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Genealogical Chart – Descendents of Vitus Johann Georg Seidlein

1 Vitus Johann Georg Seidlein, B: Mar 29 1751, Bamberg, D: Apr 11 1797, Bamberg
+ Barbara Friedrich, B: Aug 31 1741, Konigsfeld, M: Jan 22 1770

2 Friedrich Seidlein, B: Jul 16 1776, Bamberg

2 Adam Seidlein, B: 1781, Bamberg, M: Jun 03 1800, D: Apr 15 1811, Bamberg
+ Anna Maria Miltenberger, B: Dec 10 1778, Bamberg, M: Jun 03 1800, D: Mar 11 1823, Bamberg

3 Johann Georg Seidlein, B: Mar 22 1801, Bamberg, M: Apr 25 1825, D: Aug 20 1857, Bamberg
+ Elizabeth Schmauser, M: Apr 25 1825, D: Apr 25 1825, Bamberg

3 Christian Ernst Seidlein, B: Feb 24 1803, Bamberg, M: Nov 10 1828, D: Apr 27 1878, Bamberg
+ Elizabeth Anna Tritt, B: Nov 08 1800, Bamberg, M: Nov 10 1828, D: Jun 23 1887, Bamberg

4 Peter Seidlein, B: Dec 19 1828, Bamberg, M: Oct 01 1876, D: Mar 30 1901, Bamberg
+ Anna Schneider, B: Jun 03 1833, Bamberg, M: Aug 25 1856, D: May 05 1875, Bamberg
*2nd spouse of Peter Seidlein:
+ Maria Magdalena Schneider, M: Oct 01 1876

5 Lorenz Christian Clemens Ritter von Seidlein, B: Nov 15 1856, Bamberg, M: Oct 15 1889, D: Aug 18 1935, Munich
+ Maria Lippert, B: Jul 18 1868, Munich, M: Oct 15 1889, D: Feb 19 1956, Munich

6 Marianne von Seidlein, B: Nov 17 1890, Munich, M: Mar 03 1917, D: Apr 22 1979, London
+ Hans Siegmund Tuchmann, B: Mar 05 1889, Nurnberg, M: Mar 03 1917, D: Jul 20 1951, London

7 Anna Marie Tuchmann, B: May 15 1918, Nurnberg, M: Nov 29 1947, D: Sep 05 1993, London
+ Francis Joseph McCauley, B: Feb 16 1918, Blackrock, M: Nov 29 1947, D: Sep 08 1997, London

8 Thomas Patrick McCauley, B: Oct 26 1948, London

8 Peter Lawrence McCauley, B: Jan 15 1950, London

8 Malachy John McCauley, B: Jul 12 1951, London, M: Sep 18 2010
+ Melanie Sereno Fuentes, B: Apr 25 1977, Davao City, M: Sep 18 2010 

8 Benedict Francis McCauley, B: Aug 06 1952, London, M: Sep 20 2003
+ Caroline Marie Heath, B: May 25, Bristol, M: Sep 20 2003 

8 Bernard Vincent McCauley, B: Oct 03 1953, London, D: Aug 04 1954, London

8 Daniel Owen McCauley, B: Aug 28 1956, London, M: Jun 18 1983
+ Gwendoline Clarkson, B: Feb 03 1961, London, M: Jun 18 1983

9 Jonathan McCauley, B: Dec 13 1984, London

9 Benjamin McCauley, B: May 06 1986, London

9 Rebecca Louise McCauley, B: Nov 27 1987, London

9 Elizabeth Rose McCauley, B: Jul 09 1990, London

8 Bridget Ann McCauley, B: Oct 17 1956, London, M: Jul 04 1987
+ Peter Bryer, B: May 11 1949, London, M: Jul 04 1987

9 Joseph Robert Bryer, B: Nov 14 1988, London

9 Samuel Bryer, B: Mar 23 1991, London

7 Agnes Antonie Tuchmann, B: Jun 06 1921, Nurnberg, M: Apr 13 1950
+ Peter Alan Hare, B: Aug 01 1924, London, M: Apr 13 1950

8 Julia Mary Hare, B: Apr 01 1951, London, M: Mar 24 1973
+ Derek Pike, B: May 28 1950, M: Mar 24 1973
*2nd spouse of Julia Hare:
+ Richard Melling, B: August 6 1943 

9 Laura Marie Melling, B: Jan 04 1990 

8 Monica Hare, B: Jul 25 1952, London

8 Martin Hare, B: May 15 1955, London, M: Jul 22 1977
+ Caroline Jane Perry, B: Feb 16 1957, M: Jul 22 1977 

9 James Edward Hare, B: Aug 10 1981

9 Johnathan Bradley Hare, B: Aug 25 1984

9 Sara Elizabeth Hare, B: Feb 24 1987

9 Kelsey Emma Victoria Hare, B: Nov 09 1990

8 Celia Jane Hare, B: Jan 31 1957, London, M: Oct 15 1982
+ Andrew Robert Grant Dunside, M: Oct 15 1982 

9 Angus Andrew Dunsire, B: Jul 08 1987

9 Jona Mirran Dunsire, B: May 13 1990 

8 Theresa Hare, B: Jun 22 1959, London, M: Jun 26 1982
+ William John Wallace, M: Jun 26 1982

9 Oliver John Wallace, B: Jan 16 1983, Hastings

9 Joshua Charles Wallace, B: May 01 1985, Hastings 

9 Alistair James Riley Wallace, B: Jun 14 1987

9 Lydia Eve Poppy Sylvester Wallace, B: Aug 08 1991

7 Gotthelf Max Lorenz Josef Tuchmann, B: Aug 26 1922, Nurnberg, M: 1947
+ Gwyneth Mary Walder, B: Dec 09 1924, London, M: 1947

8 Caroline Mary Tuchmann, B: Aug 19 1948, London
+ Leslie Greenhalgh, B: Aug 23 1947

9 Victoria Mary Greenhalgh, B: Sep 19 1972
+ Allan Hogan, B: Mar 30, 1967 

10 Amber Hogan, B: Oct 02 1991
10 Billy Hogan, B: Dec 26 1992

8 Mark Lawrence Tuchmann, B: Apr 12 1951, London
+ Kuai Fong Cheong, B: Jan 17 1958, Singapore

8 Nicholas John Tuchmann, B: Aug 25 1952, London, D: Nov 06 1979

8 Elizabeth Sarah Tuchmann, B: Mar 05 1958, London
+ Paul Hamey, B: Mar 25 1958

9 Fiona Hamey, B: Feb 27 1992 

8 Lucy Tuchmann, B: Oct 15 1961, Blackburn
+ Martin Loughney, B: Jul 02 1961

7 Brigitte Wilhelmine Tuchmann, B: Jan 27 1926, Nurnberg
+ Thomas Dowling, B: Mar 07 1927, London

8 Rachel Anne Dowling, B: Dec 20 1952, Abbots Langley, M: Jul 15 1976
+ Philip Cooper, M: Jul 15 1976

9 Benjamin Cooper, B: Jun 02 1979, London

9 Jonathan Cooper, B: Dec 14 1971, London

9 Matthew Cooper, B: Mar 21 1983, London

8 Patricia Jane Dowling, B: Apr 26 1955, Langley Green, M: Apr 01 1978
+ John Kenny, B: Mar 23 1954, M: Apr 01 1978

9 Alexander John Kenny, B: Aug 11 1981

9 Edward Thomas Kenny, B: May 29 1983

8 Evelyn Mary Dowling, B: May 21 1958, Langley Green, M: Sep 03 1983
+ Timothy Peter Levy, B: Oct 31 1957, M: Sep 03 1983

9 Piers Thomas Levy, B: Nov 19 1989

9 Naomi Grace Levy, B: May 20 1982 

6 Peter Anton von Seidlein, B: Nov 17 1893, Munich, D: Mar 28 1971, Munich
+ Marianne Kronenbitter, B: Sep 18 1893, Munich, D: Jan 04 1935, Munich

7 Peter Kanisi Lorenz Georg von Seidlein, B: Jun 24 1925, Munich
+ Karen Elizabeth Shoening, B: Jul 05 1930, Charlottenburg, M: Jul 29 1955

8 Maria Theresia von Seidlein, B: Oct 31 1947, Munich
+ Georg von Langsdorff

9 Alex von Langsdorff, Munich

9 Leo von Langsdorff, Munich

8 Lorenz von Seidlein, B: Jun 27 1959, Munich

8 Rupert von Seidlein, B: May 04 1963, Munich

7 Charles Lorenz Rasso von Seidlein, B: Sep 15 1927, Munich
+ Irmgard Herta Wuth Ulster, B: Mar 12 1929, Meiningen
*2nd spouse of Charles Lorenz Rasso von Seidlein:
+ Gunda Everken

7 Hubert Anton Maria von Seidlein, B: Sep 06 1929, Munich, M: Jan 14 1954
+ Margarethe Stadler, B: Feb 10 1928, Munich, M: Jan 14 1954, D: Jun 17 1983, Munich

8 Clemens Walter Lambert von Seidlein, B: Apr 12 1953, Munich

8 Cornelia Irene Maria von Seidlein, B: Apr 12 1953, Munich

8 Hubert Phillip Frank Enzio Stephan von Seidlein, B: Aug 20 1954, Munich

8 Peter Jacob Maria von Seidlein, B: May 31 1957, Munich
+ Ulrike Reil

9 Katharina von Seidlein

8 Sophia Maria von Seidlein, B: Sep 11 1960, Munich

*2nd spouse of Peter Anton von Seidlein:
+ Anna Edle Von Hayek, B: Dec 05 1903, Dachau, D: Mar 05 1985, Munich

6 Eugen Seidlein, B: Oct 25 1907, Nurnberg, D: Apr 1945, Podgaratsch / Krotien

5 Eugen Seidlein, B: Jan 13 1859, Bamberg, D: Jul 02 1866, Bamberg

5 Marie Anna Cunig Seidlein, B: Mar 03 1863, Bamberg, M: Aug 08 1891, D: Sep 15 1893, Bamberg
+ Georg Oppellt, M: Aug 08 1891

5 Heinrich Ganghof Seidlein, B: Mar 29 1869, Bamberg, D: Mar 28 1870, Bamberg

5 Anna Maria Seidlein, B: Oct 03 1870, Bamberg, M: Mar 01 1913, D: Dec 28 1956, Bamberg
+ Johann Hohn, M: Mar 01 1913

5 Philippina Anna Maria Seidlein, B: May 17 1878, Bamberg, D: Nov 30 1881, Bamberg

5 Margareta Seidlein, B: Mar 11 1880, Bamberg, D: May 24 1961

5 Dorothea Seidlein, B: Sep 05 1881, Bamberg, M: Nov 18 1906, D: Mar 29 1956, Bamberg
+ Konrad Garies, M: Nov 18 1906

6 Anni Garies
+ ? Nuetzel

7 Paul Nuetzel

7 Joseph Nuetzel

6 Minna Garies
+ ? Ziegler

6 Georg Garies, D: 1939/45

6 Loni Garies
+ ? Aussendorfer

6 Marianne Garies
+ Andreas Wohlleber, B: Feb 07 1912, D: Jun 04 1982

7 Edletraud Wohlleber, B: 1941

7 Otto Wohlleber, B: 1945

7 Mechtild Wohlleber

6 Heinrich Garies

5 Pauline Margarete Seidlein, B: Jun 23 1883, Bamberg, D: Apr 10 1935, Bamberg

4 Johann Baptist Seidlein, B: Mar 26 1833, Bamberg, D: 1880, Vienna

4 Albertine Seidlein, B: Aug 31 1836, Bamberg, D: Nov 20 1861, Shillingfurst
+ Franz Diller

4 Maria Anna Seidlein, B: May 01 1839, Bamberg, M: Dec 30 1864
+ Phillip Gottfreid Cromm, Nassau, M: Dec 30 1864

5 Peter Cromm

5 Eduard Cromm

5 Minna Cromm

4 Anna Seidlein, B: Feb 08 1843, Bamberg, M: Mar 21 1870
+ Christopf Gruber, M: Mar 21 1870

3 Elizabeth Maria Seidlein, B: Feb 25 1805, Bamberg

2 Eva Seidlein, B: 1784

From the memoirs of Lorenz von Seidlein:

INTRODUCTION 

I have often thought how nice it would be for us descendants, if our ancestors had put down on paper their own experiences and what they could remember about their families.  My father alone has recorded various facts about the family, so he himself wanted at least to make a start, hoping that one of his sons or grandsons would command enough energy and enthusiasm to continue to ‘spin the thread’.

The following does not pretend to be a literary masterpiece.  It merely restates what I have remembered now, in my old age, about the lives of my elders as far as I got to know about them from my own experience and from what I was told and from documents.  If I were spared long enough, I would wish to also write about the events of my own life.

Beyond the data contained in archives, in copies from the ‘Housebook of the City of Munich’
, in the details from the lives of my father or great grandfather Radspieler and apart from the notes dedicated to various members of the family, I have also reported general events.

In my opinion, mentioning these will be of great interest even now, but certainly more so for the next generation.  The searches and writing down of remembered facts have kept me busy for several years.  The time spent on them was not regretted.  Apart from the pleasure of abandoning myself to biographical composition, inherited from my Franconian side of the family, this labour of love soothed my nerves and seemed to be the fulfilment of a duty.  I hope that to the coming generation the lives of their forbears will be a spurn and encouragement.

NAME AND ANCESTORS

The name of ‘Seidlein’ is a Franconian deviation of the Southern German large family of Seidel and Seidl.  We all probably derive from the old ‘Zeidlers’ (Bee keepers) who, to begin with took the honey from the forest bees, then developed the proper breeding of bees, combined with the use of honey, wax and allied industries.

Even in Franconia our name is rare.  By chance I found one called Seidlein among the defendants of Kronach in the Thirty Years War.  He was praised in the chronicle as having been particularly brave.

We have only few namesakes in Bamberg and we are not aware of any relatives among them.  According to tradition in our family, our far back ancestors are said to have been sailors.   I have never followed this up.  A coat of arms with twisted writing, containing data of our tribe, used to lie about at the bottom of our drawers at home, but later got lost.  We always looked on this coat of arms as something a bit comical.  As far as I can see, my ancestors on my Fathers side as well as those of his wife lived on the hilly part of the town of Bamberg.  

My great grandfather Adam Seidlein was in local government and died early.  He left, as far as I know, a daughter and three sons
.  The daughter was married to an officer of the gendarmerie.  One of the sons was a goods conveyor in Bamberg.  He was well off and is described as a handsome, proud man with a mighty beard flowing down over his chest.

The second son was lost in the wars during the early nineteenth century.  The third was my grandfather Christian Seidlein. 
He was born on the 6th April 1803. On the 13th May 1817 he was apprenticed to a master decorator called Loescheit and on the 23rd May 1820 qualified as a decorators mate.  From the 27th 0ctober 1820 to exactly two years later he was called up and was given leave of absence for his military service as was the custom.  He first served in the ninth Line Infantry Guards.  His height on leaving was said to have been 1.83m, very suitable for a guard.  

On the 29th January 1828, he was granted citizenship in Bamberg and a permit to get married, ‘in view of the fortune owned by him and more so, by his wife-to-be, guaranteeing a safe subsistence.’  For this he had to pay 35-fl 87 ½ Xr - out of this 8 fl 45 Xr was a contribution to the fire brigade and 1 gulden for tree money
.  His bride was Elisabeth Tritt, daughter of a road engineer.  The parents of my grandmother were Peter and Margarethe Tritt.

Great grandfather Peter Tritt was born in Bamberg, the son of a Taylor, in 1776.  An Imperial Councillor, Freiherr von Schrottenberg, originally employed him.  After the Councillors death he got the job of road engineer for the department of buildings in Bamberg.  

His first job was to repair a road on the Wuergauer Hill.  A landslide had occurred along the road from Bamberg to Bayreuth.  Because of this the army troops passing through had to make a troublesome detour.
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A French adjutant had stabbed Peter Tritt’s predecessor to death.  Peter spoke French and was a much-travelled man of the world.  Because of these gifts he was in great demand in those times of war.

Thus he took part in the establishment of a large army hospital in a wing of the Bamberg Residenz.  He could tell a tale of how, when the wards were crammed full, the dead would be thrown out of the windows onto the corpse waggons that took them away.

Peter was also present at the embalming and funeral ceremonies of the French Marshal Berthier, who lived like a son of the Bavarian Duke Pius with his wife and children in the Bamberg Residence.  As the Russian troops were moving in, the Duke had fallen from a window of the uppermost floor into the street.
  Whether it was an accident or not will always remain a secret.  In favour of suicide, as Peter Tritt believed, because of his rather desperate position of having negotiated with the Allies as well as with Napoleon, instead of firmly taking the Emperor’s side after Napoleon’s return from Elba.  Peter reported that Berthier’s body in glittering Marshall’s uniform with golden spurs was lying in state, attended by Russian officers.  Next morning the spurs were missing, having no doubt been considered unnecessary for a dead Marshall by the Russians.

Peter Tritt was a religious, but also a proud man.  He addressed distant relatives with the condescending ‘He’.  Right into the middle of the nineteenth century he wore knee breeches, white stockings and buckled shoes, and had a long stick with a silver knob.

His wife, as described by my father, was an eventempered lady.  Nothing upset her, not even when my father cleaned her wooden-framed spectacles with sand and scratched them to ruins.  These glasses are still in my possession.  Peter Tritt’s character stands out well in the following tale: His wife used to sit in her easy chair by the stove, a stone jug of beer beside her, saying: "I am having such a good time.  When I go to heaven, I hope the Lord will let me have a quiet little corner I like this."  Peter however walked up and down the room with long steps and said: “Balderdash, little corner indeed; space, lots of space is what I need to make me happy."

He owned property in the ‘Sutte’ of Bamberg, quite near to my grandparents.  My father, whose grandfather he was, spent a lot ef time with his grandparents.  Peter Tritt’s life was greatly influenced by the events of his young and middle years and he was full of stories about his travels, the Napoleonic wars, the mighty armies marching across Europe, finding quarters for the soldiers and many other troubles through two wars.  He used to drill my father according to eighteenth century rules, making him march, turn about and stand with his legs apart.

This Great Grandfather Peter Tripp I remember well from early childhood, says Lorenz von Seidlein, my father.  He was then an old, old man, still comparatively fit for his great age, but very short sighted.  When he came to us, he used to wear an old fashioned, wide coat with pleated skirts and large side pockets, I was allowed to reach down into these and take out what he had brought me.  He had money in the bank, which in his old age caused him great misgivings.  After his death, 600 Thalers were found hidden in his bed.  He died in 1862 aged 86.  It is a remarkable thought that Peter Tritt and I together have seen three centuries, that I have known and shaken hands with someone who lived in the days of Empress Maria Theresia and Frederick the Great, and of the Lord Bishop Franz Joseph von Ehrthal.  

The latter is remembered in our family for various reasons.  The years of this Lord Bishop were the ‘Good old Days’ for the citizens of Bamberg.  The institutions created by this great Lord still benefit the present generation.  Thus, the hospital for servants founded well in advance of today’s sickness insurances.  Other benefits are still remembered though abolished since the takeover of the Bamberg district by the state of Bavaria, like the University and the vast Bishops Court which created ample employment and in addition, a great deal to admire and to learn.  ‘Panem et Circenses’!

THE GRANDPARENTS ON MY FATHER’S SIDE

My grandparents had a house in the ‘Sutte’ at the foot of the Altenburg castle, which, with its high gables, was taller than most neighbours’ houses.  A small river passed the house draining the ‘Devil’s Ditch’ coming downwards from the Altenburg.  This occasionally burst its banks and after cloudbursts flooded the lower parts of the house.  There were two floors; the upper being occupied by the grandparents, At the back was an open walk, which had a lovely view over the gardens in the valley between the Domberg and the Kaulberg.  (Bamberg is built on seven hills.)  At the side was a mighty cathedral and the Bishops Court looked down.  Behind the house was a small garden maintained by my father, who tended it and grew vegetables.  By the river stood a plum tree, which always bore a rich harvest of delicious fruit.  Envious neighbours maintained this was because a dead cat had once been buried beneath.  This never hindered my enjoyment of` the plums.

My father took me regularly on his visits to them, Sunday mornings before lunch.  The grandfather Christian Seidlein was still handsome in his old age, a little more bent as he grew older, but a fine man in his younger days.  My father and his father were great friends, understanding each other without many words.  My grandmother ruled the household.  As was usual in Bamberg and may be still so in the nursery garden trade, she looked after the money.  She managed the housekeeping, shopping and bills and took all the money.  She handed over an allowance to her husband for his very modest needs.  Very likely, she was rather mean with him, as without her knowledge, he always left a few secret Gulden with my father, who, behind her back, let him have a little money each time he came visiting.  If he wasn’t able to give it to him, because she was looking, I had to put it in his pocket myself.

Christian Seidlein was a good easy going happy man.  Grandmother Elisabeth was very very different.  She signed herself ‘Elisa’ on documents, was born 1800, thus three years older than him, of a tall slim appearance and straight and upright into her old age.  She was strange, wearing peculiar clothes - different from other women in those days.  She liked to wear a small scarf round her forehead and another under her chin.  Her sharp though quite handsome features thus became rather prominent.  She looked exactly like the women from gothic times and maintained the scarves helped her rheumatics.  In this get-up she used to go about, not only indoors but also across the street not in the least worried about other people.  Around her chest she wore several shawls crossed over in front and tied at the back.  Around her skirt she had a large apron.  Only on Sundays and Holy days and other festive occasions, she wore a bonnet and a special shawl, but never a crinoline when these were fashionable.  Her clothes were always spotless.

Mentally she was superior to all around her and was well able to make this known to others by her sharp tongue and ready wit.  At the same time she was ready to help others and lend a hand when any of her friends needed advice, practical help nursing, minding babies and in cases of sickness and death.  She was quite self-sacrificing, but then people had to suffer her criticism, when anything was not to her liking.  In her own household everything was perfectly neat and cared for.  She insisted that servants kept her childrens rooms the same way.  Since she interfered with great determination when there were real or imagined irregularities and kept telling the maids off, she was highly unpopular with them.  She ruled her circle of friends, and despite good deeds was more feared than loved.  With my mother she was good and kind, although at first she had been against this marriage of her son.  She said ‘Du’ to my mother while she addressed her with ‘Sie’.  

Grandmother Elisa too had lived through the French and other wars and had a lot of stories about the armies marching through Bamberg and the misery of having the French and their German allies in town, as well as later the Austrians and the Russians on their way to France.  They all treated Bamberg like a conquered land and exploited the population in every way.  I remember particularly a description of my grandmother as to how a Frenchman, stationed with them hit the table in a rage with his sabre and kept shouting ‘Pannenkoken’.  They thought he wanted beans and cooked some as fast as they could.  When they tried to serve him he threw the dish at my grandmother’s head and was more furious than ever.  At long last they guessed that it was “pfannenkuchen’ (pancakes) he wanted and were able to satisfy him.  The whole county of Bamberg became dreadfully impoverished in those days.  Napoleon honoured an innkeeper in Burg Ebrach by taking coffee with him, then had every bit of his hay store taken.  The regiment of Hussars made plaits of the hay and took them away with them on horseback.  When the innkeeper complained, they just laughed.

Another time a Brigade arrived late at night at Burg Windheim.  In order to provide quarters for the men, every one of the inhabitants were driven out of their beds and out of the town.  A tiny girl was found twenty-four hours later in a hop field, lying in her little cot where the frantic nursery maid in flight had taken her.  Well nigh all communities in the Bamberg district had to sell their common land with woods and fields in order to pay war taxes.  They were still partly in debt in the eighties from those times.

My father was the eldest of five siblings.  He had a brother and three sisters.  His brother Hans trained as a cooper and moved to Vienna later on, where he obtained a well-paid position at the well-known Dreher Brewery·in Klein-Schwaecht.  He visited Bamberg several times and presented himself dressed in Viennese national costume and showing off, pretending to be very grand and a social lion.  All our relations were even more aghast when another time he brought his wife with him.  She came from Bohemia, was no beauty, wore flamboyant clothes and a lot of jewellery and spoke only a broken bohemian German.  The whole family circle believed that my uncle had abandoned his nationality and traditions.  My father had to make many excuses for him, saying that his brother had married very young and rather foolishly.  Uncle Hans always lived in the hope of returning to his hometown when he was older and start his business there.  He never made it, but died in 1880 in Vienna from heart disease with dropsy, a disease from which our family seems to die.

The eldest sister of my father was Aunt Babette Gruber.  Her husband was good at many things, useful everywhere, a man who seemed to fall on his feet very quickly in the most varied situations in life but never stayed anywhere for long.  The military selection board first employed him.  I can still see him in a handsome uniform, the trousers with narrow bottoms, the tunic very short and a small cap tilted to one side.  With this he wore a long sabre.  He would have done well with the military administration but preferred to take up a local government post.  There he was at first a cashier in the department for grants; showed himself to be useful and had every prospect of promotion, when he took the post of secretary to the court of Queen Amalie of Greece, who resided in Bamberg.  After the death of the queen he went into service with the Royal Court in Munich.  Even this post was not to his liking, so finally he accepted a job with the Court of Justice of Bamberg as secretary.  With all the coming and going, his household was frequently in a terrible mess.  The grandmother was often called upon to render material aid to her favourite daughter, which she did with no thought for herself.  

Babette had many children of whom the girls were all strikingly pretty.  I was godfather of one of the boys, Lorenz Gruber.  He was a good grammar school student, but his father with his restless ways took him out of school before he had reached his qualifications for his one-year voluntary service, after his sixth year and wanted him to train as a clerk.  This, in spite of the boy getting top marks.  I protested against this and later managed to get him a job in the Railway Transport Service, where he made excellent progress as an efficient and energetic Transport Manager.  As a Junior Clerk he once prevented a serious rail accident by pulling back a signalman in the very last minute, with such a tug that he fell across the rails.

The second sister of my father was called Albertine.  She was remarkably beautiful, with calm classical features and was painted several times by various artists.  Her life-size picture, head and shoulders was held in great esteem by her parents.  She married a big landowner - Diller of Schillingsfuerst and later went mad (the only one to suffer this way in our family).  She died early and had no children.

The third sister was my Aunt Marie, also a beautiful and efficient lady.  She married a landscape gardener Phillip Cromm; I shall have more to say about her in my memoirs.

THE FAMILY ON MY MOTHER’S SIDE

My mother’s grandparents were Nikolaus and Kunigunde Schneider.  My great grandfather Nikolaus Schneider was born 19th August 1764 was in service at the Michelsberg monastery and had a house in the Maienbrunnen in Bamberg.  When the monastery became ‘secularized’, he lost his job.  Through grieving over the loss of the job he became seriously ill.  He was admitted to the well-known hospital under the leadership of a Dr. Markus where he died not long after.  In those days people found themselves in greatly reduced circumstances through the incorporation of the county of Bamberg into the state of Bavaria, and many families became bankrupt.  As the house was of no value, Kunigunde Schneider with her two children, Lorenz and his sister Katherine, found themselves in dire straights.  Later she remarried a brewer Johannes Loch, who owned and ran a brewery in Kirchstetten.  Her second marriage was childless.

Johannes Loch generally called Hannsen Loch by the family, had been in Paris during the years of the Revolution and for the rest of his days, spoke in favour of the theories he learned there.  He spoke French and was particularly good at cursing fluently and to great effect in French.  He was a great admirer of Napoleon, but after his death became a determined Republican.  Later on he lived with Kunigunde in Bamberg again, and made his mark there as a radical minded man who liked to talk politics with great vehemence.  Thereby it came to strong differences of opinion, especially with his stepson, my grandfather.  From these disputes derives the much-quoted phrase in our family: "You’ll see how far you get with your boot licking of the nobility."

Hannsen Loch was unusually big and a mighty eater.  They say that one night, when a whole company of soldiers were expected to stay overnight, they were late and given up.  He then sat down and ate the whole meal meant for them.  To his horror they all turned up late and created alarmingly.

His step grandson Andreas Bleyer, a printers apprentice, for a long time played a very cruel dirty joke on him.  From the archives of his printing works he brought him a paper every day that bore the date of the day, but was twenty years old.  This completely confused the passionate old politician, when he read what chaos the French and Italians, the Turks and the Prussians had created again.  At his Pub too it came to terrible arguments when he dished out his twenty-year-old news and nobody would believe him.  

The eldest sister of mother was Aunt Kunigunde, a peculiar lady full of fantasies.  She spoke with an affected accent and was full of pretence and exaggeration.  Unfortunately she was married to a farmer called Guttmann with the nickname ‘Happes’ and was the exact opposite of her.  He drank like a fish and countered her affected manner with rustic coarseness.  This lead to differences of opinion and finally they separated.  They had two children, a girl and a boy.  The aunt tried to bring up the girl in her own way.  She called her ‘Anniegir1’, made out that the child had all sorts of talents and prophesied a great future for her.  She dressed her up accordingly.  In a way it was touching how, with limited means through a better appearance, refined accent and thinking beautiful thoughts, she tried to provide her daughter with a better future than she had ever achieved.  The girl, like her brother Lorenz, died early.  Both had consumption.  The boy had been trained as a carpenter, but had to give up early and spent the last years of his life in hospital.  He knew that he was a hopeless case but bore his illness with great equanimity.  He joked about the doctors, allowing them to treat him with this and that, with good grace, but his small fortune was used up completely by the time he died.  

My grandfather Lorenz Schneider was born on 13 October 1792.  The Benedictines first taught him at the Michelsberg monastery.  His studies were interrupted by the ‘secularization’ of the monastery.  His stepfather Hans Loch knew no better but to put this intelligent boy to train with a cobbler - Jungengel - in Bamberg.  The grandfather felt very bitter about this secularization which made such a severe difference to his young life.  Even in his later years, he was still angry abort the callous way in which the Bavarian functionnaries carried out the closure of the monastery and generally about the takeover of the Bamberg County by the Bavarian State.  

These Bavarian officials carried on in Bamberg as in a conquered city like the Napoleonic Army.  Their ignorance was quite laughable.  My grandfather related how they broke the precious stones out of gorgeous chalices and other ecclesiastic utensils.  The remainder was sold by weight to Jews.  They themselves had no idea of their high artistic value and after melting the precious metal down, stamped it into chests.  "That’s how we lifted the hands out of the crate," said a well-known lady in disgust, it was all that was left of a group of praying silver angels.  A Bavarian official ordered a turret of the Carmelite church to be demolished.  From the stone he got a bathhouse built, in the ‘Hain’.  It was supposed to be Romanesque style.  He named the Baths ‘Salubritati’, which the citizens read as ‘Sauluderbad’; (Bloody Bastard Baths) and, according to my grandfather, when the official proceeded to pull down the beautiful cathedral rear spires, the natives threatened a rebellion, which made him think again.  

The only reason why the people did not defend themselves more vigorously against the vandalism of the Bavarians is probably due to the fact that through the preceding wars they had been completely sucked dry and had little strength left.  Through their ignorant carry-on, for a long time these Tyroleans forfeited the sympathy and co-operation of the people in the new Franconian districts.  What little was left of literary and other treasures in Bamberg, was probably mainly due to the ignorance of the Bavarian officials who did not know the value of these things, especially the cathedral library and the books in the monasteries.  They tore out miniatures from old books and sent them to Munich.  Occasionally they removed the semi-precious stones from valuable book covers, thus from the Alkuin Bible, leaving the rest of the books in the Bamberg State library.  Other large precious manuscripts remained in this library because in Renaissance times a member of the cathedral clergy had them bound in plain leather and their plain exterior did not strike the eye of the Bavarian Bureauorats.  

The grandfather, on account of these events hated the Bavarian government all his life.   He was a good German and a passionate Bamberger but in no way a Bavarian.  In his young days, his bitterness was directed mainly against Napoleon whom he hated in addition, as the cause of his own domestic misfortune.  In this mood, when he was a cobblers apprentice, he planned to assassinate the emperor.  He intended to collect a basketful of big stones, leave them in the attic of his employer’s house, which stood where the road to the cathedral narrowed down, and drop them on the emperor as the procession passed by.  This intention was discovered and frustrated in the last minute and, no doubt paid for with whacks from the leatherstrap usually handy in a cobbler’s shop.   

THE FATHER PETER SEIDLEIN 

My father was born on 19th December 1828.  

He considered the primary school on the Jakobsberg rather poor.  All they aimed at was to teach the boys how to write and read.  The girls were not supposed to be in need of this.  ‘Being able to write only makes them a nuis- ance’.  The schoolroom was so badly lit that on dark days it was impossible to write or read.  The teacher then practiced mental arithmatic, at which my father was very good.  He left the primary school on 17 September 184O.  His leaving certificate showed good marks in intelligence, application, attendance, religion, reading, arithmetic, general knowledge, calligraphy and spelling.  He also served at mass in the Saint Jakobs church, together with the eventual barrister and Member of Parliament, Dr. Schuettinger.  They were lifelong friends.  Schuettinger had a lot of stories from those days, how the sacristan following their evil deeds, was after them, hitting them with the candle lighter, and how they shinned up on top of the highly ornate confessionals where he could not reach them.  Once my father when it was dark sat down inside a confession box, before confession time.  He was however, discovered in time by the priest and expelled.  The Altar boys have always and ever had a reputation for villainy.  An elderly priest once asked my father his name and what he did.  When he told him that he was a server in the church, the priest was horrified; "What, a mass boy? Lost soul, lost soul!"  

My father’s sponsor at his confirmation was a locksmith called Nieser, the so-called citizens’ locksmith.  Where the road from the Jakobsberg to the Sutte goes steeply downhill there is a reservoir surrounded on three sides by a wall and fed by a spring.  On the side of this towards the road, the locksmith had his property, the smallest in Bamberg.  Below was a tiny workshop, the work was done mainly in the open.  Behind and uphill was a small house just one floor higher.  It consisted of but one room.  The sleeping accommodation was in the attic of the workshop and could be reached from the house via a footstool, forming a bridge.  Still higher uphill was a minute shed.  The branches of a large nut tree shaded the whole edifice.  The locksmith was perfectly happy in his doll’s house but had to suffer a great many jokes about himself and his great palace.  A favourite joke was to put advertisements in the paper, saying that at his address there were to let three or four bedroom flats, large furnished bedsitters, store rooms suitable for receptions.  The old man always met any enquirers with great good humour and showed them all over his establishment.

On the 14th October 1844, my father was apprenticed to a master miller called Euchar Montag at the Bishofsmuehle Bamberg and had his name put into the Guild of Millers register.  This was done on the insistence of his father, who was dead keen on this particular trade.  On the 4th August 1846, he passed the required tests and was now ‘free from his apprenticeship and a qualified journeyman’.  He remained with his master for a further year.  

Euchar Montag was a decent, friendly man who treated his apprentices well.  For the rest of his days, my father remained good friends with his employer’s sons, who became mechanics and clockmakers. The daughter Babette too was very friendly.  I remember her well as a good-looking elderly spinster lady, always very well dressed.   

The work, for a rapidly growing youngster was terribly severe.  According to the rules of the Guild, he was not spared any hardship by journeymen, who were much older and kept themselves to themselves.  Particularly strenuous having to get up at all hours of the night and the winter, when the mill was kept going day and night.  The most difficult and dangerous thing, according to my father, was to remove the ice from the mill wheels in winter.  At one time he was about to do this within the wheel chest when the wheel suddenly started to move, In order to escape an almost certain death, all he could do, was to creep towards the middle of the wheel, which was moving faster and faster.  At the same time he was dipped in the water at every turn and had to swing himself up again and again, until the mill hands, who were sure he was dead, stopped the works.  As my father was pulled out, soaking wet and his teeth chattering with the cold, the few minutes seemed to him like many hours.   

Another time, a mill stone started to rattle violently, My father ducked without thinking and thus just about managed to avoid several pieces of a millstone that came flying over his head.  The stone had become broken while turning at great speed.  One piece broke a shaft right beside him and the other flew through the wall into a neighbour’s property.  That time too my father escaped death by a hairs breadth.  Such experiences must have made him into the man be grew up to be, steely hard, with great presence of mind.   

He had other memories from those days.  A very sleepy apprentice, instead of staying awake, laid down in the mill room and arranged an alarm bell that was to ring and wake him when the grain had all been ground down.  When this happens sparks start to fly between the grinding stones and there is danger of fire.  Of course this nearly occurred as the ringing of the bell failed to waken the apprentice.  He then tied his foot to the shaft with a rope but that did not work either.  The master and my father came rushing round when they smelled burning.  They found the apprentice fast asleep while the rope jerked his leg up and down, up and down.  

In 1847, according to the rules in those days, my father had to go ‘abroad’ for three years.  It was considered shameful if the Journeyman did not travel and go far enough, or returned home too soon.  Only spoiled ‘mother’s boys’ went just as far as the next county into a neighbouring town and had their relations visit them, The journeyman received a passport in which he had to have Visas about his passage from place to place.  This was always done with the usual bureaucratic rudeness.  On their way the journeymen called on masters of their trade.  If there was no job vacancy they received a small present of money.  In the larger towns they stayed in the hostels provided by their Guilds.  It was required of them to prove their membership of the Guild by reciting special rhymes.  It was all still like in olden days with their Guild customs and the sticking together within the Guild; but then already it was felt that all this rigidity, clumsiness and compulsion was out of date.  The journeying certainly had some advantages for the young men.  It made them independent, took them round the world to far away places and gave them a thorough knowledge of their trade.  Also, there was romance in this free roaming, as we well know from our numerous folk songs about travel and the poems and novels about it in our German literature.  I expect my father used to sing: ‘Das Wandern ist des Hueller’s Lust’.  In his tales from his wandering days he also mentioned that a young lad might come across some down and out fellow, shiftless and lead astray, ending up as a beggar and vagabond, lost to his original calling.  It was easy enough to learn to say “A poor journeyman asks you for a dime for food.”  My father travelled along the Rhine and found work in the Palatinate with a miller called Wiest.  When he went on to Cologne and hoped to go to England, permission to to travel was point blank refused and he was ordered to return to the palatinate.  To the police a journey to England, at any rate for a millhand, was quite unnecessary, also perhaps, for someone coming from the Palatinate, a little suspicious.  

My father lived through the rebellion of 1848/49 in close proximity.  The quiet, ever diligent and thrifty mill hand who had asked his master to keep his savings of 300fl.  For him, this was possibly a great contrast to the excitable screaming Palatinate people.  The other millhands ran away and he was left alone in the mill.  For protection of the elderly miller and his wife, he slept in the front room of the mill-house.  Their parlour was furnished in the old French style and had beds with silk covers.  The revolutionaries came to the mill several times.  Apart from several decent folk and enthusiasts among them, there were a lot of ragamuffins.  Usually they were satisfied with bad wine and bread and cheese and, if met politely, rarely asked for more.  My father was not affected by these events, although he was in the middle of it all.  In spite of his youth, he very soberly considered the whole movement as a fantasy and impossibility.  After that, my father was called up and by his wish, joined the Artillery in the Palatinate.  He served at Landau and Germersheim, altogether little more than two years and in between worked partly in his former mill in the Palatinate, partly in his hometown Bamberg.  He had a very poor opinion of his military service.  The well-to-do were able to pay a substitute who, according to the possibility of an imminent war charged a great deal or less.  These old retired soldiers were lazy louts and well versed in all the tricks of the trade.  The service itself, even with the artillery, which was still the liveliest service, followed its ancient mummyfied tradition.  The food, father said, was abominable.  A soldier who was unable to add to the sustenance from his own pocket was truly in a miserable position.  Father had to help many of his friends from home.  The Franconian soldiers were prone to catching Typhus fever.  My Father may possibly have gained some immunity during his previous sojourn in the Palatinate.  He was so fed up with his military service, that he would not join the civil defence in Bamberg but bought his dispensation.  Not even the likelyhood of higher pay, in view of his past service, tempted him.  I still remember this playing at soldiers of the civil defence in my early youth quite well.  The uniforms were, according to the time they were made, as different as chalk and cheese according to their time of purchase.  The skinny, tall sargeant major Goebelein was a particularly comical figure, His main income derived from the fact that the jail was incorporated in his quarters, and the merrymaking of the citizens who played truant when it came to ground drill and preferred to be arrested by him.  When this ‘Dad’s Army’ marched in procession, they were headed by bearded carpenters, as had been the custom in Napoleonic days, with bearskins, white leather aprons and their hatchet over shoulder, marching along very solemly.  Then came the band, musicians, large and small, as they could be found and assembled, and playing accordingly.  Thereupon, proudly on horseback, the Major, looking a little more military.  With most of the other officers you could easily tell what they did in civilian life, despite the rattle of their sabres.  In spite of trying hard, they could not manage to march in step and some insisted on starting wrong foot forward.  When there was a ‘scramble’ on the parade ground, they scrambled all right, officers and men together, to the beer tent erected on the far side of the ground.  

The main activity of the civil defence consisted in lining the route at processions and solemn receptions of dignitaries, to which they lent a very martial look.  When the King, at one such reception, put his hand on one of these civil soldiers, he was so proud that he asked his wife at home to kiss his shoulder since the king had touched it.  When his wife showed no intention of complying with this request, it came to a fierce quarrel during which your brave civil warrior was expelled from his house by his irate spouse.  Possibly these honest men were a great deal better than their reputation in our family and my judgement was influenced against them through their mockery by my father.  

At my cousins, Andreas Bleyer, a bear skin was kept in a garden room for ages.  I should have loved it as a present, but it could not be spared, as the cat was in the habit of using it regularly to have her kittens in.

Towards the end of his military service my father passed his Masters diploma.  In fact it was rether a farce, during which the mill hand had to properly mill a cart-load of grain, but could be helped with his task, while the examining magistrate ate and drank all before him at the expense of the candidate.

He then managed the business for the elderly and frail mill master, Montag, his former instructor, and made a good living out of it.

My father was an uncommonly hard worker.  At one time he overdid it.  When the mill hands, despite urgent work, took time off to go boozing around the pubs, he worked non-stop for three days and three nights.  Finally he collapsed.  After admission to hospital he slept for thirty-six hours and all that was wrong with him on waking up was that he was absolutely ravenous.  The doctor discharged him with the earnest advice not to be so silly again.

From this occurrence my father learned a lesson to last him all his life.  One new years eve he was enticed to go to a partyy of millers and fellow mill hands to the saloon bar of the millers hostel.  The mill hands had probably plotted in advance to relieve the well-heeled budding mill master of his money.

At first they drank his health accordingly, then they persuaded him to play cards proceeding from beer to punch.  My father left early, but found next morning that a great deal of money was missing after his card game.  There was a large bill from the publican as well, sent to him, as he was the only one of the whole crowd likely to be able to pay.  He paid for a vast quantity of expensive of drink without a word, but never played cards again and never went out on New Year’s eve.

Seeing that he led such a simple and thrifty existence it is surprising to find that he owned a quantity of expensive suits and pointed shoes and was quite a dandy.  On a picture from those days he wears a moustache, side burns, his hair parted at the side and a wide black cravat.  He had a brown coat with tight sleeves and side pockets, a waistcoat with blue flowers, cut deep with points below.  His trousers were green with narrow brown stripes like a fashion plate.

At this time he became engaged to my mother whom he had courted for a long time, and got married early in 1856.  "So much love I have sewn into this shift,” said my mother some years later to me when she looked at my father’s nuptual nightshirt.

In those days the law made it very difficult to make oneself independent.  My father, as a fully trained miller could become either the master of a mill or of a flour business.  For the first it was necessary to buy a mill.  There was no opportunity for this nor did they have enough money.  A flour business however, could be obtained - like a chemist shop nowadays; through acquiring an already existing so called ‘goodwill’, or through the grant of a new lease.  Meanwhile my father married as manager of the Montag’s mill.  At the same time he endeavoured to obtain from the government a permit for a new flour business, which was justified by the increase in population of Bamberg.  After lengthy efforts this was granted at long last, not to my father but to a dancing teacher, who, among other trades had once been a miller.  It was not possible to find out why the business did not go to my father.  The dancing teacher later on went miserably bankrupt, but that was little use to my parents.  All they could do now in order to achieve independence was to buy a ‘goodwill’.  There was a chance of this after the death of a flour dealer called Urwein.  The cost of the business left my parents with little money.  A few years later a law to free the trade was introduced and thus the money spent was wasted.

On the road to the Michelsberg there is a house with the picture of the Archangel Michael, as he stabs the devil.  The house is peculiar in as much as it has two equally large front doors, probably due to the union of two formerly separate houses.  This is where I was born on 15 November 1856.

Behind it there was a yard and a largish garden in the vale between the Michelsberg and Jacobsberg.  The property belonged to the landscape gardener Leychner a very kindly man, who brought a great deal of pleasure to me, and others later on through his remarkable ‘scientific lectures’, especially in the Bamberg Horticultural Society.  He had a wife and a daughter both of who were known as equally thrifty and energetic.  The daughter, Miss Anni, showed these peculiarities quite early in life, as shown in the following event.  When I was able to walk, I chased a little pig belonging to Mr. Leychner round the yard.  It happened to run into a corner where there was a covered well, broke through the rotten wooden cover and fell into the well.  My father came running and called to Miss Anni asking her for her washing line, as he wanted to pull the pig out.  She said "What must you be thinking, that would make my washing line quite dirty," and let the pig drown.  Old man Leycher said philosophically "Better the pig than the boy." Another time too, he took my part against his ladies, when I picked the small, unripe fruit off his orange trees in the garden.  He said, "The boy’s just imitating me." 

These events, of course, I cannot remember, neither an eye operation for chickenpox in my right eye which made it permanently dim.

I am supposed to have been so tiny at birth that I could have fitted into a quart jug.  However, I grew big and strong in no time.

My grandfather Schneider was my godfather too.  I was given the names Lorenz Christian Clemens.  Lorenz and Christian after my grandfathers and Clemens after the saints day of my christening.

From early childhood I used to be brought to the grandparents and the uncle in Schillingsfuerst, which was a lot of trouble for my parents.  My early, very dark memories go back to this - rabbits kept by grandmother, which gave me enormous pleasure - a large beautiful garden and broad passages in the presbytery, which formerly had been a monastery.  At the wedding of my Aunt Albertine too, I was at Schillingsfuerst.  I was given wine to drink and was quite ill, causing great sympathy in the family all round, which had stayed in my memory.

A further memory from my very early years is connected with our cousin Kaethel (Kathy), whom we often visited.  She taught me my first songs.  Her son, our cousin Johann Bleyer, played ‘cops and robbers’ with his children and me in the cousin’s room.  He, as a bloodthirsty robber sat with us on the floor and sang ‘A free life, that is what we lead, a life that’s full of fun.  The woods are where we sleep at night, the moon is our sun.’  That is the only thing I can remember from the days when we lived at the Michelsberg house.  In truth, I cannot recall my parents at the time when I was quite little.  A child does not realise how much parents care about him, this is taken for granted, and no special events have stuck in my memory.  I know my father was a tall man with a lively but serious expression, my mother was tall and slim.  She had abundant, dark hair and blue eyes.  Later on, people told me that she had been a beautiful woman.  All I know was that she was my most caring, most kindhearted, most darling mother.

She had the gift of the gab, and knew hundreds of sagas, fairy stories and anecdotes.  I was very surprised when, as a student, I found a number of her funny stories in the books of Hans Sachs (a Nuremberg cobbler poet also found in the ‘Hastersingers’ by Wagner).  They were age-old folk yarns, passed down the Franconian generations, and also used by Hans Sachs.  She said she had heard it all from our grandfather.  She herself added the gift of being a marvellous story teller, able to make things up, as she went along and making tales and fairy stories so charming and exciting, that we children never got tired of listening.

There was never anything sentimental or false in my mother’s stories.  You could see it all alive in your minds eye and had the feeling that it all really happened.  This gave me such a taste for realistic description, that later on, the dreary stories in my schoolbooks seemed quite dreadful, and full of lies.  Even the then popular stories of Christoph Von Schmitt never were to my taste, the people in them did not talk and act like real men and women.

After my father had bought the flour business from Urwein, we moved from our beloved Michelsberg into the lower part of the town.  The business house in which were both the storerooms and the living quarters, was in the former Fish Mill.  This was a most peculiar building formerly a mill, which was made redundant by the structure of the Donau-Main Canal.  It stood at the near end of the road leading from the upper to the lower bridge, a narrow small house, widening a lot towards the back.

There was a passage, then an ample room of the previous mill, in which the ceiling was supported by a stone pillar, From.there the doors led to the various rooms and to the kitchen.  In this large hall stood the father’s cases of flour, and towards the middle, big sacks of flour, or grain - wonderful things to climb about on.  This hall had a large Romanesque shaped window and a gate leading by steps to the yard.  The door was divided into an upper and lower half; the lower one made a wonderful swing when pushed away by foot.

Once every year before Christmas, Santa Claus came to us.  According to tradition he had been a holy bishop, but to us, a great source of terror.  He was dressed in a huge fur and wore a chain round his neck.  We terrified children had recited to him the little prayers we knew, and he had thrown to us, as usual, nuts, apples and gingerbread.  We were greatly relieved when the monstrous, loud shouting apparition was leaving.  Next thing, there was a thud and a wail, Santa had fallen down the steps.  My father in front and we behind lifted the poor, fainting saint up, whereupon he was discovered to be a baker’s apprentice from the neighbourhood.  My mother said it was the punishment for eating most of the nuts and apples that she had given him for us, himself.

At the side of the hall was the kitchen, which still had an almighty black chimney-flue above the hearth.  Beside this was another arrangement, by which, by Franconian custom, it was possible to cook on the living room stove from the kitchen, in the winter when this stove was lit.  The kitchen window looked out on the so-called Feuergasse, a kind of mews road, allowing a back entrance to the houses along the street to the upper bridge.  This road was not open to the public transport and therefore our neighbours used it for certain secret jobs they did not want to be seen doing in public.  The master bookbinder, a very grand man, used to saw his firewood himself, for his household.  The brushmaker, in trousers and shirtsleeves, arranged his timber for the brushes, consuming an incredible amount of beer all the while.  The fur dealer beat with sticks all the furs left with him for careful storage through the summer,·and combed them with metal combs; the air was full of flying hair.  The lady owner’s own hair would have stood on end, had they witnessed this sort of treatment.  Apart from this he used to catch cats there and skin them, Their fur was shorn and used, dyed different colours.  God knows under what fancy names he sold them.  He must have had special means for attracting these animals, as there often were a hundred or more skins at one time.  It was interesting but somewhat horrifying to watch all these goings on.

The house had many dark nooks and crannies.  On stormy days the wind whistled through the yard and the Feuergasse, and rattled at doors and windows.  It tapped and creaked and ticked by night in the house quite often, as if the old mill works were still going and the mill hands were still running backwards and forwards.  But quiet and eery as the passages, the yard and the Feuergasse were, the living accommodation was bright and friendly.  This went between the upper and lower bridge towards the river Regnitz.  The river in front of us was divided in two by a peninsula.  Through the green you could see the Bamberg town hall, situated opposite us with the then quite new, colourful frescoes by Anwander and the elegant turret.  Up river was the upper stone bridge.  Of this you could only see the mighty lower structure and what loomed above over the balustrade.

Down river was a view of the Dominican monastery with its high church roof and of the low bridge further down.  The traffic on the bridge alone was a spectacle that offered constant entertainment, even more so, the Kanal into the Regnitz as there was in those days a very brisk traffic.  From early morning until late at night ships and barges were passing.  The boats disembarked, unloading on the shore or into each other.  Others were held up when the towpath was interrupted and the tow horses had to be led a round about way from one canal side to the other.  All this was done in a most lively way.  The boat people and tow horse leaders were yelling at each other, the horse bells clanged, the chains rattled.  If barges were coming along as well and the boats had to give way, there regularly followed altercations with incredible insults in which threats of murder and manslaughter were of the gentler sort.  However, it never did come to any blows.  The worst that happened was that one of them shouted to his mates; "Hold me, Hold me, or else I’ll break his back!" The boatmen in those days were well-paid and proud people.  I knew many of them personally, as they often carried consignments of animal fodder and bran to the Rhine for my father, collecting them here or bringing us grain and pulses, which my father traded.  They wore their caps at an angle and had an aggressive, cocky way of walking.  I specially remember one of them.  When he knew you were watching, he walked about his boat real smart and fell in the water once or twice.  Later on he fell on evil days, he did not exactly come begging, but blinked his eye miserably at my father and said; "Oh Master Peter, things are bad." He was allowed to take a pinch of snuff from my father’s box and was handed a few coins.  This raised his spirits and he walked off in his former smart fashion.

With the dwindling of the boat traffic on the canal because of the railways, most of the boatmen found themselves in dire straits.  The barge operators, who had been making regular journeys, had no more goods to carry, and sold their craft on the Neckar and Rhein.  The boatmen became fishermen and in a few years caught so many fish that there wasn’t a solitary large fish left in the Regnitz.  My father later was a founder member of a fish-breeding club in order to help restore the fish to his beloved Regnitz.

OUR NEIGHBOURS 

The house, in which we lived, belonged to a Frau Niemann, called generally ‘the old Fisch-muellerin’.  She was a dumpy little woman, quite we1l-off, but very careful with her money.  She drove a hard bargain, even with minor purchases and the tradesmen dreaded her.  She also was very nosey.  When other inmates carried on a conversation you could be sure that she was listening behind the nearest door.  We used to sometimes beat our meat to make it tender for outlets, for instance.  "They are at it again with their picking and pecking - those Seidleins." She lived in a room on the first and only floor in front of the building.  It faced the street and she was forever behind the curtain peeping when she was not creeping about in the house.  She was so curious that, when my father returned from the pub at night with her son-in-law, who lived in the same house, she would get out of bed and listen at the window.  The two of them used this to bring the most outlandish yarns to her ears, which she carried about with her next day, shaking her head, and telling all and sundry about them when she did her shopping.

On the floor above us at the back of the house there lived two elderly ladies, the Misses von Schwingenstein, with their brother, a retired magistrate.  They were both tiny, with large eyes, dressed alike and spotlessly clean in their clothes as well as in their household.  They made no noise and I never saw them smile.  Their brother had had a stroke and dragged one foot painfully after him.  Every day he went to a Cafe at a certain hour, where he watched the chess and domino players, his only luxury.  His gentleman’s clothes were a little shabby and he always wore gloves.  His sisters were very strict with him.  He seemed to live on a small pension and was dependent on the financial help of his sisters, who enjoyed a modest comfort.  The magistrate had the reputation of having wasted his part of the inheritance like the prodigal son, and his retirement pension as well.

Later, a niece joined the Misses von Schwingenstein, called Bertha.  She stayed in Bamberg for her higher education and fell victim to the oldest Bamberg jokes.  When we told her, the stone ox over the slaughterhouse always stood up when the bell rang for prayers at noon on Good Friday, she would go and stand there to see.

Or else, we told her that in the church of St. Getreu, there was a tomb of Christ behind the altar surrounded by life sized stone men.  If you were to whisper to any of them, "What are you doing there?” he would answer, "nothing." She thought about this for a whole day then came to tell us; "this can’t be true, these men are Hebrew and unable to speak German."  One day she was alone with my baby sister Anna and gave the tiny baby a nut to eat.  The child nearly choked, but I came just intime and got, the nut out of her throat.  Miss Bertha had her ears boxed by me for this and our friendship rather faded thereafter.  

On the second floor above us lived a porcelain painter called Kraemer with his wife the daughter of the old Mrs Wiemann.  He was a charming quiet man of wide interests and very friendly with my father.  They often went to the pub together in the evenings.  He repainted our toys and my sister’s wooden dolls’ heads.  Earlier on he had run a big business with a number of assistant painters.  At my time, owing to changes in fashion, the number of assistants diminished to two, then one, at last he was alone, painting pipe bowls, brooches, plates and coffee cups, only occasionally, copies of larger paintings and china plates.  With pictures, he did not have the originals, but only engravings of the work to be copied.  With special orders he obtained a coloured sketch, by travelling for a few days, say, to Munich, and copying what was required.  This he then executed with the finest brush most carefully and neatly on a china plate.  There was major excitement in the house when the painted plates were placed in a small oven and fired.  The result was incalculable.  On several occasions, plates, that he had worked on hard and for months, cracked, which he bore philosophically, He may have been a mediocre artist but he was a wonderful person.  His wife, a tall thin jealous woman with stiff movements, made his life a misery.  He comforted himself by reading Shakespeare.  After his death, I bought the edition of many volumes, that his wife could have made a far better use of, for his memory.  She openly complained about her husband’s low income and that she could not understand his behaviour, how she could have made a far better match, considering her dowry.  She should have considered herself very lucky to have married such a splendid man.  This however, she was much too dim to recognise.

NEIGHBOURS DOWN THE ROAD

I must not forget the family Zapf, who had a house next door.  They had a peculiar household.  The master baker, a short stout and always well dressed man, limited his activities to buying grain and calling in his assistants at night between one and two.  Until then he stayed out drinking and then slept until noon.  He never bothered about his business any further.  He lived separate from his family in the rooms at the back of his house, where he also took his meals and locked himself in.  His wife lived on the top floor in front of the house and both sons slept in the middle.  In the afternoon, before he went to the pub, he spent his time breeding canaries, and around Christmas time he set up a crib, which was shown to special visitors, like us children and which was quite charming.  

The master baker’s wife was an efficient businesswoman and most eager to deputise for her husband and keep up her good reputation and circumstances.  Her failure in this was not discovered until later on.  Her energy was well known, for instance, she knitted a whole stocking in one day on top of all her other tasks.  One of the sons, Baptist, according to Bamberg tradition, went to the Gymnasium (High School), the other was destined to become a baker.  On the top floor of the baker’s house lived a Dr. Zoepfl, who used his income to drink himself to death.  In the end he developed D.T.’s, raved all night and was treated by colleagues.  One evening I was given a prescription for him to take to the chemist, The chemist shook his head when he looked at it saying; "If he does not sleep with this, he’ll never sleep." He did go to sleep with it and was found dead in bed the next morning.

The women in the house and from the neighbourhood used to meet regularly in the evenings at their front doors and gossip when the weather was decent.  The wife of the painter Kraemer used to watch over her Melissa, an ugly ancient mongrel with running eyes that she loved dearly and used to kiss.  The Misses von Schwingenstein used to come too, as a rule and at the back of the passage, in an old threadbare dressing gown stood their brother, the Magistrate von Schwingenstein, and smoked impossible cigar stubs, which he probably was not allowed to do in his sisters’ rooms.  He was said to be in the habit of picking up cigar stubs in the street when he believed himself to be unobserved.  The bakermaster’s wife, Zapf also took part in the conversations, either through the shop window, or by stepping outside and old Mrs. Niemann listened above at her window.  Sometimes other women came as well.  One of them once pointed a finger at a noisy boy who was playing in the street, saying that he surely was the naughtiest of them all and wondering whose he was.  My mother had to admit that he was hers.  I was that boy.

I was very boisterous and one evening climbed about on the millstones, placed by the lower bridge near cranes in order to be loaded onto canal barges.  I fell between two stones and was in great pain.  I went home and managed to get undressed and went to bed, which did not attract any notice.  During the night my parents heard me weeping and found when they came that my right arm was very swollen.  Our family doctor, Dr. Burger, decided that I had broken my arm and dislocated the elbow.  The arm was set, which made me shout so loud that it could be heard from our apartment as far as the lower bridge.  With many yards of bandage the arm was firmly fixed to the side of my body.  When eventually the bandage was removed, my arm was so stiff and the joint so immobile that for ages I was unable to lift a spoon to my mouth and had to do everything with my left hand.  Only very slowly and after a lot of pain, the arm regained its normal movement.  As a result, I started school a year later than intended and had a certain amount of weakness in that arm, right up to the time of my military service.  

!!!
SCHNAID

Oh, my dear Schnaid.  For other mortals you are perhaps just a dirty Franconian village like a hundred others, but I see you in memory, only in golden sunshine.  

My uncle had himself transferred there from Schillingsfuerst, probably only in order to be nearer to Bamberg.  We children, my brother Eugen and myself spent all our holidays in the presbytery as a matter of course.  

The journey there already was wonderful.  Mostly we were allowed to travel by ourselves, that is to say the conductor was implored to keep an eye on us, which he did several times on the way.  As long as we did nothing worse than climb about the luggage racks and did not risk our lives in worse ways.  We were met by our aunt at the station of Hirschaid.  The one-hour walk to Schnaid did not finish without interruptions and adventures.  First we had to call at the Presbytery of Hirschaid.  Although we had been fed abundantly prior to the place.  The water had to be brought up by turning a wheel.  When there was any long drought, the well dried up and water had to be brought up the hill from a spring lower down.  There were only well-to-do farmers in the village, no paupers.  As they could not do without a woman to carry messages, she was housed in the community building.  For a cobbler, who was also indispensible, the community had a small dwelling built.  It was outside the village.  Thus, if he should ever become a nuisance, they would be able to give him notice to quit.  He was a bachelor and was called Master Girt.  (Poison).  When the children went out to his house calling his mane, he would rush out of his door with lightening speed, carrying his leather strap and laid about him, thrashing whomever he could reach.  He also caught me one time, but as a member of the presbytery household I was treated comparatively gently.

Weddings were celebrated with great pomp and circumstance.  As was the custom, the priest accompanied the bride to the church and received a twig of rosemary, a lemon and a silk scarfe.  On the way to the church, the village youths barred the road with ropes and only let the bride pass after the usual ransome.  When my uncle Baptist Schneider married the daughter of Mayor Kroeppel of Great Huchfeld, to which I was invited with my mother, there was a grand display of the peasant womens’ Sunday best.  They wore very becoming bonnets with broad black ribbons tied into a bow at the back and with the ends flowing down behind.  They were called ‘Part—hauben’, and dated back to the former fashions of the town ladies in Bamberg.  Then they wore a bodice and pleated cloth skirts bordered below with a red and a green stripe and coloured silk aprons.  They also had long velvet mittens, lined with rabbit fur.  My mother too at that wedding wore a similar outfit and, because of her strikingly handsome appearance, received great praise.  The older countrymen, on such occasions still used to wear knee breaches and long coats with silver buttons and wore three-cornered hats.  This national costume has now completely disappeared.  Later on I tried in vain to buy such an old outfit.  Nowadays the men wear a kind of domestic manservant’s dress, the women mostly shapeless snoods, tilted backwards, braided with glass beads and voluminous skirts with crinolines underneath.  Only their red, or on occasions, white head scarves with two wimples at the forehead, has been preserved from olden times.

From the village customs of those days I remember a Midsummer Day.  In the daytime the young folk of the village carried a beer through the place stopping for a song at every house, which consisted in long verses asking for wood for a bonfire.  Those who gave nothing had to listen to a scathing rhyme about a mean old scrooge, sung in harmony.  After dark a widely visible fire was lit on the common and old and young jumped over it in pairs.  We too were there with Kathi the cook, and were allowed to jump over the fire with her.

The presbytery was an old building and included stables and a barn across the yard for the upkeep of the farm part of it.  However, my uncle did not take any part in this.  My grandmother kept a lot of chickens, geese and ducks.  The barn was a marvellous playground.  Behind it was the presbytery garden in which my uncle’s young trees were planted in great numbers.  After my uncle’s death, his succes sor sent us fruit every year from the trees he had planted.  Each of us children were given a quantity of fruit for ourselves from the elder trees.  There was a special sort of sweet apple that was our favourites.  

In front of the house towards the road was a small front garden.  There was a vine growing up the front of the house, which grew muscatel grapes.  We said they tasted like bed bugs, nevertheless, there were no grapes left as far as children’s arms could reach outside the windows.

Of special interest was the attic of the presbytery in whose nooks and crannies there were all sorts of interesting items left by my uncle’s predecessors.  In one corner was an enormous heap of cardboard boxes lined with tinfoil.  One predecessor all his life had had snuff delivered to him in these boxes and had carefully preserved them, In spite of the most imaginative use of them in our games, we were unable to use them all up.  On the ceiling were hundreds of bats, hanging down on one foot clawing a beam, and rolled up like tiny little sacks.  One day we took a broom to them and towards lunchtime chased them out into the open via the pigeon coop.  The village people were quite terrified to see a large number of these weird creatures swarm about in broad day light, little black devils.  They ran out of their houses, crossed themselves and were convinced that it all had a most sinister meaning.

Outside the house I spent a lot of time with the family of the teacher, Mr. Marquard.  They were charming people - the teacher with an old fashioned, dignified demeanour.  He wore his hair according to an old military tradition, combed forward at the temples.  At school he was excellent, also a first class musician and conductor of the choir.  I can still see him, when during one of the church feast days, the choir threatened to come adrift.  Marquard jumped up from the organ and with furious looks and with a loud beat of his baton managed to restore order.  Afterwards he called them a useless lot that should be ashamed of themselves.  There was much music making and singing.  I remember one of the songs I learned in those days: - 

Horseradish man, Horseradish man,

Is your little wife alive?

Yes, yes she’s still alive and kicks about,

My dear old wife.  

- to be repeated ad infinitum.  There was another dance tune about a tassel cap.  

An elder son of the teacher and his wife, Peter, a clever pleasant lad, became a teacher, then qualified for university, but unfortunately died early.  The daughter Irma was a quiet girl with a sense of humour.  Two younger sons, Georg and Matthaeus (called Schorsch and Maz) were about my own age.  They went to grammar school and later on, one studied science, the other theology.  Both of them became college professors and are still good friends of mine.

Another boy, a farmer’s son from the neighbourhood, who played with us a great deal, also studied and ended up as a judge.  He did not acquire any culture, however and remained a peasant all his life.  Another boy, Heinrich, I remember as an altar server.  He was able to rattle off the Latin responses faster than we could read them.  He used to pronounce ‘Deus Meus’ as ‘Dois Mois’.  At the age of eighteen, he took over his relations’ farm, married a girl of his own age, who had been destined to be his wife from an early age, but did not age gracefully, sorry to relate.

We were not made to study hard in the presbytery, my uncle leaving that for us to do in the school in town.  However, he told us a lot of things during our walks.  Often our walks took us to the Kreuzberg which is not far from Schnaid, above the river Aisch.  Heavy wooden crosses leaned against the pilgrims church, which were carried round the church by the praying pilgrims.  There was a lovely, vast view from up there.  So that we would not get homesick, our uncle took us often up a neighbouring hill from which it was possible to see the Altenburg near Bamberg.  It was not really necessary, because we used to say goodbye to the presbytery with the greatest sorrow.  How quickly the days used to pass there!

THE GREEK COURT 

The court of King Otto and Queen Amalie of Greece are a shining memory for me.  They were exiled from Greece in 1862 and moved into the Bamberg Residenz, thus ending the Greek ‘dream’ of King Ludwig the first.  In the retinue of the royal couple there were still the Greek court gentlemen and ladies of the whe had fled with them, as well as a large staff of court officials.

The King was of modest appearance, an obviously good natured, kindly man, but without much drive.  He often went for walks in Bamberg, stopped to talk to the locals and questioned them in the most kindly way, with interest about their businesses and other circumstances, thus also my father who had to explain to him about the mill and flour trade.  As is customary with a prince’s education, these young princes are shut away from every contact with the ordinary citizen’s world, as by a high wall.  Thus they are quite unable to understand the most ordinary every day occurrences among the common people.  Regarding food, the King’s tastes were simple.  Pulses were his favourites, like beans and peas, with pork, which was cooked for him several times a week.  We knew this as my father was asked to supply flour and dry goods to the court.  I did these deliveries numerous times, when the royal chef at the Residenz used to give me sweets from his copious stores.  

The queen was quite different from the king.  She was inclined to be stout and was not used to walking in the streets.  Only once did I see her walk, when a wheel broke on her carriage, as she was driving below the Domberg and she had to go on foot back to the Residenz.  She walked with a heavy waddling gait, as many such ladies have in the street, and looked very cross about the misfortune.  She did however ride about frequently accompanied by a great entourage, rarely by the king, mostly with one of her courtiers.  She used to be followed by several ladies of the court in pairs, and gentlemen, then stable masters and lastly several servants on horseback.  The Greek ladies and gentlemen of the court used to wear their national costumes then.  The men wore red Fez, resplendent gold embroidered jackets and white kilts with narrow pleats, below gold embroidered galoshes.  The ladies were dressed more simply, but they also wore red Fez-like caps.  Another piece of oriental splendour was in evidence whin high Greek nobility came to visit, they came four in hand, also in national costume from the station, into Bamberg.

The Queen was supposed to be very energetic, the servants said that she used to stroke her horse over the back before mounting it.  If the white glove showed any dirt, the groom had his ears boxed.  Among her personal staff was a blackamoor called Marcos Abysinios and for a Negro he was very handsome.  They said that the Queen had bought him as a slave in Egypt, and according to the royal kitchen staff, occasionally received punishment with her riding crop or was kicked about, if he had been clumsy.  The Bamberg citizens said that the King never signed any death warrants in Greece, whereas the queen did so on his behalf.  They were convinced that the Queen could have managed to continue to stay in Greece, but the King had been too kindhearted for that rough lot there.  Others interpreted the misfortunes of the royal couple in Greece in a different way.  Some said it was because the dynasty had remained childless, others, because the Queen would not accept the Greek Orthodox religion, but stayed protestant.  At first the Queen visited the protestant services in Bamberg, but later made less and less use of them and occasionally was seen in the Cathedral at mass.  The ladies at her court always were very pretty, refined girls from Greek families who had remained loyal to the King.  They were unable to return to their Greek native country at the time and the Queen married some of them off to rich Franconian noblemen such as Freiherr of Wuerzburg and of Schrottenberg.  

Through her acquaintances in the royal kitchens our cook Babett knew about all goings on at court.  During Court balls I was allowed to see all the dressed up lords and ladies pass by from the passage or the stairs, and admire the women in their crinolins.  It was known in the court kitchen and around town that one of the ladies at court wanted to elope during a ball with an officer.  Everyone was whispering about this romantic secret, and dying to know the outcome.  The Queen however had got to know about this romantic secret, and would not let this lady-in-waiting from her side all evening, thus frustrating the enterprise.

Another interesting person was the court physician, Dr. Roeder, less of a physician perhaps and more of a multilingual, versatile courtier.  He married a Bamberger merchant’s daughter.  The court chemist had a funny story about the morning calls which the doctor together with him, had to pay to each one of the ladies and female staff at court every day, in the Residenz.  The ladies received the doctor and chemist in negligee, without_any embarrassment about their undress.  One wanted to put on weight, another one loose it, the third found she was too red, the fourth too pale.  For each and everyone the doctor prescribed immediately, the chemist writing it all down.

Stablemaster Hayek was a tall well-made man.  He also married a girl from a Bamberg merchant’s family.  He was highly skillful at his job, which, because of the Queen’s expertise, was not always easy.  He also gave riding lessons to the sons of friends, thus to my friend of later on, Veit Fischer.  When he was allowed to go out riding without supervision, for the first time, outside the city, the horse bolted, racing in a non-stop gallop, home to its stable.  On the way the terrified rider met the pupils of the Bamberg seminary of studies; ‘Aufsessianum’, who were being taken out for a walk in two by twos.  The next day, greatly impressed, they said to him, ”We got to hand it to you, you sure can ride!" 

MY BROTHER EUGEN 

My younger brother, born 1859, was a clever little boy, full of fun and loved by all.  His godfather was Uncle Eugen, the Mayor.  The uncle and aunt, who had no children of their own, invited him to their house as much as possible.  He spent most of his free time with them, went for walks with them and for rides, which made me feel a little jealous.  Not that I minded my brother going there but it made me somewhat cross with my uncle and even more so with the aunt.  From early childhood there remained in me a feeling of coldness towards this proud aunt, which I was unable to overcome, even in later years.  My mother tried to compensate by being extra kind to me.  When they asked if my brother could spend the night there, as well, my mother would not let him.  He himself preferred to stay home with us.  

My brother was a little Gulenspiegel, full of practical jokes.  I can still see him, his hands in his pockets, whistling, with a crafty, smiling look in his eyes.  He came home one day, when he was still quite small and said to his mother, “I have seen Mrs. Pat and I did not see her.” The solution to this riddle was that he had met his aunt while he was very dirty, after playing out, and had pretended not to see her.  At one time his aunt took him to the garden of the school for arts and crafts.  She was sitting on a chair deep in a book when she noticed people stopping at the fence, laughing their heads off.  My brother had taken all his clothes off and was giving a performance for the spectators, making faces and jumping about.  Fairly late one morning he came visiting his aunt and uncle and found them still in bed.  He felt very superior at this and shouted to them, “Are you still asleep, you lazy pigs?”

In many ways I was very different from my brother.  Like my father I would turn my pennies over several times before spending them.  Early on I realized the power of money and how, by forfeiting small things, I would eventually be able to buy something much bigger.  My brother, however, thoroughly despised money.  The pennies given to him, he either lost with scant regret, or bought cherries or apples at the fruitstall in our neighbourhood, or the sweet wafers that we loved.  Bodily he was very skilful and an excellent athlete.  Without much help, he had learned to read before he started school.  At school he was able to learn very fast and everyone we knew, considered him to be a genius.

This splendid little child was seized by Diphtheria when he was seven.  There was no serum in those days.  After a long, painful illness, nearly suffocating at one time, he appeared to recover, and wad sent to Uncle Heinrich in Schnaid, to recuperate, There he relapsed and arrived home by carriage, dying, on a pillow, in my mother’s arms.  He died on 11 Juiy 1866, at 11a.m.

His death was a terrible blow to us all.  It took us a very long time to get over the loss of our darling little boy.  For years he lived in our conversations.  They said, "Now he would be that high, now he would be going to grammar school.  Wouldn’t it be nice if he was here to see this, he would have said such and such." Even during my fathers last years we still talked to each other about him and what might have become of him.  My father was of the opinion that the uncle and aunt had spoilt him too much; who knows what would have happened to him.  The illness and death of my brother occurred at the time of the 1866 war.  He died the day after the battle of Kissingen.

After the declaration of war there was a great sharpening of sabres.  The master sharpner in the Austrasse was at it night and day.  That was not the only equipment that was lacking.  Boots and uniforms had to be got, and material for all this.  Then the soldiers, who had been called up, had to be trained to a minimum exper tise and eventually were able to march off.  What a muddle it was! The regiments were pushed here and there, and quite often arrived back in Bamberg.  Quarters had to be provided for them en masse.  Neither did they know usually, when they would be likely to leave again.  An alarm signal was sounded when the marching orders came through.  It sounded like: - "Pack your kit bags, pack your sack," and could only be heard in the streets every day.  Then came the General of the United Bavarian, Wuerttemberg, Baden and Hessian Armies, Prince Karl of Bavaria, travelling through Bamberg, He was a frail old gentleman who was accompanied by a retinue of servants, among them three cooks.

Our family thoroughly disapproved of these goings-on.  My father viewed all the excitement and confusion with suspicion and said, nothing good would come of it.  Not that we were fond of the Prussians, whom we hated thoroughly, me too, at the age of ten.  My uncle and my father were both for a united Germany.  They could not imagine Germany without Austria.  With the doubt in the success of our troops, grew the people’s fear of a Prussian invasion.  The memories of the napoleonic wars were still alive, and many old people remembered horror stories about the dreadful misdeeds of many of those soldiers.  All the other inhabitants of our house handed their valuables; gold, silver and stocks and shares to my father.  He secretly lifted a slab of stone in our large storeroom, dug a hole underneath it and stored the treasures there.  Then the slab was put back and heaped over with bran, so you could not tell the place from its surroundings.  Not even the neighbours knew where the hiding place was.  They had full confidence in my father as an honest man.  Only I knew about it, in case I, as the sole survivor would be called upon to lift the treasure.  I had to memorise the numbers of stone slabs from the long wall and the shorter wall.

This burial was superfluous, mainly since, as Bamberg was the home of Queen Amalie of Greece, born in Oldenbourg, Prussia, the Prussian troops stayed outside the city.  It furthermore saved the town the usual colossal war contribution, which the Prussians exacted everywhere else from the towns, and for which my uncle, the mayor had already asked for loans from North German banks.  The enemy at times formed rings around the city.  If we wanted to see their guards at neighbouring villages, we climbed the belfry of St. Martin.  In town, military personnel, like the police, were forbidden to carry arms.  They used to go on patrol in the immediate vicinity of the city without arms.  After armistice, a few Prussian army doctors came into town and called on my uncle, the Mayor.  He took them to dine to the Hotel Bamberger Hof and after, so as to keep them out of sight of the public, to the Franciscan Monastery and their excellent home-brewed beers.  While they were enjoying themselves there, my uncle was called out of the refectorium (dining hall), and was told that a large mob was gathering in front of the Bamberger Hof.  The people wanted the Prussians delivered into their hands.  My uncle sent a message to the warden at the monastery, asking him to stop the Prussian doctors from leaving at all costs.  He then made a speech from the balcony of the hotel.  He asked the citizens to be reasonable and described the possible consequences if their demands were met.  It was however only after they were assured that the Prussians were no longer at the hotel that the major part of the crowd dispersed.  When he returned to the monastery, the reverend fathers had entertained their threatened guests so well, that they were good and tight, and no longer wished to see the town.  They had to be brought back to their quarters in neighbouring villages, late at night and dead drunk.

According to an old Bamberg custom in bourgeois families, in ours also, the eldest son should have succeeded in business to his father and the other should have studied.  However, after my brother’s death it was decided that I myself should go to college.  The war was more or less finished, so I would be able to have a holiday with my uncle in Schnaid before school started.  They were however, sad weeks.  There was a deep depression on the grown-ups, due to the disappointment over the Bavarian defeat in the war and the unsuccessful slaughter of so many compatriots.  In the presbytery in addition, there was everywhere the memory of my brother, who had so recently died, They all talked about him; "here he was sitting up in bed, so tired, pale and ill.  "That’s where he laughed about the turkey.  Oh dear, the little wooden crosses in the drawer, he was carving those in his last week, more and more crosses, as if he wanted to make his own cross for the funeral.  Oh, the tree, that was his own tree with the sweet apples.  We can’t bear to eat them any more, we gave them all away to the farmers’ children." So they went on, the uncle, the aunt, the granny, all of them every day, every hour.  They had been so very fond of the darling little boy.

Probably in order to take his own and my mind off our distress, my uncle ordered a Latin grammar and gave me a little instruction every day.  He would digress, however, and used to talk about serious things, especially what a wonderful and great thing it was to study, how one would have to keep at it with conscientiousness and diligence, to become a proper man, and how this was to he the turning point of my life.

It was probably under the influence of these talks, that I gathered together on my last day there, all my small toys, the tin soldiers and their guns, the little wooden houses with the church and trees, the little wooden flock or sheep with the shepherd and dog.  I took them all to a lonely small road between the trees behind the parish garden.  There I dug a hole by the hedge and lined it with flat stones from the field.  Then I very carefully and neatly put my soldiers, horses and canons and the other things in this grave covering them with a big stone.  On this a layer of earth and over it the moss I had lifted off before.  Maybe in future days someone might uncover the place and learned men may argue in depth upon this find.  I did not consider this at the time.  After I had finished burying my toys, I sat down and cried bitterly.  I was saying ‘goodbye’ to my childhood.  

PETER VON SEIDLEIN ABOUT HIS FATHER

LORENZ VON SEIDLEIN

15th November 1856 TO 18th August 1935

The earliest memories of my father do not relate to any special occurrences.  Perhaps, how he let me get into bed with him, when I was tortured by nocturnal toothache.  For this he had a very clever cure.  This consisted of stroking me while he was humming part of a tune over and over again, thereby hypnotising me into a kindly sleep.  Or that he cured our hickups by stopping our ears while we sipped water, which always helped, like a little miracle, which gave us quite a thrill.  When my sister and I were quite small, about 1898, my parents together with Grandfather Lippert bought bicycles.  To our delight, my father rode one through the passage in our flat and through the two back rooms.  It made a terrific impression on us as he appeared in those small rooms like a great monster.

My father and his male forbears, was a fine tall man.  He had a good head of hair, which he kept into his old age, a moustache and in earlier times a goatee beard as had been fashionable then.  Since he was tall, he seemed slim, even in his old age, when he put on a bit of weight.  Apart from cycling, which he abandoned in about 1900, and occasionally swimming, he did not go in for sport.  In his younger days he climbed the Zugspitze with his father-in-law and climbing parties were undertaken during our holidays in Lenggries, until he gave this up too, when he reached his middle fifties.  He did however love to move about in the open air.  In 1903 or so, he had the very novel idea to go on long walks with me during the winter, which caused great astonishment in my mother’s family.  For this purpose, thick felt galoshes and woolly hats were purchased, and my father wore a furlined sport jacket.  Thus equipped we travelled by the Isar Valley train to Grosshesselohe and marched through virgin snow along narrow roads to Ebenhausen where we ate our dinner, the train taking us back.  The villages in those days were quite cut off from the world, no townspeople to visit them, in deepest snow-covered peace.  The Ladies Athletic League, to whom my Mama and both aunts belonged, was advanced enough to make a winter excursion there available.  They were met at the station by a large peasant sleigh.  They then went tabogganning and, above all, ate a huge meal.  To us children too, such an enterprise seemed to be quite daring, since going to the country was surely only done in summer time.  My father was a healthy individual.  When he was fifty, however, he developed several bouts of kidney colic, after that he practised total abstinence.  At a later age, from seventy onwards, he had no further complaints and his heart, lungs and liver stayed quite sound.  He died of uraemia at seventy-nine.

He was of a quiet, harmonic nature.  I cannot recall his ever having lost his temper or that he complained or scolded without good reason.  Without many words, he commanded authority and respect in the family.  My sister and I did not get a great deal of interference.  If we were naughty or did not obey fast enough, a low whistle, or, "Do you want a good hiding," in Bamberg dialect, was enough to bring us to heel.

My father was a catholic without doubt or hesitation, living in the tradition of his family, church-going from early childhood.  The effect he had on us children in that respect was only through his example.  I cannot recall any instructions or exercise of influence on his side.  His views on religion were broad-minded.  In Nuremberg, where he, a catholic, was the highest civil servant, one of his best friends was the protestant Church Councillor, Schiller, City Vicar of the Holy Ghost church.  My father thought a lot of education and culture, and sad to relate, his endeavours did not have the desired result with us children.  For we neither learned to play the piano well, nor French, nor anything else useful, in spite of having special tuition while at primary school.  This was given by young ladies who went for walks with us on Wednesday and Saturday afternoons, helped with homework and were supposed to dispatch us to a higher stage of education.  When we started secondary school, these attempts at learning unfortunately ceased.  For my father, no financial sacrifice was too great for our education, no amount of money too much for hooks, meant to further our education, although he was a thrifty man.  He always carried a purse with change for unforseen expenditure.  A Sunday walk frequently ended near a restaurant on the Karlsplatz, where our Mama’s eye lit on one of her favourites, a calve’s brain pudding and dad passed his purse to her.  This extra expense was not booked as household expenditure.  It was a lovely surprise for me when I got top marks in Latin in my first year, and he brought home a book for me with many copper plates by the famous Daniel Chodowiezky, a sign of his great hopes for my scholarly progress.  Unfortunately, I have to say that his thrift stopped him from spending money on other things that would have appreciated in later years.  For instance, in his younger days, up to the time of his transfer to Nuremberg, my father would have loved to start a collection of copper plates.  What he did buy and neatly stuck down on card- board squares, was nothing very special, probably bought here and there in junk shops.  For really good stuff, which could have been bought easily and comparatively cheaply, he begrudged the money.  All his life, he got great pleasure from art and had much enthusiasm for pictures, architecture, furniture and interior decor.  I never heard him rave about music, although he told us that as a culture-thirsty young man he had mastered the components of a symphony.  After all, the days of his studies coincided with the struggles in Munich about Richard Wagner, and his outrageous new opera style.  His love of antiques was surely due to his Bamberg origin.  Whoever grew up this seat of culture dating back from Emperor and Saint Heinrich, to the lord Bishop von Erthal, and had his eyes open, would be accompanied by this heritage through life.  Thus our household contained many old things.  While working in Bamberg in 1900, my father bought, albeit in a modest way, several old pieces of furniture, to which were added bits from the Seidlein family.  Later on when our abodes became more representative of his status in life, further things were added.  For instance, a whole collection of baby bonnets and christening robes and also baby shoes.  A dealer had offered these to him and he loved that sort of thing, particularly since there were already some such hand-made garments in the family.

When we returned to Munich from Bamberg, a set of Baroque Bourgeois salon furniture was ordered from Grandfather’s workshop.  They were carved from walnut wood and were to imitate the style of an old baroque armchair and to be covered with red ‘French’ cloth, This French cloth, red or blue, was in fact, cloth for uniforms from which the famous red trousers of the French Infantry had been made.  When other practical and tasteful furniture coverings were lacking, Gabriel Seidl, if I remember rightly, had introduced this French cloth.  It was seen, from then on, in every bourgeois household.  My grandfather every Christmas gave my father a framed picture.  The new owner, armed with nails and hammer, after lengthy deliberation as to its position, hanged this on the wall regularly on Boxing Day.

In this leaning towards the world of art, my father was very different from his colleagues in the civil service.  In other ways too he had a liking and understanding for originality.  This was the first time that dwellings for railway employees of the Nuremberg Junction were erected and the young architects who brought great enthusiasm to the job, found that they got every encouragement from him with their new ways.

As far as literature is concerned, my parents had a strong, if somewhat one-sided attachment to it.  My father read a great deal, which was inherited from his father, especially at night.  For years he suffered from insomnia, shortening the nightly hours by reading.  The choice of literature was rather one sided, however.  High on the list stood Gottfried Keller, Konrad Ferdinand Meier, and above all, strangely, Wilgelm Raabe, whose slim green volumes appeared on his Christmas and feast day tables.  These books, as well as Shakespeare were read again and again.  Other, equally valuable publications, like Fontana, Gustav Freytag, or even Adalbert Stifter or Eichendorff and the Romantic writers, were not appreciated by my parents and stayed unknown by us children.  Later on, some rather mediocre productions like for instance, novels by von Stratz or Rudolf Herzog penetrated into our library.  Strangely enough, the novels of Gustav Frenssen, a protestant Parson from the Baltic received great appreciation.  Engelhorn’s ‘library of novels’ in paperbacks stood on the bottom shelf, and was considered rather low-grade literature.  A certain Mrs. Crocker, who apparently had spent long years in India, was the author of a great many of these books.  We called them ‘Knitted Stocking’, as there seemed to be an endless profusion of this series, much appreciated bv my Mama, when busy with her needlework.  

My father’s library had a basis of books inherited from his Bamberg uncles and forebears.  There was a beautiful Goethe edition in seven volumes edited by Cotta and also a contemporary ‘Faust’ and a leather bound volume of Schiller that my father had received as a prize for shorthand at his grammar school.  Furthermore a Shakespeare edition in many volumes translated by the Romantic poets, Schlegel and Tiek.  There were various Romantics such as Jean Paul, ‘The Young Boy’s Magic Horn’ etc., in contemporary green cardboard volumes with red edges to the pages.  There was an illustrated Geography book, which unfortunately perished during the war.  It had pictures in it, which impressed me greatly as a boy and rather scared me, regarding the size of the earth.  The Chronicle of Schedel, inherited from the Bamberg uncle was also of great value as well as some old books from the sixteenth and seventeenth century with parchment bindings: a Corpus Juris Justitiani, Martin Luther’s Table Talks and others.  From the latter our father read to us the very moving talk about the death of the reformator’s small child, a little Margaret who had to die so young.  Then there was a long row of German translations of Roman writers.  From those too, my father often read to us the description of the last days of Pompeii, as noted down by Pliny the younger, including the description of the stoical death of Pliny’s uncle, who lost his life there. 

My father was equally conservative in his travels.  Apart from the fact that we, for a good twenty years, spent our summer holidays in the same place, which was Lenggries, we occasionally visited the South of Tyrol for short periods in spring or autumn.  As far as I can remember, my father never travelled further south than Lake Garda.  His Italian journeys had taken place before my time, when he had gone to Rome, Naples and Venice.  Countries like Switzerland, Austria of even the north of Germany, the Rhine, France or Hungary were out of the question.  Not even nearby parts of Bavaria were visited.  One would have had to consider, however, that as a Civil Servant, he was very much tied down, unable to do as he pleased, and the precious holiday time had to be used for physical recreation.  But all were·happy and contented with there limitations and never did I hear complaints and longings for far away places.

LENGGRIES

Next to the Hohenburg Castle Inn, there was a special place.  The Hirsch River gushed down in its stony bed.  Between it and the meadows higher up was a flat piece of ground planted with large firtrees.  There was a wooden bench and table rooted on the ground.  This is where my parents used to sit, my father with a mug of beer before him and we children by the river, building a weir, letting leaves and bits of wood float over it.  Alltogether a picture if holiday peace and a happy family.  

The parents settled down with their books and travel rugs and we children were allowed to take off shoes and stockings and wade about in the river.  This was particularly pleasant, as the riverbed there was paved with wooden boards, not, as everywhere else, with sharp pebbles, very easy on the feet.  We used to call it board river.  

The above descriptions are an early memory from our happy holidays in Lenggries.  All my young days, right up to the First World War were embellished by them - Lenggries was the high spot of the year.  And if ever our Mama talked about trying another holiday resort, (impossible!), recommended to her by friends, she never meant it seriously, Lenggries was part of our lives, like the house in Hackenstrasse.  

Already the last days of term were exciting.  Above all because our Aunt Anna arrived from Bamberg, to share our stay in the country.  As she spent the night with us, I was allowed to sleep on the sofa in the sitting room, which was something special, and added to the general mood of getting ready and going on holiday.  Days previously, two large basket trunks were fetched from the attic, lined inside with blankets and our goods and chattels, clothing and books were lowered into them.  The railway transport man collected them and after their arrival in Toelz, the Lenggries messenger; Kinshofer transported them to our holiday home.  We ourselves travelled to Toelz by train.  In Holzkirchen, the train used to stop for some time, and there stood, as we knew in advance, an old woman on the platform, in national costume.  She wore a black Miesbach hat with braids and a golden tassel and offered little bunches of artificial Edelweiss for sale.  She was another part of our travel joys and impressions every year.  In Toelz, Marie the cook climbed into the yellow mail coach loaded with the most necessary kitchen utensils, including the coffee grinder and a string of sausages in her shopning basket.  This was for our first supper in our holiday home.  By special request from her, my protectress, I was allowed to sit high up beside the driver in blue and silver.  Later on we used to make the rest of the journey by bicycle, always on the ‘Swiss’ side of the area, named after the Swiss Inn along the road.  This road was quieter than the Pulver Inn side that was teaming with traffic including the mail coach.  Before the ride to Lenggries we used to have lunch in Toelz, always at the Bruck pub, left of the river Isar in the beer garden.  You had to climb up to it by a flight of wooden stairs and we always were there alone, by ourselves, served by an elderly woman who always said, "That’s it, three soups" - the same as to the Holzkirchen Edelweiss woman.

For the first couple of years in Lenggries we used to stay with the cobbler Rinner, who also made umbrellas, The road past the house widened into a small square before it went past the Mayor’s house ending up by the cemetary.  The house had no garden, but a little summerhouse; it was new, with a balcony, built in the Swiss style.  Next to the outdoor privy, there was a small stable.  In it was a mule, which was able to poke his head through an opening in the wall of the privy.  The visitor to this then had to hit the animal with a broomstick, left there for the purpose, causing it to withdraw its head.

Later, for one year we stayed with Peter Backer, directly under the Hohenburg cellar.  Then for many years at the Schroppen’s, a lovely old farmhouse, and lastly at Heiss’ across the Isar in Schlegeldorf.  There we had the house to ourselves, a so-called ‘At home’.  This was furnished mainly with our own belongings and was reasonably comfortable.  We were not hampered by other tenants and far away from other traffic.  The earlier quarters, to present day conceptions, were really rather primitive and rustic, but our parents put up with it all as a matter of course and found it in order.  On the other hand, we were saved many tortures that plague holidaymakers nowadays.  There were no motorcars on the roads, no noise from aeroplanes, no record players, radio, no disturbance from excursion crowds, travelling parties and countless summer visitors from far flung parts of Germany.  When one recalls this blissful state of things you can only say: "a paradise on earth." How gladly one would sacrifice many present day comforts to win back this paradise of yesteryear.

The simplicity and the changes in the daily routine also were part of the recreation and the charm of the summer resort.  There were two bakers in Lenggries, two innkeepers who also ran a butcher’s shop.  Vegetables and fruit were not easy.  The vegetables were bought from the local nuns in the hospital.  Not until about 1905, a grocer woman enlarged her shop into a country store, selling cheese and cooked meats as well as fruit and chocolate.  There were three other shops.  The old traditional one was Trischberger, a store with a venerable institution, a brown wooden snake over the counter, from which hung the paper bags.  They sold mainly materials, chequered bed linen, but also cigars and snuff, which gave the shop a familiar aroma.  The owners of this shop were several quiet women and my parents mentioned on occasion that one of the Trischberger ladies was an Abbess in Frauen Chiemsee, a Benedictine convent.  Further on, towards Hohenburg, opposite the watchmaker Kuersin, there was Weindls.  He was much more up to date, traded in post cards and souvenirs and other fancy goods.  He was fond of alchohol and in his younger days a great prop of the Amateur Theatricals which were not lacking in Lenggries.  He also performed solo, very humorously, playing for instance, a drunken recruit, impressing the peasant audience no end.  "I don’t know, how he does it, - every time!" Further south by a quarter of a mile was the ‘Magazin’ of Mr. Putz.  This was almost a forerunner of an American drug store, which sold all manner of things, from cement pipes, home grown honey, coffee roasted on the premises, zinc baths, postcards, toys, peppermints, to anything you could possibly want.  Apart from all that the house contained two bathrooms in which you could take hot baths, pine baths and peat baths.  Of course, they also let to summer holidaymakers.  The house teemed with children.  Their father was tall and very thin, his wife small and round, with goitre and the account book in her hand.

Lenggries did posses something else quite up to date, a public bath with cabins and a swimming pool.  This institution belonged to Mr. Riedler, a somewhat foreign looking, sloppy man; the wife, who was strict and feared by us boys, ran a laundry.  The baths were just a sideline.  In front, on the Riedler Way between the village and the Rohenburg, stood the Riedler villa.  The swimming baths were at the back, somewhat hidden behind shrubs and trees.  The villa, a rather hideous and pretentious building, had been let to a so-called Kavalier of the Hohenburg-Luxemburg Court.  Another part of this complex of buildings, villa laundry and baths, was a Pavillion, an octagonal structure with stained glass windows.  On its roof, reached by an iron staircase, there was a bench, in its turn protected by a pointed iron roof.  Herr Riedler, who, as a sideline also sold fizzy drinks, served the rare visitors who perched on the lofty seat.  God knows who invented all this and put it into being, these attempts at high class, urban civilisation, which had nothing to do with the peasant tradition and life all around, and was completely ignored by the locals.  In those days, there were still some people who took advantage of the bathing huts on hot summer days.  Beside the platform and bench for undressing, there was a basin of water bubbled in a sinister way in this place to which no sun ray ever penetrated and where modest, decent people sought cleansing and refreshment for their pallid bodies.  To us, however, with the exception of Ladies’ days, belonged the bathing pool, area of untold hours of wonderful holiday joys and summer pleasure.  My father too, visited the establishment occasionally, where he swam up and down with vigorous strokes.

This was still the time when he took a comparatively great deal of exercise in the open, looking for fitness by walking and climbing in parties.  The greater part of his holidays was however spent by reading in a deck chair or in a hammock, slung between two trees, a contraption which was very popular in those days, and now has gone out of fashion.  On rainy days, the deck chairs stood on the balcony of whatever house we stayed in.  They used to run along the entire width of the house.  There he used to read, without disturbance the whole morning, fortified by elevenses consisting in a glass of milk and bread and butter sprinkled with chives.  In the afternoon after three o’clock coffee, a walk was undertaken, used by Mama to look for toadstools (edible).  As she was not used to the animals in the meadows, she had some frightening adventures at times with, in her opinion, the terribly hostile bulls and cows, resulting occasionally in precipitate rushes to the styles.  We used to undertake mountain parties every summer, climbing the surrounding peaks 1800 and 1900 metres high.  As far as I remember, my father gradually stopped them after his fiftieth year.  Geigelstein, Kampen and Brauneck were our favourite mountains.  The mountains near Fall, the Scharfreiter or let alone the Hinterriss were out of the question.  These limitations in our enterprises were in part due to the lack of transport in those days.  You could only get to Fall of Hinterriss by mail coach, which took a lot of time.  Even so, our modest mountaineering was impressive.  The food rations were prepared on the previous day; they consisted mainly of bread and butter, cheese and chocolate.  Drinks were not taken.  Father never passed a bubbling spring or a drinking trough without drinking from it.  For this he used a small leather boat from his student days which could be folded up and put in his pocket.  We used to have a rest at the elm huts, where we could get a drink of milk.  My father for this, wore knee length trousers, knee length knitted stockings, a matching jacket, a loden cape and a round green hat.  Apart from the knapsack with the raincoat through its shoulder straps, there was a long mountaineering stick with an iron spike.  We received precise instructions as to how to use it; always point it upwards and never on stone.  If we ever found rare Alpen rosen, a wild Azalea, a bunch of them would be fastened to the top of the stick and carried home as a trophy of mountaineering achievement.  Even when it rained, which it did for days and days at times, walks were undertaken under loden capes.  Then we used to look for flat stones on the river Isar and threw them obliquely against the current so that they jumped three, four, five times to our joy and admiration.  

About 1900, my father got a camera for Christmas, I think it was a very early hand camera with which you could take short exposure pictures.  Now he took photographs on holiday, but in moderation, without any great passion.  Some of the pictures have survived.  This new-fangled technical gadget did not really suit my father’s life style, thus the clumsy looking black box disappeared from sight after a few years.  

Our social intercourse, as elsewhere, was very limited in the country.  There were some professional people locally, the doctor, the customs official, the apothecary and the priest.  There were also two families, those of Baron Sieberg and of Baron Groenstein who belonged to the court of Luxemburg.  During the first years of our stay in Lenggries there were, if I am not mistaken, not more than a few townspeople for summer vacation within Lenggries who knew each other to see, but were not on speaking terms.  An exception was the family Wimmer, councillor Wimmer, his wife and his son Franz.  The wife was a former teacher and an intimate friend of my grandmothers.  We went for many a walk with them.  Then there were two Misses Mai, twin sisters, who liked to come with us at mountain parties.  For their time in their independence and enterprise, they were almost emancipated.  When climbing mountains they used to wear Schottish Tam o’Shanters with bobbles on top.  They were very lively in their speech and movement.  From Munich we occasionally had the aunts to visit, especially Aunt Miezi, who used to stay with Ursula Moar, accompanied by a friend or ‘sister’ from the athletic club.  Urschel was a single female who helped in the priest’s house and owned a large timber house in the middle of the village.  Once during our stay, our grandfather would arrive, generally on Ascension Day, making himself very popular by sending us little wooden boxes with fruit, some with so-called Salzburg pears.  When my sister attended grammar school in Nuremburg, she introduced a slightly older friend, Erika Huyssen as a mate from school into our family.  She was a great grandaughter of Friedrich Rueckert, and had already passed a number of important exams and now attended my sister’s school in order to pass her matriculation.  She was not particularly pretty but greatly resembled her great grandfather.  She was of a highly cultured, refined nature and my father considered her very clever.  So she came to Lenggries and entertained my father on our walks with her intelligent conversation.

When we reached a certain age my father taught us to ride bicycles.  We were allowed to use Mama’s bike because it was supposed to be much easier to learn on ladies’ bicycles.  The millbrook way was our chosen territory; it was five feet wide, went along the Isar meadows in a southern direction and was little used by pedestrians.  Father held us by the saddle from behind and along our dangerous route advised us to tread hard and look in front of us.  He ran with us for about a minute, then we foune to our horrified surprise that we kicking along the road without his support.  We soon got the knack of it.  

My father was in touch with Lenggries also in the course of his official functions.  As a matter of fact, the very first autobus line, I believe, in Germany, was opened up between Toelz and Lenggries.  To begin with this new means of transport had a lot of teething troubles.  It might have been around 1905, when these blue enamelled monsters replaced the idyllic yellow mail coaches.  It was an attempt at modernity and progress.  These vehicles were not at all suitable for their task.  They were built the size of tram cars, had no rubber tyres but wheels made of iron, and were terribly heavy.  As a result, the road was completely ruined in no time since it had been built to carry light hackney coaches, hay wagons and at most, a horse and cart with concrete.  When the horses and cattle went berserk from fright with the new monster thundering past, there were many accidents through overturned wagons.  The farmers in their turn revenged themselves for these injuries by throwing stones at the bus and destroying the bus stop notices.  The dislike of the new institution reached its height, when the bus, on its steep ascent up the Toelz hill, went into reverse through failure of its brakes and damaged the market fountain.  The bus just about managed to stop before it reached the bridge over the Isar.  A further accident affected us, when the bus swerved from the road and, to the horror of the passengers, went down a steep slope.  Among them was our Marie, the cook, who arrived at the house in Lenggries pale and trembling.  Her report of the drama was somewhat confused, but accompanied by grand gestures.  The effect was somewhat diminished by a tiny green hat she had put on so as not so leave it behind.  It belonged to my small brother.  

After my father had retired which was after the first world war, the railway line from Munich to Toelz was lengthened as far as Lenggries.  Strangers and tourists started swarming in and the beloved and familiar aspect of the village disappeared forever.  

During his time as a minister my father had to take more leave from time to time, apart from the summer vacation.  The very strenuous service, especially the debates in parliament, where he had to answer questions and attacks, took it out of him, and he needed these breaks.  For this job he was, in my opinion, not made tough enough.  Nor did he have among his forebears any models to imitate, since they all were of a modest bourgeois nature.  So he and Mama went to Berguen in Switzerland in the winter, where they were used to winter visitors even in those days.  Here they saw people on skis for the first time.  He told us that they "fell down with their legs up in the air." Once our Mama went on a bobsleigh which surprised us greatly.  Another popular resort, visited several times, was Bad-Schachen by Lake Constance.  At one time during my first year at grammar scheol my father took me with them.  After my father’s retirement, the summer resorts varied: Aschau, Schliersee or Maria Bildhausen.  Despite everlasting dreams of buying a house in the country, my parents never actually made the decision to do so, maybe out of thrift or laziness.  Mama particularly, adored life in the country.  However, there were endless considerations and worries about money, which then eventually disappeared through the post war inflation.  A favourite dream of my father’s was to retire to Bamberg, where he believed, the cathedral dignitaries might give him a ‘Grace and Favour’ home.  This enterprise floundered through Mama, who could not bear to leave Munich.  

Our Christmasses were endowed with a special holiday spirit hy my father.  He enjoyed them very thoroughly by doing absolutely nothing and resting.  This peace was only interrupted on Boxing Day when he searched for a suitable place to hang my grandfather’s Christmas gift of a painting.  In the evenings over Christmas as well as on New Year’s day and epiphany the candles on the tree were lit and silently admired with a certain amount of devotion and a little sentimentality.  The giving of presents as with so many other things bore the stamp of tradition and custom.  The first equipment after the tree, was a large table and some lower benches and stools for us children were spread with white tablecloths.  In the middle of the large table stood a flat basket containing mandarins, the famous long boxes of dates with bedouins on horseback, almonds in their shells and dried grapes.  Another never varying part of the gift table was a large ham.  On either side of these were my parents’ presents.  For father always books as well as new laid eggs for his breakfast, a rarity in those days.  My sister and I always got something useful for a start, for example, new shoes, a coat, gloves, and then to our great joy, perhaps a book, for instance, ‘Hellas’ and another time, ‘Rome’, with many illustrations.  My sister had a volume out of a series of history books with many coloured pictures.  Marie, the cook, modestly staying behind for the first few minutes after the joyous ringing of the little bell summoning us for presents, came a little later.  On her ‘gift’ table, apart from a sovereign, there was a piece of material for a white apron, (the proper outfit and uniform of honour of a high class cook), a large wax candle for the dark winter visits to early mass, as well as a carton of soap.

A carriage drives up to the ministry of transport in the Arnulfstrasse, the postillon in full gala.  He wears long black boots; white leather breeches, a red waistcoat and a blue frock coat both bordered with silver braiding.  The rosette from which rose a plume of white feathers.  Over his shoulder a white and blue cord holds his horn.  On bad weather days he is protected by a black coat with a small cape.  Down the steps of the ministry, from the private entrance of his Excellency, comes my father, dressed in his navy blue Ministers uniform.  He wears a wide black cloak with gold buttons, thrown over his shoulder, on his head the ‘ship’ hat it’s rim bordered by black ostrich feathers.  Across his chest from left to right shines the blue and carmine-red broad ribbon of the order of St. Michael, at his side a dainty Empire sabre with a mother-of-pearl handle.  You might have seen this picture round about 1913.  (My father left his uniforms to the Transport Museum in Nurnberg during his life- time.) This included the uniform he wore when he was nominated Minister.  This was pale blue and silver with black velvet in reverse.  The sabre my father wore was an heirloom from his uncle, Dr. Eugen Schneider, Mayor of Bamberg.  Apart from both uniforms, the Transport Museum had two portraits of him to remember him by, one from Prof. Walter Thor, and another from Leo Samberger.  Apart from the uniform, a Minister also had a so-called Court dress suit which was navy blue with gold buttons and a velvet collar.  Father expressed the wish to be buried in this garment.

Father was Postmaster General as well as Minister of Transport.  Every day a long procession of postillons on horseback passed our house in Siedlstrasse.  They had to deliver the package post.  The postal stables, leased by the postal stablemanter, were in the Dachauerstrasse, on the corner of Karlstrasse.  When the horsemen reached the Ministry they used to blow some beautiful tunes, in honour of his Excellency.

When my parents married in 1839, my father had the title and rank of a Royal Postal Direction Secretary.  In 1885 he had been given this post officially.  Nowadays these titles; secretary, assessor or Chief Inspector which he became in 1892 do not sound like anything very much, but in those days they were reserved for university graduates with high marks in their finals.  Nowadays the grand title of Government Councillor is bestowed on fledglings in government service.  Since for any successful man his profession is the main activity in his life, I regret very much that I don’t know enough about my father’s career.  He himself certainly kept many notes, cuttings from newspapers and letters and as an old man often talked about using them to write his memoirs.  Unfortunately, he never made it.  When finally there was time, after his retirement, possibly through philosophically having a low opinion of himself, he no longer felt enthusiastic, or energetic enough.  There were large piles of notes, as I said before, but all of it was in shorthand.  It would have taken up a great deal more time than I had at my disposal, to translate it all.  Thus, nothing was done and the notes perished.  

On the occasion of his seventieth birthday, a local circle of the Bavarian People’s Party, which he always liked to attend, held a kind of celebration.  He made a long speech, talking about events during his years of service and his memories.  I was present as well and was astounded how well and interestingly he talked about many things and occurences, I had known nothing about.  Sadly, even then I did nothing to preserve these remembrances from his career and his life in politics.

Not until I started in Grammar School did I become aware that father had a profession, left in the morning, came home for lunch, then left again to return home in the evenings.  In my early youth the place where my father worked was the Ministry for External Affairs, of which the Post Office and the Railways were a branch under State law.  At that time Count Crailsheim was Minister of External Affairs and of the Royal Household.  From his picture he looks like an elegant aristocrat.  He took a part in the dethronement of King Ludwig II (the mad King) in Neuschwanstein.  My father always spoke of him with great respect.

The Ministry at that time was housed in a Palace built by Herigoyen, on the corner of Promenadeplatz and Kardinal Faulhaber Strasse.  As on the outside, the building seems to have been in the chilly Empire style inside as well.  Father told us about a colleague; a gentleman whose blue blood caused him to wear padded trousers all the year round because he was always cold.  Also about a porter who had to open the mail from all over the world.  He must have had a remarkable collection.  As children we were allowed to watch the Corpus Christi procession from this noble building.

From 1896 until 1906, not a year passed that father did not get a promotion or had a new honour and an order bestowed upon him.  We children were not aware of these successes and his rise.  In the nineties my father gave up the military part of his career.  His civilian superiors regarded the exercises, which would have been necessary to his further military promotion, as a burden and a hindrance.  They were glad when, on questioning, he said he had no military ambition.  This renunciation was easy to bear, as he did not enjoy acting the ‘summer lieutenant’.  He had served in the First Infantry Regiment in Munich and with the Tenth in Ingolstadt.  The latter caused him great annoyance when his superior returned an examination paper to him, maintaining that he had been helped.  So, eventually, his helmet, his sabre and his uniform were put in mothballs by Mama and from then on dragged along with us, every time we moved.  Each time my father kept regretting, looking reproaohfully at Mama the while, that the helmet had been ruined by moths.  On the first of January 1900, my father took over the railway office in Bamberg.  Since before this he had served with the authorities of state, the Chief Director of the Royal Bavarian State Railway, this transfer might have been regarded as a come down, he was given at the same time the title and rank of a chief Government Councillor.  The take-over had to take place on the second of January 1900 for which the State Councillor Ebermeyer, the head of the General Directorrs office, arrived in Bamberg punctually and handed the office over at 9 am.  All local Railway Officials had to be present in uniform, black frock coat, black tie, by command.  All rules were very strict then, and had to be adhered to, to the letter.  

It was surely regarded as a special favour to my father to have been transferred to Bamberg, particularly since the year 1900 was the last year of my grandfather Seidlein.  He died on the seventh of March, whereas my father’s stepmother passed away in 1902.  Thus father was able to visit my grandfather during his last illness and be near him.  In Bamberg we lived in a house built of red brick, especially for officials connected with the Railway.  It was roughly opposite the Station and is still there today.  In July 1901, already my father was transferred back to Munich to the General Director’s Office.  Now his place of work was in the dark, heavy building on the Prielmayerstrasse, corner of Luesenstrasse, still there today.  We ourselves lived in a house in the Finslingstrasse, now Pettenkoferstrasse, corner of Mathildenstrasse.  Opposite was the foundation of St. Mathilda, a large early Victorian building including a church and an enormous vegetable garden, worked by the sisters of charity.  Nowadays the University Eye Clinic has been built there.  This house was only a temporary abode.  After a year we moved back into the Hackenstrasse, where the rooms were large and comfortable, but with low ceilings, which did not suit my tall father very much.  The flat had to be renovated, particularly the floors.  This did not at all please the landlord, my great grandfather, who called the laying down of parquet floors a wicked waste.  In short, there were ‘words’.  In December 1906, my father was transferred to Nurnberg as the president of the Local Railway Direction.  At the same time he received the order of merit of the Bavarian Crown.  Connected wiuh this was for him and Mama the elevation to knighthood.  He received a document of nobility with a coat of arms.  This was based on the assumed derivation of our name from Zeitler, which means gatherer of honey.  It therefore showed three beehives.  The Imperial Heraldry Office produced this document.  In Nuremberg from 1901 to 1912, we again lived in a railway officials building, not far from the Railway station in the then Sandstrasse.  The flat, originally designed as offices, contained a series of equally large rooms on both sides of a wide corridor, in a huge building of yellow sandstone.  The posher rooms looked out onto the street that led to a tunnel under the Railway.  The backrooms overlooked a bare a and dreary garden consisting of shrubs and neglected grass patches, with broad sandy paths.  Beyond this was the wide railroad with countless rails on which the trains approached the station or rolled away from it into the blue distance.  My room with red painted ‘peasant’ furniture had this view.  It was livened up day and night, summer and winter by thundering trains and steaming locomotives and offered plenty of interest to a grammar school boy.  

The centre of family life in Nurnberg too, was of course, the living room, which on Mama’s orders was embellished by a green tiled stove.  This was never lit but was supposed to add to the comfort of the room.  It contained the then-popular raised window corner with an easy chair and a sewing table and was next door to the ‘salon’ which bad been furnished with our old and newly made baroque suite and pictures.  It got little use from the family and served to receive visitors who came to call between eleven and twelve in the morning in top hats and kid gloves.  A very peculiar ceremony was observed at these official visits by high civil servants, officers and upper-class civilians.  Provided the visitors hoped to genuinely get acquainted with their hosts or to have a talk with them, it was all straight forward.  The servant girl in white cap and apron brought the visiting card on a tray to her master and they asked the visitor to enter.  He, after bowing and curtseying sat down on the outermost edge of the sofa, hat and gloves between his knees and made conversation.  However, there was another kind of visitor who never intended to actually meet his host.  He would drive up in a hired carriage and a hired servant would run up to the door and hand in the visiting card which had one edge turned down, for the lady and gentleman of the house.  Off then to the next visit.  The turned down edge, I think was meant to protect the card from being abused.  There was still one further step in this manner of social intercourse, lifting it into the realm of absurdity.  A hired messenger was given a number of visiting cards and a list of addresses and his job was to hand over the cards, which made it all quite simple.

To return to our flat.  Next to the salon was my father’s study with writing desk, books and a sofa.  My sister’s room, my parents’ bedroom, the nursery and the guest room were further down the corridor.  My brother Eugen was born in this flat in 1907.  The removal to Nurnberg caused some changes in our household, for one, a chambermaid besides our factotum Marie, the cook and electric light.  With these events, the age of petroleum and spirit lamps ended.

Father often said later on that he spent a happy time in Nurnberg.  In his position, apart from the commanding general the second army corps, he was the highest paid civil servant in the city.  Then he was good and far away from the Ministry in Munich above him which meant room to swing a cat and independence.  It was otherwise for my mother.  She felt like an exile far away from her hometown Munich and her father and sisters.  For a start, she knew nobody in her new surroundings.  Munich lay far, far away, three hours by express train.  It did not occur to anyone that she could have travelled to visit her father and sisters any other time outside the summer holidays.  I personally was allowed to spend the Easter holidays every year with my beloved Munich grandfather, a shining period in the course of the year.  Marie the cook put up with her lot patiently and faithfully, having to spend her days in a Franconian city with an accent that was foreign to her, and strange churches in which there was such a lot of singing.  Last not least for us children; the move to Nurnberg was a real shock.  My sister went to a girl’s high school, which led to a university entrance course.  There were about ten girls whose parents were modern enough to entrust their daughter to a grammar school and to university.  My father thought a lot of the intelligence of his daughter who did, in fact, show great promise in her German essays.  He did however not recognise in time that my sister had had a very poor grounding in Munich and it would have been advisable to have given her, for at least a year, a thorough additional instruction in the necessary foundations.  As it was, studying for her and for us was torture and a struggle with insufficient means and it ended with failing her finals twice over and bitter disappointment.  I myself who was much less promising was sent to the nearby grammar school, which stood on the grounds of the medieval convent of St. Claire.  One of its most famous inmates in the times of the reformation had been Caritas Pirkheimer.  The building was in every respect an utterly insane product of government architecture; a box of bricks and stone in the renaissance style, which could only be reached through narrow lanes, behind the old city walls, at the Ladies’ gate, opposite the Railway Station.  That is where I made my way between the city wall and the backs of rather poor houses with questionable smells, day by day and year by year of my youth.  My parents soon made friends.  A railway physician, Dr. Stich with wife and daughter from a highly regarded family, soon made themselves known and with them came other well established Nurnberg families in our circle.  The first of these was the protestant parson from the Holy Ghost Church, Church Councillor Schiller and his wife.  Then the owner of a paint brush factory and amateur searcher into early history, Relen; a wealthy man and others.  They were mostly elderly gentlemen, members of the Erlangen University Club Bubenruthia, which had already figured at the Wartburg feast in 1817.  In winter the families met at parties, arranged for each other.  Into our house too, the spirit of hospitality entered, which we, true Munich citizens had known little about.  Though we were not allowed to take part, for my sister and me these invitations were exciting occasions in the grey, monotonous course of our strict years at school.  The strange fragrance of good cigars, (Herr Schiller used to smoke) brought to me a breath of the large free world.  This was apart from the remnants of canapes and sweets we were given afterwards.

On fine days they used to meet on Sunday afternoons for excursions into the surrounding countryside.  There were long walks terminating generally in a tea place.  For Whitsun there were vaster enterprises, like a trip to the Bavarian Forest.  It was Physician to the Court, Dr. Stich - a small man with a goatee, lively and charming, who organised these excursions and social events.  He was physician to Nurnberg society and knew all the families inside out.  Herr and Frau Schiller were equally highly regarded.  He was supposed to have been a good preacher, in his Holy Ghost Church.  From it’s vaults a giant chest with the jewels of the realm was supposed to have hung by chains.  The parson was a man of the world, he baptised, confirmed and buried the high-ups and was a great lover of Shakespeare which found its expression in a book by him about the poet.

Mama had to fulfill a further social duty.  The Catholics of Nurnberg in those days, in this traditionally protestant city, lived in a kind of ghetto.  There were two parishes; that of Our Lady, with its gothic church on the market place and St. Elizabeth with it’s domed Church in the classic style.  In addition there was St. Claire, a gothic Church near the Ladies’ gate, which served as a college Church.  The Catholics, guided by excellent priests, kept themselves strictly to themselves.  They had their own little paper, though not specially good, a catholic bookshop and several clubs.  It was a matter of course for my mother as the wife of the highest official of the Catholic faith to be elected head of the St. Elizabeth society for the support of poor persons.  Although Mama lacked the ambition to shine socially, she was pleased to fulfill this new task from a sense of duty and loyalty.  Part of her duties was to visit the needy in their homes to see with one’s own eyes where the shoe pinched.

In spring 1912 for the first time since it had become a kingdom, Bavaria received a government, which was, according to the majority in Parliament, ‘Zentrum’ (Liberal Catholic).  Freiherr Hertling, who was by profession a University Professor of scholastic Philosophy, formed the new government.  My father, as civil servant was distinguished by his fine bearing, efficiency·and a calm nature and was chosen for the post of Minister of Railways and Postmaster General.  His official title was State Councillor in Official Service, Royal Bavarian Minister of State for matters of Transport.  In his selection, probably two things played a part: his good relations with the Zentrum party and his acquaintance with my godfather, the Member of Parliament and High Government Councillor Alois Frank.  He was an excellent man, sober, intelligent, lively and Vice President of Parliament, born in the Rhineland.  Apart from his activity as civil servant and politician, he also was a Captain in the Infantry, and painted portraits very well for an amateur.  As my sponsor, he presented me with (instead of the usual watch) a Roman missal and three large illustrated volumes from the series ‘Classical Artists’: Durer, Rubens and Rembrandt.  They belonged to the greatest treasures of my young days and certainly were not without influence on my love of paintings and old art.

Since it was shortly before my grammar school finals and a change of schools was not advisable, I was left behind in Nurnberg as a boarder with a school friend’s family, to finish school and my exams.  

In Munich we lived in the Ministry of Transport, built by Nocheder, in the wing in the Seidlstrasse.  This flat was not meant for habitation originally either, and again consisted of a row of offices, which were extraordinarily large and high.  Beyond our flat there were so-called reception rooms, a salon, a dining hall and a smoking room.  They were used only rarely and mostly stood empty.

With the burden and duty of his ministerial job, my father’s character in my opinion appeared to change.  He was then fifty-six.  Gone was his gentle cheerfulness, his love of telling yarns, and there was no more time for hobbies.  The debates in Parliament were particularly trying and exhausting, needing many late nights of preparation.  He also complained bitterly that his nearest colleagues were quite unable to give him a break and take his place, as they were hopeless at making speeches.  Two years after the start of his new office, world war one broke out.  I was called up and apart from short days of leave, I stayed far from home.

When I returned in February 1919 from the Ukraine, my father was no longer in service, the King had abdicated and Bavaria had become part of the German Republic.  For a while my father had seriously believed that with determination and resolute measures of defence, the whole nightmare of the revolution could have been quelled, and the kingdom could have been saved.  To me, despite my inexperience this point of view did not seem realistic.  I had the feeling that time had run out, that the period of monarchies had gone to give way to a birth of new forms of state.  My father however, was evidently no longer resilient enough to be open to this train of thoughts.  After his retirement he took on a few honorary posts.  He stood for and was elected President of the Bavarian League for ‘King and Country’ for several years.  It vexed him when they omitted the ‘von’ on his signatures.  His greatest interest lay in taking part in the meetings of the old and young members of the Bavarian Peoples’ Party, the successor of the Zentrum Party.  During the last years of his life, he saw the beginning of the National Socialist domination in Germany.  As I could see from our many and violent discussions, my father was not deceived by the grand speeches he read about in the papers, calling them empty phrases, nor by the initial successes of the new regime.  He was consistent in his judgement of condemning all revolutions.

We had moved back now into the Hackenstrasse where we had lived before our Nurnberg period.  It suited my father less than ever, because of its low ceilings and the poor and undistinguished stairway from the second to the third floor.  When my grandfather Lippert died, my parents moved into the first floor and I myself with my young family into the flat next door, which used to belong to my Uncle Franz Radspieler.  After my father’s death, my grandfather’s flat was occupied by my mother and my·brother Eugen until my mother was evacuated and moved to us into our country house - ‘Moesl’.  When she eventually returned to town in 1952, she lived with Aunt Mietz in my flat on the second floor, Hackenstrasse 7, first entrance.  There spent her last years.

In the meantime my brother Eugen had grown up finished school and studied law.  My father was very worried about his future and had helped him where he could.  My brother did not take to us and grew up with his quite elderly parents.  This got him used to a rather pessimistic way of life, even in his young days he was rather devoid of youthful energy.  At the start of the Second World War, he was called up and eventually obtained a post at a Camp military court.  He ended up among the German army’s battles of retreat from Hungary, where he fell in March 1945.  A Munich goldsmith, Heyden, looked me up and gave me the news of his death.  He told me he had met a soldier at an army hospital in the East who asked him, since he was from Munich, if he had met a family called Seidlein, as he had the papers of my brother who had been killed in Hungary and had been buried there.  My letters to the man in question stayed unanswered.

With my children my father was kindness itself.  Since only a small door in the wall separated our two flats, the little visitors were forever slipping in and out, particularly as the grandparents always had nice things to eat.  With my sister’s marriage too, my father had become reconciled over the years.  The fact that she lived in comfortable circumstances and looked like continuing to do so for the rest of her days, must have given him great satisfaction.  The same with my wife.  Her great competence and her gift of radiating love, to tackle anything life brought along, with unworried zest, all that had a disarming effect.  This eventually overcame my father’s prejudice against her and her family.  She herself always stood in awe of him to a slight extent.  

Apart from near blindness in one eye, I suspect he suffered from cataract, my father’s last years were without major bodily complaints.  He celebrated his seventieth birthday surrounded by his family, as a photograph shows.

During the last months of his life he developed disease of his urinary tract.  When he could no longer be looked after at home he was admitted to the Red Cross Hospital.  He died there on 18th August 1935 in his seventy-ninth year.  His death was the occasion for the purchase of a grave in the Munich Waldfriedhof.  (Forest cemetary) 

YOUTH OF MY FATHER 

At grammar school (Altes Gymnasium) in Bamberg, my father told me he spent a lot of time roaming round in the Michaelsberg Woods.  In those days he was mad about butterflies.  Witness of this hobby was a walnut box with a glass door, still around in my school days, which housed his collection of butterflies.  It also contained a specimen of a moth bred by himself from a silkworm.  

My father was a great and excellent storyteller, probably a heritage from his mother.  I remember when I was about nine and my sister twelve, he told us some marvellous tales of his own invention.  He used to lie down on the sofa in our drawing room the while and the two of us were snuggling down in the hollow between his legs and the back of the sofa.  Anything more safe, while listening to his gruesome stories you cannot imagine.  One story that stands out in my mind was the one about the sexton of the upper Parish Church in Bamberg.  It sounded real enough but is highly unlikely.  We were told this on several occasions as an example of great presence of mind and extraordinary courage.  The steeple of the upper Parish Church does not end in a point or onion shaped roof.  It finishes, less prettily, and eccentrically, in a broad, square room with windows in every direction.  This is where the sexton lived, even in my days, around 1900.  He had his little son with him, when a fire broke out, The stairs up the steeple were in flames and he did not know how to save the child and himself.  After a heartfelt prayer he remembered a big heavy umbrella standing in the corner.  It was one of the old solid kind and its ribs - and that was of special importance - were made of whalebone.  Now salvation was at hand! The sexton took the child in his arms, sent another short prayer to heaven opened the great umbrella and jumped out of the window.  The umbrella acted as a parachute and carried both of them safely down.

There were other, much longer stories.  The most impressive one was the one of the ‘Venice Manikin’ which was about Lenggries and the Geiglstein, in whose rocks the manikin lived.  It was a kind of dwarf, artful, clever and friendly.  I am sorry to say I have forgotten the story.  Or the tale after Hans Sachs, which my father had been told by his mother.  About the cook, who wanted to give herself a treat, while her master, the parson and his wife were at Sunday service, and started to cook a mixed grill.  Her mistress was taken short and hurried home.  The cook put the frying pan away on the lavatory seat.  The parson’s wife sat down in a great hurry without looking and was heard to utter a dreadful scream.  ..Or the story of the master thief who committed the most marvellous misdeeds.

In his young days my father used to skate in winter on the frozen river Regnitz.  ‘Hollander’ skates were worn, made of wood faced with steel.  The joys of winter sports ceased rapidly when my father broke through thin ice and was only saved in the nick of time.  There seems to have been the intention at one time for my father to become a miller, and he did indeed help in the mill during his holidays.  While he was there at one time, the lift broke, it raced downwards with him in it, and he just about managed to jump out and save his life.

The small town seems to have been rich in original characters.  There was a furrier called Birner.  During one severe winter he carried his takings in a small sack over his shoulder to the bank and said: ‘Another winter lihe this and Birner will be a rich man.’ 

I remember when I went to school in Bamberg in 1900, the dry goods shop was in front of my grandparents house.  Behind it was the large and roomy store where, in truth, most of the family life took place.  The large window in the store looked out on a small yard, as Ludwig Richter used to draw them at times, in which there was a stable for the geese.  In the store there were large chests with heavy lids in which bran was kept.  My sister and I used to mess around in them and build castles and subterranean passages, The aunts, the young stepsisters of my father, who adored my sister, loved to play there with us.  Not far from the grandparents house near the Upper Bridge bathed in the glory of classiness, was the ‘Riffelmacher’ shop which sold chocolate, sweets and layer cakes.  Whenever our Aunt Anna came to Munich to go with us to Lenggries, she used to bring us each a small sky-blue or rose-pink package with chocolates from Riffelbacher.  

In 1866 my father, probably with a lot of other people, climbed the steeple if the Upper Parish Church to look for the enemy, the Prussians, whose lines of battle and their movements could be seen.  With other youths, a lot of his time in 1870/71 was taken up with showing soldiers to their quarters, admiring prisoners, among which the ‘Turcos’ with blue baggy trousers and red fez, were a special attraction.  After his university entrance exam my father served his year in the Bamberg Infantry, it seems to me, not without enjoyment.  His year ended with the rank of Sergeant Major on the way to become an officer.  As such he was made recognisable by the little red notebook which had to be carried in his jacket between the uppermost buttons.  The barracks were situated in the centre of the town in the old Carmelite Convent.  When the soldiers returning from their exercises, marched past the house of my grandparents, old Babette used to run to the off licence with the quart jug for the thirsty warrior.  The result of the university entrance exam of my father was by no means brilliant.  His uncle Eugen, the mayor and his wife on their part advised my grandfather not to waste his good money in letting the boy study.  ‘Why not keep him in the army, he’d be sure to end up as Major.’ The boy, however, moved to Munich to study law, where he turned over a new leaf and became an uncommonly hardworking student.  His college notebooks, all in perfect shorthand, were of great neatness.  He never studied anywhere other than at Munich University and told me - the examinations were done in evening dress and top hat.  These garments could be rented from the porter for a fee.  As a matter of fact the oral exam was held in public and the other candidates, who had not been through it yet, listened eagerly.  The result was given out immediately.  The custom was then, for the successful student to have his top hat bashed in by his fellows.

In his student days my father went on a walking tour through the mountains.  The journey went through Hohenschwangau, Neuschwanstein and Linderhof, which were all new to him.  

One advantage of the Munich University was the possibility to visit the Hof and National Theatre.  As a student one would take a ticket for the gallery or for standing.  The latter was in a fenced-in area behind the stalls.  These were excellent times in the life of the theatre.  Battles were raging between the Wagner adherents and the reactionaries.  Ibsen was in Munich then and his ‘Nora’ saw it’s first performance.  The cast of the Meininger Hoftheater performed the whole cycle of the royal dramas of Shakespeare as well as the Wallenstein trilogy by Schiller, entirely faithful to the style of Pylotis as regards costumes and scenary.  All that left a powerful impression on my father.  He told us he had to choose most carefully; it was either a hot supper or theatre.  His cousin Tritt transported the laundry to and from Bamberg.  He was a conductor on the railway and used to also supply him with homemade bread from his mother.  

A journey to Rome, often mentioned, must have occured after his finals.  He never forgot to mention that, at the end of his Roman holiday he had run out of cash.  All he had was his return ticket to Bamberg and the dismal spectre of poverty loomed large for the first and last time in his life.  With his last money he bought himself a bag of pears and with this and drinking buckets of water he managed to survive the long journey.  

He never once spoke of the ‘fighting’ students’ union -  ‘Bebenbergia’ to which he belonged and which students from his part of the country used to join.  Father had a scar over his right ear, around it he showed his first white hairs.  He never talked about this sin of his youth, since he was obedient to the Church and the student’s fights were strictly forbidden.  

His uncle Eugen, his mother’s brother had been an energetic ‘Corps’ student.  His brother, uncle Heinrich also was a University graduate.  They were the first two in the family who received an academic education.  Their example was no doubt, instrumental in having him sent to the grammar school.  Uncle Eugen studied law in Erlangen, but was banished from there in 1848 because of his revolutionary activities.  Later on he was promoted to ‘Doctor’ and Mayor of Bamberg.  This did not stop him, however, from holding on to student’s practices.  He had a great collection of pipes the largest one was so long, that it reached from the raised ground floor window down into the street.  When he felt like it, he would lean out of his window with the long pipe, and the cook had to go down into the street and light it for him.  His marriage with Aunt Mari was childless.  She was nee Birnbaum.

Many of their books stood in my father’s library as well as two Rococo portraits of a gentleman in green frock coat and a lady in pink.  Aunt Mari’s word was law in the family.  After her husband’s death she lived in the Michelsberg citizens Hospital and became rather peculiar.  As a little girl, my sister was allowed to visit her at one time.  With much fuss and palaver the Aunt gave her a little box, which to the great vexation of the relatives contained nothing but a stale biscuit.  

Uncle Heinrich became a priest.  He was Parish Priest in Schillingsfuerst, which was where the grandparents spent their old age.  Lastly he was Parish Priest of St. Gangolf, the ‘Gardeners’ Parish’ in Bamberg.  I have a Latin ‘Imitation of Christ’ in my possession to remember him by.  

One of my grandfather Peter Seidlein’s sisters, Maria, was married to a landscape gardener Cromm who hailed from Nassau.  He had his nurseries in Maienbrunn below the Altenburg.  Apart from that he had leased a cafe and restaurant situated in the citizens’ hospital on Michaelsberg, in the building of the former Benedictine foundation.  In front of the wing containing the restaurant there was a fine terrace with shady trees.  From there one had a wonderful view of the Cathedral hill, the Residenz and the City on both banks of the Regnitz.  Victor Scheffel, a Victorian poet and Lieder writer said, "From Bamberg to Grabfeldgau, the wide plain lit up by the shining stream, how I wish I had wings!"  Uncle Cromm was squat with a sun tanned, bald head, covered with a wide straw hat.  He had, to our ears, a very strange accent.  My grandmother Seidlein often helped her sister-in-law in the kitchen when on a Sunday afternoon the garden was full of visitors.  In my day the great Aunt was no longer alive and the restaurant was run by two faithful souls, Miss Lisset and Miss Doret.  The entrance door led to a long passage, on its right side was the restaurant and the kitchen flags.  Whenever we made a trip to this friendly inn, we never missed paying a call to the kitchen, where the two ladies were hard at work with hot faces and red cheeks.  A cherry orchard descended in steps from the terrace to the valley.  In it’s middle stood a summerhouse built in the style of the convent.  When the cherries were ripe, my friend and I were invited into the terraces to pick as much as we liked.  One of Uncle Cromms sons, Peter, took over the nursery in Maienbrunn, the other, Eduard, learned the hotel trade.  Among other places, he worked in the Hotel Treffler in Munich, now called Sonnenhof, in the Sonnenstrasse.  He used to visit us on Sunday afternoons.  There was also a Minna Cromm.  In Maienbrunn they concentrated mainly on growing roses, which during the season used to be sent by rail chiefly to Frankfurt.

My father was articled to a Bamberg lawyer, Councillor Schmitt after which he was fully qualified.  One used to go to the Office in a sleazy dressuit, without overcoat, even in winter, as such a purchase was much too costly.  When it was very cold a thick scarf was wound round the neck.  In one office the wardrobe contained old-fashioned uniforms, with high, stiff collars called Vatermoerder.  The articled clerks used to don them for fun, when some country bumpkins had to be interviewed.  He used to always laugh about one case to do with water rights.  Present were two old ladies of noble birth and their lady companion called Rohr.  The officer at court called her Fraeulein von Rohr.  When she, not being of the nobility, told him: ‘Bloss — Rohr!’ (Only Rohr), he misunderstood and called her Miss Blasrohr: - ‘Blowing Pipe’! 

The dreaded state exam had to be passed in Bayreuth; its memory was always a bit distressing to him.  One thing that impressed him was, that the twelve or so candidates had their dinner brought to them by a waiter from a posh hotel, also that the young gentlemen made bets on the subject of the ballet girls legs during the Venusberg scenes of the opera ‘Tannhaeuser’.  These ladies used to line up at the front edge of the stage behind the curtain.  This was raised to knee height and they had then to guess the identity of these beauties.  As a matter of fact all of them did well, and later on became pillars of society and heads of state.  One of his Bamberg fellow students was Herr Nuesslein.  He lived in Regensburg and had risen to a middling height of railway civil service.  He was very attached to my father and came every year to Munich to visit us.  We used to have very few visitors, hardly any, so it was for us children quite an event when he came.  He was a sturdy man with a short beard, parted in the middle.  He wore a flat, ready knotted tie with a flat turned down collar and a broad brimmed grey hat.  What further struck us as odd, was that apart from a crippled leg he had no soft hands, as you would have expected from a man in a clerical job, but rough horny workman’s hands.  You could feel that when shaking hands.  The reason was, he had a large orchard which he worked with great enthusiasm and which, I think, was his pride and joy.  He never missed making us a present of some products of his hard work.  Large, perfect dessert apples and several bottles of red currant wine.  It all had been packed in an old-fashioned little suitcase of grey linen.  He had two sons of around our age of whom he had always something to report.  Apart from that he held long conversations with my father probably unburdening himself of all the worries of the job.  If I ever hear of a sterling character, I always think of him.

Another friend from father’s grammar school days, who was much nearer to us, was Father Gast.  Even his appearance was most impressive; he was very tall and lean.  He always wore a wide soft hat of corresponding dimensions, which was specially made for him by a Bamberg hatmaker.  He was convinced that no other headgear would be at all suitable.  When my father was moved to Nurnberg, he visited frequently, being Parish Priest in a nearby village called Ebermannstadt.

God knows how he managed to get to college, since he came from a humble background.  His father was a bricklayer, addicted to drink, and eventually drowned in the river Main.  He must have fought his way up to college through scholarships and giving lessons.  The latter held so much horror for him that he showered me with impressive admonitions, when I reached grammar school stage.  I believe he was most surprised when my parents and I did not quake with fear.  Probably through poor food, as a young man, he suffered a haemorrhage from the lungs, but eventually lived to a great age.  His hobby was growing fruit and flowers, for which his small sized parishes gave him time and opportunity.  Despite his modest origins, he was always very clean and tidy and his language and manners were excellent.  When we lived in Nurnberg, as mentioned before, he often came to see us and was well received, especially by Mama, who used to invite him to afternoon coffee.  When after the seventh year in grammar school, holiday bliss had commenced; I was invited to his house.  The weather was radiant and I have no better memory of happy summer holidays than this journey into a cherry country at the foot of the Franconian ‘Switzerland’.  Freedom and more freedom, long holidays and I might say, my whole life before me, without definite plans as yet.  No worry or anxiety, beautiful time of youth! The year was l909 and who thought of anything threatening? I remember about this trip that the presbytery, as usual, was poorly furnished and not very comfortable and that we went for long walks and visited a colleague priest in the neighbourhood.  He lived in a secularised convent and when we arrived back home after dark, we devoured a roast chicken by candlelight.  Everywhere in the neighbourhood the parish priest had left his traces as an expert on fruit trees.  He pruned them, trained them up on walls, and at times he stopped in the road, climbed into the ditch, pushed the grass aside and showed me a tiny plant which was to grow into some- thing useful.  On these walks round the parish and its surroundings he used to wear a kind of tropical helmet, made of ‘Luffa’, a light, spongy, man-made material, which he used to receive by mail order.  He preferred to buy things this way.  He attributed his recovery from his severe haemorrhage to the consumption of a small bottle of ‘sect’, a sparkling wine, which he had on order all his life from a firm in the Rhineland.  His cigars had to come from Bremen.  

When we were in Lenggries he used to visit us.  During our walks he kept a sharp eye on the fruit trees.  He always had a pruning knofe in his pocket and nothing could stop him from cutting away on a tree that was not getting to grow right in his opinion, much to the consternation of the owners.  They were not asked and had to watch their splendid tree turn bald and mean looking, with a heap of cut off branches and leaves.  His standing as a priest protected him from protests and refusals.  The nuns in the Lenggries were in any case, used to him and were very long suffering.  Since my reverend friend was a fisherman as well, we started one day by mailcoach to the Hinterriss, furnished with angler’s gear.  He wanted to teach me how to fish there.  We spent a frugal night in Kloesterl with a curate.  The weather was awful and very cold, so the fishing was no joy, and was soon given up.  Instead we climbed up to the Tortal, where we wanted to see Chamois.  Everywhere was covered with snow, and nothing was to be seen of any Chamois.  He blamed this on the fact that I had left his field glasses back in our abode, and complained bitterly over and over again; "Man alive! -  In this wilderness, he goes and leaves my glasses at home".

What remains in my memory is a very different world opening up a couple of hours walk beyond the Austrian border.  The mountains veiled with fog, the narrow valley, the desolate cold and wet, the seething, rushing Rissbach.

After my safe and sound return from the first worldwar, the family went to Birkenstein with our reverend family friend.  He said mass there at which I served.  After that we climbed the Wendelstein.

Our friend belonged to a certain type, not all that rare, who have a great wealth of stories.  As a student, he got employment with a Westphalian family, teaching their children.  He fancied he had mastered their particular accent to perfection and quoted for us how he at one time had asked the way to a house where he was to visit a sick child.  To us it did not sound at all different from his usual Bamberg dialect.

As a young chaplain in the ‘Franconian Switzerland’ he was one of the first to order snow shoes and a braking stick.  With their help he was able to visit the snow bound villages, where he was received with great surprise: "Lord bless us and save us, Father, where did you spring from?" (Those snow-boots and the braking stick were passed on to me - eventually, however they had become quite warped and useless.)

In the family mentioned above, where he taught the children, there was a daughter of the house, to whom it appeared that the young teacher took a great fancy to.  He never forgot to mention, however, that this tender affection stayed completely secret.  ‘You need not think though, that I did not hold her hand just once in a while, with feeling.’ 

As I said before, he followed my course through grammar school with ample admonitions.  In particular, he tried to stop me smoking cigarrettes, which he considered frivolous.  As it happened, I was not at all keen on them anyway.  ‘Smoke cigars and a pipe as much as you like, but cigarettes are unworthy of an academician." One of his peculiarities, which, of course, was not in evidence during his meetings with us, was that in his dealings with his parishioners, he displayed a most quarrelsome nature.  My father, I believe, was called on occasionally to put in a good word for him with his superiors in Bamberg.  There was a violent feud between him and the sheriff of the district, which continued on to the battlefield of the press.  A contribution of his started with these words: ‘he who wants to hunt the wild boar must be able to stand a cutting from his tusks.’ 

At a meeting (official] in Bamberg, he was said to have been in such a temper, that he threatened to hit his opponent, and that both this man and the Vicar General were almost under the table with fright.  He was not on speaking terms with the schoolmaster in his village for years and would not enter the school and the children had no religious instruction whatever for ages.  Eventually, he resigned voluntarily and chose to live at Mogast, a place in the Franconian Switzerland, where he had worked as a young chaplain.  The area had no water, an endless bother.  As an energetic man, anxious of the common good, he founded an interested community in order to find water and stop the shortage once and for all.  An engineer was entrusted with the project but the plans submitted to the government were rejected as inadequate and wrong.  The quarrelsome nature of our friend, the Priest in retirement, had now found a proper field of action.  Fighting God and the world, he succeeded in that his peasants carried into practice the project of the engineer, dismissing the government plans.  When all was finished, it turned out that his project was, in fact, a failure and all the money had been wasted.  Our priest fled, and found a post for his old age, outside his diocese, as castle chaplain to the Baron Rechberg in Oberoelkofen.  I went to visit him there one time and he showed me some shrubs he had trained into an arbour, he was then almost eighty.  He said he reckoned that in thirty years time, this would be grown into a very pleasant retreat.  He celebrated his Golden Jubilee as a Priest in the neighbouring Grafing, to which my wife and I were invited.  Shortly after he was drawn back into his Franconian homeland.  He made his last stay with the nuns in Rattelsdorf on the river Aisch, where he had enjoyed fishing when he was young.  There he died and was buried.  He left me his gun, after he had already made me a present of his fishing tackle and a very worn Breviarum Romanum on the occasion of my Finals.  

FRAEULEIN RETTEL 

Fraeulein Rettel (Franconian abbreviation of Margaret) lived in a large room in the house of my Bamberg Grandmother, on the corner of Austrasse opposite the Lower Bridge.  She was a little old spinster lady, a retired housekeeper to a Priest and Godmother of my Aunt Pauline.  

When my sister and I stayed at the house, we were her welcome guests as well and received with great pleasure.  I was then eight years old and I remember her telling me about the horrors of the secularisation in Bamberg.  That time brought the loss for Bamberg, of the Lord Bishop’s reign and the undesirable inclusion into the kingdom of Bavaria.  

MY BAMBERG AUNTS

My father rarely talked about his brother and his sister who had died before my time.  Those were his brother Eugen and his sister Marie.  She was married to a teacher called Oppelt, not very happily.  Aunt Anna made the greatest impression on us.  She was my father’s proper sister from my Grandfathers first marriage, whereas the rest of the aunts, Paulin, Gretel and Dora were stepsisters from the second marriage.  Aunt Anna entered our field of vision more clearly as, for years, she shared our holidays in Lenggries.  We never met during the year, only by correspondence.  The Aunt for many years taught at the Upper Parish School in Bamberg.  So it was only natural that she gave us a few lessons during the holidays as well, and she took me in hand during the summer before my entrance exam to Grammar School.  We all, Mama and we children were very fond of her, although thinking back, she seemed a little colourless.  Each time she arrived in Munich before our departure on our holidays, she brought us each a little package of chocolates.  On the occasion of my first Holy Communion she gave me a large portfolio - Durer’s woodcuts of the Passions of our Lord and the Apocalypse.  In Lenggries, she led the same quiet life as my parents and on many a photograph, her figure, enveloped in enormous skirts, has been captured.  A discord arose between my parents and her when in already advanced years, she decided to get married to a highly esteemed colleague, the Bamberg school councillor Hoehn.  For reasons, not quite clear to me, my father and with him Mama, were against this union and Mama had to write to her.  Mr. Hoehn, a quiet, gentle man, brought into this marriage a strange, odd daughter, who also was a teacher.  She retired early.  After this marriage, my aunt did not visit us so regularly any more, she spent her holidays with her husband elsewhere.  She always kept in touch with my wife and me and with my sister.  When the horrors of war in the spring of 1945 reached Bamberg too, she left the house with her sisters and a few belongings to find refuge somewhere in the country.  Meanwhile the Seidlein house at the Lower Bridge with all it’s old furniture and pictures was burnt to the ground; one would think that as often happened, if a responsible active person had kept an eye on the property, it might have been saved.  The Aunt spent her last years in the St. Anthony Foundation on the Michelsberg, where I visited her with my wife shortly before her death, bedridden.  Her nieces, the daughters of Aunt Dora, kept an eye on her, she was still supposed to be the head of the family.  They had a good laugh about her buying an expensive hat in order to visit her friends inside the home; altogether she enjoyed spending money in her old age, giving presents to friends and acquaintances, such as clergymen in exalted positions.  She was buried in the family grave, Seidlein - Schneider in the Bamberg cemetary.  She died on the 28th December 1956.  

Aunt Pauline (23rd June 1883 to 10th April 1935) a younger stepsister of my father’s also was a teacher at the Upper Parish School.  As a teenager with long plaits she spent a summer with us in Lenggries, a young cheerful girl.  I always had a liking for her.  She was very religious.  When the Seidlein girls were gay teenagers, a student named Zapf used to visit my Grandparents house.  He was a happy fellow, at that time still at grammar school, a dignity that to me seemed unattainable at that time.  Later he studied Medicine and reappeared_in our circle from time to time, faithfully, telling us about his medical experiences.  I was most impressed about his case history of a girl student, one of his patients, who had taken poison due to thwarted love, luckily without success.  I think he was in love with her.  Thus a breath of the ‘Big Bad World’ reached us in our quiet, modest existence and left an impression on a boy - Girl student - Unhappiness - Poison - Poor, lovely girl.  The first victims of emancipation came to light.  Aunt Gretel was a little older than Aunt Paulin was.  She never married either.  When she was young my father got her a job as telephonist at the Post Office.  There were so few possibilities for young girls to get a job.  Aunt Gretl came to Munich, but after some time she suffered a nervous breakdown, it was said through a head injury.  She could not work any more and, in the true sense of the word, returned to the bosom of her family, where she spent her life in taking care of her little nieces and nephews (children of aunt Dora Garies} and then later on, their children.  During this time she would change her habitat.  At one time she was in Schweinfurt, then again in Bamberg.  She told us a lot of things about Grandfather Seidlein and spoke the Bamberg dialect most beautifully.  Her great nephew had his head bashed about during a fight after school and had to stay in bed.  His worried Aunt Gretl appeared during the night at his bedside full of anxiety with the whispered words; "Are you alive, Otto?" 

The fourth and last sister of my father known to me was Aunt Dora.  She had a great sense of humour much needed with her large family of husband, two sons and four daughters.  While working in the flour shop as a young girl she met watchmaker Gareis, who had a shop in the Seidlein property.  He was a great original, but I think he lacked proper stability.  Unfortunately the two sons died early.  Georg fell in the war.  The other, Heinrich, died after tonsillectomy when he was given an injection that killed him.

It had to do with an enlarged Thymus gland.  Her daughters all got married without delay or difficulties.  Marianne named after my sister married a very able civil servant, Wohlleber, in the Surveying department.  She has four children, Edletraut, now in 1963, already married and mother, Otto at grammar school, who wants to study for the priesthood.  His smaller brother goes to primary school, and Mechtild.  Aunt Gretl spent a lot of time with the Wohlleber family and helped where she could.  Loni’s husband, called Aussendorfer is also in local government.  Two good-looking daughters attend grammar school.  Minna, Frau Ziegler has a daughter.  Her husband is employed at the building of the Bamberg port.  He is an original, bright individual with a magnificent Bamberg accent.  The eldest of the Gareis daughters, Anni, has managed a branch of a Dyers and Cleaners in Schweinfurt.  With great ability and hard work she has managed to get two sons through grammar school.

Anni’s husband, Herr Nuetzel, through bad health had to retire very early, so Anni had to carry the main burden of the family.  Her reward eventually was rich.  Her son Paul is a well placed Parish Priest in the diocese of Wuerzburg and Joseph, a happily married bank official.  If Aunt Dora was still alive, she could look down on her successful descendants with every satisfaction.







� Records of older houses of the city of Munich. Hausbesitz und Steuerleistung der Münchner Bürger 1368-1571. Home ownership and commerce activities of the citizens of Munich from 1368 to 1571. 


� Recorded are three children of Adam Seidlein, who were Johann Georg, Christian Ernst and Elizabeth Maria, all born in Bamberg – please see genealogical chart.


� The 'Xr' is possibly an abbreviation for Kreuzer.&nbsp;  As for the 'fl', in the Austro-Hungarian Empire, a different Gulden (also known as the Florin or, in Hungarian, Forint) was the unit of account.&nbsp; The Gulden was divided into 60 Kreuzer, each of 4 Pfennig or 8 Heller.


� The commander of the French army at Dresden was Napoleon. Marshal Louis Alexandre Berthier (1753-1815) was his chief of staff. The manner of his death is uncertain; according to some accounts he was assassinated by members of a secret society, others say that, maddened by the sight of Prussian troops marching to invade France, he threw himself from his window and was killed.
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