"Our Unforgettable Escape from Eichendorf"PRIVATE 

Written by Johann Marzluft in 1984

As the unwelcome World War II began in 1939 between Germany and Poland, it unfortunately spread over all of Europe.  The Ethnic German's (to whom we belonged) outside of the German border became more and more persecuted and endangered, and had no other resort but to flee and abandon their beloved home.  As the criticism of our tribe became more evident in 1944, many did not yet realize the development and signs of future merciless catastrophic events to come, even though their own lives were at stake.  As difficult as it was, the unexpected command of German evacuation came on August 25, 1944.  We had 1/2  hour to leave behind our homes  as well as our horses/wagons, livestock, poultry and all land rights to property with only light hand baggage.  At that time, I was the individual  who refused the wishes of the Evangelist Commission in the name of the townspeople with the words of my Officer's:  ‘It would be better if you were to shoot us all here and now, rather than to send us all off to starve to death within a few days or weeks’.  Since the Commission was not in a position to feed us, through the help of the town's teacher Mr. Leinberger, we attained the right to spend one more night at home so that our spouses could bake some course rye bread (Bauernbrot).  Thus we would be able to pack a few other personal belongings as well.  Meanwhile, we were also given permission to load our wagons.  However, before we were able to finish, the Tito Partisan's had started the war and a combination of various German Military began to combat on our behalf at one thirty (1:30 P.M.) that afternoon.  As a result, we realized that we also had lost a few on our side (August 26, 1944).  On that same afternoon, we had to set out from our homes with  heavy hearts, while shaken and frightened, to the sound of our Church bells for the last time, into the unknown.  With many prayers asking "God be with us and our beloved unforgettable home".  A few families who did not want to accept the inevitable stayed behind.  We left with horse and wagon down the road toward Uljanik.  Between Uljanik and Antunovaz, only 3 kilometer's from Eichendorf (home), we came under attack of the Partisan Soldier's.  With the assistance of the German Army, we were all fortunate to come out of it unscathed, which we thank God for to this day. After an hour, we continued onward through Antunovaz; Poljana; Medjuric and into Banovajaruga, where we arrived at 9:00 P.M. in the evening.  There we found shelter in the barns of Serbian farmers.  We resided there for 3 weeks during which time we once again came under enemy fire twice more and were again assisted by the Germany Army.  We all felt at that point that there would be no possibility for us to continue on.  That was a very emotional time...  even so, after a long wait and the incumbent strengthening of the Russian Voluntary Cossack Division, we were eventually allowed to load our belongings (livestock and wagon's included) onto the Rail/Cargo wagon's.  We were finally on our way out of Banovajaruga and headed in the direction of Belgrade.  After traveling through the following stations:  Lipovljani; Novska; Okucani; Spischitsch; Bukoviz; New Gradiska; Slavonisch Brod; Wrpolje; Winkovzi; Towarnik; Ruma; Indjia and on to Beschka.  There we spent the night in the Train Station under the open sky.  The next day we reloaded our wagon's and rode into the nearest town Grtschedin, where we were put up with the townspeople.  However, after two days, the men of our group were stopped and directed into a large German GuardRoom (at the Police Station) and enlisted as night watchmen; we were armed and immediately detailed as night patrol against the Tito Army.  During the following two weeks, we were only exposed to one half hour of open fire.  At the onset of the third week we were given 2 orders from the German Volks Group in Croatia to reload our wagons and move on in yet another direction (September 24, 1944).  From that time on we were on our own as far as protection was concerned.  We entered Beschka that evening and spent the night.  There we were forced to set all of our livestock free with the exception of the horses.  The next day we once again headed in the direction of Indjia toward Savski, Maruf, where we again spent the night.  In that same night we were again shot upon by the Tito's; however, we were again able to fight our way out with only two fatalities reported on the opposing side.  We then went on to spend a night in Ruma (October 6, 1944), a cold and blustery Sunday.  On Monday we headed over Vukovar where we stayed another night with German families.  A few of the women and children (my wife and our two daughters Lenchen and Erika included) were then transported by rail even though they were not registered.  We men moved on with horses and wagons and shortly before reaching Vukovar caught up with the rail cars.  Because my wife and children were at the mercy of the transport, she decided to rejoin with the men at that time, which was fortunate.  From Ruma we moved on toward Bogdanovzi, Woganj, where we stayed over.  The next day we went on to Sarwasch where we also spent a night and the men were at that time allowed to turn in their weapons.  While the Army then protected us, we moved on the next day to Esseg.  A few Serbian's from Grtschedin had traveled with us during that time since they had no horse or cart of their own and when they were not permitted entry into Hungary they were allowed to turn back from Esseg via free rail transport to Grtschedin and we proceeded over the border bridge Drau toward Hungary in the border town of  Gischdarta over Dermenta, where all our horses were freshly shoed.  After that we traveled over Wilanj toward Funfkirchen.  The people with the Serbian horses and carts were directed to the Marketplace.  From Funfkirchen all the others proceeded on with their own horses and wagons.  At that point we were somehow separated from our Sister-in-law Eva Zarth who had her son Hans and her daughter Anna with her.  They had traveled in the direction of Plattensee toward Austria over Vienna; Sankt; Polten; Linz; Welz into Grosendorf.  There they too settled with German families.  Eva lived in Wiesmuhle in the municipality of Ried in Trauenkreis.  Therefore, we were completely out of contact with them at that time.  Our belongings were then loaded onto an open rail wagon without horse or wagons while the Serbian's were directed to retreat with their horses and wagons.  We then organized a Transport and drove over Bortsch, Schopron towards Austria.  We traveled over Vienna, Sankt, Polten, Linz, Donau, Welz and Lambach toward Braunau.  After spending the night at the Train Station, we were directed to a camp in Ostermieting.  After two weeks we were advised that Grandmother Zarth and Grandmother Wagner with our Sister-in-laws other two children (Albert and Eva) were in Beyreutischen in Scheuerfeld by Coburg.  Meanwhile I was constantly being threatened by the Town Group Leader of Grtschedin that I would not be permitted to leave Ostermieting because I was required to enlist.  Fortunately after two calls to the Volks German Groups in Linz, my family and I were  permitted to leave.  We were also allowed to take Mother Zarth, Sister-in-law Katharina, our Niece Elizabeth Kemler and a few others of our town with us to Scheuerfeld by Coburg.  During our move, we stayed over in Nurnberg and there we found out that our Sister-in-law Zarth  and children had moved on to Austria.  After arriving in Coburg I contacted the Mayor (Burgermeister) of Scheuerfeld and explained what we had all been through and begged him to take us in.  After much persuasion, he finally agreed to send for our belongings and provided us housing.  A few days later I had some business to take care of in the Adolf Hitler House in Coburg and on my way back I met up with my two Nazi sympathizer friends who had previously threatened me in Hungary that when we came to the Reich I would have to enlist.  During our conversation I lost my temper and struck the Town Group Leader who was with them in the face.  He landed on his rear and naturally reported me to the Hungarian Police as a result.  Since his Hungarian language skills were much better than mine were, I had a hard time defending myself.  When the Police met up with me in Coburg, they nicely asked "Where are you coming from Mr. Marzluft?" and after I responded, they answered that they were on their way there now.  I sensed in their tone of voice that I was probably in danger of possibly being separated from my family and the only thought that entered my mind was  "Where will we flee to now?"  Out of desperation I paid a visit to the Town Group Leader (Mr. Faust) and to my good fortune, he advised that many others from our town were in Niederschlesien in Gramschutz, in the area of  Nanslau.  I thought it over and decided to head out in that direction also; in order to avoid my newfound enemies.  I was able to find work in my profession as a Wagon Master Craftsman and I was able to find an apartment for my family as well as my wife's Mother, Sister and Niece.  As I returned to get them, we loaded the rail wagon in Coburg and went on  over Lichtenfels to Hof. 

There we had to stop for an hour in an Air-raid Shelter during an Air raid.  From Hof we moved on in the direction of Dresden where we had to change rails in order to move on.  At that time we noticed that Erika who was not yet two years old had lost a shoe, which we fortunately were able to relocate with the help of the town's loudspeaker system.  From Dresden we went on over  Kirschberg, Gorlitz, Lengnitz, Breslau, Nanslau and through to Gramschutz.  After one Month there, the Russian's moved forward over Ratibor, Opeln, and Kattowiz through Oberschlesien to the point where they were only five-kilometer's from Gramschutz.  At that time we had no choice but to continue on as refugees once again.  We traveled during the month of January (three weeks under the open sky in snow and ice) with our townspeople on horse and wagons over the Riesengebirge (named "Gigantic Mountain's" with good reason), to Grusau and from there we set out on our own.  Then I as spokesperson talked with the Station Consultant and convinced him to provide us with a wagon before the Russian's were able to overcome us.  As a result  we were also able to provide safe passage for the old people as well as the children and our belongings in the direction of Grosendorf over Austria.  I was able to keep my family together and we set out toward Glatz over Czechoslovakia by way of Olmitz, Prerau to the border Train Station at Ludenburg where we once again spent the night in the Train Station.  There we had to leave behind our neighbor Katharina Jung (born Katharina Kah) after her passing.  From there we went on to Austria to the Viennese Train Station in Florensdorf.  When we arrived there we were once again overtaken by an Air raid and spent 3 hours next to the Train Station in an Air-raid Shelter.  Shortly after our departure,  over 300 people perished therein.  Their destiny was to drown during a bombing attack.  After we arrived in Linz we heard that Sanktpolten had also been bombed, whereby an entire Transport of Croatian Soldier's lost their lives.  From Linz on the Donau we moved on over Wels, Sadlet to Grosendorf, Austria.  There we found refuge in unthinkably, miserable quarters.  We finally were able to settle and reside in Besendorf in the area of Ried in Trauenkreis.  There we encountered quite a burden in that our oldest daughter Lenchen refused to eat black bread.  She often said "I would rather starve to death than to eat it".  When we once again met up with our Sister-in-law Eva Zarth, she still had no knowledge of her husband's whereabouts (Hans my wife's brother).  He was still in the German Army and missing in action.  A week later, I also had to enlist along with many others of our group and within a week we were called to duty in the German Army.  We stayed in Besendorf until the end of World War II in 1945.  In the summer of 1945 we were ordered by the American Army to load up onto the rail cars in Kremsminster.  Prior to our departure we were advised that we would be heading "home".  We were taken in the direction of Salzburg, from there onward over Karnten toward Yugoslavia.  We were then brought to a huge tunnel called Pongau.  There the English occupied Army would not allow us any further, because we were German's and not of Serbian or Croatian heritage.  The next day they turned us around and headed us back to where we came from.  Upon our return we were fortunate to reestablish in our old jobs.  I worked in Bochendorf as a Wagon Craftsman in a widow's business which I was permitted to run.  No one wanted to accept neither responsibility for the hardship we had endured nor did anyone want to come to our rescue.  Often during these unsure times we thought we would starve to death and no one seemed to care about what our poor, harmless, helpless children had to endure.  We were simply uprooted and homeless with no Citizenship; alone in  this world and treated as people with no rights through no fault of our own.  On 26 Aug. 1946, the American Law Enforcers who took charge in Germany after the war moved many others and us to West Germany.  Since I was considered the Transport Leader of our group, I with the help of Mr. Johann Faul of Eichendorf who was also included in this group was asked to assist in the move.  Our son Hans who had been born in Besendorf, Austria was only 8 months old at that time.  We then moved from Kirchdorf by rail over Austria with minimal assistance from the U.S. Army.  We traveled over Kremsminster, Wels, Lambach, and Salzburg and were released in Piding.  From there we moved on over Badreichenhall, Berchdesgarden, Traunstein, Rosenheim, Muchen, Wurzburg, Hanau, Frankfurt, Badneuheim, Friedberg, Giessen, Marburg to Wilhelmshutte in the area of Biedenkopf, Hessen.  There we were split up into various towns.  Our family went to Friedensdorf and the Zarth's to Steinperf.  In 1949 my wife's brother (Hans Zarth) was released from a Russian Prison Camp, and since we had already registered for migration to America prior to his return, the Zarth's were able to go on to America in 1952 along with the Schuech family and my wife's mother Anna Zarth.  My family and I followed in 1955 on October 28 and the Faul family followed 7 1/2 months later in 1956.  Here (in America) we strove for our existence as German's with unforgettable hardship and zeal, with the constant reminders of our serious misfortune in Europe.  

I have written this for our beloved Children and Grandchildren, by your Father and Grandfather, Johann Marzluft. Unfortunately I was not able to include everything; however, I would greatly appreciate it if someone would find the time to translate this into the English language so that our Grandchildren as all other relatives would be able to understand the hardship we endured and be enlightened with compassion to the plight of their forefathers.  

Translated by Linde Marzluft, 1995.

