My Memories of Pritzerbe

by Haide Schwarz Marcuse. 

(translated from German by Dieter Marcuse)

Introduction

Haide Marcuse, nee Schwarz, wrote her "Memories of Pritzerbe" on the occasion of a reunion of her extended family. Since she mentions facts that are known only to insiders, this introduction is intended to explain some of the background information needed to understand her narrative.

Haide has two siblings, her older sister, Antje and her younger brother, Eike. They were all born in Berlin, Germany. Some time after the outbreak of World War ІІ, the family moved to their "ancestral home" in a small town West of Berlin, called Pritzerbe. There they, together with other refugees of the family, lived in the house of their great grandmother. The great grandfather, who was no longer alive at that time, had owned several brick factories in the vicinity of Pritzerbe and a sawmill in the town. Pritzerbe is located on the banks of a river, called Havel. The sawmill was located directly at the river bank and received tree trunks that were floated down on the river for processing in the sawmill. Behind the sawmill was the main street of the small town and on this street, across from the sawmill, was the house the great grandfather had built, which now was home to 13 great grandchildren and their respective mothers, all aunts of Haide's. The fathers were all serving as soldiers in the war.

The great grand mother was still alive at the outbreak of the war but died shortly before the war ended. The house was also occupied by Haide's grand parents. During the last day of the war, a terrible catastrophe occurred. The retreating Germans were shelling the town in the assumption that it was already occupied by the Russians. One of these shells hit the house the Schwarz's lived in and killed Haide's mother and one of her cousins, 7 year old Uli.  Haide was only ten years old when this happened. 

In her narrative it is never quite clear which of the stories she is telling happened during the war and which happened afterwards. Pritzerbe was occupied by the Russians at the end of the war and later became part of Communist East Germany, known as the GDR (German Democratic Republic). During the early years, the communists did not exert such a pronounced influence that their rule is in any way reflected in Haide's story.

Haide's father survived the war, was imprisoned for some time as a prisoner of war, as were most soldiers of the former German army. There, he contracted tuberculosis and had to spend a long time in a sanatorium in West Germany to be cured. When he came out of it, he did not move to Pritzerbe since he did not want to live in a communist country, but settled in West Germany. In 1950, the father and his second wife brought Haide and her brother over to West Germany to live with them. But Haide's story covers only the time after their evacuation from  Berlin in 1941 to the time she left for West Germany in 1950.     

Haide's Story

My brother Eike as well as my cousin Hannelore have written their memories of Pritzerbe with the intent of giving the younger generation a glimpse of the life of this sleepy town during the time we grew up there, which happened to coincide with the Second World War and continued for five years after the war. Both of them are of the opinion that us old folks, and surprisingly they include me in this group, should write down what we remember of the olden days. This is tricky for me since the other two have already written much that is important and even funny. Nevertheless, everyone sees the past from his own perspective, therefore, I shall try hard to report what seems important to me or what I have experienced differently than my brother and my cousin. 

In Eike's reminiscences I noticed  what a fantastic memory he had, even as a small boy, for everything that is in any way technical. His observations and his understanding of these matters have accompanied him all his life. All this passed me by completely. I perceived these things as in a dream and lived within our large family group as a late bloomer, which gave me a feeling of wonderful safety, but without any real understanding of what was going on around me. Instead, I created a lively inner life which often brought me into conflict with the adults but which seems to have impressed Eike and Hannelore nevertheless enormously. Strangely, I cannot remember ever having been punished by confinement in the smoke house, even though we were all afraid of this punishment.

In addition to many cozy corners, there were in our house in Pritzerbe many spots that frightened us children. The lower entrance next to great-grandma's living room contained a corner which was intended for hanging coats, umbrellas and things of this kind. The stand intended for the coats resembled a thick tree trunk with branches on which visitors were supposed to hang their hats and coats. At the lower end of this tree stood a tall, upright carved bear whose paws formed a ring which was meant to hold umbrellas. On the wall, above this contraption, hung a stuffed great owl with outstretched wings. It was a huge specimen which scared us children half to death in the dark. In addition, there were other trophies of animal heads which, taken together, conspired to give us kids the creeps. In the dark, we always tried to pair up when we had to run passed this scary corner. When alone, one had to try to run at top speed to be able to survive the passage to the upper story of the house where we lived.

Great grandma's room was a sanctuary for us children when the upper story of the house was subjected to a general cleaning. In her room we were not only allowed to play, we also had to do chores such as dusting the furniture or brushing the fringes of the carpets with a special comb. Often we must have been naughty, because when great-grandma had her fill of us, she reached for the broom, at this point we vanished under the big sofa which frustrated great grandma's attempts at teaching us good manners. Being in her upper eighties and low nineties, she had a hard time with so many noisy and unruly great grandchildren. But I have also beautiful memories of my great-grandmother. She taught Hannelore and me how to knit and crochet just before she died. To this day I think of her when I do these crafts. Under great-grandma's windows grew boxwood bushes. These had a peculiar odor which I still associate with her whenever I smell them somewhere.

Eike has told of our outhouse for general use. Hannelore and I were more fond of the "other one". You must know that in our house in Pritzerbe we lived in style, we had two outhouses! The other one was mounted above the dung heap in the chicken yard and was intended for the workers. It consisted of a wooden board with two holes placed side by side, the whole thing was surrounded by a wooden enclosure. These we considered OUR toilets, Hannelore's and mine! There, we could safely sit and share all our important secrets, of which we had many. There we felt really cozy, just the two of us.
Since Hannelore came much later to Pritzerbe she had a harder time to make friends and be accepted in school. I already had my friends, Christa and Adelheid, when the Menzel's (Hannelore's last name) came to Pritzerbe after their house had been bombed in Berlin.  Due to her intelligence she entered school already in second grade and then again she skipped the third grade. That was the reason she ended up in the same class with her brother, (my cousin) Gerri and me. Actually, this was not to her advantage because she was always the smallest kid in class and in spite of her high intelligence seemed to be the most stupid because she did not understand what live was all about. She just had not caught up with us in her physical development. Cruel as children are, they called her  "Mongol Bitch", because with her big dark eyes she looked different than the other blue-eyed girls. This was a really horrible name for a little girl who, at home, was called little chickadee. But since she and I were best friends, she was soon accepted into my circle of friends. Another girl in our gang was "little Peter" Brauckmann who was my second degree girl cousin from the "clan" of uncle Juppi (Juppi was the nickname of my grandfather's brother). She had very thin, sparse hair which was cropped very short in the hope that it would be strengthened by this procedure. This was the reason why she was generally called by this boy's name. She was a cute and enjoyable  playmate who often joined us when we sat on the roof of our play house singing folk songs.

As I already mentioned, Hannelore had a hard time in school, even though all her grades fluctuated  between A and B, but she was behind her classmates in her physical and emotional development. In spite of this, I had the impression that it was I who had insurmountable, big problems. Not only was I dumb and snotty, I did not understand anything that was being taught in school and usually came home with the grade F in most subjects on my report cards. Each year the teacher asked me if I was satisfied with the grades in my report card. What could I possibly say to that with all those Ds and Fs to my credit? I regarded this question as an insult and answered belligerently: "You misspelled my name once again. it is spelled with "ai!" Finally I had the feeling that I could accuse the teacher of something. But I learned very quickly to make myself invisible by keeping quiet in class with the result that I was being regarded as shy. That was preferable to being called up to the blackboard. 

The worst problem arose when we were given the homework of learning a poem by heart.  That was not only frightening to me but it disrupted the entire household at 26 Muehlenstrasse. All adults, grandmother, grandfather, mother, all aunts tried to teach me that poem. Even Hannelore, who only had to read a poem once to memorize it, was incapable of helping me with this problem. The more memory aids and  mnemonics they offered to help me memorize the poem the worse the problem got. To this day I dislike poems, they give me goose bumps. A similar problem existed with the lyrics of songs, but that was not as noticeable since I developed superior skills in whistling. Hannelore still says that she thinks that all these "cute" wrinkles around my mouth are the result of too much whistling.

We had many serious and stern teachers who hit our fingers with a stick or a ruler until Mr. Foerster and Miss Lepke appeared. These were young teachers who had a good feeling for children and who managed to win our hearts through their kindness and good humor. We were most delighted when the two got married. We are still in touch with Mrs. Foerster. By now she must be well over 80 years old. When I came to Pritzerbe for the first time after the German unification, I met Mrs. Foerster on the street. When I asked her whether she still remembered me came the startling answer: "Of course I remember Haide Schwarz. You were the one who wrote under a composition on Michael Kohlhaas: "If this stubborn Michael Kohlhaas had not lived I would not have been forced to write this dumb composition about him!" Well, I am sure you can imagine how I felt at that moment. Haide had once more been exposed as being dumb and snotty. 

When in 1948 we were in the eighth grade, Pritzerbe was being prepared for a major celebration. It had been 1000 years since the village had been elevated by emperor Otto the Great  to the status of a town. Each class in our school was involved in participating in the celebration of the festivities. Mrs. Foerster taught us traditional folk dances in which we danced with long ribbons that were fastened on top of a Maypole until these wove themselves into a kind of braid. We all wore our best dresses and felt mighty important to be allowed to participate in such an important event.

The following memory is actually not related to our experiences in school but to the way grandma and grandpa organized their daily routines. At exactly 12 o'clock the warm meal of the day was being served . Since we children came home from school much later, our filled plates were being kept in the warm kitchen stove. Most of the time our meal still tasted fairly good even though it was somewhat dried out. But things got really bad if spinach with fried eggs was being served. The eggs felt like leather and the spinach resembled a cow patty more than a tasty meal. To eat this muck required a lot of fortitude. It took close to 20 years until I was willing to cook spinach.

Later, after grandpa and grandma had died and we had been taken in lovingly by my Aunt Nanna and Uncle Herbert, the table manners changed. The midday meal was served much later which was far more convenient for us school children. Aunt Nanna insisted that a prayer was being said at each meal before we held hands and said "This meal be blessed". The task of saying the prayer was usually assigned by Aunt Nanna to her son, Gerri. He performed this duty with "real devotion" by speaking as fast as he could without interrupting the conversation which he had just been carrying on with somebody. So that his prayer sounded something like this: "Dear-Lord, -bless-this-food,-Amen,-and-as-I-was-saying,-we-really-should......." It was amazing that Aunt Nanna would permit this kind of behavior because she always tried her best to teach us good manners. This was not easy during these hard times since she had five children on her hands. Initially, Uncle Herbert was not even present since he was still a prisoner of war who had not yet returned home!

The four weeks before Christmas, which in Germany were called "Advent", will remain in my memory forever as a specially wonderful time. When grandma and grandpa were still alive  we sat together around the big dining room table on which was placed the "advent wreath" with its four burning candles. Grandpa sat in his corner of the sofa telling us nice stories. In between, we sang songs, cracked the nuts from our own walnut tree in the chicken yard and worked on little presents which must of course be kept secret from the intended recipient. Naturally, the shoes for Saint Nicolas day had to be waxed and polished. Regardless of what we would find inside of them on the morning of December 6, it was an exciting moment and we were all most grateful and content.

Strangely, I cannot remember a single Christmas present which I ever received. I treasured most of all the entire atmosphere surrounding the Christmas season with all its secrets and with the warm and cosy atmosphere that accompanied it. How exciting it was when on Chritsmas Eve the door to the room was opened, in which the Christmas tree had been secretly prepared, we now were allowed to assemble around it, holding hands and singing Christmas songs. This was a unique experience which, fortunately, repeated itself every year.

A most important attraction during the Christmas holidays was great-grandma's doll house. This was a real antique treasure with which we were allowed to play exactly between December 25. and January 6. After that, it vanished once more until next year. Already the fact that we were allowed to use it only for a short time was important and made it extra special. But even as small children, we knew that it was unique in its construction. The furniture were peculiar to a specific time period and was all made in style. The writing desk was amazing. All of its drawers could be opened regardless of how small they were. A tiny cabinet had functioning doors and on its bottom we found real functioning drawers. The carpets and curtains were magnificent. Great- grandma watched us when we played excitedly with this doll house and babbled our "important" observations about the discoveries that we made. At this time she looked truly happy. I wonder what may have become of this precious object?

On the twelfth day of Christmas the tree was being "plundered", as we called it. Aside from the real white candles, which had been burning the night before for the last time, the tree was adorned with apples, nuts and cookies. Grandma and grandpa supervised the act of plundering. We children stood in a circle around the tree. Grandpa blindfolded one of us with a scarf. Singing, we marched around the tree holding hands until grandpa clapped his hands. The blindfolded child was allowed to approach the tree and grab one of its ornaments. This went on until no edible items were left on the tree. I am certain that today, nobody can imagine how important this ceremony was to us, because in those bad times we were all hungry, and I mean really hungry!

Perhaps, this is the right moment to mention grandpa's special gift. I became aware of this only after reading Eike's and Hannelore's memoirs. Both commented that grandpa had loved each of them best. They assumed that this was because they were the youngest grandchildren. But remarkably, I too had the impression that grandpa loved me best. And then I look at the old photographs which show grandpa with little Rainer on his lap and see how grandpa's face shows how completely happy he is at this moment, so that it appears as if it is Rainer whom grandpa loved best. I consider this as grandpa's special gift to give each of his many grandchildren the impression that he or she was his favorite. No wonder all of us have loved him dearly all of our lives . He was our beloved grandpa! 

He had also a special way of teaching us good behavior by being kind, firm but also smart in his punishments. If we had behaved badly but it was just a minor infraction, he would look us straight in the eye and say: "You do know that it was wrong what you did, don't you? Your punishment will be that you have to go to bed barefoot tonight!" We did learn a lesson in a kind and loving way - grandpa's way! 

So far I have hardly mentioned grandma. The reason for this is probably that she was too busy to take care of the household of this large family. To keep everything running during those hard times was no easy task! Yet, she was just as fair to us as grandpa but she had a different touch, a down to earth approach in a quiet way. She loved sweet things. Jello dessert were not very common in those days. One had to buy gelatine sheets. I remember the red ones mostly. The size was about 3 1/2" x 7". They had a pattern like the wrinkles of a shower stall door which intrigued us children. These sheets had to be soaked in cold water for some time. Later, boiling fruit juice and sugar were added. It was the job for us kids to stir this mixture for a long time to make sure the gelatine was completely dissolved. Grandma named this dessert "food of the gods". With that name and all the fuss it took to prepare, it just had to be extremely special!

     We children were just as excited when grandma offered us some gum drops which she kept for special occasions in a little cupboard in her bedroom. The colors were brilliantly red, green, orange and yellow. Oh, what a treat! Of course these wonderful treats all vanished after the war. They were just a lovely memory, as they still are! 

During the cold, dark Winter nights we sat together in our living room. Nobody had ever heard of a television set. Yet, grandpa had a "Volksempfaenger", a small square-box-radio. The name implies that it is meant for the "Volk", (the masses of Germany), so everybody could listened to the "great" speeches Hitler and his henchmen were giving!  I can not remember that music was ever played on the radio. The quality probably would have been to poor. The radio was turned on to listen to the daily news at night and to political speeches which were way above our heads. But we children knew that we had to be as quiet as church mice during these news-casts.

At night, grandma was busy with her playing cards. She loved to play solitaire. It probably was the only time she had to do something she really loved. She also enjoyed teaching us card games. The rest of the evening was spent playing various games. Grandpa, sitting in HIS corner of the sofa, always had some funny games or tricks up his sleeve. There was singing and usually we talked about what had happened during the day before we children had to march off to bed. These were "gemuetliche", cozy evenings!

Even as a child I had trouble with my feet. The adults called me "the princess and the pea". There was no question during the years of hardship that the children walk barefoot during the Summer to save the only pair of shoes each of us had. Nobody seemed to mind and yet, I could not do it, without pain. My feet just hurt terribly. I stuffed my wooden clogs and a pair of socks into my briefs which had an elastic around the leggings. Carefully, I sneaked away. As soon as I was out of sight, I put on my socks and clogs and off I went. But I had to pay a price, because I spent many hours mending my socks over and over again. One could hardly see the socks, they consisted mainly of mended patches.

We all had to do our assigned chores. During the war, we still had a number of helpers for the garden as well as the household. Gerda worked mostly in the kitchen. Our jobs consisted in carrying things from the stables or the yard into the house. For us, climbing the stairs was fun. It was of particular importance to get dill, parsley or majoram from the herb patch of the vegetable garden, just before the main meal. We had to wash it in the courtyard under the pump and carry it to the kitchen upstairs, where the adults chopped it up. In those day, all herbs still had their specific strong aroma! The over-cultivated spices of today remind me of hay instead of dill, marjoram or parsley. Never again have I experienced such exquisite flavors. These peculiar flavors will always remind me of Pritzerbe.

After the war we went out to collect leftover grain in the fields and blueberries in the woods. The potato fields were also inspected in the hope of finding a spud that had been left behind. Collecting mushrooms was a favorite pursuit. Even though it was important that we came home with full baskets and containers, I want to emphasize that we did like to do these things because while we were out together, we kids were by ourselves and could play at times and planned all kinds of mischief. Hannelore and I always worked as a team during these excursions. This was also the time, we became the dishwashers because the adults had to take their naps and Gerda was no longer with us. Now we had to be quiet which often got us into  trouble. Being quiet was obviously very hard on us. 

As mentioned before, these were cold and hard times which we all had to endure while living in Pritzerbe. Having enough wood for fuel was a big problem for everybody. We were lucky because on the grounds of the sawmill there was always lots of leftover wood. When the leftover wood began to become scarce, we children spent lots of time breaking up the pieces of wood  that were used to separate the planks for them to dry while they were stored in big piles. The planks, of course,  were the output of the sawmill resulting from the sawing of big logs. These short pieces of wood (2" x 2" by 2feet) could be broken up by placing them across two wooden blocks and hitting them with the blunt end of an ax. This did not take long and one could quickly fill a bucket with firewood. More difficult was the sawdust stove. That was a dangerous way of heating a room. But sawdust was abundant. Therefore, grandpa had such a sawdust stove installed in our living room. It looked like a straight, tall iron barrel. Into this barrel was placed an insert which was only slightly narrower than the stove itself. We had several of these inserts. They would be filled with sawdust, and that was tricky. A wooden tube roughly 4 inches in diameter was held in the middle of the insert, around this the sawdust was placed and tamped down hard. It was critical that no voids were left in the sawdust which also had to be dry otherwise the entire stove could blow up if it got too hot. This was no job for children, instead it was done by the husky workers from the sawmill. In spite of all proper care it sometimes happened that it banged frightfully inside the stove and not only the children but also the adults looked at each other with worried faces. Fortunately, nothing really bad ever happened, but we were all scared of this beast of a stove.

Eike has described how the Russians came to Pritzerbe. Days before this event the adults discussed what could be done if really the Russians instead of the Americans or the English were to arrive first. They seemed to be really scared of the Russians. From my naive vantage point I heard that it was decided to put ashes into the hair of my mother, the aunts and even of 12 year old Antje. Why this was desirable became clear to me only many years later. (Did the adults really think that the Russians would regard Antje as an old unattractive gray-haired woman?) In my phantasy I pictured the Russians as caveman or monsters but not people. And than they came! But, behold, they were people! Not only that, they turned out to be really nice to us children. I am sure that they saw in us their own children in far away Russia. They were definitely friendly and nice to us children.

On the lower level of the house, where great-grandmother lived, there was a beautiful, big porch with a glass roof  facing the street. That became our playground when it was raining. Hannelore, Little Peter, Christa, Adelheid and I spent hours on this porch playing ball games and various hopscotch games. We even used the short jump rope on that porch. When we played jump rope during good weather in the courtyard we used a clothes-line which was long enough that two or even three children could jump while two others swung the rope. We were never lacking in exercise but it is clear to me that we girls played different games than the boys.

A very important subject for us girls were the autograph books. Boy, were they important! Everybody was proud to collect as many entries as possible of terribly corny verses and even worse, shiny pictures. Hannelore and Gerda Riedel-Schulz showed me their "valuable" autograph books many years later. Today one can only shake ones head at so much brainless nonsense.  Nevertheless, these were of great importance to us during our puberty.

I don't remember when it happened, but one day Uncle Herbert came down the street looking emaciated and unsteady on his feet. He belonged to the lucky ones who had survived the war and the time as a prisoner of war, but it had been a close call. He was just returning from the prison camp. For Aunt Nanna this was a happy day. She had her beloved Herbert back! Now she had to try to nurse him back to health because he was only skin and bones. This was no easy task with the meager rations of  turnips, a few oat-flakes with plenty of husks and even mouse dung in it. It was not going to be easy! But Uncle Herbert did finally gain some weight and his spirits revived. He was looking for work in West-Berlin and, being a lawyer,  he succeed to land a job with the law firm of a Mr. Tovote. This firm had somehow connections to the American occupiers which meant that Uncle Herbert was at times paid with Care packets. For us in Pritzerbe there was big excitement when Uncle Herbert came home for the weekend. He brought with him amazing things! Fat, Hershey's chocolate, canned goods of all sorts and one day he presented us with bananas! I had never seen one but everybody talked as though they were something very special. To me, they were a big disappointment because I did not like them at all. To this day I do not like bananas. This was good news for the others because they got more of these rare fruits.

In the mean time we had grown to become little teenagers. We were generally happy, full of "joie de vivre", open to all new impressions and terribly giggly. Uncle Herbert brought us a record player and records which we learned to operate. But the best thing was Uncle Herbert's dear consideration for us, because he taught us how to dance. With elan and enormous patience he taught us the basic steps of waltzes, foxtrots and tangos. My cousins, Peter and Gerri, participated and so we spent many happy hours at the weekends when the whole family was assembled.

This was a specially enjoyable time for all of us. Death by starvation seemed to have been averted, everybody was hopeful that times were getting better. Even our father was still alive. (Alas, my mother had ben killed by a German grenade on the last day of the war.) My father was seriously ill. He had been confined in a prison camp where he almost starved to death and contracted TB. In the sanatorium, where he was sent to recuperate, he met his second future wife. Together they planned to bring the two of us, that is my brother Eike and me, over to West Germany where they had settled. The Menzels too had found an apartment in West Berlin. So, in May 1950 we all left Pritzerbe in East Germany. 

A whole new life was beginning for all of us. But the time that Eike and I spent under the care of the Menzels will always live in our memories as very special for our development. Aunt Nanna and Uncle Herbert took us in like we were their own children. They shared every scrap of food with us and they clothed us as best they could. With them, we felt protected and loved. It was a time when sheer survival was difficult and for them, we represented two more mouths that had to be filled. I shall never forget the love and care that Aunt Nanna and Uncle Herbert bestowed upon us. It was a time when we stuck together and each of us contributed to work for the common good. It was a wonderful time! It was our Pritzerbe time!

Appendix

Haide's Beer Story

Our drinks were selected according to the time if day. In the morning, coffee was served to the adults. Later, when real coffee was no longer available it was replaced by tea or malt coffee, also called ersatz coffee. We kids got ersatz coffee or cocoa for breakfast, sometime also hot milk. For lunch we got pump-water which one child fetched fresh from the pump in the yard and brought it in a pitcher directly to the table. This was something very special in our Pritzerbe household, because in most homes in Germany, no drinks were served at lunch and water, particularly, was practically "verboten". All kids were told water is bad for you it fosters lice in the stomach. Our progressive grandpa had a different opinion, he thought it helps with the digestion.

At the evening meal we were served juices or brown beer. Even we children had a passion for  brown beer. Never again has beer tasted so delicious as our Pritzerbe brown beer. 

This beverage was not bought in bottles in a store. This beer was brought to town in a tank waggon pulled by horses which drove slowly through the streets and stopped as soon as a customer appeared.  These were almost always women who came running with their buckets and often with children in tow. This was a great opportunity for a quick chat while the beer ran into the buckets. The beer made a characteristic noise when it flowed into the buckets. At first it hissed, but soon foam developed and then the sound become muffled and it ran more slowly. With this brown beer we walked home. The first task was now to clean the dirty, empty bottles meticulously with the bottle brush. This was an unwelcome job. To remove the old, dried beer from the bottle caps was particularly trying. These caps were of a special construction. They consisted of a porcelain plug which was sealed against the bottle opening with a rubber ring. The whole thing was held with a clever spring arrangement of heavy wire against the neck of the bottle.  It closed and opened with a distinct snap. The closed bottles were placed in the basement until the beer "ripened". I don't remember how long that took. However, in the end it became a delicious drink which probably contained only very little alcohol. Today, Eike would call it contemptuously a thin slush. Never again did I drink such beer or encountered the way it was being delivered and aged in the home.  I suspect that this custom has died with the war. 

The Haeusi

During the war we had a pig called Yolante. I don't know in which year the following episode happened. Just before the Christmas celebration was about to start, the adults called us kids and  Aunt Christel declared that she thought Yolante should share in the Christmas cheer. She suggested so that we should all go visit her and bring her some food. Thus, the whole family proceeded downstairs and was about to cross the yard, but we did not get very far because something caught our eyes and stopped us dead in our tracks. It was the "Haeusi" (endearing term for "little house").  Inside of it, candles were burning and cast a warm glow over its inside. Now, Yolante had to wait, we stormed to the Haeusi. Our excitement rose when we found out that we could indeed all squeeze into it. The Haeusi was constructed with lots of love and careful planning. Around a built-in table in its center there were wooden seats on three sides which now were filled to bursting. It had three windows with cheerful curtains. On the right hand wall with no window, there was a large shelf which held the most important implements - candles, a few plates and cups. On the table were not only burning candles but also a large plate with cookies and nuts. Our gifted Aunt Christel had even painted a large picture on the wall opposite the door. It caught ones eyes the moment one opened the door. We were completely dumbfounded! Everything was so exciting! The realization that we now had our own children's home was just great. How did the adults manage to move this large structure into the yard without any of the children noticing it? This move must have produced some noise? I guess we shall never know. But one thing is clear, the surprise was not only exciting for us children, its success was gratifying for the adults also. Next morning in full daylight we noticed how much love had gone into the construction of the Haeusi. It even had flower boxed under the windows. During the following years the Haeusi was not only our principal playground, in summer we also ate our evening meal there. This gave the adults the chance to eat their meal in peace and quit. I am sorry that no photograph of this beautiful Haeusi exists. The Photos that we have show a delapidated, decaying structure which is sad to look at, because it fails to show why we loved our Haeusi so much. 

Uncle Jakob

Our most beloved aunts were Aunt Christel and Aunt Inge. They were very young adults. They could still emphasize with us children and with their warm humor helped us to overcome many hurdles which other adults erected by their attempts at our upbringing. And then came the moment when they showed up in Pritzerbe with their newly wed husbands. Aunt Christel's husband, Uncle Martin, was good looking. but it took only a few hours until all of us fell in love with Aunt Inge's husband, Uncle Jacob. He had a twinkle in his eyes which bewitched us all. With his funny jokes, his enchanting stories  and his songs he could wrap us around his little finger. With all that talent Uncle Martin could not compete. Only much later did we really get to know and appreciate him. 

Uncle Jacob was a skillful magician. His tricks never failed to amaze us. His repertory was endless. We clung on this new friend like crazy glue and never tired of hearing and seeing his jokes and his magic tricks. He had a real feeling for children and must have been a terrific teacher. At the family reunions I always had the feeling that his son, Helmut Frantzen, must have inherited much from our beloved Uncle Jacob.  
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