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Foreword

THIS is a fascinating book. Rarely indeed has anyone of Pro-
fessor Paulsen’'s outstanding intellectual importance and in-
fluence ever recorded in so intimate and so precise a fashion the
story of the development of his intellectual life through childhood,
adolescence and early manhood, until that life gained the content
and took on the form which characterized it in its riper years. In
these pages one may read the stumblings, the gropings, of the child
and the wanderings of the youth, as one personality and one in-
fluence after another played upon his mind and character.

From humble beginnings in the truly democratic society of what
was their far-off Frisia, subject to personal, religious and educa-
tional influences of the simplest kind, Friedrich Paulsen steadily
grew to the stature which has given him his permanent place in
the history of the intellectual life of the German people. Through
several years of his youth and early manhood, Paulsen was plainly
at sea and uncertain as to what was to become his dominant in-
tellectual interest or the character of his caieer. Stalling his uni-
versity lifeat Krlangen as a student of theology, he soon lost interest
in that*objective and was led by a series of powerful influences to
turn toward the study of philosophy. It was not philosophy in any
technical or narrow sense which appealed to his interest and his
intellectual labor, but philosophy in the fullest and deepest sense,
by which is meant an understanding of the life of man and its
interpretation in terms of sound and well-established mulct lying
principles of thought and action. Philosophy as a reasoned and
reasonable mode of life was what appealed to Paulsen and eventu
ally shaped his remarkable career and gave him his equally re-
markable influence.

It is not often that a scholar can point with definiteness to the
personality or the book which has guided or altered his mode of
thinking. Paulsen is able to do precisely this. |ie names one after
another of the great university scholars of the marvelous (iermany
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of three-quarters of a century ago, and one after another of the
great works of philosophy and its history which moved his mind
and shaped his thought. In his earlier youth, it is plain that he
owed much to Friedrich Reutcr, the son of a clergyman in Fran-
ronia, whom he met at Erlangen and who took him from his in-
tellectual loneliness and isolation into a personal and scholarly
companionship which meant ever)thing to Paulsen. Obviously,
it was Trendelenburg who finally determined the aim and the
formof hisintellectual life. By Trendelenburg, Paulsen was canied
to the study of Aristotle, that immortal mind with whom all phi-
losophy begins. It was fortunate, too, that Paulsen as a young and
eager university student enjoyed those intimate personal relation-
ships with Trendelenburg which meant so much and which always
mean so much in the life of any serious university student, whether
then or now. It was Tiendclenburg, as Paulsen himself told me, who
turned him to the reading of some of the great philosophical classics
of modern times. When to his knowledge of Aristotle, Paulsen came
to add a thorough undeistanding of Kant, the ioundations lor his
philosophical interpretation of modern lite were soundly and truly
laid. These two monarchs of the mind became the cornerstones of
Paulsen's own intellectual accomplishment.

It was Friechich Harms who suggested to Paulsen that he should
turn his philosophic mind to an understanding and interpretation
of that greatest of all human endeavors, education, for which the
German language had developed the word Padagogik. In this field
Paulsen quickly became the outstanding master and remains so
to this day. In Germany his influence was very great and his au-
thority constantly cited. For a quarter-century one American stu-
dent after another who sat in his Berlin lecture room returned to
the United States to proclaim his excellence and attractiveness and
to spread his ideals of education and his doctrines.

In 1895 Paulsen's book on The German Universities was pub-
lished in an admirable English translation made by Professor
ISdward Delavan Perry of Columbia University.® Professor Frank

! Friedrich Paulsen, The German Universities: Their Character and Historical De-
velopment. Tianslatcd by Edward Delavau Perry, with Introduction by Nicholas
Muriay Butler. New York: Macmillan Co., 18%.
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Thilly, who, in succession, held a chair of philosophy at the
University of Missouri, at Princeton University and at Cornell
University, later translated three volumes which made Paulsen's
name still better known to serious American students of philoso-
phy and education.- Paulsen's career was a great one and in highest
degree influential in his held of intellectual cndca\or.

As one who has the happy and inspiring memory of sitting in
Paulsen's lecture room at the University of Berlin through the
winter semester oi 1884-1885, | am proud to pay tribute to the
charm oi his personality, as well as to the grestness of his mind and
the inspiration of his intellectual guidance. In later years it was
my fortune to sit with him horn time to time in the garden of his
home at Steglitz in the environs of Berlin, and to discuss the per-
sonalities, ideas and happenings which were \ear by year engaging
the attention of the civilized world. Paulsen's life ended all too
soon, but his reputation and his influence will not die.

In the years from about 1860 to about 1895 or 1000, the Uni-
versity of Berlin reached a height of intellectual distinction which
no other institution of higher learning hes ever attained and which,
unless all signs fail, will not soon be attained again. The great group
of scholars among whom Paulsen was a younger member included
von Ranke and Mommsen, Trendelenbuig and Harms, Droysen
and Gncist, Zeller and Dilthev, Curtius and Vahlen, Bonitz and
Kicpcert, Helmholt7 and Wagner, Kirchoff and du Bois-Rcymond,
Dornei and Pflcidcrer, Michelet and Foistcr, IVrnburg and Ber-
nard Weiss. What a galaxy that was, and what a picture those names
give of the elevation, the powei and the many-sidedness of the in-
tellectual life of that fortunate time! Of that foitunate time, Fried-
rich Paulsen was himself a great ornament.

NICHOLAS MURRAY BUTLFR

Columbia University in the City of New York
September 1, 1938.

2 Friedrich Paulsen, Introduction to Philosophy. Translated by Fiank Thilly, with
pufacc by William James New Y ork: Heniy Holt & Co., 1898.
A System of Ethics. Translated by Frank Thilly. New York- Charles Scrib-
ner's Sons, 1899.
The German Unversities and University Sudy. Authored translation by
Frank Thilly and William W. Elwang. New York Chailcs Scribnei's Sons, 1906.
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PART ONE

Recollections of My Youth






Forebearsand Parents

WAS born at Langenhorn, a village on the west coast of what

was then the duchy of Schlcswig, in the year 1846, on the 16th
of July, about noon. | was the first child of my parents and re-
mained their only offspring, three younger brothers having died
at birth for lack of medical assistance. My father was a farmer;
he had quite recently bought the homestead where | was born and
brought up. My parents continued to live there until well into the
eighties, and during that whole time | regularly returned every
year for a longer or a shorter visit; | never lost the feeling that it
was my real home.

Both my parents being of North-Frisian descent, the Frisian
language is my mother tongue. But neither of them was born in
the parish of Langenhorn. My father came from Oland, one of
the Halligen Islands, and my mother from the neighboring parish
of Enge, a few miles to the north. To their newly founded home
they brought their own well-defined habits of life and thought. |
have to speak a little more at length about the antecedents and
previous experiences of their families, because the roots of my own
being go deep down into that ancestral soil.

My father came from a family of seafarers, indigenous on the
Halligen Islands, which are scattered along the west coast of
Schleswig, separated from the latter by the so-called Wattenmeer; *
the word halligen is the plural form of hallig, which denotes a
small island, unprotected by a dike and subject to periodical inun-
dations. | have old papers in my possesson which enable me to
trace the family history back to the middle of the seventeenth cen-
tury. The name of the earliest ancestor | can find (and that isall |
know of him) was Thorns Jansen; he lived on the hallig of Nord-

! Watte (plural: watteri), a shallow place. The Wattenmeer (s of shallows) is thus
called in contradistinction to the open s, stretching westward from the idands.
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marsch, or at any rate a son was born to him there in 1679, whose
name was Frerck Thomsen.? The latter's son, Paul Frercksen by
name, born in 1725, on the hallig of Ludenswarf-Langeness be
came the grandfather of my father, and with him the family his-
tory begins to be more articulate. 1 have a manuscript volume in
quarto, containing his notes in half-effaced writing, in which he
records his experiences, egecialy his voyages during the years
1740-71. | published it in full in the Zeitschrift fur Schleswig-
Holsteinische Geschichte (Vol. XXXV, 1905);8 but | should like
to quote some details here which give us a vivid picture of the life
and the mentality of the idanders in those days.

In the year 1728 Frerck Thomsen, Paul Frercksen's father, lost
his ship and his life in a November gale off the coag of Jutland
while on his way to Norway with his son Jan; his grave is on the
idand of Fano. He left a widow, Frau Poppe Thomsen, four
daughters, and one son of three years, whose name was Paul. When
little Paul reached his fifteenth year, he was overcome with such
irresistible longing to go to s that his mother, who was afraid
legt the s|a might take him too, could not keep him back. In the
spring of 1740 he joined a group of ssamen going to Amsterdam
to look for hire there and became cabin-boy on a whaler bound
for Greenland. As they were approaching the icy North, he tells
us in the manuscript notes, gales began to rage, and he became
sasck. Among all those drangers on board, most of them not
even speaking a language he could understand, there was not one
who troubled about him. And then, he writes, homesckness over-
came him, and he often dghed to himsdf: "Had | only dayed at
home with mother!" However, he got over it; they had a sfe
passage, and the catch was alo satisfactory: two large whales.
When they returned to Amsterdam, in September, he had earned
47 Dutch guilders. Then he garted on his way home to his native

2 This shows the ancient cusom of variable patronymics still in force the son
assuming as his surname his father's given name with the affix " sn* corresponding to
the English "son," as in Thomson.

s Titles of publications cited in the original language, including English, are in
italics, those cited in English trandation are in roman type inclosed in quotation
marks.
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hallig. Just as the three small vesds with the returning seamen
on board were about to enter the Watlenmeer, they had to weather
a severe gale, in which they very nearly lost their lives; but they
were lucky enough to escgpe. On going ashore at Wyck, on the
large island of Fohr, he found a fair going on and quite unex-
pectedly encountered his mother, who had come over for the oc-
casion. "It would be impossible to describe,” he writes in silent
remembrance, "how we rejoiced in our hearts, we two together."
Hisfirstjourney to Greenland was followed by two others during
the next few years.

I will not describe his career from cabin boy to able seaman
and from able seaman to first mate; after 1758 he navigated vari-
ous vesHls as master in the service of Amsterdam shipowners, in
most casss in the service of his own brother-in-law, Nommen
Paulsen, who was established there. He usually had to go to
Norwegian, Finnish, Russian, and Prussian ports, carrying a mixed
cargo and returning with grain or timber. As arule severa jour-
neys were undertaken during the year; navigation begins early in
April and generally continues until October or November. But
sometimes he had to make a winter voyage, and on one such oc-
casion, when he was bound from Amsterdam for St. Petersburg,
in October of 1760, he lost his ship in the Cattegat, after it had
already withstood severa severe gdes. Running aground near the
Kullen promontory in the night from the 15th to the 16th of No-
vember, with its steering gear broken, the ship was swamped at
once, and the crew were hard put to it to save their lives. The
captain felt compelled to remain in the neighborhood all winter
so that he might save as much as he could of the ship and its cargo.

In the spring of 1772, after embarking on many a voyage and
enduring many ills and frequent ill health, Paul Frercksen made
up his mind to let the departing seamen s&t out for Amsterdam
without him for the first time in his life. Thereafter he lived on
the hallig on the income from the small capital he had saved dur-
ing those thirty-one strenuous years of his life. From his account
book, which is among the papers in my possession, it appears that
in 1778 the capital amounted to 15,603 mark kurant, the interest
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being 653 mark Lubsch (M. 786). To his seaman's wages and to
what he earned as captain by way of freight, and so forth, he had
regularly been adding profits from business ventures of his own,
sometimes representing considerable amounts. This latter item of
his income was probably the main source of his capital; for the
greater part of what he received for his services—the total amount
for the thirty-one years is computed at 5,163 Dutch guilders—had
of course to be spent as living expenses for his family, especialy
during the winter.

Paul Frercksen married in 1757. His wife, named Poppe like
his mother, was born in 1731; she was a daughter of Paul Ipsen
(1685-1739), a son of the shipmaster Alte Ipke Paulsen, and she
lived with her mother on the hallig of Oland. At Christmas, in
1756, he had asked her to marry him. "And then," he writes, "I
had to keep running there all winter, until | could get the right
decision, because she had two brothers living at Amsterdam, who
had dso to write what they thought about it." However, the de-
cision did prove to beright for this once: on a former occasion an-
other girl had given him the "no-word," as he quaintly puts it.
They celebrated their wedding in October, 1757, and then he
transferred his belongings to Oland and went to live at the house
of his mother-in-law. In the spring of 1758 they were separated
for the first time, and it was destined to be a long time. His ship
became icebound near Cronstadt and could not stir from the spot
all winter: not until June, in 1759, was he gble to return to Am-
sterdam, where he had asked his wife to meet him. "And glad in-
deed | was," he writes, "to find my wife at brother Ipke Paulsen's
house. | had a new suit of clothes made to wear at Amsterdam and
was happy in my good fortune." But fortune did not smile on
them long. At the end of July he had once more to depart for
St Petersburg: "And o, as | came sailing past the light buoy once
again, there was my wife sitting ashore in great grief. It gave me
a cruel pang." Sailor's fate! In 1763 his third child wes born to
him, the first which survived: Frerck Paulsen, my grandfather,
whose name | bear.

Frerck Paulsen was the first of my ancestors who did not go to
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sea he had a weak chest. As ayoung man he had learned the trade
of miller, but he never practiced it; he lived on Oland as a small
landowner with a private income of his own. There was a little
accesson to the family fortune when he inherited his uncle. His
mother's two brothers, Nommen and Ipke Paulsen, had lived at
Amsterdam. They had at first earned their living at s, like the
other members of the family, but had later made their fortune at
Amsterdam, where they settled down and married. Nommen
amased great wealth in the form of ships and landed property.
Ipke died childless, so his brothers and sisters inherited him after
his widow's death. | remember my father telling me that his fa
ther, who went to Amsterdam to fetch the inherited property,
had barely got in with his ship when war broke out against Eng-
land; otherwise it would have been captured by privateers.

In 1799 Frerck Paulsen married Volig Christine, the eldest
daughter of Ipke Petersen (1747-1817), shipmaster and sexton on
the hallig of Oland, and of his wife Angens, nee Brodcrs (174 7—
1829). They, too, had three sons, all of whom went to seg; all died
in their youth, two of them of yellow fever in the West Indies.
Some of the letters which the parents exchanged with each other
and with their children are still extant, together with quite a few
other papers of the old sexton. He ssems to have exercised his
mind a good deal about deeper questions, especialy about re-
ligious matters, which of course formed the main trend of his
thoughts. There are numerous diary notes, in which he meditates
about the state of his soul and prays to God for enlightenment.
Considerable difference of opinion had evidently cropped up be-
tween him and the pastor of Oland concerning religious faith and
doctrine, which led him to voice his opinion on severa occa
sions, as he records in his notes. His inborn respect for the min-
istry was difficult to reconcile with his growing conviction that the
ways of his pastor were all too often paths of error. There is a
very curious document among his papers, a petition addressed to
King Christian V 11, in which he gives an account of this conflict
and aks for adjudication and directions. Whether it was ever
sent off 1 do not know.
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This, | think, was the origin of the decidedly religious turn of
mind which prevailed among the members of my grandfather's
household and which was inherited by the whole family. Paul
Frercksen refers to religious matters only in a general way in con-
nection with the Church, without sounding any individual note.
But his son, my grandfather, speaks in his earlier years of under-
going a religious revival and converson. Whether such experi-
ences firg brought him in touch with the sexton or whether they
were due to the latter's influence must remain undecided. But at
any rate they give us the keynote to which the whole life of our
family henceforth remained attuned: abstinence from all worldly
interets and pleasures and determined concentration on the life
hereafter as the only true life. My father's dders retained very
vivid recollections of |pke Petersen, and | have often heard them
mention his name. Grandmother Angiens, his widow, was still liv-
ing when her son-inlaw left Oland for Langcnhorn; she settled
with him on the mainland and survived him by several years.

Frerck Paulsen and his wife, Volig Christine, had eight chil-
dren: sx daughters and two sons My father, Paul (Frerck) Paul-
sn, born on October 5, 1805, was the dder of the two song my
uncle I pke, born in 1820, was the youngest child of all. My father
should really have been called Paul Frercksen, just as his two
elder dgers who bore this name; and as a matter of fact that was
the name by which he was known all his life. Officially, however,
his name was Paulsen, a royal edict having been isued recently
to the &fect that the surname was no longer to be variable, but was
to sand unchanged as the permanent family name. On his own
initiative my father then inserted Frerck as his middle name, be-
cause it was not in general use on the mainland and thus helped
to prevent confusion.

The life of the family in which my father grew up with his
sven brothers and dgers moved within the narrowest limits,
both outwardly and inwardly. Its setting was provided by thelittle
hallig of Oland (Frisian, ul-laun, the old land), which was at that
time perhaps twice its present 9ze. It might have taken an hour



FOREBEARS AND PARENTS 9

and a half to walk around it, along the shore. The flat surface of
the hallig, grass grown and traversed only by tidal runlets, risss
about three to five feet above the muddy gray bottom of the Wat-
tenmeer. On it there were at that time two so-called werften,
artificial elevations, rising to twenty or twenty-six feet above the
natural surface. On one of these stood the church and about ten
liousss, on the other, about fifteen housss These were small and
low and huddled dose together, often two or three of them under
one continuous thatched roof—the fact that they housed several
families being indicated only by the number of doors and chim-
neys The houses surrounded a small fresh-water pond, the o
called fading, filled with rain water from the gutters. In summer
the high tide rarely rises above the shore line; only when the
spring tide happens to coincide with a strong breeze blowing from
the wed is the whole hallig flooded, and if there is a real gale the
water may reach the height of the werft, so that the houses look
as if they were floating on the ssa. On such occadons it aways
was a great disagter if the fading was svamped; for then drinking-
water for man and bead alike had to be fetched from the main-
land.

These were the natural conditions by which life on the hallig
was governed. Any cultivation of the soil was out of the ques
tion; but the short, thick, and salty grass provided sufficient food
for cows and sheep. Every year the entire land was divided into
two parts. pagure for the animals to graze on during the sum-
mer, and meadowland (meedland® to provide the hay needed
for the winter. Each householder had his definite share both in
the pasturage and in the meadowlands. During summer the ani-
mals were left to shift for themsdves while in winter they had
to share the narrow gace of the house with its human inhabit-

* Such expressons, quoted from the original text within brackets, are terms not
generally used in German, but redricted to Paulsen's homeland. Mogt of them are
words belonging to the old North-Frisian language, sometimes spoken of as proto-
Anglo-Saxon and therefore of gpecial interest to English-speaking readers, who will
note their dose affinity or even identity. Paulsen always liked to spesk of his home-
land as the cradle of the English race
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ants. There were as a rule only five rooms: the vordiele, or en-
trance hall, living room, kitchen, the paael,5 and the stable. There
was neither space nor need for more. Hay and fuel were stored
under the roof. The fuel was cow dung, dried in the sun and
molded into shape. Horses there were none: the hay was car-
ried indoors on the head in large sheets. The management was
almost entirely in the hands of the women; for the men went to
sa as soon as they had reached their fifteenth year. About the
end of March or the beginning of April one or several ships put
in at Wyck, on the Island of Fohr, to convey to Amsterdam all
men able to go to sea; in the late autumn or winter they came
home with their earnings. Grain or flour and potatoes had to be
bought and also the indispensable tea and sugar. Wyck was the
nearest market for such purchases; another was Husum, a little
farther away. In all other respects each household provided for its
own needs, the cows and sheep furnishing milk, butter, cheese,
meat, and wool. Baking was diligently practiced; in addition to
the customary whole-rye bread, generally known as "black bread,"
there were always various sorts of cake or pastry on hand, to be
offered to callers with a cup of tea. Tea was the ever-ready bev-
erage in the morning and in the evening, in the forenoon and
in the afternoon; for the water was drinkable only after boiling,
and other beverages, except spirits, were not available. The wool
was transformed into garments and knitted wear by the members
of the household, even the men taking part in this work.

This simplicity of their material existence had its counterpait
in the placid and self-contained character of their inner life. The
large number of children growing up together in my grandfather's
house made it possible for them to be sufficient unto themselves;
there was not much opportunity for outside intercourse, nor did
the spirit pervading the household encourage it. At school, to be

o0 To trandate the word pesel by "parlor" would be a detraction, even with the
mogt dignified New England parlor in mind. The pesel belongs exclusvely to the
northernmost parts of Get many, adjoining the North Sea. It is used only on the mogt
solemn occasions, such as baptism, confirmation, betrothal, and marriage; if a death
occurs, the body oi the deceased is laid out in this room. Much of the beautiful
carved furniture frequently contained in it has found its way into museums.
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sure, children of the same age came in contact with one another.
The teacher was a retired old sea captain, who ruled his little
flock with severity, if not cruelty; even in their old age | heard
my aunts talking about his grim discipline. But for all that, the
children did make progress under his guidance; and, indeed, it
may be stated quite generally that the inhabitants of the halligen
were better educated than the people of the mainland. The up-
bringing at home was equally strict. When father was at home,
the children had to sit over their work in dead silence. Of course,
life would hardly have been tolerable otherwise in that small
room. There can be no doubt that the inclination to silence and
solitude which my father shared with his brothers and ssters was
largely due to the surroundings and habits of their early years.

Yet | do not mean to deny that reserve is one of the regular
traits of the Frisian character. Speaking generally, the Frisian is
not a man of many words; anyone with a glib tongue runs the
risk of being regarded as a trifler and not being taken serioudly.
While it cannot be said that jesting and merriment are never
heard, anyone jealous of his reputation takes good care to keep
himself well in hand. Frisians never sing or play games; if any
singing is ever heard, the assumption is justified that it is a cae
of drunkenness. For the diffidence which prevents them from mak-
ing their own voices heard in this way is broken down only by
alcoholic drink. Their life istaken up with practical affairs, with
matters concerning their house, their family, their work, and their
livelihood. To find pleasure in play and games is foreign to their
tribal character: rather are they given to ruminating, especially
about religious questions, and this is apt to lead to brooding and
melancholy. | have already mentioned how my grandfather's
home had come under this influence through his father-in-law,
Ipke Petersen.

He had been living with his family in undisturbed peace and
quiet, when they were suddenly aroused by a terrible disaster,
which induced them to migrate to the mainland. In the winter
of 1825 a destructive tidal wave swept over the west coast, causing
great havoc. It was the one great event in the recollection of my
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father and my aunts, and the narration of their experiences to me
was one of the indelible memories of my childhood. It happened
in February; a strong wind had been blowing from the southwest
and driving the spring tide against the Frisian coast, so that the
water had already risen to an unusual height. Then the wind sud-
denly veered to the northwest and, gradually assuming the propor-
tions of areal gale, piled up the water of the high tide in the large
bay enclosing the North Sea to such a degree that hardly any ebbing
of the water was noticeable during the succeeding low' tide. The
next high tide occurred in the night; the sea swept over the werft.
and began to flood the houses. Attempts to mend matters by block-
ing up all openings proved of no avail; in no time the waves
smashed doors and windows, so that the inhabitants had to take
refuge under their roofs. It was a long night of terror. The howling
of the storm and the roaring of the ssa were mingling with the
wailing of the women, the crying of the children, and the lowing
of the cows, which were tied up in their stalls. It was not long
before the force of the waves caved in the walls of my grandfather's
house, leaving the roof supported only by the posts, which were
rammed into the ground. Once more they were compelled to seek
safety elsewhere. The neighbor's house, under one and the same
roof with their own, stood on slightly higher ground and was not
so much exposed to the battering waves. So they smashed the
planking which separated the two lofts and found safety on the
other side, taking their belongings, which, of course, consisted
only of what they had snatched up on the spur of the moment,
either with a view to their immediate needs or just in blind ter-
ror. Then they had to look on while their furniture, their trunks
and chests, filled with treasures they had guarded so long, were
tossed about by the turbulent waters, until they were shattered
and emptied of their contents. The most pitiful sight of all met
their eyes when the cows, breaking loose at last, floated away on
the waves, one after the other, and disappeared, lowing mourn-
fully all the while. My grandmother, | was told, never got over
the impression which this made on her.

But even a night such as this had to come to an end at last.
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The men, standing at the hatch, measured the height of the water
from time to time. They first reported that it was no longer rising
and then that it was slowly falling. So their fears for their lives
abated, and after a few hours they were able to leave their refuge
and descend, but only to realize the full misery of the destruction
in all its details. The house had been so completely wrecked that
it would have had to be entirely rebuilt. Its contents had been
dispersed in all directions or destroyed; wreckage of furniture,
clothing, and underclothing from the chests and boxes which had
been broken up—everything scattered about, hanging on hedges,
washed into the fading. My aunts used to describe to me how my
father spent days angling in the little pond, now filled with sa
water, and fishing out this or that piece of his own or his neigh-
bors' belongings. When | was a child, the traces of the briny flood
were still to be seen on many things, especially on books, but aso
on linen and woodwork.

They were now compelled to decide about their future, and
they soon agreed that they would not stay there. Migration to the
mainland had already been discussed on other occasions, eye
cially after my grandfather had come into possession, half against
his own will, of a farmstead at Langenhorn; he had lent money
on it and then had to take it over in order to save his investment.
My father had already half made up his mind to become a farmer
and had spent six months at Marienkoog during the preceding
summer in order to learn farming. Now the decisive moment had
come; whatever they had saved of their belongings was stowed
away in a large boat, and together they departed from the home
of their ancestors, setting sail for "the solid rampart,” where a new
home was waiting for them. So deep was the impression of hor-
ror which this experience had left on their minds that not one of
them ever st foot on the hallig again. "No! No! It is better here!"
they used to say whenever | suggested during my boyhood that
we might pay a visit to Oland, which could be seen quite dis-
tinctly from the dike along the shore.

My grandfather, Frerck Paulsen, survived the flood and the
transplantation for only one year; he died in 1826, at the age of
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sixty-three, and was the first of our family to be buried in the
churchyard of Langenhorn. His wife, Volig Christine, had never
been distinguished for great strength of mind or sound judg-
ment; she felt completely lost in her new surroundings, and thus
it came about quite naturally that my father, although barely
twenty years old, became the real head of the family. He made
himself responsible, not only for the management of the house-
hold and the administration of the family fortune, but also for
the education and guidance of his younger brother and sisters.
They showed their gratitude for his untiring care and efforts by
giving him their absolute confidence and by cherishing him with
boundless devotion. To them there was no higher authority on
earth; whatever brother Paul said went unquestioned. My mother
used to remark half jokingly that his sisters had hopelessly spoiled
him.

For twenty years they thus lived together under the protection
of their elder brother. In the year 1845 he left the house which
had become their settled home, because his younger brother now
seemed old enough and able to take his place. So he married and
established a hearth of his own.

lie was a mature man, fully developed in every respect, when
he entered matrimony. | was born to him in his fortieth year, as
his first child. | remember him as an elderly man of staid de-
meanor; he had lost his hair at an early age, which made him
look even older than he was. Nevertheless, his robust strength was
unimpaired; indeed, his bodily health and vigor did not forsake
him until his last days. He also had an unusually vigorous mind.
In his ways he was a typical North-Frisian. Deliberateness and
prudence were the fundamental traits of his character; clear and
calm judgment and firm decision in carrying out his resolutions
formed part of his nature. There was an expression of seriousness
and calm repose on his dignified face; his luminous blue eyes
added a suggestion of kindly gentleness. | can still see him coming
forward to meet me, with hisright hand extended, when | paid a
visit to the home of my parents in later years. In his speech he
was reserved. Even when it was not one of his silent days—and
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there were not a few of these-he spoke very little, and what he
said rarely amounted to a disclosure of his persona being or feel-
ings. He shrank from talking about his most individual and in-
timate affairs; restricting his conversation to actualities, he rele-
gated those other matters to his own private thoughts. This again
isatrait which more or less belongs to the Frisian character. The
Frisian avoids intimacy, not only toward his more distant ac-
quaintances, but even toward those nearest to him; a certain re-
serve, which may appear as coldness, is ingrained in his nature.
Not that he lacks depth of feeling; he is only reluctant to let it
appear on the surface. My father did not lack it either, though
he rarely showed it. | do not remember having ever heard a word
of endearment or received a caress from him; at most he would
lay his hand on my head. Nor did he talk much about his cares
and sorrows or allow them to show in his face, even when they
weighed heavily on his mind. Those were matters he used to lock
up in the shrine of his own heart, to be dealt with in silence and
by himself alone. In the same way he aso controlled his anger;
although there was in his temperament a tendency toward excit-
ability, strangers would hardly have become aware of it. Harsh or
violent words rarely came from his lips, unless they were called
forth by some act of outright unfairness which he happened to
witness.

That was my father. When he walked along ihe village street
with his firm and weighty step, going to church on Sunday morn-
ing or calling on relatives in the afternoon, | used to look up at
him not without a measure of pride—a man, whose "Yes' and
"No" went unchallenged wherever he uttered them.

My mother was altogether different, both as regards her ante-
cedents and her disposition and education. Her maiden name was
Christine Ketelsen, and she hailed from the little village ot Sande,
in the neighboring parish of Enge, where her ancestors had settled
as small farmers. In this latter calling, writing did not form part
of the regular work, as it did with the seafaring captains of the
islands, and therefore it never became a settled habit of life with
the farmers. That is why my knowledge of the antecedents of my



16 FOREBEARS AND PARENTS

mother's family does not go back farther than my grandparents,
both of whom | remember seeing in my childhood. Because of this,
the cases furnished by the families of my father and my mother
have always served me as vivid illustrations of the fact that any
memory extending beyond the second generation is sustained only
by the written record. In large cities especially, where the inhabit-
ants frequently change their place of residence, even the recol-
lection of the grandparents often survives only in shadowy out-
line.

My mother's parents owned and tilled a small farm at Sande
o—as we always said—au/ dem Sande (on the sands). The greater
part of it was arable land in fair condition; the other part con-
sisted of pasture and meadowland in the river marshes of the
Scholmerau. They kept only one horse; for particularly hard
work, such as plowing, they joined forces with a neighbor, who
was in a similar plight. They had bought their little farmstead
about the beginning of the century, when times were fairly pros
perous, and had paid a rather high price for it. Then came hard
times, with the great slump in agriculture, and they were forced
to cut down their expenses in every possible way in order to hold
on to the farmstead and pay the crushing taxes. It was not until
the children began to grow up and times gradually improved,
during the thirties, that the pressure was eased. Those hard times
had left their mark, it seemed, on my grandfather, Andreas Ketcl-
sen; he had retained a certain acerbity in his manner. Hard labor
had bent his body at an early age, and he had suffered a stroke,
which left half of his face paralyzed, so that lie had to wear a
bandage over one eye. My grandmother, Lene Ketelscn, his wife
and also his cousin, was a friendly old body who was very fond
of me, her first grandchild. The last time | saw her she was lying
ill in bed; | had been sent to inquire about her. She watched me
in a half-conscious state, as | sat by the window, and the last word
| heard her utter was an anxious, half-delirious question about me.

Three of the five children lived to mature years. The eldest son,
who had been sickly since his infancy, died when he was about
twenty; he had added to his mother's work and worries by requir-
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ing so much specia care and attention. Bedridden for many years
and unable ever to go to school, he had not only taught himself
reading and writing, but had also acquired considerable skill in
drawing. A picture book which he had made for his brothers and
sisters continued to render service in my own hands, when | was
a child. The youngest brother died at the age of five years, of
scarlet fever; my mother, who at the time was twelve years old,
often told me how long and disconsolately she had mourned for
him.

My mother was born in 1818, two years after her brother Kctel,
and six years before her sister, Agathc Margarcte. She was of a
very lively and cheerful disposition and had an unusually agile
mind. She grasped things quickly and with eager interest, and she
never made a secret of her own opinion. There was only an
auxiliary school in the little village, under the management of a
pupil teacher, and what it had to offer her was scanty in the ex-
treme. Nevertheless she succeeded in acquiring by her own efforts
avery respectable facility in setting her thoughts down in writing.
Her interests originally went far afield; but gradually she con-
centrated them more and more on religion and religious writings.
She had a very receptive mind for art in any form. Although she
had never been taught drawing, she practiced it with considerable
skill. She liked to sing her hymns, the only melodies she had ever
heard; and she sang them well. She dso liked to compose verse
herself, of course on the pattern of her favorite hymns. When she
had a home of her own, she did not leave it undecorated. | well
remember the day when pictures were hung in our living room
—4a that time an amost unheard-of innovation. She had bought
five large woodcuts, representing scenes from the Passion, and sent
them to be framed. She aso was very fond of her flowers, and our
windows were never without them. Her garden was one of her
great pleasures, and she made it as beautiful as her means would
permit.

The great event in my mother's life was the religious awaken-
ing and conversion which came over her in her early twenties.
Until then she had shared the world's pleasures, happily, but with
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due propriety. A new preacher, lwersen by name, had come to
Enge. His predecessor, old Pastor Hasberg, had been a man who
liked to live and let live. He often went to the village inn of an
evening, and on one such occasion, as he was about to leave, he
threw a piece of money on the table, telling the others to drink
his health; immediately afterward, on his way home, he dropped
dead. His successor was a young man, filled with passionate zeal,
whose ambition it was not only to preach his new faith, his newly
won old Christian faith, but to make it come to life in the very
being and feeling of the souls committed to his care. He belonged
to the great movement set afoot by the new stirring of deeper
religious feeling as opposed to the traditional rationalism, a move-
ment which in those parts had first been forcefully advocated by
Clans Harms, at Kiel. As a student Iwersen had probably heard
Harms preach and had been deeply moved. That is how the
great epochal movements of history spread in ever-widening cir-
cles, until they reach the lowliest hamlets and cottages.

On my mother these new voices made a deep impression. Her
agile mind was fully alive to their import. If thingsreally are, she
told herself, as this man preaches, then one must place on€'s life
on a different footing altogether. And more and more her inner
conviction grew: verily and truly, he isright, for there would be
no snse in life, if it did not point beyond this earthly existence.
Hut then, if eternal life is the true life, it is necessary to seek on€'s
chief purpose in it and to despise all temporal goods, in order to
win the goods eternal. And thus she felt driven to sever old con-
nections and to discard old interests in order to devote herself
altogether to that great new truth which had taken hold of her
soul. Nor was she to be dissuaded from her new convictions, queer
as they might seem to her friends. She even succeeded in wanning
over her brother and her sister. The fervent zeal of the new life
stirring in her soul was so powerful that it may well have been
irresistible during that early stage. But throughout her whole life
she remained very seriously concerned about her sanctification.
She had a very sensitive conscience which guided her in all her
steps and never failed to tell her what was fitting for her. It goes



FOREBEARS AND PARENTS 19

without saying that she soon established personal relations with
Pastor Iwersen; hers was probably the first soul he had won. How-
ever, he did not remain at Enge long, but was soon transferred
to Neukirchen, in Angeln,® accompanied by my mother's sister,
Agathe Margarete, whom he had engaged after his wife's death
to take care of the child she had left behind. A few years later
he died, but his memory lived on in my mother's heart; | never
heard her utter his name without voicing her gratitude and de-
votion. From my early childhood she strove earnestly to open
my mind to her convictions and her faith, and therefore she always
liked to recount to me how she herself had found the way of
peace. She was much more willing to talk about the inner life
than was my father. While he rarely spoke of his religious views
and experiences, she always grasped at every opportunity to do
so, in order to win other souls to her faith. Such community of
religious interests had also led to her acquaintance with my father.
| learned about these things from my aunt long after the death of
my parents. A shoemaker at Bredstedt, she told me, who was
known as one of "the pious in the land,” had first drawn my fa
ther's attention to my mother. Then it came about that his sister
Nacmi Johanna, who often walked over to Enge to hear Pastor
Iwersen preach, got to know her rather well. And the end of it
was that my father one day made his way "to the Sands" to call at
her parents' house and ask them for the hand of their daughter.
She happened to be out at the time, and when she returned and
was told about it she gave a rather flippant reply; but after a
while she allowed him to call again and then plighted him her
troth. They celebrated their wedding on July 20, in 1845, and the
alliance they thus concluded for life was a happy one for both.
Not that little difficulties remained altogether unknown to them.
Since it was not in my father's nature to give spontaneous expres-
sion to his feelings, it is probable that as a husband he was rather
remiss in the little endearments and attentions which a loving
wife expects. In the house of her parents my mother had been

«Angeln is an old territory along the eas coes of Sthleswig, comprising about 320
square miles.
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accustomed to a somewhat more genial atmosphere than her new
home seemed able to afford. Right-minded and kindhearted as
my father was in all essential matters, he was likely to disregard
little wishes or dislikes of others in a somewhat ruthless way; he
could not e that it mattered. It never occurred to him that re-
striction or renunciation in great affairs is often much easier to
bear than indifference in little things. It was only by slow degrees
that | became aware of this characteristic; as a child | never no-
ticed anything of the kind. My parents never quarreled, and little
differences of opinion were not settled in my presence; | saw noth-
ing but concord and mutual respect. Above all, my mother never
wavered in her determination to impress upon her little son that
he owed respect to his father and must regard his father's will as
right and just beyond question. And this was altogether in ac-
cordance with her own sentiments; for she had absolute respect
for my father and for his sound judgment and able management.
If she ever felt offended, she knew how to pave the way for a frank
word at the proper season; the religious convictions which they
held in common and which governed their life together helped
her to find the right word and make her appeal effective. If their
companionship was lacking a little in that personal intimacy and
snse of being all in all to each other, which comes only from a
more lively and spontaneous emotional response or from more
highly cultivated minds, there certainly was never any lack of
sincere mutual esteem. And that was the source of the profound
peace which always reigned supreme in the home of my parents.
Anger and angry words were unknown; and if my mother ever
felt hurt she did not allow the sun of that day to set while she
harbored her grudge.

So much about my ancestors and my parents. From both of the
latter | have received a heritage which | may perhaps venture to
describe in Goethe's words:

My father gave me dignity,

My stature and deportment;

And mother dear my cheerful mind,
My knack of telling stories.
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My storytelling, | have to admit, isnot much to boagt of; but there
can be no doubt that | resemble my mother in intensity of fed-
ing and in the eager utterance of my thoughts. And as to my la-
ther's stature, no one who knew him can fail to recognize it in
my own even from a distance.



Earliest Childhood Recollections

N THE present chapter | shall offer a few disconnected pic-
I tures such as one's memory seems to select almost at random
from the experiences of on€s childhood.

My earliest recollection, which takes me back to my third year,
connects me with Bavaria, the country with which | was to have so
many contacts in years to come. It was in 1849, the second year
of the war between Denmark and Germany. A Bavarian regi-
ment, coming from the east, needed a day of rest and for that pur-
pose was quartered on the inhabitants of Langenhorn. My mother
often talked about that day in later times. She told me how un-
easy she felt, looking forward to the arrival of those warriors from
other lands, whom she was to expect in time for their midday
meal—the more so since my father was not at home; he had to
attend a church visitation, which happened to take place on the
same day. Her courage only returned when she saw me safe and
unharmed right in the midst of the outlandish figures. Indeed,
she had to admit that they really were very kind and friendly to
her little Frederick, taking him up in their arms and raising him
on their shoulders to proclaim him Frederick the Gieat. Her
memory often reverted to that time. She talked about the diffi-
culty she had with the curious German those men spoke—"not at
all like written German." The hearty meal she placed before them
was not quite to their liking; they could not eat the delicious
boiled bacon, she said, but wrapped it up to eat it cold. There are
some other incidents and situations which cannot have come to
my knowledge merely by hearsay, as | have a definite recollection
of them, especially of being taken outside with the others when
the tattoo was beaten by the military band. It was not the music
that impressed me most, but the big drums, which | mistook for
brewing coppers. | could not understand how grown-up men
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could behave like that, pounding on them and making all that
noise. Another scene pictured in my memory occurred in the fol-
lowing year; it shows me outside in our garden, listening to the
sound of dull reports booming in the distance again and again—
"cannon shots," someone is telling me. It was the attack on Fried-
richstadt, in the autumn of 1850, the third war year, when our
own soldiers had to fight Denmark quite alone in that last snse
less and bootless struggle, after which the two great German
powers left the two duchies to their fate.

But now these warlike scenes must give way to a peaceful pic-
ture—an afternoon in midwinter. In our living room, with its blue
walls, my mother and the maid are sitting near the stove spinning.
My father has established himself at the large table which stands
against the window, with his papers spread out before him. And
in the middle of the room am I, restlessly moving about: now
using the yardstick as my hobbyhorse; now sweeping the sand
spread over the floor into a little heap and molding it into tiny
cakes with my mother's thimble; now climbing onto my mother's
chair from behind and folding a kerchief round her neck, as |
had seen it worn by women coming from the halligen. None but
a mother will put up with the ceasdess fidgeting of a child.

Another picture arising in my memory shows me lying abed.
My mother is sitting at the small table close by, cutting out pa-
per animals—horses and cows, sheep and swine. | had been brought
home to her covered with blood. A neighbor's horse, which I
had approached with a switch from behind, had struck out and
landed its hoof right in my face. My upper lip was badly torn, and
| also had a wound on my forehead. They had harnessed the horses
at once and taken me to Bredstedt, where the local practitioner
had put in a number of stitches. | do not remember all this my-

1 Austria and Prussa recognized Denmark's rule over the duchies of Schleswig
and Holstein, with their amogt purely German population, after exacting Denmark's
promise to respect their autonomous rights. The continued and in the end sucoessful
sruggle for their independence forms the historical background of Friedrich Paulsen's
earlier years He was born as a subject of the King of Denmark, to whom he continued
to give allegiance until the two duchies were placed under the joint rule of Austria
and Prussa after the war of 1864. After the war of 1866 they were incorporated in
the kingdom of Prussa
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sdf; | only know that | was lying in bed and that my mother was
comforting me, as just described. They had aso bought a small
box of colors as a present for me, and | was now painting the
white paper animals red and black and blue. If one bent their
legs apart, they could stand on their feet perfectly well, and this
was great fun. Later on | manipulated the stissors myself and thus
became the owner of numerous herds.

Then again | sse mysalf basking in the sun on the high bank
of earth enclosing our farmyard on the south. | have an old knife
in my hand, with which | am cutting out strips of turf, thus pro-
ducing small trenches. Then | install partitions made by inter-
twining stout matches so as to resemble the gates in hedges. These
are my fenlands. Now | put in flint pebbles of all colors—yellow,
blue, white and black—which grandfather brought home for me
from Stolberg. These are my horses and my cows.

And now Christmas hes come. For a long time past they have
been talking about the Kindjen (little child) which is coming
down from heaven to bestow presents on children who are well
behaved. 1 have learned my little prayers and maybe aso the
commandments and the Lord's Prayer. Right under the window
in the pesel my plate is waiting for the gifts; | put it there in the
late afternoon. Night has fallen, and we are sitting around the
table; our boiled rice pudding, the regular Christmas fare, has
been consumed; the gospel has been read; a Christmas carol
has been sung. There—hark! A gentle tinkling sound, quite low
at first, but gradually getting louder and louder. Then a pause
during which | ssy my prayers in a hushed voice. The ringing is
heard once more, then dead silence. With bated breath | open
the door leading to the pesel and—lo! the light of a candle stand-
ing by my plate shows it heaped with cake and apples and nuts;
and on top of all is arider on horseback, of light-colored pastry,
with his saddle and accouterments painted in many colors. And
there is something else lying by the side of my plate—a kerchief,
or alittle whip, or a small knife and fork, neat and quaint as if
especially made for my little hand. No Christmas tree, be it ever
so richly decorated and abundantly laden with presents, could
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have made a deeper impression on my childlike thoughts and feel-
ings than this perplexing event. Even today | can still conjure up
the anxious sugpense and the solemn mood that came over me when
| heard that mysterious sound—Iike bellsringing. The prosaic real -
ity underlying it all would have shown me our maid, using the
pestle of the old-fashioned kitchen mortar like the clapper of a
bell and then unpacking the contents of her apron through the
opened window.

It must have been at Christmas in 1849 that | found a spelling
book lying beside my plate. | well remember the pictures in it,
especially a blue whale and a baby in yellow swaddling clothes.
| cannot say exactly when | first began to study the letters of the
alphabet under my mother's guidance; but their intricate shapes
arc not likely to have let my mind rest long. At all events, when
| first went to school, in my fifth year, | was able to read quite well.

My first attendance at church aso dates back to those early
years. Here | am, bringing my mother a nosegay of rosss and
mignonette from the garden. She places it on the hymnbook she
carries, together with her white handkerchief. Then she takes
hold of me with her other hand, and we s& out for the church,
walking uphill toward the sound of the bells which are calling
us. And now | am sitting on a backless bench, wondering what
will happen next. The organ begins to play, and things seem
quite all right so far. Then a man dressed in black ascends the
pulpit and begins to talk in a monotonous voice—on and on with-
out stopping. | do not understand what he says and begin to fed
deepy. Soon | am nodding, and my mother finds it no essy task
to keep me sitting up on the bench. Another picture emerges,
rather hazy in its details. The little table, in the drawer of which
my playthings are kept, is not in the sitting room, and as 1 go to
look for it in the pesel | find laid out upon it a small dead body,
garbed in white—my first little brother, who died at birth. | have
a much more vivid recollection of the funeral of my third and
last brother, when Dr. Rickertsen's wife made her children join
me in strewing foliage and flowers on the path and on the grave.

One more of these fleeting pictures before | let the curtain de-



6 EARLIEST CHILDHOOD RECOLLECTIONS

scend upon the years of my early childhood. With faltering steps
I am walking at my mother's hand, to call with her on a neigh-
bor's wife; in my other hand | am carrying a bunch of flowers-
white daffodils. But they are not intended as a present; they are
stolen goods which | am to restore to the rightful owner. An-
other boy, older than |, had drawn my attention to the beautiful
blossoms in the neighbor's garden and helped me over the hedge.
Without thinking of any harm, | brought my share of the booty
home; but my mother was not long in finding out where the
flowers came from and forced me there and then to come with
her on this humiliating errand. The neighbor's wife, a good-
natured woman, felt quite touched and wanted me to keep the
flowers, but my mother would not hear of it; she took a very stern
view of the matter.

Up to this point the account | have here given of my origin
was written thirty years ago for the benefit of her who had con-
sented to become my companion for life. | wanted her to have
an idea of the historical background of the world in which | had
my roots. And | also wanted her thus to become acquainted with
my people, to whom | was to introduce her ere long; for at that
time all of them were still living. Now they have all been dead
and gone for many years—both she for whom and those about
whom my story was written. In the following pages | shall sketch
a few pictures of the surroundings in which | grew up as a boy,
with my mind ever increasingly alert to them. It is a world that
will soon have sunk into complete oblivion; for the changes it is
undergoing—changes within and without—are proceeding at a
rapid pace. It is perhaps all the more desirable to hear some-
thing about this world from one who still had a share in its
existence.
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WH EN | was a boy, Northern Friesland was still quite un-
touched by the world. There was no railroad to take the
rural inhabitants to town within a few minutes, as there is now.
Even Flensburg and Husum, which were nearest to us, were
often not visited for years; indeed, there were many people, espe
cially women, who hardly ever st eyes on any town at all. If any-
one had been to Hamburg he was regarded as a traveled man.
About Copenhagen one might hear something occasionally from
those who had been in service there, but the accounts they gave
could have been described as "frog's' rather than "birdVeyc
views. That there was such a city as Berlin one knew only from
geography lessons, it seemed farther away than Moscow or St
Louis does today. Even within our own frontiers traffic was very
limited and difficult. There was no highway near the west coast;
the present road between Husum and Tondern, which traverses
the eastern portion of the community of Langcnhorn, was not
built until the beginning of the sixties. Before that time the only
road available was the " Oxenway," dating from ancient times, on
which the Jutish oxen were driven to the marshes. Avoiding the
marshlands by skirting them in a large loop, this road, running
through deep sands along the edge of the higher ground, led from
Tondern to Leek; then from Leek, by way of Sollbuick, to Bred-
stedt; and then in another great loop, by way of Bohmstedt, to
Husum. There was another road through the marshes, but that
was passable only during the brief summer months and perhaps
during freezing weather in winter, although the deep wheel ruts
presented a great difficulty when they were frozen hard. During
the invariably wet spring and autumn months it was a bottomless
morass. Another disadvantage was that it led in endless turns and
windings from one village to another and from one farmstead to
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the next. Nevertheless, there were those who sang the praise of
things as they were. | well remember how an old brother-in-law
of my father, who had lived through the days of the Napoleonic
wars and had himself fought against the Swedes in an engage-
ment near Sehcstedt, raised a warning voice when the highway
began to be built. Once we had the highway, he said, we should
soon have the enemy in the country, too; for war and armies had
always followed the highway. And sure enough, no sooner had
the highway been built than the Prussians and Austrians came to
Langenhorn, following the outbreak of war in 1864.

It goes without saying that there was no post office at Langen-
horn nor in any other village. The post office at Bredstedt was
the only one in our region; letters either had to be called for or
they reached the addressee through private channels. The lack of
an official postman was compensated for in a way by an old mar-
ried couple living in our neighborhood, who went to Bredstedt
at first once and later on twice a week. In addition to various other
commissions they aso undertook to carry and deliver letters in
cither direction, for which they charged at first one and later on
four Danish shillings (about two cents) for each letter. Many a
time | had to make my way to the home of these two old people;
for my father received a comparatively large mail. On frequent
occasions | also had to take money to them which they were to
take to the post office. Postal money orders being still unknown,
all money had to be sent in the form of coin in sedled bags, sewed
for the purpose by my mother; and the weight of these bags was
often considerable, since we had only silver coins. | was fifteen
years old when | saw the first gold coins—Prussian frederickdors,
which my father used to accept reluctantly in payment for live-
stock. He regarded them with suspicious eyes, as he did the notes
of the Danish Government Bank, which began to turn up in the
fifties, and which he aways tried to get rid of as soon as he could.
The coin coveted above all other coins was the old speziestaler—
the Danish doj)j)eltaler (double dollar) representing a value of
M. 4.50. To have a stately row of good-sized bags full of these,
safely stored away in the cupboard, was the pride of those old-
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fashioned farmers. Notwithstanding the considerable size of our
village, we had no regular connection by stagecoach or by any
other vehicle. It was not until the highway had been built that
the "weekly coach" made its appearance, running once or twice a
week between Husum and Niebiill. The Prussian administra-
tion gave us our first post office. At present the village of Langen-
horn has its letters delivered twice daily; there are five trains de-
parting in the course of the day, which take their passengers in
half an hour to Husum, in four hours to Hamburg, and in eight
to Berlin; in addition, an omnibus goes through the entire village,
to take passengers to and from the station. Now probably more
mail comes in during a single week than was handled during the
entire year in those early days.

The complete isolation implied in these conditions can hardly
be imagined in our day. The village, or rather the parish, com-
prising several villages distributed over a distance of about eight
miles, formed an absolutely self-contained community. Grown-
ups might know the larger farmers in the neighboring Frisian
villages to the north and to the south; but the mental horizon of
the younger people was bounded by the limits of their native
community, whose members gathered at the church every Sun-
day. Strangers were rarely seen in our village. If anyone was
marked as a townsman by the way he was dressed, especially by
his white collar and a waistcoat that was cut away at the top, in
short, if he "had white on his chest,” as we used to say, we would
cast diffident glances at him and honor him by taking off our caps,
since it was not unlikely that he was a pastor from one of the
neighboring villages or an official from town; for our own men-
folks wore their waistcoats closed all the way up, with a kerchief
around the neck.

The only town with which our intercourse was a little more
regular was Bredstedt, which gave the district, or landschajt, its
name, about four miles to the south. It was our market town and
the headquarters of the postmaster, the Landvogt (district judge),
and the Aktuar. That was where our agricultural produce had to
be marketed, or at least that part of it which was not consumed
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or sold on the spot, and where we also had to purchase our tools
and other commodities. One of my earliest recollections is of
driving with my father on a wagon laden with sacks of grain along
the devious country roads to Bredstedt. There we called on mer-
chants for the purpose of selling or making purchases; and when
on occasion | accompanied him to the office of the Landvogt or
die Akluar (who was the tax collector), | always felt quite proud
if the gentleman on whom we were calling asked him whether |
was his son, and had a friendly word for me.

As far as political conditions were concerned, the west coast of
the duchy of Schleswig generally enjoyed undisturbed peace and
quiet. The war of 1848-50 had been carried on almost exclusively
along the cas coast. The Frisian population, German in senti-
ment though it was and concerned about the war, was not aroused
to any great enthusiasm about it, having never been particularly
conscious of Danish oppression. After peace had been restored,
the inhabitants had no difficulty in settling down again to the old
conditions. There remained a memory that they had been for-
saken and betrayed by the Prussians, nor could they help feeling
that Schlcswig was bound up with Denmark by its history as well
as by its general character and its commercial relations. My father
shared this feeling altogether. Frederick V I | was the king under
whom he had grown up, and whom he had seen on several occa-
sions in his younger years. Christian VIII lie also accepted as the
legitimate ruler of the country, although he disapproved of the
"Open Letter" issued by the kingin 1846, which first gave rise, my
father said, to dissensions between his German and his Danish
subjects. Only Frederick V11 he held in low esteem. Nevertheless,
he continued to regard Schleswig's union with Denmark as natu-
ral and self-evident. To separate the duchy of Schlcswig from the
Danish country, with which it had been in close association from
gray antiquity, nay, to attach it to distant and unloved Prussia-
those were ideas which in the fifties did not enter anyone's head
in the circles here concerned. In the duchy of Holstein things
were somewhat different. But in those days the boundary line
formed by the River Eider still cut very deep. Different senti-
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ments also prevailed in the towns and in the eastern parts, egpe
sially in Angeln; but among the farmers settled along the Frisian
west coast the political peace remained on the whole quite un-
disturbed.

It certainly must be admitted that Denmark herself did nothing
that could have disturbed it. The introduction of Danish cur-
rency caused the old "shillings" and "sixlings" of Hamburg and
Liibeck coinage to disappear; but that was about the only way in
which the man in the street became conscious of the change at all.
And assuredly no one would have thought of shedding tears for
those terribly worn shillings with which Hamburg had been in-
undating the duchies! They circulated in large paper bags, whose
contents had to be counted afresh for each transaction, since there
were almost aways some missing or some worthless ones of
Mecklenburg coinage. Besides, business continued to be trans-
acted according to the old way of accounting, the Hamburg taler
(M. 3. 60) being the unit of payment for livestock and servants
wages, and the Hamburg mark (containing 16 shillings and equal
to M. 1. 20), for land and grain. Chicaneries in the way of "misun-
derstandings,” by pretending to have understood that Danish
reichstaler (M. 2. 25) or Danish reichsmark (M. 10. 37) had been
meant, were not uncommon along the esst coast; but along the
west coast this never happened.

Our administration and language were not interfered with in
any way. The traditional autonomy of the Frisian farming com-
munities was left intact; the functions as well as the names of
their old-established authorities remained the same. The Voll-
machtiger (procurator, "having full powers') wes the head of
the community; twelve men, the so-called Zwolfc, formed the par-
ish council, winch elected the Vollmach tiger and the other of-
ficials, the Bauervogt (farmers bailiff) exercised the police func-
tionsin the village, and so forth. The Landvogt at Bredstedt, who
had the jurisdiction, was a native of Schleswig, a brother of
Propst (Provost) Caspers, of Husum. In cases of a more serious
nature the decision rested with the ancient Bondengericht (bond-
ers or freeholders court), consisting of twelve farmers settled in
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the landschaft, who held that post for life, if I remember right.
The Aktuar administered the police force and taxation; he was
the only one of our officials who was not a native, or at any rate
he was disliked as a "Danish" official; but this feeling was due to
his avidity for fess rather than to his political alegiance. The
Amtmann (the head of the provincial government) in Husum,
Johannsen by name, was aso of German birth; he and Provost
Caspers complete the number of all the officials of whom | ever
heard. The two last-named came to Langenhorn every summer for
the church and school visitation, and during their stay they dso
examined the public accounts of the community. This occasion
was always celebrated by a banquet which had to be arranged by
the head pastor's wife, and to which all members of the church
and parish councils were invited. But | had amost forgotten: dur-
ing the first few years after the war—1852-53, | should sy—we
aso had a Danish gendarme, or policeman, stationed at Langen-
horn. He had his quarters at a lonely farmhouse about an hour's
walk from the village, and we saw very little of him. | don't think
| ever heard of his causing annoyance to anyone. | do remember,
though, that on one occasion an older boy suddenly snatched my
cap from my head and hid it, exclaiming, "The gendarme is com-
ing!" There was a blue-white-red tassd on it—the "rebel colors!"
But on the whole | hardly ever encountered any evidence of the
"Danish rule" during the eighteen years which | spent under the
scepter of the Danish kings. In fact, the Danish colors—a white
cross in a red field, the so-caled Danebrog—never came to my
sight at all in my native village, the king's birthday being neither
celebrated nor even mentioned at school in any way. | don't think
| ever saw any Danish soldiers until | was thirteen years old-
Danish uniforms, | should have said, for the soldiers who wore
them were Holstciners. That was in Flensburg, and there | aso
saw the Danish colors for the first time in the form of little flags
on the graves of the Danish soldiers who had been killed during
the war of 1848-50. It was probably on the same occasion that |
heard Danish spoken for the first time, although | may have heard
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it earlier, at a horse fair at Handewitt, where | had gone with
my uncle Ipke.

But in our own village we remained entirely undisturbed in
the use of our three traditional languages. High German, the
language used in the church, at school, and by the government
officids, although they often used Low German in talking; Piatt-
deutsch, or Low German, the language of the townsfolk, of the
market place and to an ever-increasing degree, aso, of the fam-
ily; and Frisian, the old indigenous language of the natives, which
was, however, spoken only by the villagers among themselves and
at home. There has never been any Frisian literature in those
regions, and in public life the Frisian language has been in dis-
use since the Reformation. The language of the churches and
schools, as well as of the government oflices, was first Low and
later High German. The Danish government never attempted
to interfere with this old-established order of things. Its activities
in the way of Danification remained restricted, as far as 1 can s
to a district along the esst coast, where rivalry between the two
languages had been going on for a long time. The more im-
mediate goal of these endeavors was the conquest or rcconqucst
of the bilingual towns and the rural communities, especidly be-
tween the river Schlei and the firth of Flcnsburg, which had been
lost to the Danish language during times when German ways were
in the ascendant. Fven in parishes containing a couple of little
villages where Danish was spoken—for example, in the parish of
Enge, where my mother came from—the Danish authorities left
everything as it was and never tried to enforce the use of Danish
in the pulpit. Indeed, in the township of Bredstedt, which con-
tained two Danish parishes (Joldelund and Viol), the Danish
clergymen made great efforts to preach in German before German
congregations, when the pulpit was vacant—a courtesy which our
old German pastors were quite unable to return. Thefirst of our
own clergymen who could spesk Danish was Pastor Thomsen,
from whom | learned it when | began my studies.

At home we spoke Frisian, and in talking with my parents and



34 HOME ENVIRONMENT

other relatives | continued to speak Frisian to the end of their
days. Nor do | find it difficult even now to converse in Frisian
when | pay a visit to my homeland, although some rarely used
word may sometimes fail to come to mind promptly. In addition
tothe Frisian language, L ow Ger man also became familiar to one's
ears and tongue from early childhood; it was the language of
everyday intercourse in not a few homes. For in any home where
the mother came from a Plattdeutsch-speaking family, Frisian
soon fell into disuse. That was quite natural; for while every
Frisian can speak Plattdeutsch, it happens only very rarely that
anyone speaking Plattdeutsch as his mother tongue, a townsman,
for example, ever learnsto speak Frisian; and thus even a servant
girl speaking Plattdeutsch is bound to introduce her language into
the household. Under these circumstances there can hardly be a
doubt that within a not very distant future the Frisian language
will have completely died out on the west coast of Schleswig.
Apart from the disappearance of archaic words and forms, which
are of interest to philologists, the loss is probably not so very
great. For it must be admitted that Frisian isin the real sense of
the word a "poor" language. Not, it is true, in the vocabulary of
material things belonging to a farmer'slife. If one wants to specify
activities and situations or tools and other things within that
sphere, the Frisian vocabulary is exceedingly rich—so rich, in fact,
that in translating from Frisian into High German one continu-
ally has to resort to paraphrasing. But when it comes to things
of the mind, anyone speaking Frisian—and the same is true of
Plattdeutsch— continually finds it necessary to borrow words from
High German.

High German | did not really learn to speak until | went to
school, although | was able to read and understand it before
then. But | never felt sure of myself in using it, until at the age
of eighteen | entered the gymnasium of Altona, where | was
obliged to speak it every day with my schoolmates. My father dis-
liked speaking High German to the end of his days. Even when
those with whom he was talking spoke High German, he would
reply in Piatt. He understood High German perfectly and also
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wroteit fairly well, but it had never become familiar to his tongue.
My mother, on the other hand, with the more facile tongue of a
woman, managed it easily, even in her later years, only when
she was talking to me she could not bring herself to use High
German; it would have been like speaking to a stranger, she said.
In later years, when | visited my parents with my wife and chil-
dren, they often were quite at a loss, at table or on some other
occasion, if my mother and 1 suddenly changed to Frisian.

As might be expected, our conversation at home was concerned
first and foremost with matters relating to our domestic and eco-
nomic interests. When friends called on us, as they often did, or
when we came together with relatives, as was the rule on Sunday
afternoons, the principal topics of conversation were farming,
livestock, prospects of the hay and grain harvest, not forgetting
the weather, which is of such immense importance to rural peo-
ple, above all to the farmer. To townspeople it is merely a ques
tion of pleasantness or unpleasantness; but to the fanner it is a
guestion of existence. The prosperity of his family, the fruit of
his long and arduous toil, depend on it. In addition to these sub-
jects they talked about communal matters, such as village affairs
and roads; about the koog, that is, the land reclaimed from the s
by dikes, and about the condition of the latter; or about church
and school. My father took a foremost part in all these things
and was intensely interested in them. He liked to discuss them in
detail with men who knew what they were talking about. There
was especially one of our neighbors, Carsten Oldsen by name,
who often called in the evening for a chat; he was an intelligent,
sober-minded and straightforward man, with whom it was a pless-
ure to talk about matters of public interest. In later years he often
made me tell him all about the political occurrences in Berlin,
especially about Bismarck and the old Emperor William |. My
father wes less interested in political affairs; his interest adways
ceased if he could do nothing to help matters. About political
parties and party questions he never troubled his head. To him
the State was the King; and to the end of hislife he continued to
spesk of public property, both land and buildings, as belonging
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to "the King," which in my younger years would sometimes call
forth rather gratuitous attemptson my part to enlighten him.

His attitude was altogether different with respect to religious
questions, in which all my father's and my mother's relatives were
deeply interested. My mother even liked to bring up religious
subjects in conversation; she always seemed eager to teach and
perchance convert others. My father, on the other hand, was ret-
icent about such things; he would withdraw into himself, un-
willing to let his inmost thoughts pass his lips. | do not remember
that he ever took any active part in a conversation about religious
questions. He let the others do the talking and was a not unwilling
listener; but his own thoughts he never divulged. A similar atti-
tude he also observed toward questions of moral conduct; he felt
deeply concerned about them and might state his views in writing,
but not by word of mouth. A feeling akin to shame seemed to seal
his lips, while my mother, never diffident about speaking her
mind, was much readier with her tongue in this respect as well.

Not a word was ever heard about literature, theaters, music,
art, poetry, or any other subject likely to form a main topic of
social conversation in our large cities; for those things simply had
no place within the mental horizon of our people. Their reading
was restricted to serious subjects and practical interests; all "fic-
tion*' they scorned—almost as a matter of principle. Even in those
days, it is true, there were some women at Langenhorn who were
known to read "stories" that is, novels. But my mother thought
it incomprehensible that anyone could waste his time by reading
"gories that were not true." Especially the stories and tales in
Plattdeutsch which were sometimes printed in the paper seemed
unspeakably silly to her: why, she would say, that's just what we
get every day at home, and then it can't even be spelled " cor-
rectly." Her own reading was restricted almost exclusively to re-
ligious subjects;, her Bible and her hymnbook she always had close
at hand and also her other devotional books, of which she had
collected a respectable number, especially books of sermons. My
special aversion among the latter was a large volume by good old
August Hermann Francke, whom she held in particularly high
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regard. On Sunday afternoons, while my playmates were amusing
themselves out of doors, | had to read a sermon aloud; it was not
exactly an express command, but rather an unspoken wish, which
| was about as reluctant to ignore as to fulfill. And then, if it was
that stout volume in quarto by Francke which was selected, |
could count on a detention of at least an hour or maybe an hour
and a half. For in the eighteenth century people had plenty of
time and saw to it that their preachers did not cat their bread in
idleness. So | sometimes tried to influence her choice and make
her select one of the younger clerics, L. Hofacker, or L. Harms,
of Hermannsburg, who later on became one of her specia favor-
ites on account of his missionary labors. Not that | cared for him
in any way; but at any rate he would let me off in half an hour.
My father adso read other books, especially historical or geo-
graphical books, of which he had acquired a small collection. In
the years of my earlier boyhood it was dways a red-letter day
when he unrolled his map of Europe and showed me the princi-
pal countries and towns. Once in a while | could get him to talk
about Napoleon. It was the one great memory of his younger
years. how that masterful potentate overthrew the States of Eu-
rope, one after the other, and then met with his own defeat on
the icy plains of Russia, at the hands of Him who was stronger
than he. Among my father's books there were popular biographies
of Frederick the Great and Peter the Great, and | read them more
than once. But there was no history of Denmark or Schleswig-
Holstein or of Germany or Europe. Instead, 1 found severd
geographical books which attracted my attention, especialy one
on the Kingdom of Denmark, which | liked particularly on ac-
count of its detailed descriptions of Iceland, Greenland, and the
Faroe Islands. In his later years my father read many a book deal-
ing with history, which | brought him, and aso some popular
treatises on natural science. To the end of his days he remained
eager to add to his knowledge as far as actual facts were concerned;
but anything in the nature of "stories'—novels, tales, poems—he
never read in all his life. The one and only exception was John
Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress, which we once read on winter eve-
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nings. It was not its poetic value, however, which made it accept-
able, but only its devotional and didactic character.

Nevertheless, | did not have to go without lighter reading alto-
gether. It began with Robinson Crusoe, The wife of the book-
binder at Bredstedt, who also supplied all the literary needs of that
district, had given my father thelittle booklet as a Christmas pres-
ent for me—whether for money or from her own kind heart | do
not know. There are not many books which | have read in my
lifetime with such passonate enthusiasm; | well remember it
withits gray paper and its few colored woodcuts. Whenever | had
finished another episode—| was about seven or eight years old—I
had to run at once to the threshing floor and tell our farm la-
borers all about Robinson's further adventures. | dways felt a
strong urge to tell things to others. | remember that whenever
I went with Uncle Ketel, my mother's brother, of whom | was
very fond, to look after animals on distant pastures or to remove
them to other quarters, | used to tell him all sorts of stories which
had come to my knowledge in one way or another. One source was
the lending library established by the schoolmaster who became
my first teacher. | aways looked out for taes and stories printed
in the popular amanacs and other publications which my father
borrowed for his agricultural purposes. Later on my second
teecher—the newly appointed sexton, Brodersen by name—in-
stalled a school library, where | had access to juvenile literature
and to books dealing with natural science and history and where
| adso first came across some specimens of German and Nordic
literature. | wes very fond of reading; many a time | stole away
with a book to some hidden nook indoors or out, so as not to be
discovered and given some work to do or be sent on an errand.
There was an old linden tree standing near the house, in the up-
per branches of which | had arranged a scat-an ideal hiding place.

| will end this chapter with a few words about the condition of
the Church and especialy about my parents attitude toward it.
My parents were church-going people and regularly attended di-
vine service, or at least my father did; my mother was for many
years so feeble that she was rarely able to go. So as a matter of
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course I, too, went to church regularly every Sunday, first as a
child by the side of my mother and later on as a boy beside my
father; still later, when | attended the Sexton's School, | had to be
in my place as a member of the school choir. But at heart my par-
ents were not really so very warmly attached to our church, be
cause our preachers did not satisfy their religious needs, egpe
cially my mother's. So she would occasionally prevail upon my
father, who never liked to rob the horses of their Sunday rest,
to harness them and drive us to some neighboring church that
could boast of a preacher whose fervor and inner devotion ap-
pealed to her. Thus we frequently drove to Barguni and later on
to Ockholm, where we formed quite a noticeable addition to the
congregation in those almost empty churches. It was only too true
that, when | was a boy, our own preachers at Langenhorn had
practically nothing to recommend them. Our old head pastor, a
rationalist of the most hidebound description, had st his stake
on a pleasant and comfortable life on this earth. His helpmate,
the Diakonus, was not lacking in zeal; but he had no gifts and no
personal inner life. His sermons never went beyond all sorts of
reminiscences from the Catechism or from dogmatics. Neverthe-
less, the general church attendance in our community was still
fairly regular in those days, the force of long-established custom
and habit bringing even the indifferent and unwilling ones into
the fold. It was not until after 1870 that a change took place. From
that time on it was not so very unusual to see only three or four
people attending Sunday service, in addition to the few especially
invited visitors, and that in a church which seated 600-700 per-
sons. The two preachers, one of whom was unutterably tedious,
while the other was objectionable on account of his private life,
were partly to blame. But there can be no doubt that a great
change has taken place in the general attitude; the ties which
used to bind the individual to the Church as the traditional way
of life have been greatly weakened. To the parental generation a
life without the Church would have seemed unthinkable, while
the generation now growing up would hardly be conscious of any
great gap in their lives if the Church were suddenly to disappear.
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It is remarkable how rapidly this alienation has spread even to
the rural communities in a neighborhood which used to hold
with the Church. The principal reasons probably are that life in
general has become more worldly and that the mind has been
taken up by other interests; the daily paper, novels, amusements,
and travel now satify the needs formerly provided for by the
Church, with its divine service on Sundays-in those times prac-
tically the only interruption of a work-a-day existence. For no one
is likely to deceive himself into thinking that even in those days
it was the personal religious needs by which the great majority
were induced to go to church.

It seems worth mentioning that in my early years | never met
superstition in any shape or form. In our home it would have
been precluded in any case by its incompatibility with faith in
Divine Providence. But quite apart from that, the clear-headed
and sensible attitude of the population, "enlightened" in the best
senxe of the word, would have made it difficult for any super-
stition to assrt itself. 1 did come upon slight traces of a belief in
witchcraft and premonitions;, but they were of no practical ac-
count whatever, for this much was certain to everyone, that there
were no witches to be found either in our own community or
anywhere dse in the world we knew. Nor did people wear amulets
or other protective charms to counteract evil sorcery or to ward
off diseases of man or beast. To dreams no one attached any im-
portance, and the evil influence of the number thirteen was
equally unknown. | never heard of any of these things until | came
to Berlin, the "enlightened" capital. | still remember how as
tonished | was, as | was sitting one day in a restaurant together
with a few Berlin families, which as members of the "free re-
ligious community" might have been supposed to lead the way
in modern "enlightenment,” when suddenly one of the women
shrieked: "Good God! We are thirteen at table!" In a moment
they were scattering helter-skelter, as if to escape the evil omen,
and they then sat down again in smaller groups. Dreambooks |
likewise never heard of until | came to Berlin. There one can
still see them in the windows of stationery stores, side by side
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with trashy novels and guides for writing love letters. Nor are the
servant girls who thus try to obtain a glimpse of their future
the only ones who eagerly buy and read them. Upon crossing the
threshold of any of the smaller houses in Berlin one almost in-
variably sees a horseshoe nailed on the door, and even in our own
kitchen | often come across such relics placed on view here and
there. Casting lead at midnight on New Year's Eve is another
such custom | never heard of before | came to Berlin. And how
greatly in demand are those clever women who divine the future
by reading cards or coffee grounds is revealed again and again by
court proceedings reported in the daily papers of this metropolis
of our modern intelligence. That my respect for this intelligence
has not been increased by such observations, | need not add.

In my opinion two circumstances are responsible for this state of
things: the eastern extraction of the masses of the Berlin popula-
tion and the presence in large numbers of the members of court
circles and the fashionable aristocracy. The special susceptibility
of these classss to all kinds of superstition may be explained by the
exaggerated opinion they have of themselves. Their intimate rela-
tions with the heavenly powers, which go hand in hand with their
intimate relations with the All Highest on earth, justify their be-
lief that their individual personal affairs are important enough
to be presaged by special occurrences serving as premonitions and
to be influenced in the proper direction by specific powers and
machinations, such as prayer healing. Our healthy-minded Frisian
farmers were too close to nature to indulge in the expectation of
having any such fuss made about them. And the danger of getting
their brains muddled by crazy literature was forestalled by their
hard and honest w'ork—the best protection there is against such
grotesque aberrations of the human mind.



The Household and Its Work
Indoors and Out

M UCH for the historical and cultural aspects of the world
S in which | grew up. Now for a few words about my external
surroundings, especially in the sphere of economic life. Here,
again, vast changes have been taking place since those days,
whereas in the preceding two centuries, from the middle of the
seventeenth to the middle of the nineteenth, things had remained
almost entirely as they were. The farmhouses furnish a conspicu-
ous example. Throughout the preceding period they had re-
tained their character and design in all details; but during the
past fifty years they have undergone a radical transformation. The
economic life of any farming population is largely determined by
the character of the land on which it is settled, and | must there-
fore begin with a few words about that. The Jutish peninsula is
traversed lengthwise by a dry ridge, the so-called geest, and the
special character of the west coast of Schlcswig in its middle por-
tion is due to the belt of marshland that runs along the foot of
theridge, its width between the latter and the sea varying between
a little more than one mile and ten miles or so. The individual
koge' into which these marshlands are divided are of two differ-
ent kinds. The inner ones, nearer the geest, which are the older,
consist of river marshes and are subject to inundations; whereas
the outer ones, bordering on the sea, have a greater elevation and
are not exposed to that danger. They also have the heavier and
more fertile soil. These newer koge—they were not diked until
the middle of the seventeenth century—were settled in a different
way, the spacious farmhouse standing in the midst of the land be-

i Plural of koog, a piece of land reclaimed from the sa by dikes, as already ex-
plained.
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longing to it, whereas on the older inner koge there are scarcely
any human habitations. Each of the villages to which these older
koge belong consists of a long single file of houses stretching along
the border of the geest and skirting the marshes. In most cases each
individual farmstead includes a strip of arable land on the geest
and a strip of pasture and meadowland in the marshes, the farm-
house standing midway between.

My native village, Langenhorn (Frisian, “de Home" that is,
the horns) is a typical example of the latter group. Its long single
row of houses extends for about three miles along the edge of the
marshes, which here form an indentation in the geest, known as
"the old Langenhorn koog." On the north and the west this koog
is protected by a low dike, built in the sixteenth century, while
to the south and esdt it adjoins the geest, on the border of which
stand the farmhouses forming the village. Only here and there
one encounters small or large groups of houses, especidly in the
vicinity of the church: inns, artisans shops, grocery stores, day-
laborers' cottages.

Somewhere near the middle of the village we come upon the
home of my parents, a long-drawn-out farmhouse, which like all
the other farmhouses has its living rooms and working quarters
enclosed under one tall thatched roof. From cast to west it mess
ures about 120 feet, with a width of twenty-five feet. The living
rooms are at its eastern end, occupying about one-third of the
whole, while the remaining two-thirds are occupied by the stable,
the threshing floor, and the barn.

Through the front door below the gable we step into the hall
(vordiele), which is paved with flagstones. A door to the right
gives access to the principal living room, the siiderstube (south
room), while another door right in front leads to the norderstube
(north room). In summer it is the latter and in winter the former
in which the members of the household usually gather for meds
and aso for domestic work, such as spinning and sewing. From
the main living room a door leads to the pesel, paved with white
tiles, which is only rarely used; here stand the chests and cup-
boards. The north room gives acess to the kitchen, which is ad-
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joined by the larder, with a deep cellar underneath. The main
living room, whose walls are painted in a glossy light blue, dso
srves as the sleeping room of my parents. The bed is built into a
recess in the wall, being of the ancient type known as a "wall
bed," which was still in general use in those days, it can be shut
off by curtains or by wooden doors. In this room stands the iron
stove-in earlier days called a beileger, heated from the adjoining
kitchen, with Biblical scenes adorning its sides; later on a modern
bese burner, in the oven space of which the teakettle is aways
bubbling, at least in winter. On winter evenings the entire family
gathers here around the large folding table, which stands by the
window and is illuminated by a tallow candle molded by my
mother's own hands. My father is reading the paper; my mother
is sewing or spinning; the maid is carding w'ool; the hired man is
reading or sitting in the background and smoking his pipe or
earning a little on the side by tw'isting straw ropes such as are
used by roof thatchers; | am bent over my school work or reading
stories in abook. At nine o'clock the day's work is concluded with
a chapter, read aloud by my father, from Gessner's Scliafzkastlein
(Golden Treasury) or some other devotional book. In summer-
time we usually spend the evening sitting together in the norder-
stubc and talking; daylight then lingers here till about ten o'clock,
and so we can do without a candle. For we are under the 55th de-
gree of latitude, and it does not get really dark all night; until
eleven or so one can still manage to read print without artificial
light, and only between eleven and one o'clock is there a sort of
dusky dawn. Sleep has to be short in summer, especialy when
work is pressing; in bed by half past nine, one has to rise with
the sun at four. Hut one can deep another hour at noontime. And
there is plenty of time in winter to make up for the deep one has
lost; for then one does not get up until after six o'clock, although
even so one has to light a candle wherever one happens to be, in
the kitchen or in the stable. For the sun rises late in winter and
barely comes above the horizon; there are many days on which
onenever sxsitatall.
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To the south of the house are the garden and the yard, the lat-
ter occupying the larger part of this space, which is screened from
the village street by a high bank of earth, the so-called werft. On
both sides of the house, southward and northward, extend the
fields of which the bohl, that is, the farm proper, is made up. In
either direction they form a narrow strip, only about 130 feet in
width, but nearly two mileslong. To the north there is the marsh-
land; it isdivided into femien (fens), surrounded by broad ditches,
which are filled with water and abound in fish. There are nine
fennen in all, ranging in sze from two to four demats (21"-5
acres). As arule they are used as pasture for cattle and sheep, and
those farther down as meadows. In summer it is a sight to glad-
den one's heart: the wide green expanse shimmering in a yellow
light with all the bright buttercups and dotted with red, white,
and mottled cattle; here and there with sheep, in their white,
fleecy coats, and w'dll-fed horses, mostly chestnut brown in color,
which are now putting on that smooth and glossy back they need
for the Langenhorn market.

To the south extends the geedl. Near the house there is some
rich grassland, forming a convenient pasture for the milch cows.
Then, higher up the incline, there is arable land, some of it rather
poor sandy soil. Still higher up the geest assumes the character of
heathland, which is common property. This is the poor man's
land; for here anyone is at liberty to gather heather, to cut peat,
to dig for white sand (which is then washed and sold to house-
wives, who spread it on the floor), or to open gravel pits, which
furnish the material for road making. It rekes about a quarter of
an hour to walk across the heath up to the highest point, a con-
siderable elevation in this flat country, which is surmounted by
the Stolbergwindmill, formingaproud landmark which isvisible
from afar in all directions. On a clear summer day one has an ex-
tensive view from here over the glimmering Wattrnmeer, with its
islands, the halligen. Many atime, when we were driving to ttred-
stedt by way of Stolberg, my father would stop here and, pointing
with hiswhip handle, tell me all about the places which had been
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so familiar to him in his early youth: Oland quite nearby, be-
hind it F6hr with the town of Wyck, farther south Langeness, still
more to the left rich Nordstrand, and-merging into the horizon
-Eiderstedt, a veritable paradise of the farmer's heart. Turning
toward the north one looks across a wide expanse; in the fore-
ground, geet and heathland, fringed by the long row of houses
standing in single file; and farther off, the green marshes stretch-
ing away until the horizon is bounded by the Langenberg, an-
other broad ridge like the Stolberg, jutting out from the east. A
landscape such as this hes its beauty, too. Standing here at sunset
on a summer evening, when sky and earth and sea are bathed in
the tints of the glowing clouds, even a jaded beholder must admit
that what he ss is beautiful and in its way matchless.

In addition to his farmstead, my father owned nearly as much
"outlying" land, consisting of individual fennen (forming part
of other koge), which he had inherited or acquired by purchase;
they are almost all stilt in my possesson. But with few exceptions
he did not farm this land himself, because he did not care to ex-
tend his business any further; otherwise he would have had to
enlarge the house considerably and employ more people. He
therefore preferred to let these holdings on annual lesses. There
never was a lack of applicants—sometimes people living at a con-
siderable distance on the geest, where additional pasture and
meadowland was needed for the increasing number of cattle or
other animals. In this way he was able to keep his own farm
within convenient bounds, so that in addition to our own labor
he only needed a hired man, a day laborer, with occasional fur-
ther help during harvesting time, and a maid. It goes without say-
ing that all the people he employed were natives; scarcity of labor
was quite unknown as yet, although wages were rapidly rising.
The hired men frequently changed jobs, whereas the day laborers
were more settled; each owned his own cottage, was married, and
kept a cow or at least a few sheep. The usual arrangement was
that they should obtain from my father all that they did not pro-
duce themselves, especially grain, meat, bacon, and butter; these
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goods were charged to them and currently deducted from their
wages. The maids often came from villages in the interior of the
geest; they were regarded and treated as members of the family in
every respect.

For a number of years our hired man was a cousin of my
mother, Andres Niss Ketelsen. He was an exceptionally good
worker and a very fine and clever fellow, to whom | became very
warmly attached. He had taken part in the campaigns of 1849-50,
and used to give us a vivid account of his persona experiences
during the fighting that took place near Gudsoe, Kolding, and
Idstedt. The thought of Willisen and ldstedt dways made his
anger rise. "We had beaten the Danes," he would sy, "and just
then we were ordered to retreat; so there was nothing for it but to
grit our teeth and turn our backs on them." After the conclusion
of peace he had been obliged to serve another year at Copenhagen,
and he liked to talk about all the tricks and practical jokes which
the old Schleswig-Holsteiners used to play on the Danish non-
commissioned officers; the individual German aways considered
himself superior to the individual Dane. He entered our house-
hold soon after his return—about 1853, | should think—and stayed
with us for three years. It was he who instructed me from my
seventh to my tenth year in all the tasks a farmer has to do, and
| sought his company whenever | could, indoors and out. Although
something of a taskmaster in training me, he succeeded in draw-
ing me to him so closdly that for a time he almost weaned me
away from my parents. It was a real blow to me when he left us
in order to go to America as one of the first emigrants who in
those days left our shores to seek a home across the ocean. When
the Civil War broke out in America a few years later, he enlisted
at once and took part in it as long as it lasted. But he never got
onintheworld; hisamiable, convivial disposition led to his down-
fall. Even while he was still with us his liking for strong drink
and boon companions had become more and more evident, to
the great grief of my mother. That was the reason why he never
succeeded in making himself independent and prosperous in
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America, as so many others did, though much less gifted than he.
In theend he went toruin and died without our hearing anything
further about him.

And now | invite the reader to have a look at all the manifold
tasks we had to perform. He can hardly fail to be astonished, for
those tasks included practically all the original forms of human
art and skill. In this respect our home life was not unlike the
much-admired household of classical antiquity, the Graeco-Roman
oikos, with its often-praised autarchy—the only difference being
that with us the work of daves or servants was to some extent done
by independent artisans. But be that as it may, in an astounding
variety of complicated activities our household produced prac-
tically all the commodities which were used and consumed by us.
In comparison there is an almost unbelievable lack of practical
knowledge and manual skill in any modern urban household-
even the most pretentious—where everything is bought ready-
made. Almost tiie only function still performed at home is that of
consumption, while the productive activities have almost all dis-
appeared. In the households of those Frisian farmers, on the other
hand, the entire labor by which the needed commodities were
produced was done at home, from the raising of the raw materials
through all the successve sages of manufacture and finishing.

L et us begin with food. Our own agricultural output in its two
principal branches, stockraising and agriculture, provided prac-
tically everything that was needed in the household for consump-
tion or further utilization. Wheat and rye furnished the flour for
our bread. The grain had to be ground, it is true, by the miller,
who called once a week with his wagon to fetch it and bring it
back in the form of flour. It was the same with barley and buck-
wheat; these furnished the groats which were given to the servants
almost all the year round as a boiled cereal with milk or beer for
breakfast and supper. | may add that at supper | shared this dish
with them for many years, while my parents drank tea. In our
garden we grew all our own vegetables-cabbage, turnips, peas,
carrots, beetroot, parsley, onions, chives, and new potatoes. In
summer we got them every morning fresh from the garden; in
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winter various kinds were stored in large boxes, filled with sand.
The cows and at times also the sheep yielded all the milk we
needed. Milking was done two or three times daily; it was one of
the principal duties of the maid. Every day the cream was skimmed
off, and butter was made once a week or whenever it seemed nec-
essary. In summertime, when milk was abundant, there was also
cheese making. My mother could make three different kinds of
cheese: the ordinary white cheese, a boiled cheese, and a baked
kind, which was very delicious. All these arts have now been taken
away from the farmer's household by the dairies, which have been
gaining ground everywhere; the farmers sell them their milk as
raw material and then buy their products. Similarly any sort of
meat and fat that was served at table came from our own farm.
During summer we killed a sheep from time to time; in the au-
tumn a steer; and about Christinas time one or two pigs. The pigs
were bought quite young in the spring, when Danish dealers used
to drive whole herds of them through the village with a great deal
of noise. They were fed during the summer on milk and greens
and then fattened in the autumn. The pork was either pickled in
salt or vinegar or it was smoked or made into sausages, of which
there were three or four kinds. In this way the household was
provided with meat throughout the year. In order to have fresh
meat more frequently for a change, anyone who had slaughtered
would send as a present some of the meat to neighbors and rela-
tives, who would do the same in return at the next opportunity.
T he same procedure was customary when bread had been baked.
The great variety of dishes that were served from day to day and
from one season to another bore witness to the high development
of the culinary art among our rural population. In addition to the
meat dishes which were regularly served at our midday meal there
were other dishes of all sortss dumplings and puddings, noodles
and pancakes. Special mention is due to the scrumptious "oven
pancakes," which were put in the oven together with the bread.
They had a crisp surface with strips of bacon in it, which gave
them a very tempting flavor. Bread was baked every three or four
weeks. There were two kinds, "black" and "gray" bread, both
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made of rye and most delicious when freshly baked; | have never
tasted anything like it since. As a rule some spice drops and
twisted buns (kringel, modern: brezeln) were baked for the chil-
dren with the bread. At Christmas time and also for other festive
occasions or visiting days the oven was filled to capacity with cakes
and pastry of all sorts. When | was a little boy, | was allowed to
assg in the Christmas baking by dividing the rolled-out dough
with a small-toothed wheel cutter into separate pieces, which |
then had to fold back through a slit in their middle, thus giving
shape to the crisp and curly little cakes which were indispensable
for every coffee table during our Christmas season.

T he beverages we consumed were also made at home. | well re-
member looking on when my mother was malting and brewing.
No farmhouse was without its large brewing copper. Brewing
was done every four to eight weeks; the beer was light, thirst-
guenching, and wholesome. It was kept in a vat in the cellar and
gradually used, being drawn off through a tap. In summer the
field workers took it with them in large earthen jugs. That was
another domestic art which has fallen into disuse since then. In
the fifties a brewery was established at Brcdstedt, which delivered
a similar beverage to the door at a very low price. And since the
seventies the heavier "Bavarian" type of beer has been making
victorious progress everywhere; there are breweries at Husum,
Tondern, and Flensburg, which peddle bottled beer in the vil-
lages. In one sense this may be counted a gain; namely, in so far as
it has served to diminish the consumption of coffee punch and tea
punch, since time out of mind the two favorite alcoholic beverages
in those parts. They consist of a mixture of coffee or tea with
plenty of rum and sugar; and they used to be drunk not only in
the inns but also in many homes. Served hot in cups they are very
palatable, but extremely deleterious. | need hardly add that we
never drank them at home. Even our guests were never offered
anything but coffee and tea.

The cooking was done on the open hearth with the open chim-
ney above it. For the smaller kettles and pots there was a fire hole
with a draught. The larger kettles were placed over a fire built on
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the barefloor of the hearth; they were hung on an iron bar, which
was suspended from a transverse beam in the chimney and could
be lowered and raised. Then there were pans and pots with three
legs (grapen), which were also placed over this open fire. The fuel
we used was a very firm kind of peat. It had to be cut in summer
on the Sillerup moor, eighteen or twenty miles away, so that it
always took a long day to get it and cart it home. There was an-
other looser kind of peat, which was cut at the surface of the
heathlands; it was used for keeping a slow fire going for a long
time. At night a small quantity of glowing embers was covered
with it on the floor of the hearth, and thus they continued to glow
until morning; dat il reke was the Frisian term for this method of
keeping the fire. In case it did go out after all, we fetched some
live embers from the neighbor's wife. It was not until the fifties
that phosphorus matches came very gradually into use. Before that
time we used "sulphur sticks," that is, splinters of wood dipped at
both endsin molten sulphur; they were manufactured and sold by
poor people. But they could not be ignited by friction; one had to
hold them against live coals, so one always had a small brazier
standing near one's bed during the night, in case one had to light
a candle. Smokers sometimes used such braziers, but as a rule they
carried steel, flint, and tinder in their pockets. We boys always
had them with us, not only because we might want to make a fire
in the field, but also to light our pipes, which we learned to smoke
at a very early age. Smoking, | might add here, was included
among the many other and more icputable arts which Andres
Niss taught me. The conditions | have just described help one to
understand the ancient significance of the hearth fire—in truth an
everlasting fire, which never went out. It was quite in keeping
that the size of the villages was computed by the number of fire-
places (feuerstcitten). The smoke found its way out through the
open chimney, where flitches of bacon and sausages used to dangle,
until the fire inspector became more cautious and prohibited it.
After that a special smoking chamber was built on the chimney
upstairs in the loft. The smoke often became a nuisance, for when-
ever the wind was in a certain quarter it refused to take its way
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was weighted with large stones. The curds (kerl) thus forced into
the wooden mold, which had numerous perforations, were sub-
jected to this lever action until all the whey (wai) had been pressed
out. The cheese loaves were then set out in a long row in an airy
place, and in winter, when they were ripe, they made a very ac-
ceptable addition to the savory "blackbread." Whereas cheese was
made only for our home consumption, butter was sold in consider-
able quantities. A jobber called for it every week with his cart and
took it to Flensburg, where he sold it for what he could get for
it, either in the market or to private customers, and then he st-
tled accounts with the farmers' wives on the bass of the price he
had received.

| must not forget to say a word about the garden, which was my
mother's own domain. She had laid it out herself; when they hrst
came into the house it had been a piece of waste ground with
nothing but a few shrubs on it. She transformed it into a little
paradise, abounding in treasures and delights such as will gladden
a child's heart. There were in the first place two long borders
planted with gooseberry and currant bushes, on the rich soil,
which received a generous load of manure every spring, they pro-
duced such an abundance of berries that it was quite impossible
to use them up by just eating them occasionally. Full justice was
done to them only after my mother had learned from Dr. Rickert-
sn's wife how to make fruit syrups and jellies and rote griitzer
On these borders there were also small fruit trees growing; my
mother had brought them up from seedlings which she had grown
from the pips of apples and pears whose flavor had taken her spe
cial fancy. These young fruit trees were of exactly the same age as
| was, and they began to bear when | started on my studies. They
did not all turn out equally well; some of them bore sweet apples,
which ripened early, and others sour apples for keeping. Among
the latter there was one kind so hard and acid that they seemed
quite uneatable; but baked in the oven, after being kept for some
time, they were by no means to be despised. Until quite recently

2 "Red groats'—ill a favorite dessrt in those parts, made in the shape of a firm
mold with the addition of red-currant and raspberry juice, and served with cream.
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I have repeatedly had apples sent to me from one of these trees;
they have a juiciness and flavor all their own. A few plum trees
began to bear during my boyhood; so, whenever | came home
from school, while plums were in season, | invariably first went to
se whether the wind had shaken any down.

For household purposes the vegetable garden was more im-
portant. One whole quarter of the space allotted to it was taken
up with green kale, which faithfully fulfilled its mission of provid-
ing our table with greens during the winter; or at least it did
whenever it had not been destroyed by the caterpillars of the white
cabbage butterfly. There were years when these devoured the
leaves right down to the stumps, after which they got ready for
the chrysalis stage by crawling up the walls of the house and the
panes of the windows in such immense numbers that every tiling
was covered with the traces they left. Another quarter of the
vegetable garden was devoted to early potatoes. On many a morn-
ing before starting out for school | brought my mother a basin
full for our midday meal after washing them at the well. The
carrots were my special delight, four beds of them, which I
watched growing with longing eyes. By July one could pull the
first ones, to be eaten raw, and | don't think | ever again tasted
anything quite so tender and sweet and juicy. But the earliest of
all grew in the garden of a dear old woman who came to work for
us by the day; when they were in condition, she would ak me
to come home with her some evening, and then | knew that she
would take me to her garden and treat me right royally to a bunch
of carrots. It was one of my regular birthday presents to be allowed
to pull in our own garden whatever my heart desired. Then there
were peas, some kinds climbing up on sticks and others trailing
on the ground. The sweet young peas, cooked in cream together
with young carrots, furnished a vegetable dish beyond compare.
But who could enumerate all the things that grew in that garden:
turnips with a bitter tang, beet root, turnip-rooted pardey, leeks,
pumpkins, strawberries, wormwood, and in hidden places stinging
nettles growing to a man's height! And the flowers! There was
above all the round "herbaceous bed" (krautbeet) with a border of
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lavender, right before the windows of our living room. Here were
flowering, according to the season, primulas and auriculas, roses
and carnations, asters and mignonette. Then there was the bed of
what we called allerlel (all kinds of things), planted with flower
sds mixed at random, which were allowed to fight for them-
selves. Gorgeous dahlias shone out from the bushes, first in one
place and then in another. When the trees grew tall, my mother
gave my father no peace until she had wrung from him another
sunny plot for her vegetables and her flowers.

There was an extension of the flower garden inside the house
before the windows. The whole window space was taken up with
fuchsias, stocks, roses, pinks, and passion flowers, trained to climb
up on graceful trellises. Some of these plants were propagated by
cuttings and treated like old members of the family. And all this
beauty we had for nothing; it did not cog a single penny, nor
would my mother have spent anything on it, even if potted plants
had been for sde anywhere—why buy what one can grow oneself?
All of which strikingly calls to mind the calousness of modern
housekeeping in large cities. Think of the amount spent in the
course of one year for flowers—cut flowers and flowers in pots—
and to what purpose? For a very brief while they decorate the
table; then they arc left to droop for days or for weeks;, and in the
end they are thrown on the refuse heap.

Like our food we also produced most of our clothes by utilizing
the resources and mustering the technical skill of our own house-
hold. In my younger years we wore almost exclusively woolen
clothes of our own manufacture. In the spring the sheep were first
washed and then shorn; a few of the choicest fleeces were selected
for our own use, and the others were sold. The succeeding processes
of manufacture were usually carried on in the autumn, the wool
being first combed and then carded, spun, wound on the yarn reel,
and finally woven. The cloth was then sent to the dyer, and when
he had returned it, the tailor, who did his work in private houses,
came and transformed it into trousers, jackets, waistcoats, and
frock coats. The ordinary cloth, which was used for practically all
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male attire, was called "web." 3 It was of firm texture, very dura-
ble, and usually dyed dark blue, not unlike the cloth used in the
Prussian army; it varied in thickness and in quality. The cloth
which the women used for their skirts was similar, but dyed in
variously colored striped patterns; their bodices and aprons were
made of different material, which was quite often bought ready-
made. | should add, however, that while there were looms in many
houses, including those of my father's and my mother's parents,
we had none in our own, since there was neither space nor time
for it. But there was hardly a house, | should think, in which a
spinning wheel could not be heard whirring in wintertime; my
mother and the maid used to sit at their wheels regularly every
afternoon and evening. The looms have now practically disap-
peared and so have the spinning wheels. Nor would they go so
well with the sofa and the piano, which have in the meantime
found their way even into those remote farmhouses. In my earlier
days sofas were entirely unknown; a lew chairs with elbow-rests,
standing by the folding table or, in old-fashioned houseliolds, a
bench with cushions in the corner near the stove—that was all the
comfort deemed necessary for the older folks. Speaking ol benches
reminds me of the art of rug making. It had aready become lather
rare in my time, but must have been fairly common in earlier
days, for cushions with colorful knotted covers could still be seen
on the old wooden chairs, which remained in use in many old-
fashioned households, especially on the carriage seats, which were
strapped onto the rails of the farm wagons for excursions on Sun-
days. Indeed, there was an old woman still living at Langenhoin
not so long ago who continued to turn out wonderful work of this
sort. Modern chairs and modern carriages are to blame that this
art, too, has disappeared.

Knitting had been practiced right up to my own day, not only
by the women, but dso by the men. Especially on the lialligen it
used to be the rule for the men, who had practically nothing to do
during the winter, to spend their time knitting jackets, under-

sldentical with the English word; sc note on p. 9.
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jackets, stockings, nightcaps, gloves, and neckkerchiefs. | myself
learned knitting in my early days, only to forget it again very
quickly. It had gone out of fashion and was no longer deemed
suitable.

Like the outer garments, the underwear was also made at
home. Every autumn my mother bought a "stone" of flax in Bred-
stedt. She began by "hackling" it with her own hands, drawing it
first through coarser and then through finer combs with steel
bristles and thus separating it from the tow (hecde). After that she
tied it up in graceful little bundles (knoke) and then transformed
it into yarn on the spinning wheel. The yarn she took to a neigh-
bor's wife, who wove for her the linen cloth, which was then
bleached on the meadow and finally made into shirts, bed sheets,
towels, tablecloths, and dresses That the laundering was done at
home need scarcely be mentioned. There were some households
in which even the soap was still boiled at home, but | myself never
saw that done. The feather beds were homemade, without excep-
tion. After the cover {inlett) had been woven and stitched, it was
filled with goose feathers and goose down. The geese, which were
kept by all householders, were bought in the gosling stage in
spring and were plucked twice during the summer—not without
many a squawk and many a sigh. In autumn they were killed, and
then the wings and the quills served further useful purposes, the
former being used for dusting and for fanning the fire, while
the quills were carefully stored to serve as waiting pens. When |
went to school, we were asked every four weeks or so to bring
some quills, which the teacher then cut into shape for pens, he
hated the steel pens, which were just coming into use

As regards our personal attire, boys and youths did not wear
coats, but only short jackets of the same length as the waistcoat.
Frock coats were worn only by grown-up men. Those who could
afford it bought a length of black broadcloth and had a complete
suit made of it in addition to their frock coat of homemade cloth.
Such suits regularly lasted a lifetime, for they were worn at most
three or four times a year—on Good Friday and for funerals and
weddings. Practically everyone wore a cap on his head; for there
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was always wind, and a cap would stay on. For the same reason
everyone had a kerchief round his neck, to guard against colds.
The footwear was of various kinds. Indoors we usually wore
wooden slippers (klosse), lined with leather. On cold and wet
winter days we also wore wooden shoes out-of-doors; with a plaited
straw insole they always kept one's feet perfectly dry and warm.
This wooden footwear was made in Jutland; at the approach of
winter whole wagonloads were brought in. In dry summer weather
leather shoes were worn; top boots formed part of the regular
Sunday attire, although we also wore them when the roads were
sodden in winter. We boys and girls enjoyed the privilege of walk-
ing barefoot in summer, and | can only say that the joy of run-
ning and racing over soft meadows and pastures on one's bare
soles, entirely unhampered and unconfined, is in my opinion one
of the greatest gifts which the freedom of Nature holds in store.
Our feet soon became so hardened that even a stubble field held
no terrors; only paved streets and highways soon became irksome;
but luckily there was no need for us to use them. What we really
hated was to have to force our liberty-loving feet into those tight
boots, when Sunday came—in compliance with the decorum of
churchgoing. At school barefooters were also looked at askance,
and so we often carried our stockings and shoes or wooden slippers
in our hands, to put them on before entering the schoolhouse and
take them off again when we came out.

So much for our life and work indoors. Let me now say a few
wor ds about the work outside in the fields and the part | had to
takein it in the course of the successive seasons.

The farmer's year begins about the end of March, when the sun
first rises higher above the horizon and the condition of soil and
weather makes work out-of-doors feasible, and after the winter's
tasks have been completed with the threshing of the last grain.
The day on which the last sheaf was taken down from the loft
to the threshing floor—the mice thus being deprived of their last
refuge, and many of them falling aready prey to the lurking claws
of the cat—was celebrated by the so-called "mice-beer,” a some
what more pretentious midday dinner. Traditionally, any changes
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in theranks of the employed help also took place about that time.
On St. Peter's day (February 22) hired men and maids entered
their new service. Their belongings usually filled a good-sized
trunk, so that the wagon had to call for them. | might add in this
connection that my father still used the medieval calendar, with
the names of the saints days in their Latinized forms—Johanni,
Jacobi, Simon Judae, and so on.

The work in the fields began with the manuring of the land.
In addition to his own supply my father regularly bought a con-
siderable quantity of manure from smaller farmers and fre-
quently also some loads of rich garden soil and mold. Work had
therefore to be started rather early, and my father always insisted
on doing the carting himself, although year after year, having be-
come accustomed to a war m stove during the winter, he invariably
contracted a severe cold, brought on by the prevailing sharp east
winds. Tiiis finally came to be regarded as an event of Nature,
from which there was no escape. When | was older, | also had
to do this work sometimes, but usually when the year was more
advanced; for my father went on improving the soil in various
ways during the whole summer, when nothing ese needed to be
done in the fieds.

From my early boyhood, however, | had to take part in the
subsequent cultivation of the soil. At first | was employed as a
"plowboy," leading the horses during the plowing. Many a long
April day | thus helped my father plow the oat fields in his out-
lying fenlands. The weather being too cold to permit a regular
midday rest, both man and horse stopped only long enough to
devour the indispensable minimum of food. After the plowing |
had to do the harrowing, while my father did the sowing, which
he never entrusted to other hands. Harrowing was work which |
hated bitterly; nothing can be more wearying than having to
stumble the whole day long over the ridges of newly plowed land.
When | was older | was also given cliarge of the plowing—a task
I found much more to my liking.

The month of May brought the first spring days—not, however,
without some relapses of severe winter weather. T he cattle, which
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had been hibernating in the stable, were now driven out to the
pasture, which was always a happy day; it marked the real be
ginning of summertime and is still bright in my memory. The
animals themselves also celebrated their deliverance with exuber-
ant delight, indulging in all sorts of gambols and fights. Some-
times one of them, while thus thrusting and wrestling, would lose
a horn, which is the origin of the saying "sich die Horner ablau-
Jen" * Any animal thus incapacitated sadly withdrew from further
deeds of prowess. The young calves, which had never before been
in the pasture, were given a practical lesson concerning the signifi-
cance of the water ditches. They were led close up to the edge
and pushed in sideways when they least expected it. The sudden
fright which it gave them discouraged them for a long time, some
of them for all time, from attempting any transgression of the
frontier. Sheep washing and sheepshearing also provided a num-
ber of happy spring days, although presumably not for those most
immediately concerned, to judge by their woebegone faces.

To look after the sheep was one of my special duties. When the*
newborn lambs began to make their appearance, in April, |1 had
to watch out for them. For every one that was alive | received a
Danish shilling. So | had to be out in the fields early in the morn-
ing, to see if there were any new arrivals; and if it seemed neces
sary, | had to bring the lamb home, together with the ewe. There
was often still snow on the ground on which the poor little tilings
were dropped at their birth; but they stood it all right and were
usually able to get up after a very short time and seek refreshment
at their mother's udder. Sometimes the large ravens became dan-
gerous to them; if the ewe did not succeed in fighting these birds
off, they would peck out the lamb's eyes and then bite into its
flesh. If any ewes lost their lives, we brought the lambs up "on
the bottle The latter consisted of an old teapot, in the spout
of which a quill was inserted, around which a piece of linen was
wrapped. They got accustomed to that very quickly, and when
they heard me calling they came running from afar. These ani-
mals always became particularly tame and remained attached to

* Similar in meaning to the English phrase "to get knocked into shape”
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me as long as they lived. In summer they were often taken to the
grass or stubble fields to the south of the house, and there they
had to be getudert, that is, tethered to a peg in the ground on a
rope measuring between twelve and sixteen feet. Then | had to
move them three times daily to a fresh plot, and | also had to see
to it that they always had water. On these occasions | sometimes
brought them some special dainties; carrots they liked best of all,
and the tamer and more intelligent animals would sometimes
come and search my pockets for them.

Now and then | also had to herd the cows for some days, when
the regular pasture threatened to become scarce. That was an easy
time, and boredom was prevented by various occupations, espe
cially as playmates were never far away. First of all we used to
build a hut of fresh-cut strips of turf and wooden stakes, with a
roof of sedges, affording protection against rain. Then we lit a
fire and baked beans or potatoes, brewed coffee, and the like;
needless to say, wc also smoked. The implements for striking fire
we always carried with us in addition to stee and tinder we
usually had a burning glass, by which the tinder could be ignited.
As fuel we used dry cow dung and also dry grass and sedges.

When all the spring tasks had been completed, about the middle
of May, there came a long lull in the field work, which lasted
until the beginning of July. As there was hardly anything for me
to do then, | went to school again for a while, where the at-
tendance had usually fallen to a very low figure. From their
twelfth year on or even earlier, both boys and girls either went
into service after Easter for the duration of the summer, or they
had to lend a helping hand at home. The children of poor people
were usually hired out to herd cows or other animals, often far
away in the villages on the gcest, where the fields still were un-
fenced. The little flock which remained at school would then draw
closer together, and the teacher was able to make more headway
than in wintertime, when the school was overcrowded. For then
he had to give his attention chiefly to those who had just come
back, in order to freshen up or reinforce their knowledge of the
elements.
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Harvesting began in July-first haymaking and then the grain
harvest; so | now had to resume my work in the fields. Those were
beautiful days, which stand out in my memory in a golden light,
especially the long summer days which we spent haymaking in
the meadows. Mowing usually began in the firs week of July.
My part in this work was that of the so-called "foresweeper”; in
other words, | had to turn over the swath of cut grass with the
rake, so asto give the mower aclear field again for his next stroke.
For it was not customary with us to mow "out of the grass" as
was the rule almost everywhere else. | think it must have been
in my eighth or perhaps even in my seventh year that | began to
do this work, and 1 continued to perform it regularly for two or
three weeks each summer until my fifteenth year, at first for one
mower, and later for two. We started from home every day at
sunrise; for the early morning, when the grassis still wet with the
dew, is the best time lor mowing. At eight o'clock we stopped for
breakfast, and at eleven for the noon hour. Stretched out on the
freshly cut grass, we thoroughly enjoyed the provender we had
brought with us—butter, bread, bacon, and cheese, with a drink
of cool beer. Sometimes my mother had packed up a special sur-
prise with the other things, especially on my birthday, which, as
chance would have it, was nearly always celebrated on the same
plot of fenland, called Zwisclienbruck. After sharpening their
scythes the mowers then lay down for their noontime nap. But |
myself usually tried in vain to fall asleep, and so | mostly spent
that hour roaming about. Especially the water had an irresistible
attraction for me; | bathed in it, and | hunted for fish, often com-
ing home with a good catch. Frequently | also gathered wild
honey, ferreting out bumblebees* nests, above and below ground,
and then extracting the honey bags. In years when the clover was
abundant these bees were very numerous and their bags full of
honey; | remember one year, when we had quite a surfeit of honey
from the ground bumblebees. | simply followed the flight of an
individual bee and thus found the entrance to the nest, which |
then dug up; the pleasurable excitement was so great that one
hardly felt the painful stings one had to endure. The afternoon
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often seemed to drag on more slowly than the forenoon; it be-
came hotter and hotter, and the workers were no longer so fresh
as they had been. On very hot days we often had nothing more
to drink before our time was up; then 1 was sent to get water
either from the nearest house or from the nearest watercourse. In
caxe of dire need we even drank the stagnant and lukewarm water
in the boggy ditches, and it never did us any harm. At six o'clock,
when the prayer bell rang, wc left off; but then there still was the
long walk home, although usually some cart came along which
stopped for those who were tired out. Arriving at home we had
our dinner, with a refreshing drink of beer, and after talking for
another hour or strolling about the garden, where the currants
and gooseberries were now ripe, we went to bed. Thus day fol-
lowed day.

Meanwhile there came days when the hay, which was usually
left lying in swaths from five to ten days, so as to dry out com-
pletely, was raked together and either put directly on the wagon
or stacked in ricks (ruk), which were then gradually brought in,
as opportunity served, sometimes not until late autumn. To assis
in this work, which was called schwalen, or in Frisian swalle, as
many girls and day-laborers' wives were engaged as could be found.
Their bright dresses and "Heligoland" hats, standing out against
the green of the meadows, made a bright picture, and everybody
was very merry, though it must be admitted that the jokes were
not always fit for sensitive ears.

In addition to the meadow hay we usually also harvested a cer-
tain amount of hay from outside the dike for winter use the
short grass growing there had a very briny taste, and the sheep
were particularly fond of it. We fetched ours from the broad tide-
covered foreshore in front of the Louiseukoog. It was divided
into "numbers," that i