to see that lady, who had accepted all of that 
precious food, as this food was going to give us a place to stay 
while we were here in Berlin. She refused to open the door. She 
said that she was ill and could not allow us into the house. That 
was that. We are now homeless, in the middle of the winter, in 
a strange large city, which had no place to live and was filled 
with criminals roaming the streets to rob or kill. There was no 
Red Cross to be found, no real authority and no official place to 
receive help. This was 1948 and still awfully close to the end of 
WWII.

My father never panicked. Somehow he made contact 
with a police officer, who came and saw all eight of us sitting 
on our luggage on a sidewalk in Berlin. I remember it was cold., 
snowing, rainy, and windy. Miserable. This man made a quick 
decision, and invited us into his home. They had a three room 
apartment, including a living room, bedroom, and kitchen, on 
the fourth floor  of Grünewald Straße 88. We moved all of our 
belongings in and lived with these people for over a year.

To me, it was a pleasant stay. I am sure that to my father 
and mother it was a real concern. I remember many times, a man 
playing a Leierkasten (a hand cranked music box) would appear 
in the back yard and play some wonderful little tunes for us. Of 
course, he was hoping to receive a little money. I never had any, 
so I never gave him any. I am not sure if anyone else did, but he 
always came back. I enjoyed music — any kind of music. It was 
during this time in West Berlin that I tasted by first store/cafe 
bought desert. It was during an outing where Mr. Policeman 
took his two sons and myself to see a movie. The movie was a 
Walt Disney animated story of Dornröschen (Sleeping Beauty). 
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This was quite impressive how these little figures moved and 
music and words flowed. Wow! After the show, Mr. Policeman 
then took all of us to a little cafe, where I enjoyed my first sweet 
Schlagsahne on a plate. Wow!

I convinced my dad not to send me to any school, be-
cause we were not going to remain in Berlin very long. It was my 
father’s plan to move our family as quickly as possible to West 
Germany. Dad however did get a job, cutting the tall grass in 
the 1936 Olympic Stadium. He was always a good farmer, and 
he knew how to handle a Cye. During a trial before he received 
the job, he out cut any and all men who applied for the job. I 
remember accompanying him many times to that large stadium 
while he worked. I remember spending good times with my fa-
ther whenever he took a break and we shared our lunch.

There were other experiences that made big impressions 
on me. We lived only a few blocks from a fortified bunker, where 
we played and explored. Somehow it always gave me a fearful 
reminder of the war and all of the sights I saw and heard. We 
also saw many dignitaries riding in fancy cars. We really could 
not understand much of the politics.

One experience that will always stay with me was during 
a time when the two boys, and I played on a street corner about 
three or four blocks from home. We spent many days together 
exploring empty fields, destroyed buildings and ruins of all kinds. 
It was not unusual to find human remains such as bones and 
skulls that belonged to a former Berliner. When you grow up in 
a violent society as a world war, you become calloused  to death, 
skeletons and bones. We would acknowledge their presence but 
would not react much to them. As we meandered around this 
street corner, an old man approached us. He had a letter in his 
hand and walked with a cane. He limped severely. After the war, 
this sight was not unusual. You could see many men limping or 
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hobbling on cane or crutches, many without one leg. This man 
somehow was different. As I mentioned before, it was impressed 
in my mind years before, that people in large cities became very 
hungry and would not hesitate to use human flesh for their food. 
This man then asked us to take the letter from his hand, walk 
across to the bakery just across from us, and hand this letter to 
the baker. All of these requests might have been true and legiti-
mate, but I was not about find out. In my mind, my imagination, 
I could see myself walk across the street, walk into the bakery, a 
trap door would open underneath me, and I would fall onto a 
slide or conveyor belt, similar to a threshing machine, so that I 
would run through a meat grinder and come out a sausage. No! 
No! No! All three of us had the same idea. Without any hesitation 
we left the area immediately. We ran as fast as any Jesse Owens 
in the 1936 Olympics to our home on Grünewald Straße, ran up 
the four flights of stairs without stopping. Not until we all were 
inside our apartment did we feel somewhat safe. 

We received a very disturbing news item from Barenthin. 
My older sister, along with her husband and child remained in 
our home in Barenthin as the rest of the family fled to Berlin. 
This little family had been part of our household ever since Lene 
and Rudolf ’s wedding. Now that we were gone, it seemed that 
Lene wanted to see us and requested permission for her hus-
band. He became angry, violent. An argument occurred where 
the cruel man murdered my dear sister as a two year old child 
watched. This was a shock and devastated all of us. Someone had 
to return to East Germany to Barenthin and bring my little niece 
Waltraut (Trudy) to us. It was decided that my mother should 
go. It was not safe for my father to return to that communist 
country. As my mother came back to Barenthin, she remained 
just long enough to see her son-in-law in prison, and was quite 
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struck with his evil deed. She has never forgotten this ordeal. My 
mother and Edeltraut came back to West Berlin safe and happy 
to be with us, but burdened down with another loss of one of her 
children. I do not know how she was able to endure all of these 
heartaches. There were many more to come, however.

During 1948 the political condition between the Soviet 
Union and the Western Allies became more and more strained. 
The once allies of WWII now were in a Cold War. Josef Stalin 
was a ruthless man, as cruel and evil as Hitler. Millions of people 
lost their lives at his command. The Eastern European Block of 
countries were in the clutches of this tyrannical, communist evil 
empire. West Berlin and its freedom loving people was a thorn 
in Stalin’s side. He decided to force the issue, In 1948, he ordered 
all access to West Berlin to be closed. No more boats, trains, 
buses, trucks or cars were allowed to enter or leave West Berlin. 
The intent was to starve the West Berliners into submission. If 
you decided to join the “Party” and pledge your allegiance to 
Stalin, you received food, shelter, and heating. If not, you starve 
to death. Only a very small percentage of West Berlin citizens 
compromised their beliefs and crossed over the line to commu-
nism. Most said that they would rather die than switch.

This now became a real concern for the Western Allies. 
It was America that made the decision to help, come what may. 
President Truman’s decisive call to establish the American Berlin 
Airlift saved the people of that island city of West Berlin. Our 
plan to leave West Berlin to come to West Germany now ended. 
We were trapped. More worries and anxiety for my parents who 
kept all of us children together and united in purpose and hope.

I was during this period, during the Russian Blockade, 
that individuals from America and Britain and maybe some 
from France showed their bravery and good-will. It was one man 
from America, Gail Halverson, who did something that created 
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so much good will, happiness and hope, that he himself probably 
never really could grasp. Children who were involved or who 
heard about his acts, still today had a life-changing experience 
that cannot be really explained in words.

Gail Halverson, a young WWII pilot, was called back 
into active service during the Berlin Blockade crisis. He really 
did not appreciate having to return to the military and more 
than that,  actually help the former enemy. An enemy which only 
three years ago shot at his plane. An enemy which he needed to 
kill. This emotional struggle quickly change. As he landed one of 
his C-54 planes at the Tempelhof Airport in Berlin, he noticed 
that there were a group of children standing at the fence at the 
edge of the airport. They were waving at the USA planes as they 
landed. Mr. Halverson always liked kids, and decided to meet 
these little Berliners. As he approached the fence, he checked 
for any candy or gum that he might give those children. Only 
two pieces of Wrigley chewing gum. There were about thirty ea-
ger, very interesting children standing at the fence. After a quick 
debate with himself, he pulled out the gum and gave the two 
pieces to the children on the other side of the fence. He ex-
pected trouble. Are they going to fight over this treat? Will he 
regret this act? But no! The two pieces of gum were unwrapped, 
sectioned off into four pieces and passed to four very happy chil-
dren. The rest, although disappointed, took the wrappers of the 
gum, sniffed them, and passed them on to the next child. All of 
their eyes lit up. Gum was something very precious. Just smelling 
it brought happy memories of that beautiful treat.

I have to agree. Although I never knew about this gum 
treat, while in Berlin, gum was always a valuable thing to me. 
When ever I was fortunate to receive one piece from an Ameri-
can GI, I would save this delicacy for weeks. During the day, I 
would of course chew it. At night I placed the gum in a bowl 
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added some sugar to it, and let it absorb some of the sweetness 
for the next days chewing. Gum was worth more than gold to 
us kids.

As Mr. Halverson saw the orderly, very respectful way of 
these children of the fence. There was no fighting, no arguments, 
only thankfulness and appreciation for this treat, he began to let 
this whole experience work on him. As he flew back to Rhein-
Main airport, in West Germany to get his next load of food and 
supplies for the people of West Berlin, he decided on a plan. As 
soon as he could, he approached all of his GI buddies and ask for 
their rations of candy and gum. He collected as much goodies 
that would fill a 200 lb. sack. As he thought about delivering this 
to the children at the fence, he became concerned. He couldn’t 
just drop this 200 lb. sack into there midst. That could kill them. 
Finally, he came up with a plan that might work. He again ap-
proached his buddies and asked for their clean handkerchiefs. 
Now he had a delivery vehicle. Each hankie became a parachute. 
Each parachute had either gum or candy attached to it. As he 
made his approach to the Berlin Airport, he would throw out 
all of these little parachutes. It worked. Children became very 
happy for their treats. They called him the “Schokoladen Flieger 
or the candy bomber. 

During a time of need and hunger, children are the first 
one to respond to someone, helping them. These West Berlin kids 
accepted this kind American flyer with open arms and hearts. 
They wrote thank you notes and letters. Their playing time was 
flying little home made planes, imitating their new heroes. Not 
all of the children however were fortunate to get these goodies. 
There was one little boy, who wrote to Mr. Halverson, complain-
ing that he was never able to snatch any of the candy or gum 
which was dropped along the Tempelhof Airport fence. Every 
time he was able to get to the airport, all of the candy was gone. 
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According to Mr. Halverson, this young Berliner sent him a let-
ter with a map attached to it. On this map he laid out the loca-
tion of his house, the approach which he should make, and an 
“X” showed the spot where he could make his drop of candy. He 
said that he would be waiting at 4 o’clock. Halverson made his 
approaches, he actually tried to find this house which was shown 
on the map, but without luck. Another letter came from this 
young writer.  In it he explained that he gave him adequate in-
formation and time to make the drop, but nothing has been de-
livered. “You are a pilot. How did you win the war if you cannot 
follow a simple map that I sent you?” Mr. Halverson was quite 
amused by all of this. On the next trip to Berlin, he borrowed a 
jeep, loaded it with gum and candy and physically delivered the 
goodies to this young man himself. All was well.

There were other who wrote to Mr. Halverson, asking for 
some candy. East Berlin kids heard about this candy bomber and 
wrote to him. They explained that they were not responsible for 
the political boundary which the adults set up. They tried to tell 
Halverson that they liked Americans also, and they also liked 
candy. Gail Halverson actually dropped a number of candy drops 
on the Communist side of the border, but he had to stop that 
very quickly. It threatened to become an international incident. 
The communists threatened the use of force if the candy pro-
paganda did not stop. American candy companies soon helped 
ensure the success of Little Vittles by donating candy and gum. 
This candy drop continued until the end of the Berlin Blockade. 
Stalin hoped to break the back of the West Berliner will, but it 
only strengthened it. The American Berlin Airlift was such a 
success that the communist had to abandon their quest to con-
quer West Berlin. This gamble by the communists backfired and 
it was halted after about 14 months.
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Chapter 10
West Germany

It was during one of these American Berlin Airlift flights, 
that released our family from this beleaguered city. After 
about 13 months we were able to leave Berlin. A C-47 car-

go plane delivered its load to all of the people into Berlin, and 
transported some of the people out of Berlin. As we entered at 
a doorway, ¾ of the way back, my eyes could not adjust to all 
of that stuff which caught my attention. There was an isle right 
down the middle of the plane. Along the floor there were rows of 
hooks and buckles equally spaced. The ceiling had a framework 
of metal beams and cables of all sorts. At the front, I peeked 
into a small room that seemed to be of high secrecy for anyone 
but the pilot. I did however, very quickly see all of the gauges, 
dials and levers. Whoa!  What a sight. I felt a little guilty to 
have peeked into this top-secret place, but was glad that I did. 
Along both sides of the plane were the small windows. Win-
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dows which were about to open to me a new world. Below the 
windows were the fold-down canvass benches. These were our 
seats until we landed in West Germany. This was exciting. It was 
to be our first flight in an airplane. I could hardly contain my-
self. The two propellers started to rotate. The noise of the motors 
almost split my eardrums. The whole body of the plane shook 
and squeaked. Then the scenery outside started to move. Slowly 
we started down the runway. Things moved faster now as we 
screamed across the black road. The plane bumped and shut-
tered and the tail end came up. The noise was now so loud, that 
I could not hear myself think. And then it happened. This big 
plane was flying. All by itself it flew. We were given little paper 
bags just in case someone needed to get sick. Get sick? During 
this experience of a lifetime; how can anyone get sick? I became 
so involved with the view below, that I was not aware of any air 
turbulence, which battered the plane. Sure it tingled my tummy 
somewhat, when the plane dropped 10 to 20 feet at a time, but it 
was fun. I spotted what looked like a toy train, moving on a shiny 
little track. Little toy houses, little toy forests and little toy fields 
became my playland. What a thrill.

We crossed into West Germany towards the city of 
Hamburg. The weather, however did not cooperate. The Ameri-
can pilot had to set the plane down in a pasture. As we waited for 
the next part of the trip,  American soldiers brought us beautiful 
chocolate bars. They were really good. It was really chocolate. I 
am not sure, that I ever had that kind of candy before.

Soon our airplane took off again. This time my stomach 
rebelled against anything that plane did. I became quite sick. Ev-
ery time the C-47 dropped 20 feet, my stomach didn’t. Our next 
landing was in Lübeck, a port city on the Baltic Sea (Ostsee).

I believe that I have always been a very alert and obser-
vant boy of  7 or 8 years of age. I loved to explore new areas. I 
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loved to see new sights. I always was the first one on top of the 
hill, to try to see what’s on the other side. The next part of our trip 
however was a little scary. We were moved by army truck from 
one place to another. I had no idea where we were or where we 
were going. We ended up in a train station, where we waited. It 
seemed that we waited everywhere we went. The waiting rooms 
at the train stations were generally large and drafty. Seating was 
usually on our luggage. Seeing, hearing and smelling all of these 
steam locomotives however was exciting. When our train finally 
arrived, things began to happen. People were shouting to each 
other .It seemed that nothing was going fast enough. I had to lis-
ten to my father’s orders to make sure the family stayed together. 
After a number of directives and generally loud yells, we settled 
into a couple of booths. Slowly the train began to move. My face 
was pressed against the glass pain of the train window. Nothing 
was going to escape this kid’s curiosity. Even at night I had to see 
what was out there to see. Everything was so new, so strange. 

Our first destination was Ülsen, a small town not far from 
Hannover. Ülsen was the West-German refugee camp, were most 
East-German refugees made their stop. Here we were cleaned up, 
de-loused, fumigated and even received our first medical shots. 
People from many different areas and backgrounds, were forced 
to live closely together. For my parents, this was a hard thing to 
bear. They were the ones, who were responsible for the welfare of 
the family. They had to make sure that their meager belongings 
were safe. No strangers could be trusted. The time of war taught 
them to be careful and keep to themselves as much as possible. 
Stealing was a problem. Lack of privacy was a problem. All of 
the refugees lived and slept together in one large hall. Our beds 
were straw mattresses (Strohsäcke) on the floor. 

Strohsack mattresses were very common during the 
1940’s. These were burlap sacks filled with straw approximately 
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the size of a bed. Ropes were attached  to the frame, which criss-
crossed the length of the bed. This made a good lower mattress. 
With the featherbed on top this, it made a very nice sleeping 
arrangement.

One family was right next to another family. There just 
was no privacy at all. You could hear everything that your neigh-
bor said. They were strangers, however.  Soon people would 
introduce themselves and begin telling their sad stories. All of 
these stories were different, and yet they were all the same. It 
always included fear and pain.

To me this close living was not at all a problem. I made 
friends quickly and our games included exploring all parts of the 
camp.

The food at the Ülsen refugee camp was not bad. To a 
young boy, who was always hungry, food was always good. It 
seemed that everything was made from powder ;  powder eggs, 
powder peas, powder milk,  powder everything. Mixed with wa-
ter and then heated, it was good.

I must say, that I enjoyed most all meals at the camp, 
except some particular desert. This stuff was a pink pudding, 
which tasted like gasoline. I know, as my parents taught me, that 
I should have been thankful no matter what the food was, but 
this pink pudding was no good. 

Once per week all of the people of the camp were round-
ed up to be de-loused. The men and boys were separated from 
the women and girls. We stood in line, then entered a small hall, 
undressed and were sprayed with a strong- smelling bug spray. I 
am sure this was good hygiene policy, but I didn’t care for it. Lice 
were still a problem. Each night my mother and many times my 
older sisters Marta or Linda would comb my hair to dislodge 
those little critters. I had my head bent over a flat table. As the 
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lice would fall onto the table, it was my job to smash them. There 
always were lice to found on me. 

The camps were organized and managed by American 
soldiers. It was here were I first began to notice the generosity 
and friendliness of the Americans. Maybe these young soldiers 
had younger brothers at home in America, which they missed, 
I found them to be very friendly and helpful. Of course they 
had to keep order in the camp, commanding us to go here or to 
go there, they seemed all right to me. I noticed their casual, but 
careful attitude towards these poor home less Germans.

Every Saturday all of the children were rounded up, put 
into back of these big Army trucks and driven to a place to play. 
Sometimes it was a park with large soccer fields to play soccer. 
Sometimes it was a lake, were we walked into to splash around 
in. After each trip we received candy and hot chocolate. This was 
really wonderful. Even just to sit in the back of one of those 2 
ton, green American army truck with their large knobby tires 
was quite a pleasurable experience for me. I can still remember 
that distinct tire tracks these trucks would leave behind.

From Ülsen Refugee Camp we were transported again 
by train, north toward the coast to Oldenburg camp. Since this 
trip took place during the night, I could not make out the scen-
ery. This camp was beautiful. It seemed like a park. The area was 
surrounded by trees and woods and you could not see any fences 
anywhere. I liked it here.

We remained in this nice place only a few days. Again we 
boarded a train and traveled south to the center of West Ger-
many.

The trains in Germany were in 1949 all steam engine 
trains. The sounds and smell of these black steam and smoke-
breathing giants fascinated me. Whenever I had a chance I 
would run to the front of the train to experience the joy of see-
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ing these mysterious locomotives. There always seemed to be a 
lot of activity around here. The train engineer was busy checking 
and oiling the large iron wheels. He then would turn a knob 
here and adjusted a wheel there. Inside the passengers cars the 
accommodations were plain. Each car had a long narrow hallway 
along one side of it. This hallway had sliding doors, which led 
into small compartments or rooms. The seats facing each other 
were of wood. At times these wooden benches were hard and not 
too comfortable to sleep on, but when a person is tired they were 
just fine. Most of the time sleeping sitting up or lying down was 
a welcome rest for me. I can still hear that rhythmic sound of the 
endless iron tracks. This was beautiful sleeping music.

I believe that it was at this time when I was smitten with 
the steam train bug. I decided then that I was going to be a 
steam locomotive engineer, when I grew up. It never happened, 
but my grandsons can tell today, that I still enjoy watching trains 
go by. I enjoy riding them.

Our next stop was more or less in the middle of West 
Germany. The area was called  Bergische Land. An area that lies 
between Solingen, Wuppertal, and the Rhein river. Solingen was 
and still is today known for its knives and cutlery production. 
A knife made in Solingen is generally considered to be a good 
one. The terrain here was very beautiful. The refugee camp was 
located right in the middle of these rolling hills and forest. To 
help with the family meals and even to sell some of the goods, 
my older sisters Linda, Marta and Herta picked wild blueberries. 
I tagged along, mostly to help eat the berries. Gretel, my younger 
sister and Trudy my little niece, were too young and remained 
with my mother at the camp. Many times my sisters had some of 
their friends along, girls their ages who were cousins or friends 
from the camp. This time was special to me. I really enjoyed go-
ing along with these older girls.  I am not sure if they always 
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wanted me to go along, but I think my parents felt that I was 
being taken care of. These were pleasant times. 

Something that was not pleasant, was school. During our 
stay in Berlin, Ülsen and Oldenburg  I was able to stay out of 
school. Because of the short periods of stay, there was no time for 
me to enroll into a school. In Berlin, however I lobbied hard not 
to go to classes. My father instead had me go along with him as 
he looked for and received odd jobs in the city. 

Public school was very difficult for me. I came into the 
school year as it was already in session. I did not know anyone 
there. Being very shy, I did not make friends easily. I was very 
much aware that I was a refugee, different from all the other kids. 
The way they spoke was different from my language. The dia-
lects in the varies areas of Germany was and still is very distinct. 
Many times local kids would make fun of my speech. I did not 
speak much. I kept to myself. I also knew that my family would 
move again soon, therefore there was no need to make friends. 
This has been the way it has been ever since we left Barenthin, 
East Germany.

Photograph 13. St. Hubert, Kempen-Krefeld, 
1950
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It was during this time in the Bergische Land refugee 
camp that I gained more respect and love for my father. He al-
ways had his family in mind. He always seemed to find work 
no matter where we were, when no one else could find work. 
While he was looking for work, he met a man, who asked him 
for 10.Marks. He explained that his children needed shoes and 
he had no money to buy them. Dad felt compassion and told 
the man he would share his last 10.Marks with him. He gave 
him 5 Marks and kept his last 5 Marks for his children. The 
man thanked my father and left. On the same day, Dad found 
work for himself and my older brother Rudy. Father has always 
thanked God for His goodness and made sure that we all under-
stood the value of giving to the needy.

My clothes were mostly used, hand-downs or homemade. 
They always had many patches on them. Every sock I owned 
was darned and fixed. No sock lasted very long with me. I did 
not know how to be still. I had to run everywhere I went. Dad 
made my shoes. He would make a copy of my foot on a piece 
of cardboard. This he transferred unto a flat piece of wood. He 
contoured the top of it to somewhat fit the sole of my foot. This 
wooden sole was then covered with a piece of leather, which he 
nailed into the sides of the wood base. These shoes were actually 
well made, but they were not store-bought shoes. I was aware of 
that and became self-conscious about it. I even complained to 
my father about having to wear these noisy, homemade shoes in 
public. Dad pulled me aside and told me something that still to-
day is vivid in my mind. He said for me not to worry, no one out 
there in public would give you new clothes and force you to wear 
them. Somehow that satisfied me and helped me to remember 
that although I may be somewhat different or wear things that 
don’t always fit, I am OK. No one will or can force me to be the 
way they want me to be.
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 Once again it was time to move. This time our destina-
tion was St. Hubert. A small town of about 1000 people near 
Kempen and Krefeld, west of the Rhein river. Our living quarters 
were in a hall above a tavern. Only 4 refugee families occupied 
this room. We had blankets hanging from the ceiling to separate 
the families. This gave us more privacy than we had before. 

Again off to school I went. In the 1950’s it was man-
datory to attend either a Catholic or Protestant public school. 
Since St. Hubert only had a Catholic school, I went there for my 
2nd. To 4th. Grades. During my first year, my walk to school was 
only about 4 to 5 blocks. I settled in and became quite comfort-
able there. Each morning I would carry my Kannister (back-
pack) filled with my books, pencils and my Schiefertafel (slate) 
on my back. I liked my teacher and I worked hard to please her. 
Classes were held 5 days per week. Saturdays, however, became a 
day of sport activities. This was usually Fussball (soccer), Hand-
ball (team handball), or track. I enjoyed sports, even though I 
didn’t always excelled in them. Soccer was my game. Many times 
during school, we would choose up teams, before the class work 
ended and recess began. As soon as the bell rang, we started the 
soccer game. There was a mad rush to score the first goal. 

During our growing-up years in Germany, we just lived 
for soccer. Soccer games broke out anytime and anywhere. Even 
when we did not have a ball, made ourselves one. This could be 
paper tied together with string, rags tied together somehow or it 
could have been just a metal can.

Once a year the school organized a big track meet. Every 
student had to participate. We all practiced for this event. For 
weeks we would run our 100-meter, 200-meter, long jump, high 
jump and various relay races. Finally the big day was here. We all 
did our stuff. It seemed, that no matter how hard we boys tried; 
there was this girl who always won. Sigrid won every foot race 
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there was. This sure worked on our pride, but there was nothing 
we could do about it. She just was better than we were.

During one particular track meet, on November 11th, 
at 11:00 AM all activities stopped. Aloud siren sounded the 
alarm from the Town Square. This meant everything stopped 
for 2 minutes. We all stood at attention, to pay tribute to all the 
people who died during the last big war. Many gave their lives 
for us. My oldest brother Adolf always was on my mind. He died 
during the big battle of Stalingrad, Russia.
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Chapter 11 
The Pleines’ Farm

In 1951 our living quarters changed again. This time we were 
moved to a local farmer in Escheln, a small farm communi-
ty about 2 Kilometers outside of St. Hubert. West-German 

farmers were ordered by the government to share their homes 
with East-German refugees. This directive was not exactly ap-
preciated by the local farmers. They had to give up some of their 
house to strangers. In turn they received free farm help. Herr 
and Frau Pleines gave us 2 rooms. One room was downstairs 
and served as kitchen, dining and living room. The other room 
was upstairs and was only used at night to sleep. My mother, my 
sisters Marta and Herta and I worked at the Pleines farm. Herr 
and Frau Pleines were generally good to us. Frau Pleines was es-
pecially gracious. Many times she gave us extra food and goodies 
without her husband knowing about it.

Father, Rudy, Linda and later Marta worked for other 
firms and families around town. Rudy worked in construction in 
Krefeld. Linda worked at Hox’s, a general store and blacksmith 
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shop. Dad worked at a wood working firm in town. His main re-
sponsibilities were cutting, shaping and fitting various stages of 
coffin fabrication. I spend many afternoons with him, watching 
him use all of those fascinating machines. Some times he would 
work Saturdays at Hox’s at the blacksmith shop. I watched how 
he made a wagon wheel. This required a number of steps.

Dad first made the center hub of the wheel. This required 
much chiseling because each spoke needed a solid seat. Then he 
fabricated all of the spokes. They each had to be formed to a 
pattern spoke. Using a drawknife, Dad would shape these pieces  
into nice round spokes. Then came the outer wooden rim. In-
dividual pieces made up the whole outer circumference of the 
wheel. When all pieces were done, he assembled the wheel. To 
hold everything together, Dad fabricated the outer metal rim. 
Using Hox’s fire pit, he heated this iron band until it was red 
hot. It then was pounded into a circular shape ring. The two 
ends then were fused together until they became one. Now the 
outer metal rim was ready to attached to the wooden wheel. 
While still hot, the metal rim was fit over the wooden wheel. As 
the metal cooled, it shrunk to fit tightly over the wheel. It now 
was done. Growing up and watching my father work, I have felt 
many times that he was a genius. There was hardly anything that 
he could not do. He built so many things. All of this, without a 
formal education.  

In spite of his busy work to support our family, he spent 
much time with me, teaching me how to make fun things. One 
of these was a whistle. First we would search out a nice juicy wil-
low bush. During the spring month willow trees absorbed much 
ground water, making their branches perfect for whistle making. 
Dad cut off a small branch, the size of my index finger. Then 
he would cut ½ in. notch from the squared-off section of the 
branch. Then he cut the bottom part about 3/8 in. to the same 
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end . This became the mouthpiece of the whistle. At about 2 in. 
he scored the soft green bark around the stick. Then holding the 
knife with the blade end, he softly pounded the green bark until 
it separated from wooden center. With a slight twist he loosened 
the whole green bark from the wooden stem and slid the delicate 
green skin off. Cutting off the mouthpiece he sliced a good 1/8 
in. off the top and slid it into empty green bark. After cutting 
the other wood center back about 1 1/2 in., he slid this piece 
through the opposite end of the green tube. This allowed about 
a 1-in. long chamber inside the willow bark. When blowing at 
the mouthpiece end, you would get a high pitches whistle sound. 
Pretty neat. 

Another project which my father showed me was how 
to make an Alpine horn. In the spring when the tree sap started 
to flow, we looked for a 3 to 4 in. diameter alder tree. Using a 
sharp knife Dad would cut the bark of the tree so it could be 
peeled from its stem. Starting at the bottom, he sliced the bark 
diagonally around the tree until he reached a point about 6 ft. in 
height. He squared off the cuts and peeled the bark off carefully. 
Then he re-rolled the bark into a tight megaphone like horn, 
overlapping each rotation about 1 in. The finished alpen horn 
started at about ½ in. and ended up at about 4-in. diameter. The 
total length was 3 to 4 ft. To make the sound piece Dad cut a 2-
in. long reed, placed it into the alpen horn and pressed down on 
it with his lips. He blew a low loud sound that echoed through-
out the woods. You could imagine yourself to be in the Alps of 
Switzerland.  

Not all my time was spent making toys. He and I worked 
hard gathering firewood. This firewood was not just any regu-
lar timber lying around; it was the remains of old, half-decayed 
stumps. The core of the stump was hard and usually was filled 
with much pitch. This would make for a good burning fire. Pitch 
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burns quite well. Usually these kinds of stumps was the only 
wood we were allowed to take from the forests. The owners ap-
preciated to have their forests cleared, and we were happy to re-
ceive precious firewood. It was a lot of work to get these stumps 
out of the ground. First, using an ax, we had to dig a trench 
around the stump to cut any smaller roots still attached to the 
main stump. Then Dad would go to hacking at the bigger, stron-
ger, and tougher roots, which usually went straight down. This 
was difficult. It was my job to dig around the stump to clear any 
dirt any leftover roots. Then I would try to pry as hard as I could 
to loosen the stump. After much effort we were finally able to 
get that heavy chunk of wood out of the ground. After spitting 
it into smaller pieces, we loaded the precious firewood onto a 
handcart and brought it home. All of this work was hard, but I 
really treasured the time I spent with my Dad.

Toys were hard to get. Most of mine were built by myself. 
One of my first and simplest was a miniature make-believe farm 
plow. It did not at all look like a plow. It had no horses or trac-
tor, but with my active imagination it was a working plow. All 
I needed was a round wheel about 1.5 inch diameter, that had 
a round stick pressed through its center. A short string was at-
tached with a loop around the stick. The other end of the string 
had a sharp edged rock attached to it. When this rock was pulled 
along the ground, it left a nice furrow in the ground. As I turn 
the stick, rotating the wheel, it moved the rock, leaving a beau-
tiful, miniature plowed field. I could spend hours working my 
plow on a 3 ft. by 4-ft. field. All rows had to be perfectly straight 
and I even headed off both ends to make my field perfect. 

I built a steam locomotive. This was done by first finding 
a flat board about 1 in. by 4 in. and 10 in. long. This was my base. 
An old round vegetable can became my boiler. A short round 
piece of wood  became the smokestack and a square wooden 
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block was my cab. Then I would add my wheels out of round cuts 
of wood. This toy occupied me for weeks. 

I built a small imaginary tractor out of a used thread 
spool, a heavy rubber band, a button and a stick. To make the 
tractor to climb over obstacles, I cut small notches around both 
ends of the wooden spool. The rubber band was attached to one 
end of the spool and pushed through the hole to the other end. 
There it had to be stretched through a plastic button and pulled 
around a 2-in. long stick. As you rotated the stick it wound the 
rubber band tighter and tighter. When you releases the handle, 
the coiled rubber band uncoiled, turning the wooden spool. This 
machine would climb all types of terrain and pull quite a load 
of cargo. 

During the cool autumn days it was quite windy in Es-
cheln. The wind usually blew from the southwest direction. It 
would blow across the empty fall farmland. There was not much 
standing in its way. It was then, when I built myself a wind-driv-
en soap box cart. I found 2 sets of axles with wheels attached to 
them. This usually came from an old toy wagon, which I found 
in a village dump. Finding things to built stuff was always on my 
mind, no matter where I went. If I saw a discarded bicycle wheel, 
I would take it home. If I found a board with nails in it, I would 
take it home. If I found anything that seemed right for future 
project, I would take it home.

This windjammer was quite a machine. I attached a mast 
and sail to it. As the wind caught it full force, it would move it 
easily. I was really a little bit afraid to go full speed, because it 
was too fast for me. It had no brakes, except my feet dragging 
along the ground. I was very proud of this vehicle. 

Living at the Pleines farm was a very adventurous 
time for me. I was 10 years old and interested in everything. 
The woods, which were right across the farm was a fascinating 
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place to explore. This land 
must have been a swamp 
at one time, because it 
was landscaped into a wa-
ter draining pattern. The 
ground was plowed into 
1-meter deep rows. These 
rows were about 5-me-
ters apart. They were far 
enough apart for us kids 

to run down one hill and up the other. Young alder, ash and 
willow trees covered the ground. Each tree was about 6 to 8 in. 
diameter. 

 Throughout the woods were some mature trees. These 
were mostly oak trees. There was one tree that was my favorite. It 
was a very large beech tree. Beech trees have a very smooth bark 
and make climbing them easy 
and fun. Their strong branches 
allow one to climb quite high. 
It was in this beech tree that 
my friends and I decided to 
build our secret tree house. To 
build a tree house required a lot 
of stuff. Wooden boards, nails, 
rope and even hay was needed 
to finish it. I am not sure how 
we did it, but we were able to get 
all those things together. Most 
likely it was from the Pleines 
farm. Some of the items could 
have come from my 2 friend’s 
home. Hans-Jürgen Nickel and 

Photograph 14. Pleines’ Farm 1950

Photograph 15. Mutti und Vati, 
1953, at Pleines
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Manfred Wolters were my closest 
friends and they were the ones par-
ticipating in most of my adventures. 
I do remember how we obtained the 
hay. Not far from our tree was a hay-
field. After the hay was harvested, it 
was stacked in haystacks. From these 
haystacks we carried armful’s of hay 
to our tree. We did get in trouble for 
that, because the farmer followed the 
trail of hay from his field to our tree 
house. We had no excuse and had 
to make restitution including many 
apologies. I don’t believe that our par-
ents ever found out about this ordeal. 

The tree house became our secret meeting place.
Another project which the three of us undertook was to 

build a set of 3 bunkers. Each was dug into the raised furrow of 

Photograph 16. Mutti at 
Pleines, 1951

Photograph 17: Herta, 
Gretel, Trudy and 
Helmut at Pleines, 1946

Photograph 18: Trudy at Pleines, 1953
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the hilly woods. We cut down a few 
young alder trees and covered the 
dugouts with them. Then those were 
covered with some smaller branches 
and then with dirt. The whole thing 
was covered with leaves and grasses. 
No-one could tell that 3 bunkers 
were there. Each of the rooms was 
connected with a crawl space. To be 
able to see in our rooms we even in-
stalled lights. This we did by attach-
ing an old bicycle wheel to the top 
of one of the trees exposed to wind. 
We cut pieces of cardboard between 
and fitted the to the spokes of the wheel. It acted like a fan. 
When the wind blew, it turned the bicycle wheel. On one fork 
we installed a bicycle generator, which in turn supplied electric-
ity down to our rooms. We felt very proud of our accomplish-
ment as we planned our activities sitting in a lighted room.

I have always liked animals. I am fascinated with farm 
animals, but I am really interested when I see wild animals. Wild 
animals were abundant in the rural area of Escheln. Every time I 
came near the woods across from the Pleines farm, I made sure 
that I approached quietly. It seemed that early in the morning or 
evenings, just before sunset, I could surprise rabbits, pheasants or 
deer along the woods edge. Rabbits were so plentiful that during 
a number of years they developed diseases and died. Nature has a 
way of dealing with overpopulation of its wildlife. I became very 
familiar with my woods and knew where and when to look for 
animals. All of these animals were potential dinners. These meals 
which normally were not part of our regular schedule. Morning 
doves many times became part of our meal. I would climb trees, 

Photograph 19: Helmut,
Herta, Trudy & Gretel
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which had pigeon nests in them, took out the young doves and 
had mother fry them for good eating. 

Another way for us to get extra food was during harvest 
time. As farmers cut their grain fields, many wild animals and 
birds were injured. I followed the farmers machinery as they cut 
down the ripe fields watching for any signs of injured wildlife. I 
usually was not disappointed. Pheasants, rabbits and quail were 
the likely victims. Pheasants many times flew away, bur rabbits 

and quail quite often would run 
right into the grain cutting ma-
chines. I chased the wounded ani-
mals down, put them out of their 
misery and took them home. Quail 
especially was good eating.

Once a year during the 
winter time, British hunters came 
to our area for their annual small 
game hunt. This hunt was quite an 
occasion. The hunters were dressed 
in the most beautiful hunting uni-
forms. Their trousers and jackets 
were a nice green with darker green 
oak leaves on their lapels. Their 

hats were again green, but of a slightly different shade. Each had 
pheasant and duck feathers attached. These hunters looked too 
dressed-up for hunting.

The men met at the local hunting lodge in the woods. 
Here they showed off their guns and ceremoniously discussed 
the plans for this mornings hunt. The local kids were hired to 
help drive the animals out of the woods. I participated. I quite 
impressed with these foreigners. We received our orders and 
the hunt began. First the hunters stationed themselves around 

Photograph 20. Manfred 
Wolters, 1954, one of my 
classmates in St. Hubert
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a certain patch of  woods. Then we made a wide circle around 
them and began the drive. As we entered the wooded area, we 
started yelling, hitting tree stumps with our sticks, and generally 
making as much noise as we could. All wildlife fled and ran out 
of the woods. Here is where the hunters waited. Here is where 
many rabbits, pheasants and foxes were cut down. This round-up 
hunting lasted all day. Then as we all were exhausted, we all met 
again at the hunting lodge in the woods to celebrate the suc-
cessful hunt. All of the game was laid out in neat rows on the 
ground. Much was done about the beautiful bounty. The hunters 
bragged about the various wonderful shots they made and what 
wonderful hunters they were. We drivers stood off to the side 
and secretly wished to take some of that meat home. This did 
not happen. Later I heard from some of the drivers that they had 
captured some of the wounded game, hid them in the woods, 
and carried them home later.

Hans-Jürgen and Manfred were my best friends. Hans-
Jürgen and I were especially close. We just about did everything 
together. His house was about ½ km from the Pleines’ farm. To 
get to his house, I had to cross a meadow, then across a sel-
dom-used path that led to our woods. Then there was another 
meadow which bordered a small creek. This point was about half 
way between my house and his. Hans and I had devised a secret 
jell which let each know that we were on our way. Here is where 
I yelled. If Hans heard me, he would answer. As I crossed the 
creek, I entered another meadow. I crossed it  and came to a farm 
road. Beyond that was Hans’ house.  Hans and I did things to-
gether just about every day. We were close buddies. Even after 38 
years, when my wife, her uncle and aunt and I visited Germany 
and we came to St. Hubert, Hans and I still shared that special 
bond. 
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During the summer months, Hans and I explored ev-
ery piece of land in our neighborhood. The creek was one of 
our favorite places. Tall birch trees grow along its banks. These 
trees were our play station. We would climb these trees until 
they bend. Then we would ride them down until we reached the 
ground. We jumped off and did it all over again. If one fell off, 
there was a lot of laughter and teasing done by the other guy. 
The creek itself became our swimming hole. We  dammed-off 
the water and it became a small swimming place. It never did get 
deep enough to swim, but it helped keep us cool in the summer. 
We jumped into it paddled around in it and had a good time 
playing in it.

Near this creek was also the place where we attempted 
to smoke our first cigarette. It was during a warm autumn day, 
when Hans and I and few other neighborhood kids spent time 
wasting time. Somebody suggested to make our own cigarettes 
and try smoking it. We had seen the American and British sol-
diers roll their own cigarettes and we felt that we could do the 
same. Someone  found some newspaper. I noticed a walnut tree 
near by. Walnut leaves always smelled so nice to me. I picked 
some leaves and we rolled our cigarette. We rolled these leaves 
into a very loosely packed, long clumsy paper roll. I lit one end 
and sucked on the other end of it. The 1 in. high flame reversed 
itself, came through the loosely packed leaves and entered into 
my mouth and throat. It burned like I never knew before. I spit 
and coughed. Nothing I did could help that awful pain. Never 
again did I ever touch another cigarette, wether it was home-
made or store-bought. Maybe this type of ordeal would be a 
good lesson to teach our young people to keep from smoking. 

During the early 1950’s, interest in America and especial-
ly the American Wild West was among us kids quite high. Ev-
eryone wanted to be a cowboy. We carved our own play revolvers 
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and rifles. Playing cowboys and Indians was our favorite game. 
Many times we chose up sides and had ourselves regular Indian 
wars. One side would call themselves the Apaches and the other 
side  Sioux. Then we prepared for “war”. This fight was a way of 
gang warfare, but it never deteriorated into serious fighting. It 
was mostly defending your fort or stronghold or capturing theirs. 
The first item of business was to make our weapons. They all had 
to be as authentic as possible. Bows were made out of strong 
straight haselnut branches. We experimented with other types 
of wood, but haselnut always were the best. After bending them 
into a bow, we attached a good, strong string to each end. Our 
bow was now ready for action. Arrows were made out of reeds, 
which grew along the banks of creeks. One end of it received a 
notch while the other end was attached to a piece of wood for 
weight. Elderberry wood was just about right for this because it 
was semi-hollow. The center was soft enough to allow the reed 
to be pushed into. Our arrow was now almost finished. A nail, 
stuck into the very end completed our process of arrow making. 
The arrow had to stick into something. We were now ready for 
war. The two tribes met in the woods, which had some good 
size trees in it. This gave us some protection against the enemy’s 
arrows. The air was filled with arrows. The battle would last as 
long as our supply of arrows lasted. When all arrows were gone 
or broken or someone got hurt, the war ended. When anybody 
was hurt, more than the usual shot in the leg or your behind, we 
all left the scene very quickly. No one admitted to having been 
involved or knew anything about that alleged war.

While we lived at the Pleines farm, it seemed that I al-
ways was in trouble with Herr Pleines. Father gave us children 
strict orders not to offend our host in any way. I tried hard to do 
this, but it was impossible to do this all the time. There was a hay 
blower in back of the barn, which was used to transport hay from 
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the haywagon to the hayloft. Hay 
was dumped into a hopper. A large 
blower at the base of the hopper 
blew the hay up a 3 ft. diameter 
tube to the top floor of the barn. It 
worked very efficiently. With all of 
this hay flying up the metal tube, 
it polished the inside of the shaft 
quite nicely. So nice that when not 
in use, it was too inviting to go to 
the second floor of the barn, jump 
into that shiny slide and ride it all 
the down to the empty hopper. This 
was fun, but it also was strictly ver-
boten. Herr Pleines always seemed 

to be near by when we had our most fun. We heard some choice 
words from him and we quickly left the scene to go to our un-
derground bunker hideout. There we recuperated and all became 
very funny. It was not funny when father came home. He always 
seemed to find out about my problems. 

All in all my time at the Pleines’ was a pleasant one. I 
learned about the natural cycle of life. I saw how little piglets or 
calves were born. How they needed to be fed and cared for. I also 
observed the death of these critters. It was always sad to see the 
end of these animals, but I knew it had to be done. Growing up 
on a farm, teaches you that there is a time to be born and there 
is a time to die. All fits very well together.

In exchange for living at the Pleines’ farm some of our 
family had to work for Mr. and Mrs. Pleines. My mother, Herta 
and I did whatever was asked of us. Herta worked most of the 
time with Mrs. Pleines preparing food and cleaning the rooms. 
My mother and I worked in the fields many times. One of these 

Photograph 21. Herta, Trudy 
and Helmut, 1954
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was picking potatoes during the 
fall months. I really enjoyed this 
type of work. Each of us had a 
burlap sack, which we filled 
with freshly harvested potatoes. 
A potato un-plowing machine 
uncovered some of the potatoes, 
but most were just below the 
surface of the freshly plowed 
ground. I loved the smell of this 
ground. Digging into the soft 
ground I loved the feel of the 
new potatoes. One, two or three 
each time your hand reached 
underneath the surface. We re-
ally had to work fast to keep up 
with the magical potato picking machine.

Another job for me was plowing the fields. I had a team 
of two heavy horses, which pulled a tipping plow. The plow was 
made in such a way that enabled it to go back and forth over the 
rows without having to turn the plow 180 degrees. This plow 
rocked back and forth over a set of wheels connected by a heavy 
axle. The plow had two sets of shares, one set facing one direction 
and the other facing the other direction. As you get to the end of 
the row, you guide the horses around and turn them back to the 
original direction. If you are heavy enough, you will then shift 
the set of two shores which were riding in the air facing back-
wards, down into the ground to plow in the opposite direction. I 
was ten years old and it was quite slow. I weighed way to little to 
be able to shift that heavy plow. I jumped up to the plow handles, 
bounced on them up and down, but without any luck. I dangled 
there a while, still with no luck. Not until I came up with a plan 

Photograph 22. Gretel, Helmut 
and Herta, 1953. Escheln, St. 
Hubert
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to start the team of horses at the same time I jumped onto the 
handles did I come up with success. As the horses jumped for-
ward, everything above the wheels shifted backwards, causing 
the heavy shares to rotate down into the ground. We were off. 
Off to make another row of the freshly plowed field. I was quite 
satisfied with myself. 

I also became quite a horse-drawn-cart driver. In the 
heavy dark ground of northwest Germany, 4-wheel wagons were 
not used much, unless a road was available. Instead Holland and 
this part of Germany utilized a large 2-wheel cart pulled by a 
heavy Belgian type horse. You could turn on a dime. With its 
large wide track wheels you could easily transport a load across 
the soft fertile land. During harvest time, it was my job to bring 
in the ripe sheaves of grain, mostly rye, wheat, barley and oats. I 
enjoyed this work quite a bit. You could hardly ever make a mis-
take with these slow heavy horses, because they knew their job 
better than you did. All they needed to hear was “Tck! Tck!” to 
go and “Prrr!” to stop. Left and right was easily done by a slight 
tug on the reigns. 

Bringing home the hay was also my job. I would first 
help load the cart, carefully placing the clumps of hay that were 
forked up to me in such a way that it held together. Hauling sug-
ar beets was also my job. Each cart was loaded by the hired hands 
working for Pleines as I slowly drove my cart and horse along 
the plowed field of beets. When completely loaded, I would take 
the load home. The length of each trip was only about 1/4 mile 
long.

Because I was so short, I usually did not do too much 
with the harnessing of these big, heavy horses. I just could not 
reach them. Most of their work was done by the hired hands. I 
do remember clearing out the horse stables, as well as cow stalls. 
This was not pleasant, but it had to be done. Work on the farm 
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was a very pleasant experience to me, even though, at times, it 
was hard work.

Photograph 23. Bendheide, 1954. Hintz’s house 
is the farthest on the left.

Photograph 24. Bendheide field, 1954, across from Hintz’s house
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Chapter 12 
Bendheide

The West German government tried very hard to give 
their East German refugee brothers a chance to get 
back on their feet. They obtained land and means to buy 

it. Much of the major work was contracted out to professional 
builders, but a good portion was done by the new owner. These 
houses were small, but functional. Each house had the basic liv-
ing room, kitchen, three bedrooms and bathroom and all build-
ings had the same basic outside style. The fence around the place 
was laid out and built by the new owner. I remember helping 
Vater cut 1 to 1-1/2 diameter by 4 ft. long green saplings to 
make our fence. Our new address was now Bendheide and not 
Escheln. The new house was about two km. from the old Pleines’ 
farm. My school, friends and play areas remained the same. 
Hans-Jürgen was still my best friend and his house actually was 
now closer to me. Manfred Wolters lived in the same complex. 
Since his house was so much closer, I spent more time with him. 
His little brother Günther tagged along quite often and always 
wanted to be included. I really didn’t mind that. Günther had 
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a little tricycle which he rode almost all the time. Taking some 
parts off of Manfred’s bicycle, I added a generator to the front 
wheel of Günther’s tricycle, added a light to the steering handle 
bar, and connected the wires. He had a light. You should have 
seen his excited face—lights on his trike. 

As I roamed our area around Bendheide, I always had 
my eyes open for parts. Parts of automobiles, tires, wheels, steer-
ing mechanisms, and motors. All of these I found in the woods 
along the dirt roads. All of these were interesting, but not very 
useful. I was not going to build an automobile or truck or tractor. 
When I found bicycle parts, now that was different. Here I had 
something useful. I had no bike and I really wanted one. Most 
of my “free” time was now occupied with looking for and col-
lecting bicycle parts. I first found a frame. It was an adult male 
bike frame. It even had the steering handle and front wheel fork 
attached to it. What a find! Then I found the wheels, parts of 
two chains to make one good one, an old seat and parts of a head 
light. Later, other parts were added. As I remember the only 
things my father bought were the two tires and inter-tubes. The 
colors did not match, not all of the parts really matched, but it 
was a bicycle ready to try to use. I was too short to ride normally. 
I had to stick one of my legs through the area below the hori-
zontal bar. I could not use the seat unless I ran the bike downhill. 
Most of the time, I had the bicycle at a 60º angle while I pedaled 
along. All worked out well. No one laughed at my pride and joy 
even though I looked strange riding it. Maybe one reason no one 
snickered at my contraption, because they either had one like it, 
or they still were hoping to get one.

Ever since my first experience of finding junk and later 
building something with it, I have been known to collecting and 
carrying things along which really were not of much value, but 
that it could be used for something some day. People labeled 
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junk yards, real junk yards, where people dump their broken or 
unused stuff, as my discount stores. Well—the prices were right. 

Bendheide changed my experiences. I was now 11 to 12 
years old. Going to school every day, doing my school work at 
home and taking care of some home chores was most of my life. 
These chores included helping mother in the garden, raking the 
graveled yard and helping other farmers during the summertime.  
I was working for a farmer one summer during the hay season. 
No hay blower was available, so we had to unload the hay wagons 
by hand. There were four of us stationed a different heights. Each 
of us had a hay fork. With these forks the driver of the wagon 
would gather a fork load full and throw it at my feet about 1/3 of 
the way up. I in turn, would gather that hay and send it another 
1/3 up the hay loft. A woman, who occupied the second third 
continued, the process to reach to top of the loft. Towards the 
end of the day, all of us were getting quite tired. Each load of hay 
seemed bigger and heavier. I started to lurch and jerk just to get 
my load up to the woman above my place. She was getting tired 
also, bending lower to get that hay up to the next level. During 
one of these sequences, I wrestled my fork load up to her while 
she was preparing to lift her load up to the top man. I felt the 
sharp metal fork hit something solid. Hay has no such solidness 
to it. As I looked up, I realized that one of my prongs hit the lady 
above me right in the middle of her forehead. She collapsed and 
whimpered. Adult help came quickly, but I also collapsed think-
ing that I could have killed this lady. The fork did not penetrate 
very deep at all. The woman was fine, but this day was ruined, it 
was done.

The rest of my time was spent playing soccer. In our 
Siedlung (housing project) were always some boys my age who 
wasted their time playing soccer. Even if we were only two or 
three of us, we had to play a game of soccer. Sometimes, it was 
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only a game of headers. This was done with two players. Each 
had a goal to defend and played the roll of a goalie. Then he re-
versed rolls and would try to head the ball through his opponents’ 
goal. Whoever reached a certain number would win the match. 
If three players were available, one may choose to be an impartial 
goalie, while the other two fought each other to score. Of course, 
four more made up a real game with goalie and offensive players. 
We spent many a days until late a night to play soccer our game. 
Every once in a while a really big game came about where the 
Bendheide boys would play the Escheln boys for area bragging 
rights. Soccer games in German society is huge. Unlike here in 
America where children are scheduled to play and bussed to and 
from each practice, soccer in Germany is a way of life. A game 
can erupt anywhere at any time. When a real rubber or leather 
ball was not available a wadded up paper ball would work, a can 
would work, anything round would work.

The major league soccer teams are more fairly oriented. 
Sure,  the modern soccer player earns many more millions than 
he deserves, but the team remains the property of the town. Each 
town has its soccer club and with it, its soccer team. The larger 
the city the more likely the better the team. Money plays a big 
role, but money does not always win championships. After each 
season, the bottom three teams of the major league move down 
one level to the minor league and the top three teams of the mi-
nor league move up to the major league. This process continues 
all the way up and down from the lowest league to the highest 
in the country.

Besides soccer, spending time in our woods and fields 
occupied our time. We spent hours tracking wildlife. Hunting 
for pheasants was especially a wonderful time for me. With my 
bows and arrows, I would sneak up to my target and no mat-
ter how calm or how prepared I was, when that bird took off, it 
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always almost caused a heart failure. That sound and explosion 
of the flight stopped all of my mental and physical capabilities. I 
never got close to any of my targets. It was during this time when 
I spend much time observing nature and its miraculous splendor. 
I spent hours watching how a tree grew, the branches with their 
leaves. Each one was different than the other, and yet so much 
alike. Then another tree having leaves different altogether and 
yet all the same. Their branches, their trunks, their bark and their 
root system. All are alike, yet all are different. The same is so true 
of weeds, grasses and flowers. Everything was made for my curi-
osity. Learning no matter what form is a wonderful thing to do.

It was also during this time when my Vater took time out 
of his schedule to take me to the carnival. Once a year the rov-
ing show came to St. Hubert. My Vater and I walked to town to 
enjoy each other and other acquaintances. I could tell how proud 
my Vater was when he met someone he know and when he in-
troduced one to this stranger. I could tell how proud Vater was of 
me. Me, who really hadn’t done anything to deserve such words 
of introduction. I believe Vater knew how proud I was of him.

Photograph 25. Gretel, Mutti, Herta, Vater, Helmut, & 
Trudy in front, 1953
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Chapter 13 
Amerika

By 1952-1953, Marta, Linda and Rudy already had left 
to the in the USA. Their letters encouraged us to want 
to be in America also. America was and always has been 

the land of ‘milk and honey’. My first impressions of and about 
the United States came through comic books. In my opinion, all 
men of America rode horses, wore a big cowboy hat, and on their 
hip they wore a 6 shooter, their revolver. Leaving town was not 
advised, because Indians roamed the prairies and would shoot 
their arrows at these cowboys. Chicago was filled with gangsters 
in their black suits and white hats, and rode the streets with ma-
chine guns, ready to mow down any law-abiding person. None 
of these things were actually true.

During 1953-1954 we were quite active trying to come 
to America. We had to appear to local authorities to present our-
selves. We then later even had to appear in front of the American 
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Consulate in Frankfurt am Main. It was very stressful, because 
we were afraid that they would tell us that we could not emigrate 
from Germany to the USA. My youngest sister was found to be 
mentally incompetent to be allowed to go. This was another of 
many heartaches for my parents, especially for my mother was it 
heart-wrenching. My parents now had to decide, “Do we all now 
remain behind in Germany, or do some of us go and some stay?”.  
It was decided to leave Gretel in a home in Germany and allow 
the rest of the family to go to America. To leave Gretel behind 
was hard on me, but it was so much harder on my parents. It was 
also at this American Consulate where I saw my first black per-
son. My first impression of a black person in the form of “little 
black Sambo” type setting. Never did I see a person like this be-
fore. I was between 12 and 13 years old. During this time at the 
US Consulate, I made friends with another potential German 
emigrant. He was about my age and seemed just as curious but 
quite naive. After seeing this black man I called out to my friend 

Photograph 26. Adolf Hintz and Emil Hintz family gathering, 
1954
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to come see what I just saw. Together we walked past that man, 
and eyed him head to toe. It must have been embarrassing to 
this man, having two young boys starring at him and comment-
ing about the color of his skin. We, on the other hand, had never 
seen such a thing before in our lives.

We were finally given the word that we would be permit-
ted to come to America, the land of the free and the blessed. We 
were to come to Bremerhaven and board the S.S. Olympia on 
29 October, 1954. Preparations were made that would give the 
house in Bendheide to Vater’s sister Marta Schulz. Reinhardt 
Schulz was my cousin as overseer. Some things were given away. 
Gretel was to stay at a very nice home for retarded children. This 
was the hardest for all of us. Gretel has always been there. She 
was and still is my little sister. I feel the pain was felt by us more 
than she was able to feel. She has however never forgotten our 
names.

Mr. Pleines agreed to drive us to the railway station. This 
was the first time that I was able to ride inside of a passenger 
car. It was an old DKW with a gear shift that came directly out 

Photographs 27 a&b. Helmut (age 13) and Herta (age 16) 
passport photographs



118

of the dashboard near the steering wheel. This day was exciting. 
One more train ride and then the ocean voyage. Herta and I 
talked about this anticipated adventure all through our train trip 
to Bremerhaven. Both of us were a little scared to go on that 
large ship and then crossing that long mysterious North Atlantic 
Ocean. We boarded the S.S. Olympia and found our room. Next 
came the inspection of this large boat. We explored every part 
of all of the decks. Finally, we stopped along a railing as the ship 
slowly left the harbor. Both of us were afraid of getting seasick. 
But as we slowly made our way away from the dock, all seemed 
very quiet and calm. We mentioned that we may not get seasick 
after all. This changed very quickly. As soon as we cleared the 
last breaker bar, the up and down motion began. Herta was done. 
She went down to our cabin and I am not sure if she ever left it. 
I tried fighting it, but to no avail. I leaned over the railing quite 
a few times. Vater was even more determined not to get sick. 
He talked me into going into a exercise room and do workouts. 
This did not help. He had me drink a strong shot of Schnapps. 
This did not help either. Seven or eight days into the trip, I was 
really sick. The last three or four days were not too bad. I noticed 
whales and porpoises following the ship. Our scheduled crossing 

Photograph 28. S.S. Olympia
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of the Atlantic was to 
be nine or ten days. 
Because there was a 
report of a plane hav-
ing gone down, the 
ship turned and tried 
to help with the res-
cue, but nothing came 
of it. I am not sure if 
the SOS report was 
false or the victim s 
were found. The cross-

ing over the ocean took us 14 days.
The menu of our meals was good. It was just too bad that 

I could hardly eat any of it. I was surprised at the taste of the 
American apples. They were a beautiful Red Delicious, I believe, 
but they had no taste. In fact, they tasted like wood. Most of 
our time was spent running around the whole circumference of 
the ship and letting the wind blow into our faces. Herta, who 
usually remained in the cabin, felt somewhat better one day and 
came up to the top deck of the ship. She and I were given direct 
orders to watch out and protect Trudy our little niece. We were 
quite involved running directly against the wind and then, as we 
made our return on the opposite side of the ship, running wildly 
with the wind at our backs. This game we played continuously, all 
along forgetting about Trudy. As we came around the next time 
I saw Trudy running completely out of control and straight for 
the corner of the ship. The railing had two horizontal rails at this 
point. One was about chest height and the other about 18” from 
the floor. Trudy fell and headed towards the edge of the ship. I 
was sure that she was going over. Only one vertical post right at 
the point where she slid kept her from sliding underneath the 

Photograph 29. S.S. Olympia - Oma, Trudy 
and Opa eating, 1954
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bottom rail. Both Herta and I realized how close we came to 
losing Trudy, and we were very thankful to God right then and 
there. Never again did we leave her out of our sight.

As the days passed, the anticipation of seeing the Statue 
of Liberty became more strong. I had been very aware of what it 
looked like from pictures and mostly American postage stamps. 
Each time a letter came from Rudy, Linda and Marta, we mar-
veled at that beautiful green lady in New York. We also were 
aware that all of us must be able to walk off the ship, if we were 
to be able to stay in the USA. We have heard that there were 
some immigrants who made it all the way across the ocean, but 
were sent back because of physical problems. Mother, who had 
suffered numerous times with vein infections in one of her legs 
was feeling ill. She could not walk. Vater and mother prayed 
continuously until we actually walked off the ship.

As we saw land for the first time, there went up a cheer. 
We did not know what that land was, but to me, it was America, 
the new world. I believe it was one of the Canadian provinces 
that we saw first. Slowly however, we could see the buildings of 
New York and of course the Statue of Liberty. As we entered the 
bay, all of us ran to the left side of the ship to see the beautiful 
sign of freedom and liberty. Not a dry eye could be found and the 
top deck. We shouted and cheered. We cried and laughed. We 
jumped around as if we were crazy. Finally, we were in America, 
the land of “milk and honey”. 

It was 12 November, 1954 when we landed in New York. 
Ironically, I found later that Ellis Island closed officially on 11 
November, 1954, one day before our arrival. All of our worries 
were in vain. Or, were they? As we sat on our suitcases and boxes 
waiting for the American Officials to check us out or in, Vater 
was still very much concerned about Mutti. She still was hurt-
ing. Her leg was not right, yet. She sat, having her leg propped 
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up to relieve the pain, and covered with a blanket. Vater did not 
want to arouse any suspicion of Mutti’s condition. We helped 
her up, walked around a bit, and tried to act naturally. Finally, 
the authorities came, checked our papers, and welcomed us to 
America. What a relief! A man came and directed us to a taxi 
cab, who in turn received a directive to take us to the railroad 
station and help us get onto the right train to Milwaukee, Wis-
consin. My mind could not take in all of the sights in New York. 
Those buildings were so large, so tall, you could not see the tops 
of them. The taxi swooshed through the traffic, you couldn’t see 
the cars.

We did get to the railroad terminal where we were met 
by red-capped porters. They seemed so helpful and kind. They 
took all of our suitcases and boxes and loaded them nicely into 
the waiting train. All went well, until the porters wanted money 
for being so kind and helpful. Vater took out some single dollar 
bills. They shook their heads. They wanted more. Vater took out a 
$20 bill, handed it to the porter and expected some change to be 
returned. Maybe $10 or so. The porter said thank you and walked 
away. Vater made us carry every piece of luggage from then on. 
On one was going to touch our stuff anymore. Vater described 
this first disappointment later in casual discussions.

As we traveled from New York to Milwaukee, I had my 
head glued to the train car window. I wanted to see everything 
and all the time. Even at night, I would not let anything go by. 
We finally came to Chicago to transfer to the Milwaukee Road 
train. As we entered the Chicago train station, I certainly ex-
pected those gangsters with their black suits, white hats and with 
their machine guns in their hands. I could not find a one. I was 
relieved but a little bit disappointed also. We came to Milwaukee 
and the reunion with Marta and Linda was fantastic. Rudy was 
shortly before our arrival drafted into the US Army. He was at 
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base camp at Ft. Wood. We also met Onkel Adolf and Tante 
Loraine. Trudy had already been promised to them, because they 
had no children and wanted to adopt one. Vater reasoned that 
she would be taken better care off financially than he would be 
able to do, but as time went on, everyone of us felt it had been a 
mistake to let Trudy go this way.

My beginning in America was exciting. So much to see, 
so much to learn. Everything was so big. The street lights were 
so bright. Cars were all over the place. Onkel Adolf had a 1949 
Buick Roadmaster. We had some of our first rides in that car.

After a short settling down, Rudy came home on furlow 
and made the reunion complete. Onkel Adolf and his church 
organized quite a banquet for us. Food was everywhere. So much 
as that after the meal, Vater mentioned that there was more food 

Photograph 30. Emil Hintz family, 1954. Rudy was home on 
furlow.
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taken off the table than what we were used to having on the table 
before the meal started.

My time to enjoy this free wonderful land ended quite 
quickly. I had to go to school. 20th St. Elementary School was 
where I began my American education. I hated it. I could not 
speak to anyone. I could not understand what anyone was saying. 
My participation in class was very limited. I did math, draw-
ing and sports. During the rest of the day, I just sat there. I was 
very shy. I was afraid that kids would laugh at me and my lack 
of knowledge of English. This was not true. The children in the 
7th grade were very understanding and were quite polite. They 
would make hand motions and sound out words for me to un-
derstand, but I was too afraid of being wrong. I did claim ig-
norance once, because I didn’t want to participate in a special 
event. Every Wednesday we were supposed to meet at a different 
location after lunch to do swimming. I didn’t know how to swim 
and I didn’t want to go swimming. So I acted as if I didn’t un-
derstand. I understood fine. I just didn’t want to go. I was called 
on it and had to obey.

We did not have a television in 1954. On my way home 
from school I just happened to walk past the Sears Roebuck 
store of Fond du Lac Ave and 21st St. They had some televisions. 
Many were lined up in the basement part of the store. All for me.  
Just for me. I enjoyed stopping by and watching a few shows. 
The “Three Stooges” seem to be on every afternoon after school. 
Pretty soon the salesman became familiar with this little foreign 
kid who tried to keep in the laughter caused by these three idiots. 
I snorted and coughed out loud every time it became especially 
funny. You didn’t have to understand English to get their mes-
sage. 

Before we came to America, Onkel Adolf made some 
fantastic promises to Vater. In many letters, which we received 
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from Onkel, he stated that the 
curtains were already on the win-
dows of the place they had pre-
pared for us. It was exciting to 
hear all of this. As it turned out, it 
was not true. It was Rudy, Linda 
and Marta who ended up paying 
for our trip, prepared a nice rental 
home, and put the curtains on the 
windows. Onkel and Tante did 
more talking and less doing. We 
first lived downstairs in a two-
story building on 23rd St. in Mil-
waukee. During the next summer, 
we moved to 21st St. and Hadley 
in a smaller one-story bungalow. 
We liver here until 1955.

Marta, Linda and Rudy 
attended an English speaking church on 19th St. and Hadley, 
the Anderson Church of God. The building was only two blocks 
from home. We attended there regularly. Occasionally, we went 
to a German speaking Baptist church on 28th St. and Rohr 
north from our home about five miles. Whenever we went there, 
we had to either take the bus or get a ride from the older sisters 
boy friends. Sometimes it was Linda’s beau and sometimes it was 
Marta’s. Herta was too young for boyfriends. When we finally 
moved again we bought a little house of 60th St and Fairmount. 
This remained our home for quite some time. The Church of 
God also moved closer to us on 80th St. and Capital Dr., making 
it easier to get to church on Sundays. 

I now was scheduled to go to Edison Jr. High School 
for my 8th grade classes. I could understand the English lan-

Photograph 31. Dad and 
Helmut in Milwaukee, WI, 
1962
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guage somewhat better, but hesitated to speak it. Also, I had 
trouble reading it. It was the first day of school at Edison Jr. 
High School. I had to walk about two miles to get there. My 
first scheduled class was Social Studies. I found my room num-
ber and hesitantly walked in. Not too many students were there 
yet. The teacher however was there. She stood about three steps 
inside the door and watched each one of us as we marched in. 
She did not look like a nice person to me. She had her arms 
folded and looked threatening. Oh Boy! This does not look good. 
I looked at the room in front of me and saw that every desk had 
a big, heavy blue history book on it. Oh! Except on way in the 
back. This is where I went. Straight to the desk without a book. I 
sat down quietly, hoping that the teacher would not notice. She 
began speaking and all of the students began to read out of that 
heavy blue book. All except me. I was still trying to hide. The 
teacher noticed that I was not reading, and asked me about it. 
I understood that. I answered that I had no book. No book, no 
read! It just does not work that way. The teacher went to her desk 
and picked up a spare book. She walked up to me and slammed 
it onto my desk. Oh! Oh! Now the trouble begins. I opened the 
book, and looked at the pictures. I could not understand what 
I was looking at. I was overwhelmed and afraid. I knew that 
that teacher will be calling on me to tell what I had read and I 
didn’t know what to say. Sure enough, she pointed at me to stand 
and recite. I stood up, but froze. My knees were shaking and my 
mouth was dry. I had to put on a front to save the day. First I 
looked out of the window, then I starred at the ceiling. I did not 
say a word, but I ignored the teacher. A little 8th grade boy just 
is not allowed to do this. The teacher flew into a rage. She yelled 
at me. Pointed to the door and made a motion for me to go. I 
went. I walked out the classroom and stood just outside of the 
room. I was now in the hallway, although the teacher wanted me 
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to go to the principal. I did not understand this. As I stood there 
alone, afraid, angry, I began to wonder what would be next. I 
couldn’t explain what the matter was. There was no one to talk to. 
Even if I could find someone, he would not understand me any 
way. So I stood, counted lockers and wondered about my future. 
Five minutes passed, although it seemed like hours. Mrs. Hertel, 
the Social Studies teacher came outside her room. As she saw 
me, she apologized in perfect German and had me come back 
into the classroom. She was told that I could not speak English 
and had trouble understanding her. Mrs. Hertel became my best 
teacher, who taught me English. I had to come to her room be-
fore and after school, where she had me read to her and try to 
explain what I had read. 

I survived junior high school, and even made some friends. 
Next, came high school. Custer High was about six blocks closer 
to home than Edison. My grades were representative throughout 
my high school years. It bothered me that I was one year behind 
everyone in class. This occurred when Onkel helped convince 
my parents to have me repeat 7th grade here in America even 
though I had almost completed 7th grade in Germany. This left 
me one year older than my school mates. In high school, I de-
cided to make up that one year. I took extra heavy loads of credit. 
I attended summer school and worked very hard to get respect-
able grades in everything I took. I have to say that Vater was not 
very helpful in this case. Maybe it was, because he never attended 
any school at all, he saw my going to high school as useless. He 
wanted me to get a job and convinced me to drop out of school 
after my freshman year. The only thing that prevented this from 
happening was that I could not find a decent summer job. Vater 
worked in concrete construction, a job that daily wore him out. It 
was very hard on him. I knew this, and saw this every night and 
wished better for him. I marvel every time that I think of what 
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he  accomplished here in America. It was his job to layout and 
set up forms for the concrete foundations for hundreds of homes. 
He could not read. How could he do it? I did try to help him 
on the evening before the layout. I would go over the blueprints 
with him just so he had a little better idea of dimensions, special 
instructions, and general advice of the project. He always seemed 
to do it right. School or no school. However, I believe he wanted 
a better life for me than he was having. When the sophomore 
year began, he sent me back to school. I was very happy to go. 

In sports, I always have been a fast, quick runner. As some 
of the track coaches observed my gymnastics class, they encour-
aged me to try out for the track team. I signed up, but when 
Vater heard about it, that ended that dream. It was one thing 
to go to school instead of working, but to go play was just too 
much. I quit the track team. I knew I could do better than some 
of my school comrades who received all-city honors. We played 
and ran against each other every day. It seems that I am bragging 
about my sports abilities, but I compared myself with other kids 
and I knew I could outplay them. Even in football my quickness 
was too much for most first string high school football players.

During the annual physical education track meet I scored 
in the top position three time in long jump, 50-yard dash, second 
position twice in shot put and high jump, and was part of a record 
setting relay team running the third leg of a 200 yard race. I have 
always enjoyed sports, but I did not excel in any of them. Almost 
every Saturday, a number of German kids met at Washington 
Park in Milwaukee to play soccer and baseball. Soccer was my 
game. My quickness came pretty handy in outplaying my oppo-
nents. During one of these Saturday games, a number of scouts 
from the Milwaukee Brewers asked me to try out for their team. 
This was a soccer team in a semi-professional league in the city. 
I was honored by the request, but I declined because the soccer 
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games were always played on Sunday’s. Vater would not allow 
it. I am not sure if I was good enough to make the team, but it 
would have been fun to try. Baseball was not easy for me. How 
can a person hit a small round ball with a small round stick. This 
was almost impossible. I could run and catch the ball, but hitting 
was something else. I later participated with our church team on 
a church slow-pitched soft ball league. At first, I was only there 
for a substitute. Then, they had me stop balls as a catcher. Little 
by little I improved until I played regularly at center field and 
batted 0.556. 

We played football in an open field near our house on 
60th Street. After the neighborhood boys told me what to do, I 
played football. During my first game, I took the ball ran down-
field until the kids pulled me down. That was okay until they 
jumped on me. My shoulder was locked into the ground and did 
not give. Something snapped. I broke my collar bone in my first 
neighborhood tackle football game. I was not sure if I like this 
game. But after it healed, I was back playing the game.

During a neighborhood baseball game, I tried to catch 
a flyball, but it hit my right ring finger, breaking it at the first 
knuckle. The doctor put a splint on it and taped it tight. After a 
few weeks, I felt that all was healed, and I again played baseball. 
Again I tried to catch a fly ball. Again, the ball hit my right ring 
finger. Again, it broke. I remembered how the doctor used some 
lollipop sticks to tape up my broken finger. I did it myself. It 
did not heal correctly and I still have a large bump on my first 
knuckle. This has caused difficulties reaching for things and hit-
ting the knuckle. 
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Chapter 14
Apprenticeship

Attending high school caused much trouble in our house-
hold. My father still wanted me to go to work and earn 
some money. School seemed to him just for rich and 

well to do people who need not worry about making a living 
with their hands. It took much lobbying and begging to return to 
Custer High School for my Sophomore year. I did have a paper 
route which brought in a little money. All money went into a 
common account. This account was managed by father. 

In order to finish a school a little quicker, I took extra 
classes and I attended summer school. I had enough credits to 
graduate after my junior year. No graduation ceremony, and no 
graduation gown. The principal of Custer High School came up 
to me during a class period, handed me my diploma, and shook 
my hand. That was that.

The next week, I enrolled into Milwaukee’s carpenter ap-
prenticeship program. I worked four days for E.C. Knull Con-
struction Co. and I attended Milwaukee Institute of Technology 
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one day for the technical phase of 
the training. I really enjoyed y work. 
It was hard work, but work was good 
for me. Most of my working com-
panions were helpful. They would 
show me the tricks of the trade and 
corrected me when I needed it. There 
was however one journeyman car-
penter who refused to work with me. 
He told me that “If I show you all 
the skills I have, then you will learn 
them and you will take away my job.” 
I could not understand the logic, but 
I learned the trade anyway. 

Some of the construction 
jobs around Milwaukee were the Milwaukee Zoo, the U. of Wis-
consin Milwaukee student conference building and the Milwau-
kee Performing Arts building. This last job was fascinating work. 
J.T., the journeyman carpenter and I set up and poured all of the 
concrete steps from the Milwaukee River up to the entrance of 
the building. The guests could leave their boats and walk right to 
their seats inside the Performing Arts center. I was proud of the 
results of that job. 

Our first automobile was a 1953 two door Oldsmobile. 
It was a plain car. Very little chrome, no automatic transmission, 
not sporty at all, but it had a pretty good V-8 motor. I did not 
really know how to race this vehicle, but its wheels seemed to 
spin quite regularly.

My father wanted to learn how to drive it, and I was 
ready to show him. Of course, I was new at this also. That made 
it dangerous. The car was parked in our crowded one car garage. 
Dad seated himself behind the wheel. I explained the knobs and 

Photograph 32. Helmut, 
1960, Custer High 
School graduation
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levers as best as I could and remembered. He stepped on the 
clutch. He then turned the key of the engine. It started nicely. 
I was standing behind the open driver side door explaining the 
driving procedure. Behind me was the garage door jamb. I never 
thought what could happen if this heavy vehicle would suddenly 
move backwards. That was what happened. I told dad to slowly 
take his left foot off the clutch peddle. He did that, but it was 
not slow. It was immediate. The car lunged backwards. The open 
door caught the middle of my body and slammed it into the ga-
rage door jamb. Thankfully, the engine died at the same time. The 
resistance of my body and the door jamb caused the engine to 
make one jump and then die. This could have been catastrophic. 
I could have been killed. I sank to my knees and curled into a 
pile. Dad was in shock. He flew out of that car and helped me 
into the clear. He was white as chalk. He determined right there 
that he would never drive a car. He never did. I was his chauf-
feur from that day forward. The family car became really mine. I 
helped teach Herta how to drive. She learned fast.

Photograph 33. My first car 
(Oldsmobile), 1953
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Chapter 15
Off to College and the NW

By the time of my fourth year as carpenter apprentice, I 
knew that I did not like to work in Wisconsin. When it 
snowed and snowed, and the temperature would go to 

20 degrees below zero, I yearned for warmer weather. I wanted 
to go to college. I applied and was accepted at Purdue University 
as a civil engineering student, but regretfully I turned that op-
portunity down. I chose to go to Warner Pacific College. I still 
planned to be an engineer, but my plans were changed. After 
coming to the beautiful Northwest of America, I was hooked. 
Besides Warner did not offer the subjects that I needed for an 
engineering degree. I changed my major to teaching, specifically 
teaching German. My time at Warner Pacific College was en-
joyable. During my first year at school, I only worked part-time 
as maintenance helper at Warner. During the following years 
1964-1965, I began my full-time work and full-time school. 
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Bob Christensen was my friend who shared almost all of 
my adventures. We hiked the beautiful mountains, we camped on 
some of the most beautiful lakes in Oregon. The greater North-
west area became our college campus. On the first day at Warner, 
all of us freshmen were gathered in front of the girls dormitory 
and we were given the rules and regulations of the fine school. 
No dating during the first six weeks. We were to meet each oth-
er, get to know each other, and get well grounded in the art of 
studying. Bob and I said OK to that and we were going to help 
our poor school mates out to study. As soon as the orientation 
for freshmen was over, we noticed that many of our colleagues 
never heard a word about not dating. Slowly 2 x 2 wandered off 
into the adjacent Mt. Tabor park. We waited a while and then we 
followed directly to the many places where couples disappeared 
into. Bob I would walk up to each couple. We introduced our-
selves and talked about how wonderful our school year was go-
ing to be, and hoped that theirs would be likewise. Usually very 

Photograph 34a. Charlotte’s 
graduation-high school 1962

Photograph 34b. Helmut’s gradu-
ation-Warner Pacific College 
1967
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few responses followed. We left and wished them well. After a 
few visits, we went to our dormitory to meet people.

I really was not that interested in girls. I had dates, but 
nothing was serious. Until I saw a pretty little miss sitting at the 
steps of some apartments which belonged to the school. She was 
waiting for her boyfriend who was at the apartments. I noticed 
her and she stuck in my mind. 

During the Thanksgiving holiday, Warner Pacific invited 
all of the students to a hayride at one of the local farms. I went 
to it without a date. We rode on the haywagon across the back 
field. It was fun. Then came the game we were going to play. For 
one game, every guy needed to choose a girl as his partner. While 
someone played the piano, these couples would walk around a 
circle until the music stopped. Then the guy would fall onto his 
knees and the girl would climb onto his back. The last couple to 
do this was eliminated. As I looked around me, a 6 foot tall girl 
was standing near. I quickly moved away. I didn’t want to get 
killed. I looked for a small specimen of the opposite sex. I found 
Miss Conrad. She jumped onto my back, and has never gotten 
off. After this game, we went our separate ways for a time.

Every year, Warner Pacific planned a Christmas banquet 
for its students and faculty. This was a big deal, but didn’t realize 
that until it was almost was too late. I asked three other girls, 
who turned me down. Finally, I heard that Miss Conrad just 
broke up with her friend. I asked her, and she accepted. She was 
number 4. We dressed up formally for this occasion. Charlotte 
had a really beautiful dress which her aunt made for her. I rented 
a tuxedo. On the day when I picked up my date, I wore a pair of 
white stinky tennis shoes and had plastic flowers for her corsage. 
She was not sure what to do or what to say. I let her in this pre-
dicament only for a few minutes until we reached my car where 
I changed my shoes. Charlotte and I saw each other quite regu-
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larly after this time. It was an enjoyable time. We went to bas-
ketball games, we went for nice drives in my ’62 chevy. We went 
to the beach, to the mountains, and visited with friends. As we 
learned of each other, I realized that God and serving Him was 
the most important thing in her life. This sealed it for me. I told 
her that I loved her. She was shocked. She even broke up, telling 
me we should see others. This hurt me, and I was done with her. 
Her beautiful portrait which always stood on my dresser was 
gone. I continued my life as I did before, but without Charlotte. 
Within two days, Charlotte apologized and wanted to continue 
our relationship. I said no. This lasted less than a week, when the 
young people of the church went to the beach. She went along. 
We talked and cleared it up. I believe we loved each other from 
that point forward. 

I gave Charlotte her engagement ring on a special oc-
casion. One of Charlottes’ friends gave her a gift certificate for 
one of the expensive restaurants in a hotel in downtown Port-
land. It was the first time that I tasted a filet mignon. We then 

Photograph 35. Charlotte at 
the age of three, circa 1946
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took a little drive through 
Washington Park. Just as 
the Halloween spook train 
came by, I gave Charlotte 
the engagement ring. It 
was romantic. The wed-
ding was over a year later 
on June 12, 1965.

Throughout my 
college time I worked 
nights. It was difficult at 

times working and taking a full load of college classes at the 
same time. I survived it however. My major switched completely 
from engineering to high school teaching. Charlotte and I de-
cided to move to Wisconsin after my sophomore year. We felt 
that we might be of some help to my parents. Things did not 
work out. The State of Wisconsin did not consider me to be a 
resident of that state, which caused my cost of school to be way 

Photograph 36. My favorite car 
(Chevy), 1962

Photograph 37. Charlotte at the Oregon Coast, circa 1964
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too expensive. We moved back to Oregon to continue my educa-
tion at Warner Pacific College. 

In 1967 our first addition to our family occurred. Heidie 
Helene was born on July 3, 1967. It was a hot humid day in Port-
land. I made sure that I wasn’t present when the little miracle ap-
peared. Charlotte’s doctor suggested that I remain in the waiting 
room. He didn’t want a grown man faint right there during all 
of the activities.

I graduated from War-
ner Pacific College in 1967, 
but I needed to finish my stu-
dent teaching during the fall 
of that year. Benson Technical 
High School was selected for 
me to begin my teaching ca-
reer. I enjoyed the students, but 
all so many papers had to be 
corrected. I was very fortunate 
to be working at Tektronix in 
Beaverton. The kind of work I 
did allowed me to correct the 
student’s work as well as keep 
all of the hydrogen furnaces go-
ing. 

Photograph 38. Helmut at Ben-
son High School, Portland, 
Oregon, 1967.
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Chapter 16
Die Arbeit 

Just before Christmas 1967, I completed my student teaching 
obligation. Our little family was on its way to Milwaukee, 
Wisconsin. I had no job yet, but we felt that we needed to 

be near my parents to help if needed. Heidie was placed in a box 
between the front seats close to the heater. Along the way, the 
temperature dropped to 5 below zero, somewhere in North Da-
kota, but we all survived the trip home.

In Milwaukee I found work again with my construction 
firms. Klug and Smith Construction allowed me back as journey-
man carpenter. I was very thankful. I again worked in construc-
tion, but I did apply at various high schools in Wisconsin. The 
first opening for me to teach came from a state reform school. I 
accepted it and I taught remedial English to high school boys in 
Plymouth, Wisconsin. This year was quite an eye opening time 
for me. Seniors in high school could not read or write. It was very 
difficult to try to teach them just the bare necessary skills. These 
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poor students had to put on this false front and refused to realize 
their need. Whenever I was able to speak with them alone, they 
let their guard down and acknowledged that they needed help. 
This teaching experience was very disappointing to me. 

During the summer of 1968 I received an offer to teach 
at Menomonee Falls North High School. I finally reached my 
professional goal, teaching German. For seven years it was a 
pleasure and a challenge to try to get these young mushheads 
to learn a beautiful language. Many kids had no desire to learn, 
because their parents made them sign up for it, or they didn’t 
feel that they should learn another language.  “Let them learn 
English” was their slogan. There were a number of students who 
put a good effort into the subject. Some of them became almost 
fluent in German. These were the reason for teaching.

One of the high-lights of my career at Menomonee Falls 
North High School was a trip to Germany. Students learned 

Photograph39. Vater und Mutti at 50th wedding anniversary, 
1969
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the reason for knowing German. They surprised me as well as 
themselves to the extent of their German knowledge. When ten 
students wanted to go to East Berlin, I tried to discourage them. 
I was not sure if I wanted to place myself as well as them into 
the position of Communist control. We exchanged 10.-DM for 
10.-Communist German Mark, and stepped across the border. 
I was concerned that our typical American kids would behave 
like typical American kids. I did not need to worry. A couple of 
the varsity starting basketball players in the group were holding 
hands, because the strange police state of East Berlin created 
quite a bit of fear in them. The death memorials of 16 year old 
boys taught a lesson that I could not teach in four years. Com-
munism was real. The guards would shoot to kill, if you did not 
behave. 

Our East Berlin visit was quite short. After three hours, 
my students were ready to go back to their safe and secure West 

Berlin hotels. We had one 
more experience to remember. 
The East German authorities 
had given orders to spend the 
10:00 Marks in East Berlin 
establishments. Not every-
one of the students did that. 
As one of the last of my stu-
dents tried to return through 
the West Berlin checkpoints, 
her 10.- Mark was still nice-
ly stuck in her passport. The 
East German guard ordered 
her to return to any East Ber-
lin store to spend her money. 
This caused an almost one 

Photograph 40. Helmut and Char-
lotte 
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hour delay. I was concerned. Nine students were safely back, 
but one was still somewhere on the other side of the wall. How 
would I explain this to the parents. The second attempt to cross 
the border worked. The 10.- Mark was stuck into a crack in the 
wall somewhere in East Berlin, and all ten students were now 
safely on the free side of the dreaded wall.

Our first house, which we really cared for, was a two sto-
ry old farmhouse in Germantown, Wisconsin. The age of this 
house was estimated to be 120 years old. The estimate seemed 
right to us, because the building across the street from us was 
built in 1857. This house was now a museum and was at one time 
the home of the Miller and Davidson families. The Miller family 
was famous for the Milwaukee beer, and the Davidson family for 
the Harley-Davidson motorcycles. We were quite satisfied living 
in this home, but once a person had seen the Northwest, it was 
difficult not to be drawn back to it again.

We sold our house and moved to Racine, Wisconsin. We 
were now attending a small church group that was meeting in 
homes. I still drove to work to Menomonee Falls. This was about 

100 miles per day. 
During the sum-
mer of 1975 our 
little family, which 
was now Lisel, Hei-
die, my wife Char-
lotte, and I, took 
an extended travel 
vacation. I bought 
a used Ford van, 
modified the inte-
rior somewhat, and 
began our trip. This 

Photograph 41. Our home outside of Silver-
ton, Oregon overlooking the Willamette 
Valley, 1980
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trip took us across Wisconsin, Minnesota, South Dakota, Mon-
tana, Idaho, and Washington. Once we saw Oregon, we were 
again sure to move there. In 1976 we moved to Silverton. Bob 
Dressler was so kind and let us buy a beautiful house on Starlite 
Dr. On clear days, we could see Salem and the Oregon coastal 
range. Teaching positions were not available, so I worked in con-
struction again. In 1978, Charlotte and I realized that attending 
church in homes without a leader was not good for us. We sold 
our house and moved to Arkansas. This move was financially 
bad for us. Jobs were hard to find. $5.00 per hour was difficult 
to feed, clothe, and house a family of four. When many of the 
church families moved to Washington, we moved again to the 
Northwest. I was able to find a good job as Tooling machinist 

Photograph 42a. 
Our house in 
Bismarck, Arkan-
sas, circa 1982.
The house was 
supposed to be 
a car garage, but 
was changed over 
time. Total cost 
including stone 
fire place was 
$6,000.

Photograph 42b. Another 
view of the Bismarck 
house, 1982. The win-
dows are swing out type 
made out of 1/2 inch 
reg. sash. Roof shingles 
came from the town 
dump. The floor joists 
were trees from the 
woods.
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for Genie Industries in Redmond, Washington. We lived in Au-
burn, and later Puyallup. Both were quite a distance from Red-
mond. The house we bought in South Hill was about 50 miles 
from work. I drove to work over 100 miles every day for about 
seven years. We finally moved in 1992 to Eatonville, which was 
about 75 miles away from work. I drove 150 miles per day until 
I stopped working.

I retired from a job that I had for almost nineteen years. 
Work seemed almost as play. It was a pleasure coming to work 
even though the commute was seventy miles each way. At Genie 
Industries I was in charge of designing building and introduc-
ing manufacturing fixtures, fixtures that started out in 1983 as 
small templates or drilling jigs. As the need for faster fixtures, 
and more production orders came, our fixtures became more and 
more complicated and easier to use. We realized that comput-
ers were needed to operate our fixtures. Visitors from Germany 
came to Redmond. Their first request was to see our much used 

Photograph 43. Helmut Hintz family, 1982, including 
Charlotte, Heidie, Helmut and Lisel.
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chassis fixtures which could be operated by one worker and pro-
duced completely welded construction boom chassis. 

The company grew from 140 in 1983 to over 3000 in 
2002. The computer software solid works which we explored and 
helped develop, became the company’s main engineering design 
tool. I believe that if it was not for some of my hard working 
boys, such as Mario Markiewicz and Ralph Weathersby, Genie 
could not have developed as quickly as it had. In 2002, my tool-
ing department was eliminated. 

I retired to a part-time job at Fred Meyers. It was there 
were I needed medication for my arthritis, which in turn affected 
by liver. As tests were taken, the doctors found that I had a spot 
on my lung. In August 2004, the was discovered to be cancer-
ous. 

My surgeon, who was going to possibly operate on me, 
was quite unique. First, he prayed with me to ask God to help in 
the decision making as well as directing the doctor’s hands if he 
was going to operate. He suggested that I take time out, visit my 

Photograph 44. Helmut and Charlotte, 1984
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relatives and very urgently suggested that I write a book, or just 
a record of my families’ experiences. As it turned out, Dr. Feucht 
was in my German class at Benson High School in Portland, 
Oregon. I was student teaching the class that young Kenneth 
Feucht attended. It was also Dr. Feucht who typed this whole 
manuscript for me. If it wasn’t for him, there would be no book 
of the Hintz family. I am very grateful to him for more that 
this.

It is now June, 2006, almost two years after my diagno-
sis. I visited my relatives by Amtrak train, and am still writing 
the book. My wife Charlotte and I are managing a lovely set of 
two houses in Eatonville, Washington. Our first daughter Hei-

Photograph 45 
a & b. Our 
house at South 
Hill, Puyallup, 
Washington, 
circa 1988.
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die Grigg has two boys, Carrie (11) and Justin (9), just recently 
moved to Boulder City, Nevada where she is working for the 
Federal Park system. Liesel Rice, our second daughter, with her 
husband Wayne and son Günter (3) lives in Auburn, Washing-
ton. Wayne is working At Boeing as manager. My sister Linda 
Hartmann lives in Elm Grove, Wisconsin. Her children Ervin, 
Gary, and Rose are near by. She has many grandchildren. My 
sister Martha lives in Spencer, North Carolina. David, her oldest 
son, and Cindy have two girls. They live close by her. Scott works 
for the American State Department, and has a wife, Heidi, and a 
young son. My brother Rudy and his wife Gerda live in Orlando, 
Florida, and have children Ralph, Sandy, and Bernie. Each are 
successful, and very supportive. There are six grandchildren. My 
sister Herta Brenner lives in Duisberg, Germany. My youngest 
sister Margarete (Gretel) still lives in a home for mentally ill pa-
tients in Germany. Trudy Razdik, my niece, lives with her family 
in Racine, Wisconsin.

I am thankful for all of my relatives and wish them all 
well. When the good Lord takes me home, I hope to see all of 
them join me in heaven. It was only because of His mercy and 
grace that this family was able to survive and enjoy the life that 
we have enjoyed.
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Appendix A: Copy of Zeugnis Heft
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Appendix B: Maps

Map of Wolynien (Wolyn)
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Map of Barenthin (Wusten-Barenthin)

Map of Sankt Hubert/Bendheide
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Appendix C: Sundry Photographs

Typical refugees fleeing Wartegau circa 1945
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Germany, 1920-21

Germany, 1933
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Migrations from 
1939-1944

Migrations after 
1945
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New Start- typical West-German refugee camp, circa 1948-1949
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German boy at the 
rubble of his parents’ 
home

Refugees wagon destroyed by Russians
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Mother escaping by foot with her children

Refugees leaving Schlesien
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American Airlift, 1948-1949. C-47 planes-Hinz fam-
ily flight from Berlin to West-Germany



166



167



168

Lunch menu from the S.S. Olympia
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Lunch menu from the S.S. Olympia
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7th Grade Class at 20th St. School. Helmut is top row, fourth from left.
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