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Danksagung


Quellen zur Böhm Chronik


An dieser Stelle möchte ich mich bei allen Forschern ganz herzlich bedanken, die mir jahrelang beim Sammeln von Daten, mit Beiträgen, Artikeln und Hinweisen geholfen haben. Besonders richtet sich mein Dank an die polnischen Geschichtsforscher für ihre Unterstützung sowie an die Schlesienforscher der verschiedenen Internetforen, die ich zu Rate gezogen habe.





Vorwort


Familienforschung bedeutet die Sozialgeschichte von Familie zu beschreiben und den historisch-gesellschaftlichen Charakter von Familie ins Bewusstsein zu rücken - genau das habe ich mir bei der Böhm-Chronik zur Aufgabe gemacht. Die Chronik, die Sie vor sich liegen haben, vereint daher 700 Jahre niederschlesische Familiengeschichte in sich: von der Zeit der Schlesischen Linie der Piasten (Wappen: Schwarzer Adler), Böhmen, Preussen/Deutsches Reich und Polen/Gegenwart; bis ins Jahr 2015 mit Strömungen in Deutschland, den USA, in Namibia, Südafrika und Mexiko.


Ursprung und Basis des vorliegenden Werkes ist die vor 15 Jahren eingerichtete Website (www.boehm-chronik.com). Die dabei entstandene Sammlung familiengeschichtlicher Forschung wurde in mehrjähriger und intensiver Forschungsarbeit zusammengestellt und kann als wichtiger Wegweiser für die Familienforschung im Waldenburger Bergland angesehen werden.


Mit 45 Verweisen zur Online-Enzyklopädie Wikipedia, 250 bis 350 Besuchen täglich und insgesamt 44.500 Besuchern auf dem dazugehörigen YouTube-Kanal ist die Website der Böhm-Chronik eine gefragte Online-Plattform, wenn es um das Thema Familienforschung geht. Die zunehmenden Hackerangriffe auf die Website haben mich allerdings schließlich dazu veranlasst, das Ganze in Buch-Form zu veröffentlichen.


Als bedeutende Bausteine für meine tiefergehende Familiengeschichtsforschung können die gesammelten Beiträge von Schlesien-Forschern gesehen werden. Darüber hinaus konnte ich mich sogar stets auf die Unterstützung und eine gute Zusammenarbeit mit polnischen Geschichtsforscher verlassen. Aus diesem Grund sind auch einige polnische Artikel im vorliegenden Werk zu finden. Weitere Quellen waren Landbücher, Urkunden sowie heimatgeschichtliche Bücher zum Thema Besiedelung, Lokatoren und Ritterwesen, einschließlich verschiedener Sagen sowie Orts- und Kirchenchroniken.


Das vorliegende Buch ist an all diejenigen gerichtet, die sich für das Thema Familie, Geschichte und Forschung interessieren und begeistern. Darüber hinaus kann und soll die Böhm-Chronik als Arbeitsbuch für weitere Forschung dienen. Daher sind einige Tabellen und Bilder bewusst doppelt zu finden, allerdings immer mit Bezug auf einen anderen Sachverhalt.


Sollte es mir durch meine Familiengeschichtsschreibung gelingen, jemanden zur Familienforschung im Waldenburger Bergland zu bewegen, wäre damit mein Ziel erreicht. Eine Tätigkeit, die wie ich aus eigener Erfahrung weiß, faszinierend und spannend zugleich sein kann.





Kapitel 1


Die Böhm'sche Familiengeschichte


Kohlenbauern-Sippe aus dem Waldenburger Bergland


XIII. Jahrhundert


Böhmische Ritter (von Rodov/Rodovsky) im Königgrätzer Kreise in Böhmen.


XIV. und XV. Jahrhundert


Ritter in Schlesien


In Diensten von Bolko II. und Nicolaus, Herzöge von Münsterberg und Bolko II., Herzog von Schweidnitz-Jauer.


XVI. - XVIII. Jahrhundert


Besitzer des herzoglichen Lehnguts in Weissstein,


und


Bauern (Kohlenbauern) und Teilhaber (Kuxen-Inhaber) der Glückhilf-Grube in Hermsdorf.


XIX. Jahrhundert


Unsere Linie: Bauern/Kuxen-Inhaber und später Besitzer des Gasthofes “Zur Stadt Wien”


(Kutschenstation mit Gastställe, Gaststätte mit Fremdenzimmern und Tanzsaal) in Langwaltersdorf.


Seitenlinie: Bauern/Kuxen-Inhaber und später Besitzer des Schlosses und Rittergutes “Tannhausen”.


1889 kam es zu einem Bruch in der Familie. Der liberal gesinnte Johann Karl Wilhelm Böhm (Gasthofbesitzer) - unser Urgrossvater - kam in Schwierigkeiten mit dem bismarckschen Sozialistengesetz. In seinem Gasthof versammelten sich streikende Bergarbeiter. Daraufhin verarmte unser Zweig der Familie. Die kaisertreue Richtung des Rittmeisters Gustav Böhm - unser Urgrossonkel - verachtete die politische Einstellung seines Kusins. Die Folge war, eine vollkommene Ignorierung und ein Auseinanderleben der beiden Familienzweige.


XX. und XXI. Jahrhundert


Langwaltersdorfer Linie: Deutschland, Mexiko und USA.


Tannhausener Linie: Namibia (ehem. Deutsch-Südwest Afrika), Südafrika, Deutschland und USA.



Familienspruch


Seit ich mich erinnern kann, hatte unsere Mutter immer ein kleines eingerahmtes Sprüchlein an der Wand hängen. Sie nahm es mit von Schlesien, nach Sachsen, nach dem Ruhrgebiet und bis zu ihrem Lebensende hing es in ihrer Küche in der Aschaffenburger Gegend. Wir neckten sie sogar manchmal damit. Mutter sagte immer, es wäre unser Familiensprüchlein, sie hätte es von ihrer Mutter (Schäl-Linie):


"Tue recht und scheue niemand!"


Recte faciendo neminem timeas


Vermutlich geht es zurück auf George Schäl (* um 1690 - + 17.3.1753), Bauer, Gerichtsgeschworener und Kirchenvorstand der evangelischen Kirche in Langwaltersdorf.


Ich sah nun das gleiche Sprüchlein in Familien-Webseiten von Schlesiern und von Sudetendeutschen. Möglicherweise ist diese Stelle aus der Sammlung der Lebensregeln des evangelisch-lutherischen Pfarrers Johann Rittmeyer ( + 1698) die Quelle für unseren Familienspruch. Die 100 Lebensregeln des Johann Rittmeyer sind übrigens im Internet abrufbar, und zwar hier die Regel 55.


Zur Person:


1939 in Friedland, Kreis Waldenburg, geboren. 1948 mit Eltern aus Schlesien nach Sachsen ausgewiesen. 1957 Flucht über Berlin in den Westen. Im August 1958 - ich wurde auf dem Schiff 19 Jahre - nach Kanada ausgewandert mit "SS Arcadia" von Bremerhaven. 1959 Motorradreise (BSA 150 ccm) von Vancouver, BC, nach Whitehorse am Alaska-Highway, zurück nach Edmonton, Alberta, durch die USA und Mexiko bis nach Guatemala. Verkauf des Motorrades. Über Belize, Mexiko, die USA zurück nach Kanada. 1960 Heirat in Mexiko. 1963 als junger Ehemann mit mexikanischer Frau zurück nach Deutschland. Exportkaufmann bei der Daimler-Benz AG in Düsseldorf, Stuttgart und Frankfurt/Main. 1976 nun mit Familie (drei Söhne) nach Mexico City. Selbständig, Gästehaus "Quinta Palo Verde". Seit 1983 neue Existenz in den USA. Prospect Complex


- Apartments & Suites -


in Herkimer


GBF Landholding im Upstate New York


im US-Bundesstaat New York
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Guenter Boehm mit zwei Bewohnern des Prospect Inn Complex


Hobbies:


In früheren Jahren


Ethnologie


Mehrere Expeditionen (1975-1980) zu den


Tarahumara-Indianern in der Sierra Madre im nordmexikanischen Staat Chihuahua,


Reisebericht


erschienen in MEXICO DESCONOCIDO, Okt. 1980


Un artículo sobre un viaje de un amigo extraordinario: Stéphane Bigo


The Long Riders' Guild


Weitere Beiträge zum Thema "unbekanntes Mexiko"
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Unter Goldsuchern und Tarahumaras in der Sierra Tarahumara


La Buffa, 1979
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Tarahumara, 1979





Ein alter, weiser mexikanischer Indio sagte mir einmal:


“En la fiebre de la venganza también un buen hombre se vuelve bestia!"


Auf Deutsch:


'Im Rausch der Rache wird auch ein guter Mensch zur Bestie!'


Über diesen Ausspruch muß ich heute noch öfters nachdenken und versuche, die erlebte Nachkriegszeit meiner Kindheit in Schlesien zu begreifen.


Seit 1999


Familiengeschichte / Genealogie:


Böhmforschung im Waldenburger Bergland




	1355 wird ein Geschlecht Beheime/Behem/Böheim/Böhmen auf der Veste Swarczenwalde (Schwarzwaldau) erwähnt


	Am 31.Oktober 1409:Heincze Böhm (Behem) erhält als Afterlehen vom Grundherrn Ulrich Schoff (Schaffgotsch) das herzogliche Lehnsgut in Weyßen Stein (Weißstein)


	Im Waldenburger Evangl. Kirchenbuch von 1571-1595: Erwähnung des Bauern Adam Böhm (Behm) in Weißstein


	Durch Bismarck (Sozialistengesetz):

Um 1889 - unser Zweig der Familie verarmt




	Durch die Folgen des Hitlerkrieges:

1945 bis 1948 - alle aus der Heimat Schlesien vertrieben




	Durch eigene Kraft:

1983 - neue Existenz in den USA







Suche nach: Böhm, Martin, Fischer, Schäl, Neigenfind, Grundmann, Matulke, Krause, Hoffmann, Karsch, Wirth (alle evangelisch) aus dem Waldenburger Bergland in Schlesien




Kaptitel 2


Erlebte Heimatgeschichte


A GERMAN CHILDHOOD DURING AND AFTER WW II


My husband was born two weeks before the beginning of WW II in Friedland, Germany, and during his first years he had a normal childhood: hardworking parents who loved him very much, a big brother 10 years older than him who occasionally played with him; a lovely cousin as old as his brother, aunts and uncles. He remembers his days in Kindergarten, family gatherings, nice neighbors who used to sit on a bench at the front entrance of the apartment building and talk during the summer afternoons. It was a tranquil small city in the mountains of Silesia, the most eastern province of Germany. The textile industry and coal mining were the main supporters of the economy in the region. There was no big city close by and maybe this was the reason why the effects of the war came slowly to them. But suddenly his uncles started disappearing one by one as they had to enter the military. Father and mother seemed preoccupied for no apparent reason, and the neighbors' conversations were not so cheerful as always; they feared bad times were coming soon and talked with dislike about a man they called "Adolf ".


He does not remember birthday parties, but he remembers he was five years old as the inferno began. His brother had to enter the military as soon as he turned 15. One day he went with his mother to visit him in the barracks and he saw her crying. She never had cried before, so he knew it had to be something bad going on and he felt sad too. Many boys like his brother were in these places. By the end of 1944 his father almost went to jail for expressing his fears that the war was going to be lost. Because he used to listen to forbidden radio stations in hiding, he knew the truth was not what the propaganda was telling them.


On the outskirts of the city, there were two prisoner camps. He sometimes saw the men walking in lines escorted by guards. One day his mother heard about a Russian prisoner who crafted toys and she ordered an airplane for him. He went to pick up the toy with his mother; and because by then money was scarce, she paid with a piece of cake. The exchange took place through the wire fence, and the guard looked the other way. He still remembers the anxiety with which the man devoured the cake before he returned to the barracks. His mother murmured: "He has to be starving."


By the end of 1944 his brother came home and spent about three months with them. During this time he returned to the local bank where he had been enrolled in an apprenticeship since the year before. Someday in the spring while working in the bank, his brother and colleagues heard a strange rhythmic noise and ran to the window. There they saw a column of prisoners wearing wooden shoes, the source of the noise. Guards escorted and beat them. By the end of the column, the weaker were carried by others and finally his brother's friend who worked with a farmer followed the column with a horse wagon carrying some dead prisoners, the ones who died of exhaustion or were shot in order to keep the column going.


Then his brother was called to serve again, he had to whip up the abandoned cattle as far away as possible from the front line, which came closer and closer, faster as the cows could run. His father didn't need to serve as a soldier because he was a miner, and all miners were exempt from the service; instead, they had to work harder in order to produce as much coal as possible for the armories.


By the beginning of May 1945, the cry "The Russians are coming" sounded louder and louder. Soon, columns of different groups of people, passed the city going to Czechoslovakia just two km ahead. They were fleeing from the Russian Army, abandoning their homes and farms to save their lives, taking only what they could carried with them, some had horse wagons with their belongings, followed by cattle, even some retrieving German soldiers were part of the columns, many times they came back days later with nothing and in deplorable conditions. In the last days of the war, his father had to help dig trenches, which were supposed to stop the Russian tanks, so they were told.


One day rumors came that a military depot was abandoned, and everybody was taking groceries. His father took a hand cart and went as soon as he could, taking him on top of the cart. On the way home, he had to walk and carry some small bags. Whenever his father knew of a place to get cheap or free food, he went and filled his bags, pockets, even his boots with food; and before he entered his home, he shared with the neighbors' families whose fathers were away at the front.


On May 7 most of the people in the city looked for shelter in the nearby forest behind the Catholic and Lutheran churches, which had stood together at the edge of the city for centuries. The two clergies walked between the people and spent the night through praying and trying to calm the terrified population. The noise of the artillery and canons got louder by the hour. Suddenly, in the middle of so much chaos, his brother appeared out of nowhere; he was happy to see him again, and at some point he fell asleep.


He remembers awakening on a nice, quiet morning, no shots or scary noises. It was May 8, 1945, the end of the war. Later in the morning loudspeakers started calling the people to return to their homes without fear. Otherwise, they would be treated as partisans. Everyone came out of the forest, and what they found was horrifying. The downtown park was covered with wounded or dead people, animals together with destroyed horse wagons and their contents, all covered in blood. Some were the neighbors who hadn't escaped on time and were cought up by the Russian troops. The tanks didn't even notice the trenches his father and others built days before. Between the wounded was the girl who sometimes babysat for him. She was his brother's classmate. She and her mother didn't survive.


On the same day some Russian soldiers paid them a visit. They came for food and drinks and didn’t look so terrible. Some sang with his father who did the impossible to protect his family and some even danced, taking him in their arms. His mother was scared because all were heavily armed and didn't let go of their weapons for a second. After they left, his father said, "something has to be done in case they return," and he pushed a big cabinet in front of the bedroom door so that the big kitchen appeared to be a one room apartment. Next day early in the morning a second group of soldiers stoped by, but only one of them was there the day before; and he kept quiet, just giving sliding glances to the cabinet while his father acted as if he was living all by himself. In the bedroom with his family were also hiding together: his aunt, the nice cousin, and two neighbor ladies. Sometimes his brother and cousin had to hold his mouth closed with their hands when he felt like crying or wanted to ask questions. Other visitors who came on those days were the prisoners from the nearby barracks who were liberated and didn't know where to go and didn't have anything. They came looking for food and clothes.


Two days after the end of the war, he remembers coming back from Czechoslovakia, a column of German soldiers, civilians, and a company of deserter Russian soldiers who were fighting with the German Army, known as Vlasov Army. All were captured and handed over to the Russians by the Americans in Czechoslovakia. His brother and some friends, ran with a bucket of water and offer them something to drink, but a Russian Red Army soldier, kicked the bucket and chased them away.


The following nights he could hear soldiers roaming the streets, and everybody was scared, so much that one night he saw his mother jumping from the second floor window to the house garden. Much later she came back with scratches and bruises, and said she was hiding in the bushes. Little by little some order came back, but soldiers came collecting radios, clocks, watches and said everything belonged to the state now. Many people fled to the West. His father said it was too dangerous, and as a miner he still had his job and did hope everything was going to be fine, one way or another.


In September he was supposed to enter school, but there was no school at all. Then strangers started to arrive. They were Poles. Many had their families with them, and soon the school opened, but only for Polish children. Germans were second class people and had to wear a band on the arm identifying them as Germans. They were treated with disrespect. Soon the Russians disappeared, and the Poles took over. Some were worse than the Russians. His brother was not accepted back in the bank to complete his apprenticeship, so his father took him to work in the mine. As a German he didn’t get good treatment and sometimes he was even beaten. One of his uncles who was fighting at the frontline, was lucky to come back home, only to find a Polish family living in his house, and no one knew the whereabouts of his family. He remembers his uncle crying like a terrified child. Another uncle never returned home, and the ones that came back didn’t feel like playing anymore. Miraculously, his missing aunt who was trying to flee through Czechoslovakia with a group of other desperate people, came back with her two girls, after they were send back by the American forces. After that, his uncle decided to escape to the West with his family. His almost 17-year old brother said, “I want to go to the West with them," and they left. Then, he was just with his parents, a few old neighbors and no relatives at all. He doesn't know what happened with his maternal grandfather, who used to live close by.


On Christmas Eve 1946 they were invited to spend some time with a German lady whose family had left for the West also. It was kind of gloomy as they passed in front of the City Hall, when suddenly several militiamen jumped in front of them shouting in Polish and giving them to understand they should lie down, and so there they were lying face down in the snow, he was between his parents, holding his Christmas present, a little wooden rocking horse. After a while the men pulled them up and again, with signs, gave them to understand that the mother and the child could go back home; but the father should follow them, so this was his worst Christmas Eve ever. Next morning his father returned home; he was not hurt.


Since the summer 1946 there were organized relocations of people. Long freight trains were departing with families going to the West, but his father was a miner, and the miners were not permitted to leave. They had a document that protected them from being displaced and entitled them to free heating coal. They also had food cards to make sure they had enough to eat and could keep working. New Polish families arrived every day, and they were looking for a place to live and to work, so they were permitted to kick out German families from their homes, letting them take with them just what they could carry and in the work places there was the same scenario. Soon the neighbors in the apartment house where he lived changed. His new neighbors next door were a couple of Polish Jews who met in a concentration camp. She was expecting and soon asked his mother for help in her household. Since he was not allowed to go to school, he was always with his mother or sometimes with his father. In this manner he came to have feelings for the Jewish couple, both were friendly and treated them with respect.


When the baby came, his mother helped more often and he played with the baby. Sometimes, the couple took him with them to the forest for a nice walk, and they treated him like family. Soon all the apartments were taken by Jewish or Polish families and his parents no longer felt safe in that house. They decided to move out, but being Germans was a problem since all their belongings were not theirs anymore. So they asked the Jewish neighbor for help, and he gladly helped them. Then one of his friends and colleagues was looking for a place to live. They were shoemakers and had a repair shop where his mother cleaned too. The new home was only two blocks away, in a medieval old house were no one wanted to live because of its bad condition. His father said, "here no one will bother us." They moved into the middle of the night, and the Jewish neighbor kept talking Polish all the way, pretending they were Polish people moving.


He was seven years old, and his parents heard about an old German teacher who couldn’t flee or be relocated because of his sick wife. The old man taught him and other German children in his home, next to his sick wife who was laying in bed in a corner of the room. No one paid with money since no one had it, but with whatever they could spare and so the children learned their first lessons, until someone denounced them and the militia came and took them to the police station, because learning was forbidden for German children. They took them in a double line, first the teacher and behind him the 6-8 kids, all between the ages of six and nine years. They were escorted by militia armed with Russian submachine guns, pointing at them and marching like a battalion until they reached the police department. The children could go home after the parents promised not to send them to learn anymore, but the teacher was held during the night in a flooded cellar. Months later the same teacher came into his home to teach him and his best friend. If some stranger came by, the children pretended to play board games; and the teacher hid wherever he could.


He had a cat and a bird, both adopted from families that were evacuated before. His new friend lived two houses away, and together they spent some time playing, learning and exploring the abandoned houses and orchards. They tried to build their own vegetable garden and transplanted some berry bushes and vegetable plants from an orchard nearby into their backyards. Sometimes they went into the forest and caught trout with their bare hands in the creek and brought them home for dinner. His friend’s father had an old record player, and they liked to crank the handle and listen to the music. They couldn’t go into the city streets because the Polish kids would hit them with rocks or whatever they had on hand and sometimes the adults too. That happened to him when some construction workers let a brick fall on his head. The Polish doctor for some reason refused him treatment, and his mother brought him to the church where the pastor gave him the attention he needed. Not all Poles were bad. His former neighbors were good people, and he knew two German girls who married Polish men and were happy, not so their families. There was a particular Polish man who sometimes, on his way home, made a short cut and pretended to lose a piece of kielbasa wraped in a newspaper in front of his home. This was his way of sharing with them what he had.


His parents knew that sooner or later they were going to be relocated, and they were preparing to leave. Everything they wanted to take with them, not furniture of course, but clothes, personal items, blankets and small tools were stored in a tin bathtub mounted on four wooden wheels his father had ordered from a carpenter. One morning in summer 1948 his father came home fromwork and said, "we have to leave this afternoon, I just received the evacuation order," and so pulling the bathtub and carrying as much as they could, they went to the train station, first they had to go to the city of Waldenburg 15 km to the north west, in this city they where put in one of those freight wagons. It was a train with 50 wagons, each carrying 10 families with their belongings. They traveled in wagon Nr. 33. He was very lucky to find a pile of sacks with shoes That he could sit on and look outside through a small opening close to the ceiling. Most of the time the big doors were closed for fear of looters, and there were no windows. The heat was suffocating. He wondered what his cat and his bird were doing alone in the old house and also thought about his vegetable garden; perhaps his friend would harvest something soon.


Because the train stoped several times for many hours and no one knew why, the ride took a couple of days. Finally, they did reach the German border. In the train station, they had to stand in a line waiting to be checked and disinfected with a white powder that someone sprayed over them from head to toe. After that, women and children could board passenger wagons and the men continued the trip in the freight wagons, taking care of their belongings. After a short ride, the train stopped, and they were told this was the end of their journey. First, they were placed in a refugee camp; they housed in large barracks, with other families. There was food and work for everybody, even music and dancing on the weekends and prayers on Sunday. There they had to wait until a new place to live was designated to them. Every day, lists were posted on a wall with the names of the people who could leave. Sometimes he went with his father to see if their names were on the list. They expressed a desire to go to Westphalia (British Zone) where his brother was living and working, but they were sent to Saxony (Russian Zone) where coal miners were needed. A truck brought them into the city with another three families, and they and their belongings were downloaded in front of the house in which they were supposed to receive shelter, but the door remained closed until his father asked for help from the police. By force they got a room in the big house. The people living there were rude in the beginning, but later the relationship warmed up. Fortunately, his father got a job right away in the coal mine, and after two months they could move to a small apartment.


He doesn't remember where he turned 9, but it must have been in some place on his way from Silesia to Germany or maybe in the refugee camp. It was already September when they arrived in Saxony, and he could go to school in the first weeks. The first two months he was in the second grade, but because he knew everything already they sent him the rest of the school year to the third grade, which he finished without any problem; he was 15 years old when he finished school. His life in Saxony was close to normal. As soon as his brother could, he paid them a visit and brought him a soccer ball. After that, he found many friends.


He attended a three year apprenticeship in the automobile industry, and after graduation, he didn't like what the work pool had to offer. Besides, Saxony was in East Germany and he didn't see a promising future under the communists, so he decided to flee again and with his parent’s blessings, as soon as he turned 18, he took a train to Berlin. The Wall didn't exist at that time, and after a few days in a refuge center, he was sent by plane to West Germany were he caught his already married brother by surprise. Several months later he decided to emigrate to Canada. He turned 19 a few days after his arrival in The New World with nothing but a debt by the Canadian Government who paid him the trip. One day after his birthday, he started his first job in some place in Ontario. His life was very hard, he didn't speak any English, and he changed jobs frecuently. After crossing the country in his search of better work, he was very lucky to find a good paying job with room and board during the winter months in Alberta, Canada, as a lumber jack in the Rocky Mountains. He could start paying back his debt. Always found people willing to help him. Thanks to them, he could keep going.


His life in Canada, Mexico, Germany and the USA as a successful businessman is worthy to be told in the future. Now at the age of 72, he sits in his comfortable home in Upstate New York and looks to the document nominating him an "Honorary Citizen" from the City of Jedlina Zdroj, Poland. In this city is a palace in the process of restoration, wich belonged to one of his parental relatives from 1889 until 1945. Jedlina Zdroj is just 10 km away from Mieroszow, Poland, the city he was born in and the one he remembers as Friedland, Germany.


Honorary Citizenship was granted to him for his contributions to the research of the local history. Then through his 10 year long genealogical studies, by searching for his ancestors, he had to study the life and happenings way back in to the fourteenth century in this region, and he is publishing all his findings through the Internet.


His work can be read at www.boehm-chronik.com


Written by: Bertha M. de Boehm (spouse of Guenter Boehm since 1960)


Dedicated to: Our Children and their descendants


May 2011 in Herkimer, N.Y., U.S.A.



Erinnerungen an die Kriegsjahre in Schlesien


Beitrag von Herbert Böhm (Jahrgang 1929)


Fünfundfünfzig Jahre nach dem Ende des 2. Weltkrieges möchte ich die damaligen Ereignisse schildern, wie ich sie in Erinnerung habe. Es kann natürlich nach diesem langen Zeitraum nur eine subjektive Aufschreibung sein.


Wir wohnten in Friedland. Vater war Berghauer, Mutter war Weberin. Mein Bruder Günter ist 1939 geboren, er war zum Kriegsende sechs Jahre alt. Vater war Anhänger der Sozialdemokratie, Mutter war unpolitisch. Vater hörte im Krieg Feindsender ab, wobei ich ihn einmal überraschte. Das wurde unter Hitler mit Zuchthaus oder KZ bestraft. Ab dem 10. Lebensjahr kamen wir in das Jungvolk, ab 14 in die Hitlerjugend. Das war Pflicht, mir ist nicht bekannt, dass ein Schulkamerad oder Spielgefährte dieses vermeiden konnte. Der Protest meines Vaters war dergestalt, dass er mir keine HJ-Uniform kaufte. Wurde ich daraufhin von HJ-Führern angesprochen, musste ich sagen, dass wir kein Geld haben. Ich kam also in die sogenannte Pflicht-HJ. Bei Aufmärschen, marschierten wir in zivil hinterher. Sehr oft ging ich mit Gleichgesinnten bewusst ohne Schuhe, also barfuss zum HJ-Dienst. Die sportlichen Aktivitäten, wie auch Geländespiele, machten auch mir viel Spass. Die HJ-Führer mochte ich nicht, jedoch stand die Person Hitler auch bei uns Jungens der Pflicht-HJ ausserhalb jeder Kritik. Hitler war uns in der Propaganda als gottähnliche Figur eingetrichtert worden.


Ich kann mich noch an die Eroberung von Paris erinnern. Friedland war ein Fahnenmeer von Hakenkreuzfahnen. Vater unterhielt sich mit einem gleichgesinnten Bergarbeiter und sagte: "Wir haben uns im 1.Weltkrieg schon einmal totgesiegt". Ich habe über dies Ausspruch oft nachgedacht.


Als Kind war ich zweimal bei der Schwester meines Vater in Posen, 1941 und 1942 in den grossen Schulferien. Onkel Fritz (Grubich) war Hauptwachtmeister bei der Polizei und wurde von Liegnitz nach Posen verlegt. Tante Ida und Onkel Fritz wohnten in einer Villa eines jüdischen Arztes, der mit Sicherheit im KZ gelandet war. Dort habe ich das erstemal gedacht "Gnade uns Gott, wenn wir den Krieg verlieren". Ich habe dort erlebt, wie die Polen als Menschen zweiter Klasse behandelt wurden.


Im August 1944, ich glaube es war am 2., kam ich als knapp 15-jähriger an die damalige deutsch-polnische Grenze zum Schanzeneinsatz. Das ganze nannte sich "Unternehmen Barthold" und wurde in der späteren Rentenberechnung als militärischer Dienst anerkannt. Einkleidung in grau-blauen Drillich. Wir bauten dort Panzergräben ohne technische Hifsmittel. Spaten, Schaufeln und Hacken waren unser Werkzeug. Die Unterbringung war in einem Gutshof auf Strohlager. Das Essen war soeben ausreichend. Im November 1944 wurde das Hauptlager aufgelöst. Ich kam mit einer kleinen Gruppe in ein Nebenlager in eine Holzbaracke mit dreistöckigen Betten. Es war östlich dem deutschen Städtchen Neumittelwalde, aber bereits auf polnischem Gebiete. Nach 1939, dem gewonnenen Polenfeldzug, hiess es Warthegau. Wir bauten dort eine Geschützstellung mit Splittergraben. Anfang Dezember 1944 kam ich nach Hause. Ich habe als Banklehrling am Jahresabschluss mitgearbeitet. Danach wurde die Banklehre wieder unterbrochen, denn im Januar 1945 wurde ich in das Wehrertüchtigungslager erst nach Friedland, dann nach Waldenburg einberufen. Dort wurden wir knochenhart eingedrillt und vormilitärisch ausgebildet. Ich kam dann in ein Aussenlager nach Polsnitz. Von dort wurde ich eingesetzt zum Evakuieren von Grossvieh aus bereits geräumten Dörfern. Es muss in der Striegauer Gegend gewesen sein. Dort waren schwere Kämpfe, wir hörten die Artillerie. Mit der Waffe wurde ich nicht eingesetzt, da ich unter 16 Jahre alt war.


Nach dem Heldentod von Hitler - tatsächlich war es jedoch Selbstmord - wurde uns im We-Lager Waldenburg, in das wir zurückverlegt waren, von unserem Unteroffizier - er war unterarmamputiert - freigestellt, uns nach Hause durchzuschlagen oder mit der We-Lagereinheit durch die Tschechei zu versuchen in den Westen zu gelangen. Ich legte die Uniform und den italienischen Stutzen ab und ging durch die Wälder und über die Berge in Richtung Friedland.


Dort war schon alles in Auflösung begriffen. Viele Einwohner flohen vor den Russen. Vater sagte wir bleiben. Wir haben keine Chance durch die Tschechei in den Westen zu gelangen. Ein oder zwei Tage vor dem Einmarsch der Russen zogen zurückgehende deutsche Wehrmachtstruppen durch unser Städtchen und dann über den Pass 'Hoher Stein' in die Tschechei, um von dort nach Bayern zu gelangen. Das ist aber den meisten Soldaten nicht geglückt, da in der Tschechei bereits Aufruhr war und viele Soldaten dabei umkamen. Unter den deutschen Truppen war auch eine Einheit russischer Hilfswillige, die auf deutscher Seite kämpften. Es waren Angehörige der sogenannten Vlasov-Armee, denen durch die Niederlage als Vaterlandsverräter der sichere Tod oder Jahrzehnte in Arbeitslager in Sibirien bevorstand. Einige dieser Truppen schossen voller Wut, viele auch unter Alkohol, in die Fenster aus denen schon weisse Fahnen hingen. Dem Militärtroß folgte eine Herde von Rindern und ein paar Gespanne mit ziviler Bevölkerung. Vater besorgte aus geöffneten Vorratslagern der Wehrmacht (Gasthof Reichmacher in Schmidtsdorf) mit einem Handkarren Lebensmittel, die er teilweise an befreundete Familien - die Männer waren in der Wehrmacht - verteilte. Mein Bruder Günter (6 J.) kann sich erinnern, dass ihn Vater einmal dazu mitnahm. Wir älteren Jungens, meine Freunde Hans (Weich), Jochen (Feige) und ich sammelten Gewehre, Pistolen usw., die wir in eine in Öl getränkte Wehrmachtsjacke einhüllten und auf dem nahen Kirchberg vergruben.
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Fotos aus: "Die Anglo-Amerikaner und die Vertreibung der Deutschen" von Alfred M. de Zayas






Das Kriegsgefangenenlager


Beitrag von Guenter Boehm (Jahrgang 1939)


Bei uns in Friedland in Richtung Schmidtsdorf gab es auf der linken Seite ein Aussenlager des KZ Gross-Rosen. Ich sah manchmal Kolonnen mit der gestreiften Kleidung durch die Stadt ziehen, sicherlich als Zwangsarbeiter in den Fabriken. Auf der rechten Seite war dann Ende 1944/Anfang 1945 ein kleines Kriegsgefangenenlager mit Russen. Daran kann ich mich gut erinnern. Mutter hörte von jemanden, dass ein oder einige russische Kriegsgefangene Spielzeuge schnitzten. Wir gingen also hin. Am Stacheldrahtzahn patroullierte ein deutscher Wachposten, ein schon etwas älterer Soldat. Mutter unterhielt sich mit ihm. Durch einen Wink des Wachpostens kam ein kleinerer Russe angerannt mit einem etwa 20 cm grossen geschnitzten Flugzeug. Ich, noch keine sechs Jahre alt, war vor Freude ganz aus dem Häuschen. Mutter gab dem Russen ein grosses Stück Streusselkuchen durch den Zaun. Auf dem Wege zurück zur seiner Baracke verschlang er das ganze Stück. Mutter sagte noch: "Der muss aber Hunger gehabt haben." Der Wachposten machte inzwischen 100 m entfernt Patroulle. Beim nach Hause gehen winkten wir ihm noch zu. Nur Kindheitserinnerungen, weiter nichts.


Der Todesmarsch von KZ-Häftlingen durch Friedland


Beitrag von Herbert Boehm (Jahrgang 1929)


Der Todesmarsch von KZ-Häftlingen durch Friedland


Wenn ich jetzt im März 2003 für die Forschungsarbeiten meines Bruders und für unsere Nachkommen ein trauriges Erlebnis im Frühjahr 1945, also kurz vor dem Ende des 2. Weltkrieges, schriftlich festhalte so ist leider der Zeitpunkt nicht mehr genau zu erfassen.


Es könnte im Januar 1945 vor meiner Einberufung in das Wehrertüchtigungslager gewesen sein. Dagegen spricht jedoch, daß auf den Straßen nach meiner Erinnerung kein Schnee lag. Für unser Waldenburger Bergland ungewöhnlich. Oder, war es im März 1945?


Ich wurde damals vom Wehrertüchtigungslager von Waldenburg nach Polsnitz verlegt und war aus diesem Anlaß noch ca. ein bis zwei Wochen in Friedland. Im April 1945 kann es nicht gewesen sein, weil dann mein Freund Hans Weich (Jahrgang 1930) - ein wichtiger Zeitzeuge - nicht mehr beim Bauern in Rosenau im Pflichtjahr war. Dieses endete für ihn am 31.März 1945, danach nahm er meinen Platz als Banklehrling ein. Ich war als Lehrling in der Volksbank in Friedland. Es war sehr ruhig und auf einmal hörte ich auf der Schweidnitzer Straße das Marschieren einer großen Kolonne. Das klappern der Holzschuhe der Häftlinge auf den Pflastersteinen höre ich heute noch. Der Bankvorsteher, Herr Oskar Breuer, hattes es auch gehört und rief mich auf den kleinen Balkon. Wir sahen eine große Anzahl von KZ-Häftlingen in ihrer blau-grau gestreiften Kleidung an uns vorüber ziehen. Die ersten Reihen - ca. 8-10 Häftlinge in einer Reihe - gingen forsch mit hocherhobenen Köpfen. Das ist mir damals besonders aufgefallen. Aber je länger die Kolonne wurde, desto erschreckender wurde der Zustand der Häftlinge. Etwa das letzte Drittel schleppte sich mühsam dahin. Manche hatten Mithäftlinge untergehakt. Andere hatten Kameraden in die Mitte genommen. Es war ein bedauernswerter Anblick. Herr Breuer sah mich lange an, er sprach kein Wort, schüttelte nur mit dem Kopf und ging in sein Büro. Ich war bestürzt und erschüttert.


Mein Freund Hans Weich erzählte mir später, daß er ab Rosenau mit dem Pferdegespann hinter der Kolonne fahren mußte. Die Häftlinge, die nicht mehr weiter konnten und sich in den Straßengraben legten, wurden erschossen und auf den Pferdewagen gelegt. Die Leichen wurden dann in einer Kalkgrube (?) verscharrt. Einige Dörfer weiter wurde ein anderes Gespann dazu bestimmt und Hans konnte nach Rosenau zurückfahren.


Von Rosenau geht die Straße über Raspenau nach Schömberg und Trautenau (CSR).


Anmerkung


von Edgar Franz Ludewig (*1932, hat von 1940 bis zur Vertreibung 1946 in Raspenau gelebt):


Ich war von Raspenau aus mit dem Fahrrad nach Friedland unterwegs, als mir diese (?) Kolonne entgegen kam. In der Höhe Altes Zollhaus, Ecke Merkelsdorfer Str/Rosenauer Str. lag ein Häftling auf einem Schotterhaufen, da er nicht mehr weiter konnte. Ein Soldat (SS?), der ein Gewehr auf den Häftling richtete, sagte mir "ich solle gefälligst weiterfahren, das hier wäre nichts für mich". Auf der Rückfahrt war aber nichts mehr zu sehen. Auch kann ich mich nicht erinnern einen Schuss gehört zu haben.


Ich bin mir allerdings sicher, daß es relativ warm gewesen ist und definitiv kein Schnee lag. Das weiss ich so genau, da die Flüchtlingtrecks, die im Januar/Februar aus dem Osten durchkamen, im tiefen Schnee unterwegs gewesen sind. Meiner Meinung nach müsste es mindestens März, wenn nicht schon April gewesen sein, weiss es aber nicht genau!
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