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Dedication


For Nicolas









Introduction


The original German version was published in 2009, after five years of dedicated work. The goal was to tell the story of my transatlantic childhood, at a time when such a life was quite rare. First, I built a timeline—figuring out when and where we had lived. Much was a blur, and I had to interview people who were part of those times to piece things together. I spent an entire year on research and interviews.


Next, I sorted the collected information into the corresponding sections of the story. Then came the more personal layer—my own memories of events, people, and places. Usually, I would turn to my sister Carin and ask, “Do you remember this happening?”, which often led to long phone calls, emails, and pieces of the manuscript being sent back and forth. She suggested I write it in German—even though we are native English speakers. My written German wasn’t very good back then, and even after decades, German grammar remains a mystery to me. But I had the incredible help of Hildegard Schmid, who had just retired and was not only interested in the project but became my biggest supporter—and harshest critic.


When I told people I was writing a book, the usual response was: “You can’t do that, you didn’t study literature.” And I always replied: “I’m not writing literature. I’m telling a story—my story.” I wrote an exposé and contacted potential publishers—on paper, as was the norm at the time. Hoping to catch the attention of a publishing house, I then waited. But no one was interested. Next, I investigated self-publishing, which was a relatively new idea at the time, and this became my solution. Having no editor, I asked people I knew to help: Friends, acquaintances, and even a child psychologist, who was very much interested in my work, offered feedback.


Despite a lack of available information and many negative comments, I persevered, until it was finished and self-published in 2009.


And in 2024, I finally took the time to translate my book into English!


Enjoy diving into an extraordinary family story.









In loving memory of my mother, Magdalene Emma Bauder, née Holl, who died much too soon. She was my anchor, my haven of peace in my early life, and I still miss her today.









From Europe to South America


My parents originally came from the small town of Heubach in Württemberg, about 60 kilometers east of Stuttgart, in the South-Western part of Germany. My father, Hans-Jörg Bauder, was born there in 1929, the third of seven children. My mother, Magdalene Emma Holl, known as Magda, was also born there, in 1930 and was the second of three children. My parents knew each other from an early age onwards, their families lived a few hundred meters apart. Their fathers worked in the same company, which was initially called Spiesshofer & Braun in the textile industry, later named Triumph International. The Second World War started in 1939 and ended a few days before my father's 16th birthday in 1945. That was his great good fortune, because young men were at that time drafted into the war, at the age of 16.


In the same year, my father began training as a sewing machine mechanic at Spiesshofer & Braun, specializing in industrial sewing machines. He then trained as a clothing technician before attending a private business school. He was very attractive, 1.87 meters tall, slim and athletic, wore glasses, had dark eyes and almost black hair, and a mischievous smile.


My mother was trained as a secretary at Spiesshofer & Braun. At first, she worked in a room with other women for various people and later, exclusively for Paul Bauder, who was not only the director of the company, but also the father of her boyfriend, Hans. She was 1.65 meters, had a very feminine figure and auburn hair, which she usually wore short. Her large, bright blue eyes were unmistakable.


As of February 1953, my father worked for the sewing machine manufacturer Pfaff in Kaiserslautern, also in the south of Germany, as a "specialist consultant for the sewing industry based in Germany, Holland and Denmark". As of October 1953, at the young age of 24, he was sent to Holland for six months, where he was involved in rebuilding the Dutch industrial business for Pfaff. He was chosen for this task because of his age, as he was too young to have been a soldier during the war and could therefore be sent to a country which had been invaded by German soldiers, just a few years earlier. My father lived alone in a furnished room in Hertogenbosch in the Haverdonklan and studied the Dutch language in the evenings. It was during this time that he finally decided to marry my mother, and the two were engaged on New Year's Eve 1954. From the spring of 1954, he was again working in Germany and was able to spend most weekends in Heubach and thus see his fiancée more often, although she still lived with her parents. As of March 1955, my father was sent to Denmark for a year to develop the Scandinavian market for Pfaff. He lived in Copenhagen-Ordrup, in Ordrupvej. My parents married in October 1955 and when she got married, my mother stopped working and moved to her husband in Denmark, becoming a housewife.
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Heubach, October 1955, Wedding of Magda und Hans Bauder.





Just six months later, in the spring of 1956, my father was brought back to Germany and my mother was already expecting her first child. There was still a housing shortage in Germany at that time and it was not easy to rent a nice big apartment. Since my father would still often be away on business trips and my mother would be home alone - and pregnant - she decided that it would be better if they lived in her parents' house in Heubach. There was enough space in the threestory house, and she wouldn't be alone during the week. Hans could travel without worrying, knowing that his pregnant wife was in good hands. Their first child, Susanne, was born in Schwaebisch Gmünd in October 1956. After the birth of the baby, my mother stayed with her parents for another six months and the marriage continued to be a weekend relationship. Then it was time to go far away, to South America.


From April 1957 on, my father worked for Pfaff International Corporation, which was based on Fifth Avenue in New York. However, his place of work was not in the United States of America, but at various locations in South America. As a sales promoter, he first moved with his young family to Porto Alegre, Brazil. Daughter Susanne was six months old. My mother was only 26 years old when she made the move to the second foreign country, in her second year of marriage, with her husband and now also with a baby. This time, however, she was very far away from her parents and completely without their support. My father had just turned 28 and was responsible for opening new markets for Pfaff products there and expanding the entire sales organization. My parents both learned Portuguese, the language spoken in Brazil. They liked to go out to eat and dance and enjoyed the local way of life. After just one year in Brazil, however, the family moved on, to Uruguay. In her third year of marriage, my mother followed her husband to the third foreign country.


Montevideo, Uruguay 1958


From 1958 to 1962, the family lived in Montevideo, Uruguay, where my father did the same job for Pfaff as he had done in Brazil. The family lived near Plaza Fabini and could see the sea from their apartment, which everyone was very happy about. During this time, they became members of a riding club and learned to do horseback riding, which was a normal thing to do there. In her "Cedula de Identidad" (identity card) from December 1958, my mother's full name is Magdalene Emma Holl Schurr de Bauder, because in South America these names were also part of the whole family name.


Susanne was two years old when her mother traveled to Germany for four months for medical treatment and took her with her. While my mother was in hos pital, Susanne stayed with her grandparents, Hedwig and Eugen Holl, known as Grandma and Grandpa, or Oma and Opa. At the time, Susanne spoke more Spanish, or rather the Portuguese she had learned in Brazil, than German. At her grandparents' house, she would point to her shoes and say: "Mio zapatos, Oma zapatos, Opa zapatos". But the three of them managed to communicate despite their language differences.


After his wife's recovery, my father joined his family and they set off together on a major vacation trip, with stops in Copenhagen, New York, Toronto, Mexico, Panama, Colombia and Peru. My mother wrote in a letter: "Susanne has gotten used to flying." No wonder with so many flights! She went on to write about Susanne that when she arrived back home in Uruguay, she repeated everything she said to her in German and everything the nanny said in Spanish, she repeated in Spanish.


In November 1959, my father had arrived at the airport a little earlier than necessary for a trip to Rio de Janeiro. He was offered to fly on an earlier plane than planned, partly because the scheduled plane would be delayed. He accepted the offer, which was fortunate for him, as the plane he was supposed to board crashed, and there were no survivors. When he arrived at his appointment in Rio, everyone in the office stared at him and couldn't believe he was alive. They said, "Mr. Bauder, your plane has just crashed." It seemed like a miracle to everyone, including him, that he hadn't taken the planned plane. Shortly after my father had been very lucky to have escaped death, my mother wrote a detailed letter to her friend Margret, saying that Hans was traveling a lot and she was alone a lot and "we had to make a lot of personal sacrifices for the job, but when you see the benefits and successes afterwards, one is happy about it". She went on to write: "In August, we bought a 1957 Volkswagen for 4,000 US dollars, but unfortunately it was at customs and was not delivered. In the meantime, the airlines were offering 40% special discounts, so Hans came up with the idea of buying a flight to Tokyo instead of the car, for the fall of 1960. No sooner said than done. The flight tickets were Montevideo - Zurich - Copenhagen - Anchorage (Alaska) - Tokyo - Hong Kong - Bangkok - Calcutta - Germany - Lisbon - Montevideo."


But first my parents traveled to Chile in December 1959 together with Susanne, who was now three years old. Our parents were so enthusiastic about Chile that they kept talking about this beautiful country. My father also said later that he wanted to move there as a pensioner.


The planned trip around the world, which was to last for six weeks, began at the end of September 1960. First, my parents flew to Zurich with Susanne and from there took their daughter to grandma and grandpa in Heubach to be looked after. As times were still bad for many people in Germany 15 years after the end of the war, it seemed unthinkable to our grandparents that my parents could afford to go on a trip around the world. Nobody did that back then, because they were still busy rebuilding the country in Germany yet were still a long way from prosperity. That's why my parents had to promise not to tell any of their friends or relatives about their trip around the world. They had to pretend they were going on a business trip.


During this time, Susanne attended kindergarten in Heubach, which she loved very much. Meanwhile, our mother turned 30 and the trip around the world was her birthday present. On her birthday, my parents flew from east to west and at midnight they toasted her birthday. As they flew across two time zones during this flight, they were able to toast to her birthday twice more, which amused them both immensely.


At the end of the trip, my parents picked up their daughter in Germany and flew back to Uruguay. Our father later said that this trip was the best idea they had had in their entire marriage. They were still young enough at the start of the trip to really enjoy the adventure. They were able to ride camels and go out for dinner and dancing every night. And they took great pleasure in buying local objects and souvenirs, which would become part of our household for decades to come. All the other couples they met on this trip were much older, most of them retired, and didn't have as much fun as they did.


Back home in Montevideo, Susanne went to a private German Spanish kindergarten, to be able to continue learning both languages. My parents then also got the VW Beetle, but it didn't have a particularly long life. It ended abruptly after an accident in which the car was hit from behind by a truck and then pushed into the back of a second truck. The blow from behind sent my mother flying forward onto the windshield, which partially broke, and she had shards of glass almost everywhere in the front of her body, especially in her face. Susanne was very lucky that she wasn't sitting in the back seat at the very moment of impact, but behind her mother's seat on the floor, because she was looking for a toy. As a result, she was only pushed against the front seat and remained uninjured. As there were no ambulances as we know them today, the whole family was taken home by another private car, without receiving any treatment. Injured, bleeding and in shock, as they were, they were treated there by a doctor who had been sent for. Using tweezers, as Susanne remembers, he removed the glass splinters from her mother's face and treated all the injuries.


In the spring of 1962, our mother was visited in Montevideo by her best friend Margret, whose friendship started with the two of them being in kindergarten together. Margret really wanted to take a souvenir picture of the two girls from Heubach, so far away from home. But my mother was pregnant and didn't want to be photographed like that. Back then, women had a different body image and being pregnant was not considered as being attractive. So, Margret had to fly home without a picture of them together, halfway across the globe, but with lots of impressions and memories. During this time, my father was on business trips again and wrote a postcard to his parents-in-law from Port-of-Spain, Trinidad, West Indies, from the Trinidad Hilton Hotel, which was said to be the newest luxury hotel in the Caribbean at the time.


Their second child, Carin, was born in a British hospital in Montevideo, Uruguay, in July 1962. She should have been a boy and named Peter, that was certain. Our parents had to accept their disappointment at the "wrong" gender and decided to call the girl Karin. In Spanish, however, the letter "K" did not exist on the typewriter and so they had to change Karin to Carin with a "C". When little Carin was four weeks old, my mother traveled with her and Susanne to her hometown in Germany. She was exhausted and wanted to recover with her parents. The journey for the flight route Montevideo, Rio de Janeiro, Recife, Cap Verde, Lisbon, Zurich, Stuttgart took almost two days.


Susanne came to Uruguay when she was just two years old and for four years, she experienced it as her home and her first homeland. At the age of almost six, she was to say goodbye to her first home, as she would never return there. When she arrived in Heubach, she returned to the kindergarten she had attended two years earlier. In January 1963, after six months in Heubach, my mother and the children moved directly from Germany to Caracas, Venezuela.


Caracas, Venezuela 1963


As of January 1963, my father worked in the industrial machinery division of Pfaff Máquinas de Coser Industriales S.A., in Caracas, as sole managing director. He was responsible for the import and sale of industrial machinery. This job meant that he had to travel less than in the first seven years of his marriage and my parents were finally able to spend more time together.


In a letter from my mother to her friend Margret in November 1963, she wrote: "Susanne has been in first grade since September. The school bus comes at half past six in the morning and brings her back shortly after 1 pm. She has 30 hours of lessons a week with a proper timetable including science and Venezuelan civics. The children are given up to five or six different pieces of schoolwork every day. Every month there are report cards with strict grades and twice a year they must take real exams with written and oral tests. If you don't study intensively with the children at home, it is impossible for them to complete the workload.... Here in Caracas, the situation is a little better, there hasn't been so much shooting for about 14 days. There has been a lot of militaries in the streets for a few weeks now and that seems to be helping. Let's see for how long? Otherwise, things are going well, Hans has a lot of work and is very busy. Susi will be on vacation for 2 months next week because of the political situation. Most schools have been closed for a long time. And yet, the people here could have paradise on earth."


In mid-December 1963, the family traveled to Germany for Christmas. This trip was triggered by my mother's wish for a Christmas tree. It was summer in Venezuela at the time and there was no fir tree like the one our mother had in mind anywhere in Venezuela. It would have had to be flown in from North America. But that was so expensive that my father said somewhat exaggeratedly: "We can fly to Germany for the money." So, once again, said and done, they flew. From Venezuela, they made a stopover somewhere in North Africa with an overnight stay, as the journey still took two days. When Susanne got off the plane there, she was almost struck dumb: the people all had black faces! She hadn't been prepared for this at all and didn't even know that such a thing existed. Not only did they all have black faces, but they were also all wearing long robes! The child didn't know where she was, and she couldn't stop being amazed.


In mid-January 1964, my mother traveled with the children via Zurich back to Venezuela, where it was still summer and not winter like in Germany. The family sometimes spent a few nice days by the sea, near Maracaibo, and stayed in a luxury hotel there. My father filmed his family at the swimming pool and in the hotel garden and then filmed the hotel. There were armed men on the roof of the hotel. As my mother had written, there was a lot of military presence, and it was strictly forbidden to film them. But my father couldn't resist and filmed anyway.


In March 1964, my father's mother, Emma Bauder, died and he wanted to fly to Germany for her funeral. However, he was refused permission to leave Venezuela by the Venezuelan authorities on the grounds that he had just been abroad for a few weeks and was therefore not allowed to leave the country again. The refusal to grant him an exit permit was a very heavy blow for him. My father had loved his mother very much and really wanted to attend her funeral, but in this situation he was powerless. Although the country was so beautiful, my father gradually had enough of Venezuela and its politically difficult situation.


I was born into this travel-loving, truly cosmopolitan, yet very Swabian family. My parents were already in their eighth year of marriage when I was born on July 10, 1964, in the Clinica Caurimare, in Colinas de Bello Monte, Venezuela, as their third daughter. My mother was cared for by a German doctor who discharged us to go home after a week in hospital.
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Caracas; Magda and Claudia, November1964





The family lived in an elegant high-rise building in the Apartado de Correo in La Candelaria, Caracas. My sisters Carin and Susanne were 2 and almost 8 years older than me. I was also supposed to be a boy and my parents wanted to name their son Alexander. But as it turned out to be a girl this time too, my parents had to come up with another girl's name. This time, however, my father was no longer able or willing to hide his disappointment about the child's wrong gender - yet again. He said to his wife: "I don't care what the child is called. You do it." No sooner said than done. My mother chose the name Claudia for me on her own, without the help of her husband. My parents received a card from their friend Sven in Denmark saying "Congratulations, another son!"


My sister Carin was very happy about the baby and always said: "Mio baby", my baby. However, she was also jealous of the new addition to the family right from the start, because I - the baby - stole the show from her and she faded into the background. Maybe that's why one day she started running around the whole apartment with a new roll of toilet paper until it was empty. This was a lot of fun for her and got her the attention she wanted, even if it probably wasn't in the form she would have liked. My sister Carin was not only full of energy and cheeky, but she was also curious. One day she picked up something she didn't know from the floor, put it in her mouth and started chewing it to see how it tasted. When our mother heard cracking noises coming from her daughter's mouth, she asked Carin what she was eating. As Carin didn't answer, my mother had to open her mouth and take the half-chewed cockroach out of her cheek.


Susanne expressed her wish to be allowed to visit her grandparents in Heubach during the summer vacation. She didn't like the people in Venezuela very much, she found them less friendly than the people in Uruguay or Germany and she didn't have any friends in her new home country either. A few weeks after the birth of her second sister, her wish was granted. She flew to Germany accompanied by an acquaintance of the family at the time. Unfortunately for Susi, Mrs. Laux flew first class, but she was flying in second. This meant that although she was accompanied at the airport, she was alone in her seat for the entire flight. When she arrived in New York, her chaperone got off the plane and Susanne had to travel on alone. She remembers how lonely and abandoned she felt at the time and thought to herself: "What am I actually doing here? I'll never get to Germany!". Fear gave way to tiredness, and she fell asleep on the plane on the way to Europe. When she woke up, she was told that she had arrived in Germany and Susanne was enormously relieved to have made it after all.


The school vacations in Germany did not coincide with those in Venezuela, which is why Susanne had to go straight to school when she arrived in Germany instead of having the vacation she had been looking forward to. While she was there, our father got a transfer to New York, whereupon he obtained the relevant official documents for the planned move. So, it was known to the authorities that the family would be leaving Venezuela for good in December. As a result of this, when Susanne wanted to return to Venezuela in September, she was refused permission to return to the country, as her family would be moving to the USA just three months later. From the authorities' point of view, we were already leaving, and they therefore saw no reason to allow anyone from our family to re-enter Venezuela! Again, the family was powerless in the face of the authorities' decisions. As a result of this situation, the decision was made that Susanne should stay in Heubach with her grandparents for the next few months and continue going to school there. There was no other option. She was told that she would not be allowed to return to her family at the end of the vacations. She would be separated from her parents and sisters until after Christmas.


The grandparents were 62 and 64 years old at the time, but due to their approach to an active life and resulting good physical condition, they were still sufficiently agile to be able to spend a lot of time with a child of this age. They were also very grateful for this child, their grandchild, who was to live with them, as their own children were now all living abroad. Their sons, Martin and Gustav had emigrated to Canada. There was only Aunt Berta left in the house, who was old but still somehow interesting for a child like Susi. Susanne was now the only child in the house with three adults - instead of one of three children - and enjoyed the attention she received.


The adults wanted to make it as easy and successful as possible for her to start at a German school and therefore studied intensively with her. To improve her German, however, she also needed extra tuition. So, Susi went to school in the morning, had tutoring at lunchtime and then did her homework with her grandmother. It soon became too much for the child. One day, when she was supposed to do her homework, she stood in front of her grandmother and shouted "No!" at her. As a result, grandma chased after her around the table attempting to grab her and force her to sit down. But Susi ran and ran and screamed the whole time: "No!" The poor child was obviously overwhelmed. But so was poor Oma. And the parents probably knew nothing of all this.


It was a completely new experience for Susanne to be at the same school as a relative, a cousin. That wasn't possible living far away. But in her parents' hometown it was. Although Susi had to leave her family of origin, she had the opportunity to get to know other family members and to be warmly welcomed by them. So, there were positive aspects to this separation. In addition to the new family relationships, Susi was of course able to learn her parents' language intensively.


In October 1964, my father was away on business again. This meant that my mother was alone with the two small children and still had to prepare for another overseas move. On a card from Sugarloaf Mountain in Rio de Janeiro, my father wrote to his parents-in-law: "On my quick trip, I have also arrived here. Tomorrow I'm going back to Caracas" and he added in the margin "Greetings to Susi". Susanne was to leave Germany for good during the Christmas vacation to be reunited with her family. Little did she know that she would never see the home she had left in Venezuela again.
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Caracas, November 1964, Martin Holl, Magda, Pastor, Hans. baptism of Claudia.





I was baptized in the "Iglesia Evangelica Luterana en Venezuela", the Evangelical Lutheran Church of the Resurrection in Caracas. My baptismal motto was: "Lord, your word remains forever, as far as the heavens are." Psalm 119, verse 89. My uncle Martin Holl, my mother's younger brother, became my godfather. He came from Montreal, Canada, for the christening.


The move to New York was to take place after Christmas. In preparation for the move from South to North America, I received my first passport. It was issued in December 1964 by the Republica de Venezuela with the number 146658. According to this passport, my name was Claudia Martina Bauder Holl, and I had Venezuelan nationality: Blue eyes, blond hair.


In keeping with the family tradition, I was also allowed to experience flying and moving at an early age. When I was six months old, I went on my first flight with the airline Pan American. As a six-month-old baby, I was allowed to lie in a basket that was attached to the wall on the plane. Bedded in this way, it must have been such an adorable picture that I attracted the attention of a representative from Gerber, an American baby food manufacturer. He thought I was so pretty that he wanted my face to be the new "Gerber baby". My mother thankfully declined, saying that we were in the middle of moving house, and she didn't have time for that. But the man assured her that he was serious and that she should come to Gerber with me and my face would be on every jar of his baby food across America. But our mother didn't accept the offer.
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Pan American Airways flight from Caracas to New York, January 1965












From South America to North America


New York/ N.Y, USA, 1965


In January 1965, we moved to the United States of America. My father worked as the Vice President and Sales Manager for both Willcox and Gibbs, as well as Pfaff, in New York City. At the age of 35, he was responsible for machines and equipment for the sewing industry and for the entire US sales organisation, with 120 people, working in the 6 branches and at headquarters.


We immigrated to the USA as a family of four, as Susanne was still with her grandparents in Germany. Once we arrived in the "land of opportunity", we all received a green card, which was valid for life. My father immediately endeavoured to get permission to bring Susanne from Germany to us in the USA. However, much to his surprise, this authorisation was initially refused. Since Susanne was not with us when we flew from Venezuela to the USA and immigrated, at least according to the reasoning of the American immigration authorities, there was no other child who needed authorisation to enter the country. This news came as a profound shock to our parents, as they had not expected it. They had just left Venezuela, the country where they were used to bureaucratic inflexibility. But they hadn't expected this from a country as modern as the USA. They had a third child and would have to keep trying to bring their child to them. For Susanne, this meant that she had to cope with the bad news and stay in Germany for the time being. Although her parents were confident that they would be able to reunite the family, in the worst-case scenario little Susi had to assume that it would not be possible for her to move in with her family. What a terrible burden that must have been for her! Poor child!


Our new place of residence was to be New York City, where we initially lived in a chic and modern flat hotel on the Upper East Side, close to Central Park. My parents were very happy that my father's aunt, Trudel Pollanetz, and her hus band Alex, lived in the neighbouring state of New Jersey. Trudel was very happy that one of her nephews and nieces now lived near her, as all the others lived in Europe. So Trudel and Alex travelled back and forth to New York City, sometimes to visit the family and sometimes to look after us children, so that our parents could go off without us, shopping or to a show.


It was the middle of the freezing winter in the New England states. Carin and I, who had lived in tropical Venezuela and were used to light clothing, were in for a big change when it came to clothing. In New York, the climate was the opposite of what we were used to. From then on, we had to wear warm winter clothes: long pants, sweaters, socks, tights and, for going outside, boots, hats, jackets and gloves. Neither of us liked this additional clothing at all and we were constantly fighting with our mother to get dressed and undressed. My mother told a friend that once she had managed to get one of the children dressed, the second one would start undressing. While she was struggling with the second child (which was clearly Carin), the first was already screaming again and would have loved to take everything off again. Once she had managed to get us both dressed and go outside, Carin started undressing again as soon as we were outside. As a result, she constantly caught a cold and regularly infected me. My mother solved the problem to some extent by putting Carin's jackets on backwards so that she couldn't reach the buttons and zips to take them off.


Our parents had to retake their driving tests in the US. Our father had managed to achieve the highest possible score on his test. An African American woman who had heard his result and was supposed to enter the test room after him then said: "Mister, may I touch you?". She explained to him that it would certainly bring her luck in her test if she briefly touched the arm of the man who had passed his driving test with flying colours. Our father agreed to her wish and wished her good luck in her test. Our parents thought this story was funny and so the saying "Mister, may I touch you?" continued to be used in our family. Our father later liked to say to us when we had to pass an exam: "You wanna touch my arm - for luck?".


Bardonia


My parents decided to move outside the city to a house with a garden and so after six months we moved from New York City to a place called Bardonia in the state of New York. In March, Trudel wrote in a letter "I have been babysitting my (great) nieces Carin and Claudia, who are just called Ananita, "little one" in Spanish, or Hermanita, "little sister", several times over the last few months. The baby is cute and looks a lot like Hans, so Alex often refers to the child as "he"."


After 10 years of marriage, my parents bought their first house and lived their version of the American dream. We lived on Joseph Lane, at the top of a slightly sloping dead end street, on which there were about a dozen similar small houses. Our property was unfenced and bordered a forest area at the back. Most of the houses on our street had no fences, so the children ran from one garden to the next, creating a huge playground. What's more, the houses were usually not locked, and the children wandered in and out of them. Such a neighbourhood was ideal for children, as they had the freedom to run around outside and quickly made friends with other children.
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Bardonia, New York, our house, Joseph Lane, March 1965.





My father continued trying to get permission for Susanne to come from Germany to live with us. But it was months before this was granted and she was finally able to move in with us in the summer of 1965. After a year, our family was finally happily reunited. In another letter, our great-aunt Trudel wrote in July 1965: "We visited Hansen's once, it was really nice there. Magda went to great lengths to make everything cozy. You would be amazed if you saw all the new acquisitions there. In the house itself, two air conditioning units ensure that it stays cool. In the evening, we had South American-style steaks cooked on the barbecue outside, with salads. It tasted excellent. Susi has settled in well and is fighting with Carin over toys, as is usual amongst children. "My" baby is very cute with her brown curls and mischievous eyes. She now waddles around barefoot in the garden and often lands on his well-padded bottom. The two big one’s swim in the pool or take turns playing on the combined swing and slide."


Susanne had left the family living in Venezuela and speaking Spanish. Now she was returning to her family, who now lived in the USA, where English was spoken. She had spent a year in Germany with her grandparents, learnt German and completed the second grade there. Now she was to go to third grade in the USA and suddenly be able to speak English. In September 1965, Trudel describes the situation in our family as follows: "Hans came back from his business trip to Europe on Sunday... Susanne started school here, she is in third grade and is ahead of her classmates in terms of knowledge, as the teacher realised after Magda showed her the exercise books from South America and Germany. So, the transition shouldn't be too difficult, now it's just a matter of learning English. When she thinks she is not being watched, she already speaks whole sentences. Carin also speaks English, she hears it from her playmates, and the baby... looks out into the world quite happily."


Unfortunately, Susi had a shocking experience on her first day at school. The teacher, an American, introduced her to the class and said: "This is Susanne, she's from Germany. The Germans killed millions of people, especially Jews, during the war." That may have been true as a fact, but what could this little girl do about it? Her classmates were horrified by the teacher's statements about Susanne and her origins and initially wanted nothing to do with her and ostracized her, excluding her because of the information they had been given. Susi, on the other hand, was horrified by what had happened to her. Under these circumstances, she was now supposed to learn English and pass the third grade! This incident made her hate the US and she wanted to go back to her grandparents in Heubach, but our parents wouldn't let her go. It was certainly also a very difficult time for our mother, who had missed her child for a year and now saw how much she was suffering from the changes and the judgement of the teacher. As a consolation, however, our parents brought our grandparents over for a visit. Oma and Opa, who had never boarded an aeroplane in their lives, took a long time to be persuaded by my mother, to take an overseas flight. But they did, for Susanne's sake, and it was a happy reunion.


Although we were now living in North America and no longer in South America, our father continued to speak Spanish with Susi, as they were used to doing. Carin also had a small Spanish vocabulary, which she maintained. Whilst Susi was at school, Carin and I stayed at home, where we discovered television and cartoons. We probably watched hours of cartoons every day. Our new "friends" were Mickey and Minnie Mouse, Donald Duck and Goofy. We were fascinated and the TV in the living room was on all day. After all, a television was a status symbol of the time.


We had a heavily built African American woman as our housekeeper. Just as our Spanish housekeeper had previously been instrumental in teaching Susanne Spanish in Uruguay, it was also a housekeeper in Venezuela who spoke Spanish with Carin. In Bardonia, it was once again a housekeeper who kept this tradition of teaching us children the local language, this time English. However, we also had an au pair from Germany called Elke, who was supposed to speak German with us children, but had particularly been brought in for Susanne so that she could speak German with her.


Our neighbours on one side had a German shepherd dog and the neighbours on the other side had a cat. Like the children, the animals in this street also ran around more or less freely. The neighbour's female dog called Lady, took great pleasure in spending time in our garden with the small children, especially with me. Lady was often where I was and was also involved in my learning to walk. She had long hair that I held on to and pulled up until I could stand. So, we walked together, Lady at my side and I held on tight. When I started to walk on my own, I must have been particularly keen to rush into the woods behind our house, because I often headed for them with determination. But Lady wouldn't let me go into the woods. Somehow, she knew that it wasn't a good idea and placed herself between me and the woods and kept pushing me back towards the garden. She was a loyal soul and protected me. I probably awakened her maternal instinct and was her surrogate child. In any case, she laid the foundation for my love of animals.


The neighbours' cat on the other side of our house also liked me. She therefore also wanted to be close to me and I enjoyed stroking this cat. However, the cat didn't always fare as well with me. I sometimes grabbed her like the dog, which she didn't like. But because she was much smaller than the dog, I also tried to sit on the cat, which seemed like a good idea. Sometimes she managed to free herself, but every now and then someone had to rescue the poor little animal meowing for help.


In October 1965, our great-aunt wrote about us: "The baby recently took her first adventurous steps into unknown worlds. Her sister Carin set off with her and they got as far as the last house on the road before they were missed."


My father was one of the many people who worked in New York City but lived outside of the city, which made him one of the many commuters. When the power went out in New York in November 1965 (the big black out), he was one of those stuck in the underground. He later recounted this story with enthusiasm. After the blackout, people in New York asked the question: "Where were you when the lights went out?".


My parents loved their time in New York. They also enjoyed going to Manhattan occasionally for classical music concerts, operas and Broadway musicals. My father had already seen a performance there in 1965 featuring Barbra Streisand. He immediately thought that she was fantastic and raved about her voice from then on. He always said later that he knew straight away that she would become a big star. When her songs were played on the radio, he would later tell me that he had discovered her, so to speak. He bought her records, and I also did, but 20 years later. There were also records from his time in New York by Dean Martin, my father's absolute favourite singer, and of course classics like Bing Crosby with his "White Christmas". From that time on, American music from the late 60s could be heard in our house.


In another letter from our Aunt Trudel from December 1965 it says: "Susi still reads German quite well and hopefully she won't forget it. But I'm not really convinced of that. She already speaks English quite well, it's only her writing that's still a bit of a problem, which is obvious. She is at the top of her class in maths and drawing. As soon as she can speak and write English perfectly, she will have settled in. This will still take a few more months. The two little ones are cute. Claudia is growing up so fast and every time I haven't seen her for a few months, she has learnt so much. Her greatest joy is eating and drinking and as soon as the table is set, she stands there and wants to be lifted into her chair, regardless of whether she has just eaten or not. Then she pushes her empty plate onto the table and demands "more"."


But even though the family had a good life in the USA, my mother was always homesick for Germany, which she also told her hairdresser. He said he had an old book in an old European language, possibly from Germany. He asked her if she wanted to have a look at it. She did and confirmed that it was from Germany. The book was from the year 1596! It was a print of letters by Martin Luther, which was of enormous value to her as a devout Christian and a Protestant. She later told me that she bought it from the hairdresser for 50 US dollars because he no longer wanted it. He said what would he do with a book he couldn't read. For her, as a Lutheran Protestant, it became her most valuable treasure.


My mother was a passionate pianist and was finally able to fulfil her longstanding wish in New York, to buy her own piano. She had had to live without her own piano for ten years, as the family moved regularly and transporting a piano would have been too expensive. As it was quite possible that the family would move again, she had to opt for a small piano. In 1966, she bought a special piano for $3,000, which was smaller than the standard at the time, but it was even suitable for the Metropolitan Opera, so it was of very high quality. She was very happy with her piano, but my father was so shocked by the price, which was equivalent to a new car, that he kept the bill for decades.


Carin started nursery school in fall 1966 at the age of four. Trudel wrote in September 1966: "Carin is now attending a private nursery school because, according to Magda, her exuberance and curiosity need to be channelled. Carin loves it there. Claudia can’t believe that both Susi and Carin leave her alone at home for half or full days." In her kindergarten, Carin not only learnt to speak English fluently, which she diligently passed on to her little sister, she also learnt to sing the American anthem and to swear the pledge of allegiance to the American flag. And just like that, a little girl from South America, with German parents, became a naturalised little American.


In our playroom we had children's furniture and a small kitchen with lots of toys that were typical for little girls. For example, we had a small Betty Crocker oven with which we played at cooking and baking, a toy vacuum from Hoover and much more, all small and child friendly. Our dining table and chairs were a copy of the furniture that was fashionable in the USA in the 60s, with a plastic surface and a metal edge that was rounded at the corners. Carin and I not only enjoyed playing at our table, but we also liked dancing on it. One day, however, my sister didn't like having to share the table with me and she pushed me off. I landed with my face on the rounded metal edge and directly on my eye. Blood started to flow, and my mother immediately took me to hospital, where I got stitches. The laceration was a few millimetres to the side and below the eye, so the doctor hoped that there would be no complications and that I wouldn't lose my eye. I was very lucky, and everything healed well.


Substitute grandparents


In a letter in January 1967, Aunt Trudel wrote: "In itself, it would be pleasant to chat with you. However, I'm afraid it won't come to much, because Claudia appears regularly to show me something. Perhaps you know that Magda has been in Germany since mid-December and was finally operated on 4 January. The operation seems to have gone well, and we hope that she will be back on her feet in a few weeks to be able to look after her family. Claudia was with us for 10 days, then Hans brought her home for 10 days as he was still on holiday, and she has been back here since 2 January. ...Carin is with Aunt Liese, and she likes it there, but Carin often has moods like a prima donna, which she wouldn't be allowed to have with me. She's the posh one of the family with her fine little face and good behaviour when she feels like it. Susi goes to school and stays with a neighbouring family."


Friends from the neighbourhood, the Johnsons, had heard about our mother’s health problems and offered to let Susi come to their house after school. She stayed there for dinner and our father picked her up late in the evening after work. It wasn't a nice time for Susi because she had to get up very early in the morning, get herself ready and go to school early on her own, while our father made his way to work in the city centre. He wasn't used to looking after the children and had no sympathy for the fact that Susi sometimes took longer to get ready, whereupon he shouted at her. When she woke up one morning with a swollen foot and said she could no longer walk, he had to take her to the doctor. The doctor said it was a spider bite that had caused her foot to swell. There was no question that she could stay at home, as our father would certainly not stay away from work because of a sick child. So, she had to go to school anyway, with one of her mother's shoes on her foot - as her own shoe was too tight - which annoyed her a lot, because on the one hand she was in pain and on the other she was very embarrassed about the shoe thing. But she had no choice, because our father insisted on going to work. So, everything was under control, even though Susi suffered a lot from the pain and embarrassment.


Trudel went on to write: "Once again, my Claudia comes and says, "I did not touch it". In her language this means that she probably touched something that was forbidden to her. Now she's run off in a huff, demonstrating being offended, because I didn't give her any attention”. I was in very good hands with my aunt Trudel and my uncle Alex. They both liked me very much, right from the start, and I liked them too. Our "community of three" was always peaceful. Although they didn't have any children of their own, they were exemplary as substitute parents or grandparents. They were incredibly relaxed but also interested and committed. Trudel and I discovered the simplest things together and had a lot of fun eating rice crispies for breakfast every morning. We would sit in front of our bowls and listen to our breakfast make the famous American "snap, crackle, pop" sounds. This kept us occupied for quite a long time and got the day off to a fun start. I didn't know that from home.


Alex went to work as a precision mechanic. Trudel looked after the household in the mornings, and I was allowed to run around freely and touch some things, but not everything. In the afternoons, we either went to the playground or, when Alex had time at the weekends, we went to the seaside and went for a walk along the boardwalk. When I didn't want to walk any more, Alex would proudly carry me up in his arms as if I were his own child and then he would sing me songs. When we were there, his favourite song was "Under the Boardwalk" by The Drifters. It was a wonderful feeling for me to receive so much attention from both and to be loved. We probably seemed like a happy little family and that's what we were, during the times that we were together.


Carin wasn't as lucky with her foster family as I had been. They didn't get on at all and my sister was sort of kicked out. So Trudel and Alex took her in, even though they didn't have much space in their small house and we both had to sleep in the living room. I was happy to have my sister with me and my substitute grandparents. Alex, a trainer clockmaker, couldn't practise his actual profession, but he still made grandfather clocks in his spare time. One of his grandfather clocks, which he was very proud of, stood in the living room. To us children, it was huge, and during the day it had a very nice sound. But at night the sound continued and made it difficult for us to fall asleep. At some point we were so tired that we fell asleep after all. I had difficulties with it at first, but after a while I found the sounds soothing, as being half asleep, I knew that I was with Trudel and Alex. Carin also needed time to get used to it.


When my sister first came to us, she still seemed quite traumatised by her experiences in the foster family, so we had to cheer her up. Through our breakfast ritual, she also started to laugh again. She was soon back to who she really was - she didn't miss a beat, had lots of energy, scurried around, in short, she was quite exhausting. And it wasn't long before she got herself into trouble. After just a few days, she had managed to push her head through the bars of a railing but couldn't get it out again. After Trudel had tried everything possible to free her, she finally had to call the fire brigade for help, who had to weld the child out of the railing! As much as Trudel and Alex loved me and had grown fond of Carin, they were certainly happy when, after a total of two months, our mother returned in mid-February, and they were able to drop us off. I can't remember whether it was difficult for me to leave my mother, but maybe it was. In any case, I was happy to see her again. I don't think it was a good idea to separate us children at first. We should have been allowed to stay together. It would certainly have been better to let us stay at home with an appropriate adult carer. But maybe our mother couldn't find a suitable person at the time. Apart from that, I don't understand why my mother went to Germany for an operation. Surely there were good doctors in New York. She probably wanted to recover with her parents after her operation. In any case, I remember being happy to be able to return to our home, although I was very happy with Tudel and Alex.


No sooner had our mother returned home, than our father had to travel again, in March, this time to San Juan, Puerto Rico, and a month later to Denver, Colorado. She had to cope with us on a day-to-day basis, whether she had recovered and felt strong enough or not.


We had a spacious American kitchen with all the new appliances of the time. This included a large fridge that was as tall as a grown man. The door was difficult to open, and the fridge was always full. We children were allowed to take out whatever we wanted to eat and drink. The top shelf of the fridge was full of drinks and there was always a large glass jug filled with juice or lemonade. Carin liked to be the 'boss' towards me back then, so I usually had to ask her permission first to get something from the fridge. She usually also brought me the heavy glass jug, but the day came when I thought I could take it out myself. My sister was against letting me do it on my own, either because she suspected I wouldn't be able to do it or because it meant she would have to give up her position as the 'drinks boss' if I could manage this task without her help. We were about three and five years old, standing in front of the open fridge and squabbling over the filled glass jug. In the end, I won the fight, but the jug slipped out of my hands and crashed to the floor right in front of my feet. It broke into many pieces and glass flew in all directions, including at my legs. I screamed terribly when I was hit by pieces of glass, some of which cut deep into my skin. Blood flowed down my legs and my mother immediately ran into the kitchen, horrified to see what had happened. She bundled us both into the car and - once again - drove us straight to hospital. My cuts were treated there, and I was given a kind of plaster cast. The doctor gave me a lollipop to calm me down, which certainly distracted me, but the pain remained for the time being. My sister also got a lollipop, but I didn't think she deserved it. After all, I was the injured one! As I sat there and witnessed all the action around my leg, I was convinced that my sister was to blame for everything, just like the last time I had to go to hospital.


In Bardonia, we got to know the four seasons of the American Northeast. This was the normal weather for me, as I came there as an infant, but not for Carin, who had spent her first 2½ years in the tropical north of South America. We both liked the fall best, when the leaves on the trees changed colour and we could see all the transformations the variety of trees, in the forest right behind our house. We collected the different leaves in all shades of green, yellow, orange and red. We also experienced Halloween here. We prepared like the other families by hollowing out a large pumpkin and carving a face into it. My sisters dressed up to go from house to house in the evening with other children and shout "Trick or treat!". I was still a bit too young to go with them and stayed at home. This was also a sometimes-scary experience, because the other children in disguises came to our house. Seeking protection - because I had no way of knowing whether there might be a ghost at our door - I stood close behind my mother when she opened the door to give the little children dressed up in scary or creative costumes a sweet as a reward for their successful outfits. At the end of the day, I benefited from the goods which my sisters had collected, because they had to share with me, and I was able to eat lots of sweets for days to come. We didn't think about the consequences for our teeth back then and I don't remember any regular or intensive dental care as a child. Unfortunately, we also experienced that sometimes on Halloween night, the older children simply crushed the beautifully carved pumpkins with their feet, and we then had a huge pumpkin mess in front of the house.


We also loved the snow, which seemed endless. Carin had never experienced it over a longer period before, so she was even more delighted to discover that you could build snowmen out of this mass. After the long winter, spring arrived quite quickly, with an enormous variety and quantity of flowers, so that we were hardly able to stop marvelling. The trees even turned green again, which we would not have thought possible after the long and very cold winter. Spring quickly turned into summer, which was very hot and, to our delight, lasted a very long time. We had our little pool in the garden and jumped into it all the time. We enjoyed the four seasons and made the most of each one. We were completely happy.


In August 1967, at the age of 38, my father applied for a job at Robert Bosch GmbH in Stuttgart. He wrote: "Here in the USA, my main task was to intensify the sales of Pfaff industrial machines. The successes achieved led to my current position as Vice President, responsible for all US sales, not only of Pfaff products, but also of Willcox and Gibbs' own sewing machine line."


As I found out when researching for this book, my father had given the wrong birth years for all three daughters in his application at the time! Instead of 1956, 1962 and 1964, he wrote 1957, 1963 and 1965, perhaps thinking more in terms of relocations or changes of country and associating which child was born in which country. This is how I can explain that he may have thought: "Susi was born, then we moved to South America, so it was 1957. When Carin was born, we moved to Venezuela, so it must have been 1963. Claudia was born when we moved to the USA, so it must have been 1965. Or something like that, I can only guess. I notice that the family moved within a few months of each newborn child. No wonder life was so stressful for my mother.


One day, Inge, a cousin of our mother, came round with her three daughters. It turned out that they had come to pick up our toys because we were moving to Germany, as we would be living there from January. This seemed a bit sudden to us - because we children hadn't known anything about our father’s job application - and we hadn't been prepared for these sudden changes. We were faced with a fait accompli, a done deal. These girls were even allowed to take our toy kitchen, which we had all been so proud of, with them. We were horrified! Our mother had said that the things wouldn't work in Germany anyway and that was the end of the matter. We didn't talk about it and certainly didn't discuss it. And the things were gone! We could only wave goodbye to our toys: Bye, bye.


After living in New York for three years, our stay in the USA was coming to an end. I would be experiencing my second overseas move, but certainly for the first time consciously. And I had to say goodbye to my beloved Aunt Trudel and Uncle Alex, my substitute grandparents. I left my first perceived home at the age of three, speaking English. Carin and I had become two little almost-Americans. She left her second perceived home at the age of 5, now also speaking English. My parents went back to their home country, Germany, and Susanne also returned to a country that she was familiar with, having stayed there for longer periods of time and lived there for a year. Susanne had become accustomed to life in the USA in the 2½ years she had lived there. She was in the middle of fifth grade when she consciously left her fourth home country, the US, at the age of 11. A wonderful time and a very pleasant period of life came to an end for the whole family. Now, we were returning to Germany. We would already be spending Christmas 1967 with our grandparents in Heubach.









From North America to Europe I


Heubach/ Wuerttemberg, Germany 1968


In January, my father began his career at Robert Bosch GmbH in Stuttgart, a company founded in 1886. At that time, the company had around 90,000 employees and achieved a worldwide turnover of almost four billion DM, the majority of which was generated abroad. The divisions at the Stuttgart headquarters were automotive equipment, power tools, metal and plastic products, condensers, workshop equipment and manufacturing equipment. In addition, the company was active through subsidiaries and associated companies in the areas of household appliances, radio and television, electronics and photo cinema, packaging machinery, industrial equipment, electrical equipment and plant management.


The Chairman of the Board of Management was Hans L. Merkle, who originally came from the textile, or more specifically clothing industry, but had already been with Bosch for several years. He had also taken over the management of the Liederkranz, a choral society, in Baden-Württemberg from my grandfather Paul Bauder, who was also from the clothing industry. Through stories told by my grandfather, Hans L. Merkle was aware of my father's remarkable international career, at a time when this was very unusual. He was interested in developing Bosch internationally and thus won my father over to Bosch.


As Heubach, our parents' hometown, was only an hour away from Stuttgart, the family moved there. We rented a large, modern house in a street called Weingartshalde. After my parents had lived abroad for 13 years, it was exciting for many in the town, that they were now returning. My father had worked his way up professionally and was just starting his career in one of the most respected traditional companies in the entire Stuttgart region and beyond. My parents also had an international lifestyle, which was very unusual at the time. They dressed extremely elegantly, had experienced a lot of exceptionally interesting things and had a lot to tell. My mother's parents were not the only ones who were very proud of their Magda and, as they always said, "their" Hans. The pride extended beyond the family, and many wanted to share in the aura of the sophisticated and worldly ones. For some people in the town, my parents were local heroes who had "made it". Indeed, they were.
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Our parents were often invited to celebrate their return, together with their success. While they went to invitations in the evening, we children stayed at home and were looked after by some of our parents' acquaintances or relatives. These were people whom we children didn't know or hardly knew, and I didn't like being left at home with strangers at all. What's more, we mostly spoke English and didn't understand these strangers very well.


During the years in which my parents enjoyed a better life and better living conditions abroad, they were working on rebuilding Germany. Therefore, for some of their relatives and friends, these extraordinary times that they had experienced outside of Germany and in other countries, may have sounded like a provocation, as if my parents had withdrawn from participating in the work and the task of rebuilding Germany. But they hadn't. They just didn't have to suffer in the coun try, but they always had to assert themselves abroad, also as the still 'bad' Germans. That wasn't easy, because a large part of the world hated Germany and the Germans after the Second World War. So, it wasn't just about economic interests, but also about international understanding and diplomacy, even without having an official mandate to do so. My parents, and we children too, always had to behave like particularly "good" Germans, being exemplary. That was also exhausting. But it was our family's contribution to "our" country.


In a nutshell, my father's contribution to the rebuilding the German economy was to sell German products. What good are good products if they don't reach the market abroad? How many jobs depended on it? My father had built up distribution networks and managed branches of German companies. That was hugely important! And the others didn't realise how much work he had put into this, or how often my mother had been alone. The success and the financial benefits were seen and often envied. And some will certainly have thought to themselves, that the benefits are what they also wanted. But they probably didn't think about the hard work put into it, or the sacrifices made.


For some, on the other hand, talking about foreign countries and adventures may have come across as boastful. In my opinion, however, it is not boasting if you have achieved something through your own efforts. My parents had selffulfilled their potential abroad, in many ways. In Germany, the opportunities for this were very limited in the post-war period. People who had stayed in Germany perhaps asked themselves why they hadn't also left to earn money and live abroad? But who would take the risk of leaving their home country? Who wanted to be the "bad German" abroad back then and taking the punches? The visible financial advantage of my father's hard work and the family's international mobility undoubtedly caused blunt envy, without taking the effort into account.


From January, Carin and I went to kindergarten in Heubach. After speaking English in the USA, we learnt to speak Swabian there, the south-western dialect. After Susi had learnt English, she now had to learn German again and finish grade five in German, in the middle of the school year. She went to grammar school and was looking forward to being in the same class with former classmates from her school year in Heubach three years earlier. Unfortunately, the start of the school year in Germany had been changed from spring to fall. As a result of this change, the class she had been in was brought forward by six months, meaning that they had to complete two school years' worth of material in one and a half. This also meant that her former classmates were already in grade six. Susi couldn't understand how this could have happened. She had always studied hard and yet was separated from her former classmates and now had to be in the same class as the "younger ones". The other children assumed that Susi had been bad at school and had repeated a year. She thought it was all unfair and was unhappy about it.


Grandparents and aunts


During this time, we often stayed with Oma and Opa in the Paradiesstrasse (paradise street!). I loved being with them, partly because they made me feel unconditionally loved, if only because I was their daughter's child. Although we were usually dressed well to see them, we didn't have to behave like trained lapdogs when we visited, as we did elsewhere, but were allowed to be children. Hedwig and Eugen Holl seemed more content and relaxed than all the other relatives I met in Germany during this time.


I was fascinated by the house they lived in, a timbered-framed house, which was about 250 years old at the time. It was narrow but deep and three storeys high. There was also an adventurous vaulted cellar made of stone. Our grandparents had a small kitchen - by our North American standards - which was spartan for us, but normal by German standards. When we saw their fridge, which corresponded to the German standard of the time, one door and about 80 cm high, we children asked our parents: "Is it to play with?". We were used to different, larger dimensions in the US and our toy fridge wasn't much smaller than our grandparents' real fridge.


Oma always had a good, warm lunch, served punctually at 12.00 noon. There was usually a soup to start with, then a main course with a salad and after all this food, there was also a dessert. We weren't used to eating warm food at lunchtime, because in the USA, like the rest of the nation, we ate warm food in the evening as a family. At lunchtime there we had sandwiches, sausages or some kind of snack. Here it was the other way round. That was a change that we had to get used to. Despite this change, I enjoyed going to my Oma’s for lunch because she was a wonderful cook. But I also liked going to her house just to be near her. She was usually quiet, as if she was thinking about something. She also always managed to keep me occupied with the simplest things. We children also had a lot to explore in her ancient house. And there were still a few of our mother's toys there from her childhood. I was fascinated by the unevenness of this house; the walls in each room had their own angles and some of the floors were uneven. Each room had its own smell and each floor its own sound. The house had character and almost seemed alive to me with its cracking and creaking floors. Even the doors were different and almost every door handle was different. It was the purest conglomeration of a few decades, if not the last two centuries. That fascinated me!


There was a garden behind the house that was laid out as a kitchen garden, with rows and rows of flowers, berries, fruit and vegetables. There was a variety of colours, shapes and smells in a tight density that I had never experienced before. Everything smelled great here, and not like the food from the supermarket. This garden had been necessary to survive in the countryside and, as my grandmother told me, to have food to eat during the war.


Opa smoked cigars, which he was not allowed to do in the house, except in the winter months. Then he was allowed to smoke downstairs in the laundry room. So, he would walk up and down the garden and smoke his cigars with pleasure and with a calmness that was a little infectious. When he puffed his cigar, I liked to be near him, which didn't bother him at all. My grandparents didn't seem to be bothered by us children at all and maybe that's what made them so different from my parents. With my father, I usually felt like I was disturbing him just by being there. Apart from that, I knew that, from his point of view, I wasn't really wanted, as I was the 'wrong' gender. And my mother, as much as she loved me, often didn't have the strength to look after us. Sometimes she was completely absent due to illness. Sometimes she simply seemed disinterested in us children. But she was probably caught up in her illnesses or under the influence of medication that affected her reactions. In contrast, my grandparents were completely different because we didn't bother them - I can't remember being rejected by any of them even once - and they loved us for who we were. My Oma was interested in everything I told her or what I did. Grandma never scolded us, but I never gave her any reason to. I also don't remember my grandparents ever arguing with each other or even speaking badly about each other. They seemed happy to have each other, and they were completely content. This contentment that they radiated was a wonderful feeling for me. Everything in their lives had been organised through their long marriage, both knew the daily routine and their roles and tasks. There was no stress and no hectic pace. The whole house was always tidy from top to bottom, everything had its place, and everything was always clean. As a small child, I found this house an oasis of calm and felt very welcome.


We also visited our grandad Bauder from time to time. He lived in a villa on a hillside, opposite the Triumph site, in a street called "Alte Steige". For me as a small child, the way there was long and steep, and I found it difficult to get there at all. When we finally arrived, this large house awaited us, which seemed quite cool to me. Maybe it was because his wife had already died that I didn't find it warm and therefore didn't like going there. I remember our first visit there after our return from the US very well. We girls were wearing dresses and were dressed to the nines when we were invited in by the housekeeper, who in turn warmly greeted and hugged my father. She beamed at us children as if we had known each other forever, but I had never seen this woman before - at least not consciously. We children then had to be quiet and were led into the study with our father. The way there led through the dining room, which had a very large table, lots of chairs and a very large sideboard. Everything there seemed huge to me. Then I saw an old gentleman sitting in an armchair, not laughing but trying to smile. He had very little hair on his head and was wearing a three-piece grey suit. After he stood up and greeted his son Hans with a handshake, he looked at me with his cold dark eyes and asked in a deep and loud voice: "And who are you?" I froze in fear and couldn't get a sound out. This man was so strong in his presence that I was intimidated at the age of 3½ and tried to hide behind my sister.


Contrary to this, we children were always given a very warm welcome by our aunt Margret. I was particularly receptive to her beaming face when we arrived at her house. She always gave me a big hug and laughed. Margret loved children and especially those of her best friend Magda. Margret had married Siegfried Kelbass, who was a trained gardener, in the early sixties. They had set up their own nursery and specialised in orchids. The greenhouse right next to the house was the most interesting place in Heubach for me. I could stay there for a long time and look at one plant after another. But Margret didn't have much time for us. She had her young son Martin, her husband, her mother, her house and the nursery she had to work for. She also had to take care of the firm’s finances. Despite her regular fourteen-hour working days, she was characterised by an unshakeable positivity and had an infectious warmth in her nature that I had never experienced before and that was unique to me.


Kind-hearted people, like my aunt Margret, showed no trace of envy when it came to my parents' professional success. And I could sense this even as a small child. She knew, as Margret later told me, that this success was the result of hard work - by Hans and Magda together. Margret could be happy for her friend Magda that she had experienced an extraordinary life. But she also knew that my mother was the driving force behind Hans, who had his back so that he could go on so many business trips and have a good life at home. Margret knew that my mother did an enormous amount for her husband and her family - and not just in the household. To be able to accompany her husband to business invitations and to take part in the conversation, she always had to keep up to date with economic and political issues on an international level, so she read various foreign newspapers - in different languages. It was also important for her to look good and be welldressed so that her husband could be proud of her. She succeeded in all of this and brought up three children.


My mother had a few aunts who were born around the turn of the century and had lived through the First World War as teenagers. This war, which Germany started and lost, claimed many victims on all sides. Many young men died as soldiers during the war, which meant that there was a shortage of men after the war. It was therefore often the case that young women were unable to find a husband. These 'manless' aunts of my mother were now in their 60s or 70s, had never married and had no children. Many had lived alone for most of their adult lives and had always worked. Some were now retired. As they had no family of their own, they were even more grateful for visits from Magda and her family. So, when we returned to Germany after many years abroad, we also had to visit these aunts.


That is why I remember many car journeys to small towns, where we got out after one or two or even more hours and went straight to some mostly small, musty-smelling flats. Carin and I usually wore clothes made by our mother, which were usually identical dresses. In preparation for these visits to relatives, we were washed, combed and dressed up nicely before being shown off. We were always told how big we had grown and how pretty and well-behaved we were because we managed to sit still for a very long time like trained lapdogs. I can't remember any of these aunties having any toys for us when we visited, or any other children there, that we could have played with. All in all, these compulsory exercises were terrible for us children. We were always sitting at the table with these aunts, either for lunch or for coffee, sometimes even for both without interruption! Sometimes we went for a walk after lunch, something that was previously not known to us. We thought this was terrible too and would certainly have preferred to be in a playground somewhere. These visits were torture for Carin and me. As if it wasn't enough that we had to visit them, these aunts also came to visit us. But when they came to visit us, we at least had the advantage of being able to run around the house freely, play with our toys and go out into the garden. The supply of aunts and the associated visits seemed to me to be too plentiful.
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