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	Our family story begins with the marriage of Franz Josef Lorenz and Rosa Elisabetha Heidler circa 1891 in an area called Bohemia, which was part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire at that time.  We do not know exactly where the wedding took place; presumably it was in the hometown parish of our Rosa, or  that of Franz Josef.  Our Franz Josef Lorenz was born on 16 November 1864 at Markt Schonlind, Bohemia, now Krasna Lipa, Czech Republic, about an hour’s walk away from where Rosa was born in Neuhammer, now Nove Hamry, on 20 July 1869.  After a long day working in the fields, Franz would walk over to visit with Rosa during the evening hours.  The family remembers that he would then walk home that same evening, in order to work in the fields again the following day.
	We do not know if Franz worked for another farmer, or if his family owned or rented fields to work them for themselves. We do know that Franz’s father Josef Lorenz had worked as a schlosser, machinist, in 1857 when he married Regina Katharina Richter.  Katharina and Josef Lorenz had seven children.  Two daughters named Anna and Sophie married and stayed in Bohemia, two sons named Josef and Karl also stayed in Bohemia, and three sons named Wenzel, Anton and our Franz came to America.
	Rosa Heidler was the daughter of Franz Heidler and Ottilia Rosa Gareis, who had five other children.  We do not know what happened to our Rosa’s sister Bertha Heidler, nor to her brothers Karl, Franz Josef and Otto Heidler who stayed in Bohemia.  We do know that Rosa’s favorite sister, Josefa ‘Bep’ Heidler, emigrated as a young woman to Brazil where she ‘owned a coffee plantation’.  It is believed that Bep married, but we do not know if she married in Bohemia or in Brazil, nor do we know the name of her husband.  We have been unable to trace any descendants.  During World War II, Frank and Rosa’s daughter Luella served as an Army Nurse in Europe.  When Luella was transferred to Pilsen, Czechoslovakia, Rosa hoped she could visit some relatives in their hometowns, 
	“No, I didn’t get the chance to hunt up any of our relatives.  In the first place all I know is that Mom’s maiden name is Heidler, and of course now the town since Jo sent it, but I’m afraid I do not know any of the Aunts’ and Uncles’ names, nor even grandfather and grandmother Heidler’s name.  It’s all my fault because I should have been more inquisitive when I was home, but it’s funny, I only always thot of them as grandma and grandpa and nothing else.  The same applies to Papa’s people.  I saw a store with the name Lorenz over it in Mˆnchen-Gladbach, but the place was so bombed out, I know if any of the Lorenz’s of that place were alive they were pretty far away from there by the time I got there. . . I only wish I had had that map and remembered Falkenau when I was at Marienbad, for it would not have meant anything to have run up there.  Now that we are not in Czech, we cannot go across the border without a special pass; also Army rules are that one may not visit overnight where there is no hospital installation housing nurses.  Anyway, I shall see the pastor if you get a letter to me in a hurry, giving me all the names possible and some direct people to see.” 
	Josephine’s reply tells us much about Rosa’s family, “Regarding Mom’s folks.  She hasn’t heard from them since her Mother died during the last war [Ottilia Rosa Garreis Heidler, 1836-May 1915].  The names I sent you of her people are the only ones we have.  Whether living or dead, she doesn’t know.  We do know, though, that Uncle Tony and Aunt Annie Lorenz (Dad’s brother) went to Schˆenlind, which is three hours walk west of Lanz.  Mom was born at Neuhammer and then they moved to Lanz.  The nearest large town to Lanz is Faulkenau.  Here is the family:  Mom in America; another sister [Bertha] died during the last war; and the 3rd sister [Josefa ‘Bep’] was in Brazil when last heard of.  There were 3 boys; the oldest, Karl Heidler, would be 75 next June; the next is Joseph, who died after the 1st World War and not married; and the 3rd was Otto, married and about 64 or 65.  Mom said, don’t go to any trouble as they most probably aren’t living anyway.  If you should meet them, they’d only want money.  Fooey on ‘em.”
	Our Heidlers and Lorenzes lived on the western edge of Bohemia, northwest of Prague near the resort town of Karlsbad, which was a health spa.  Pauline remembered hearing that the towns were in the Erzgebirge Mountains (found in southeastern Germany), but these mountains in the Czech Republic are now called KrusnÈ Hory.  The German names of our Lorenz and Heidler villages cannot be found on any modern maps; the political creation of Czechoslovakia after World War I (and its re-creation after World War II) erased all German names from that area.  The towns now have their Czech names and are part of the Czech Republic.
 	It is necessary to understand the changing politics of Europe in order to locate this area precisely on a modern map.  Place names that were remembered by our family are all in the German language, because our Lorenz and Heidler families were Germans and that is the language they spoke.  Before World War I, this area of Bohemia was a bilingual home to two different major ethnic groups.  A millennium earlier, circa 500 AD, the Slavic Czech peoples had moved into their present area and called it Cechy; it was also home to a few Teutonic tribes at that time.  The Czechs later established an independent kingdom called Bohemia (the name remembers the Celtic Boii tribe which lived in the region circa 300 AD).
	In the 1200’s, Bohemia saw a major population increase due to the immigration of German speaking peoples who came from over-populated areas of Germany.  Some were farmers, while others were encouraged by the King of Bohemia to found urban areas and to help develop silver mines.  Although they were welcomed by the Czechs, most Germans retained their separate language and identity.  These Germans became an urban middle class which retained valuable privileges, such as German law.  By 1621, Bohemia was conquered by the Austrians and absorbed into their empire as German Bohemia.  In 1628, King Ferdinand II of Bohemia authorized the use of the German language as the official court language; he also required conversion to the Roman Catholic religion. 
	In the mid 1700’s, Czech leaders within the Austrian empire began working for a rebirth of Bohemian patriotism and culture; most peasants had continued to use their Czech language.  By the 1800’s, provincial loyalties were often stronger than ethnic differences; the bilingual National Museum was established with support from both propertied Germans and some Czechs attempting to revive their Slavic heritage.  Progressive Germans continued to support the Czech intellectuals; some preferred German unification rather than Bohemian autonomy.  
	In 1867, Austria-Hungary became a dual monarchy, within which Magyars dominated the Slovaks in Hungary and the Germans dominated in Austria to the detriment of Czechs, Poles and other Bohemians.  By 1871, a compromise failed that would have given Bohemia autonomy within the Austrian Empire; Sudeten Germans (those to the southeast of modern Germany) now supported a unified Austria in order to preserve their political power, rather than unity with Prussian Germany. It is interesting to note that during World War II, Rosa Heidler Lorenz stoutly maintained she was of Austrian heritage, not German.  Her allegiance had been to Austria, not to Germany; she detested Hitler and all that he represented.  This was not unusual, as Meter describes in Border People, the Bˆhmisch,
	“Few recognized the existence of these Bˆhmisch as a distinct cultural group.  Usually, they were lumped in with other nationalities.  Some census takers listed them as ‘Austrians’ since their homeland was under the rule of the Austrian empire when they emigrated.  Some were labelled ‘German’.  Still others were called Bohemians, a term that seldom distinguished them from the Czechs.  In rare cases, census takers precisely designated our people as ‘Bohemian Germans’.  Such confusing categories mirrored the split loyalties of the German-Bohemians themselves.  Some clung fiercely to their Austrian identity, especially when Americans were persecuting Germans.”
	An alliance in 1879 between the Austro-Hungarian Emperor and the German Hohenzollern princes increased German ethnic identity within the former Bohemian borders.  The Germans still dominated the civil service and military appointments (a source of great influence), while the Czech population was increasing in numbers.
	Rosa Heidler Lorenz told her grandchildren that she came from an area “where people were always fighting,” and that her hometown Neuhammer was a divided town.  On Rosa’s side of the street, they spoke German; on the other side of the street, the people spoke Bohemian (a Slavic dialect now called the Czech language).  Meter spoke of this division in Border People, The Bˆhmisch,
	“The German-Bohemian emigrants were classic border people, with one foot walking in each of  two conflicting identities.  Their home villages were close to the border between Bavaria and Bohemia.  Some knew how to speak both Czech and German.  Many had learned to change political and religious loyalties rapidly after a new landlord purchased or conquered their lands.  Many were expert in bi-lingual commerce. . .  When they chose their new world homes, they were adept at fitting in.”
	Roman Catholic records for German parishes were written in the German language.  Since 1628, the German language had been used for parish names and ‘official’ place names on maps.  However, Slavic Czech names were remembered by the locals and often used interchangeably.  With Czech independence in 1918, and again in 1946, the Czech names were used officially once again.
	So a modern map of the Czech Republic shows no villages named Neuhammer or Markt Schˆnlind, although some larger maps do show the modern Karlovy Vary with the subtitle Karlsbad; this town is west of Prague.  The puzzle was solved by a lengthy visit to the Map Room of the undergraduate library of the University of California at Berkeley.  The helpful librarian produced a set of German maps that had been confiscated by the Allies after Germany’s surrender ended World War II in Europe; they had been used by the German army after they ‘liberated’ the Sudetenland territory in 1939 and required the use of the German language.  These were provisional maps, labelled Vorla¸fige Ausgabe!, temporary issue, and titled Karte des Deutschen Reiches, map of the German empire.  All the place names are given in German, but the maps are NOT indexed.  
	Careful searching by Frank and Rosa’s grandson Hugh Bertsch found the names of our villages in the area northwest of Karlsbad.  Picture a triangle formed by drawing one line north and another line west of Karlovy Vary (formerly Karlsbad), whose hypoteneuse is the modern border between Germany and the Czech republic.  Within that triangle you will find our ancestral villages.  A second visit to the library enabled us to correlate villages on the German map with those listed on a current map of then Czechoslovakia (now the Czech Republic).  Such correlations and translations are now readily available at various internet sites, such as the German Genealogy website for Sudetenland Orte.  Neuhammer is now called NovÈ Hamry and is a small town north of Nejdek (the old county seat of Neudek); Markt Schonlind is now Krasna LÌpa, a small town just north of Sindelov· (the German Schindelwald) between Kraslice (formerly Graslitz) and Nejdek (Neudek).  They are in a forested area in the foothills of the KrusnÈ Hory mountains (formerly called Erzgebirge, the Ore Mountains).
	Krasna LÌpa, our Schonlind, is located about five miles south of Mylnske Chalupy on the road to Jindrichovice; Schonlind was first mentioned in 1508 as the location of a manor under Niklas von Globen.  The Sudetenland Orte website states that a quartz deposit in the nearby mountain H¸ttenberg was probably the reason for the settlement.  In 1512, the town had a mill, a glassworks (called Alth¸tte, the old houses, it operated until the Thirty Years’ War), Zinnseifen (tin or pewter working) and a quartz mine.  Since 1618, Schˆnlind had a school, which existed up until 1945 as a “2-Klassige” School.  In 1631, the town received the privilege of a market town (in fact, our family remembered it as Markt Schˆnlind).  In 1680, plague struck the village, remembered in a pestsage, a legend about the local steward’s family, the Schaffners (unfortunately, the website only mentions the legend with no further details). In 1784, Schˆnlind became a branch church, filialkirche, of Heinrichsgrun, and in 1831 Schˆnlind became its own parish due to the reorganization of the old Schlo_kirche, castle church.  In 1938, the parish district included the hamlets Schˆnlind (Kr·sn· LÌpa), Schindlwald (SÓndelov·), Kohling (MilirÍ), Vogeldorf (PtacÌ) and Hochgarth (Obora, now in Graslitz district).  The 1930 census counted 3052 Catholics and 136 ‘not Catholics’ living at Schˆnlind; the Catholic parish church is dedicated to Heilige Saint Joseph.
	We are fortunate to have two Correspondenz-Karten, postcards from our ancestral village, found recently amongst the postcard collection of Josephine Lorenz Lightner.  They were probably sent within a cover envelope, as neither has an address, message nor a postmark to suggest when or by whom they were sent to Ohio.  However, even a blank back has information; one of our cards dates from before 1905, when postal rules first allowed a message to be written on the same side with the address.   This card shows a black and white photograph of a row of four buildings along the bank of a river or canal; their images are reflected in the water, while we see a small village in the distance with a tall church steeple rising out of the trees.  Most of the buildings are large and white with steep gable roofs, while their small windows have no shutters.  Some are one story, others are two-story, but all have ‘extra windows’ on the taller sides of the house which suggests the attic area was also used.  Farm fields with varying crops are seen behind the houses, with a slight hill slope on one side.  Captioned Radfahrerheim, Gruss von Teich bei Schˆnlind i. Erzgeb. (Place for Bicycle Riders; Greetings from Teich by Schˆnlind in the Erzbegirge), this postcard was published by M¸nchener Chromolith Kunstanstalt.
	Our other postcard, printed by Verlag von Franz Koestler, Neudek, shows black and white photographic views of Schˆnlind, Unterer Marktplatz, the market square.  The smaller image, tucked in the top corner, shows Richter’s Gasthaus ‘Gold. Adler’, Richter’s Inn or Tavern, the ‘Golden Eagle’.  We see a large white two-story building, with windows from an extra attic story tucked under the gable roof.  A stake fence along the roadway provides some privacy for the inn’s yard.  Recall that our Josef Lorenz married Regina Katharina Richter on 3 November 1857 at Markt Schˆnlind.  Although Regina’s father Adalbert Richter was a Flaschenmeister, master glass bottle maker, we can imagine that this tavern might have been owned by one of our relatives. 
	The other photo on the postcard shows the Marktplatz, central square in the town, with a wide street that narrows in the distance.  A large brick three-story building on the right has a complicated gable roof with several dormer windows.  An elderly woman sits on a bench by the front door, while a child stands nearby petting a dog and three other children stand in the Platz.  A smaller house nestles next to the larger brick one, and a church tower stands above the trees at the end of the street.  Other buildings stand across the street, with steeply pitched gable roofs (which would be useful to help shed the winter snowfalls) and dormer windows; captioned arrows point to Schule, school (with long windows and two stories); K.u.K. Post, post office (a small one-story building with a large dormer on the attic level); and Musikschule, the music school (a large one story building with small dormers in the gable roof).  Chimneys can be seen on the top roof line for all the buildings. The ‘street’ or Platz area appears to be tamped dirt; the buildings have no sidewalks or front yards to separate them from the Platz, although the large brick building has a side yard with a large deciduous tree.
	So when young Franz Josef walked for an hour to visit his fiancÈe Rosa, it was not an easy stroll!  Contour maps show Schˆnlind surrounded by fields and high meadows or pastures, while Neuhammer is much more hilly.  The road between them does not go in a straight line, but curves with the valleys.  With the fall of the iron curtain, this area now attempts to attract tourists from western countries (much of the advertising is dual language, in both Czech and German). Pictures of a pension named Modrinka (located in Sindelov·, three miles away from Kr·sn· LÌpa) show green meadows with evergreen trees; mist low in the valley reveals the next mountain range.  A small river winds through the valley.
	NovÈ Hamry has an internet website with several pictures.  An aerial view shows the small town nestled ‘in a charming valley’ at the junction of the Rohlau, (now Rolava), and Wei_bachs rivers.  Surrounding wooded hills confine the town to narrow river banks, so that the shape of the town’s borders resembles a Y (a photo of a flood control channel shows the problems of living along such a steep riverbank).  A small church with a red roof has a tall belltower with a steeply curved metal roof.  Winter snows blanket a downhill ski run and green summer hills beckon tourists, as do an old steam train, views from the Peindlberg and a vermilion sunset. The nearby picturesque Rohlauslu_chens valley (along the Rolava river) is the ‘gateway to Hirschberg Nature Park’.  The Vittour website states,
	“Neuhammer is surrounded by high forested mountains, of which the most imposing is called Peindlberg.   A miners’ settlement started here in the 1400’s.  Tin and iron ore produced in the area was processed directly in the village.  Early foundries unter dem Hofberg  gave birth to the name ‘Hammer’ for the village.
	“The first reports of the mining industry are found in the Bergbuch, mining book from the years 1556 to 1651.  During the 16th century, the houses at Neuhammer numbered 28.   Tin mines named St. Gregor, St. Stephan, Peindls Grube and St. Michael were established in Neuhammer.  Although tangible yields decreased during the Thirty Years’ War, mining continued in Neuhammer until circa 1860.  Then the pits were finally abandoned as unprofitable.
	“During the Middle Ages, a lively business was thriving on the Rohlau River.  Placer mining harvested deposits of tin from the river; mills, wire factories, saw mills, hammer, foundries, crushing mills and schmieden, blacksmith forges were built on the riverbanks.  The local wire factory was one of the largest in the area.
	“St. Nepomuk Church was built in Neuhammer in the year 1789 (St. John of NepomucË was the patron saint) in the Rococo style, and the valuable organ was mentioned during the 17th century.  Neuhammer had 197 houses with 1508 inhabitants by 1850 (note this averages over seven people in each house).  The village had an elementary school, a wire foundry, a mill, three public houses and a manorial house for the forester am Hofberg  known as Eulenhof.  On the site of the Eulenhof, there was a glassworks during the 1500’s called Neuhammer mit Peindlberg Glash¸tte Eulenh¸tte.  It is said that here the well-known glassmaker Christoph Sch¸rer learned how to make colored glass with blue cobalt colors.
	“In the second half of the vorigen, previous century (the 1800’s) Hauserzeugung (production within individual homes, or cottage industry), spread throughout the village.  They made Blech, tin or sheet metal, and Wei_blech, white tin by lˆffeln, a molten process using ladles (maybe).  There were also turning lathes to make Perlmutterknˆpfen, mother of pearl buttons.  Then they made roof shingles and a big saw mill which is still producing today.
	1891 was a pivotal year for Bohemia; young Czech politicians dominated parliamentary elections.  They emphasized religious freedoms, economic viability, and educational reforms at the expense of Bohemian autonomy.  No further political attempt was made to solve co-existence problems between ethnic Czechs and ethnic Germans.  These continuing tensions helped nourish the seeds of World War I and World War II; they may also have contributed to our Frank’s decision to leave Bohemia for America.
	His brothers Wenzel and Anton Lorenz had come earlier; they first settled in Cincinnati, Ohio.  Wenzel Lorenz first appears in the Cincinnati City Directory in 1884, as a porter boarding at the Teutonia Hotel.  He then became a safe maker and iron worker.  As far as we know, Wenzel was the first of this family to come to America, although it is intriguing to note that a man named Joseph Heidler, a cabinetmaker from Austria, was listed in the Cincinnati City Directory in 1880.
	Wenzel Lorenz sponsored the immigration of his brother Anton, who appears in the Cincinnati City Directory in 1889 as a bolt cutter.  Anton soon moved north to the smaller town of Hamilton, along the Miami and Erie Canal, but Wenzel stayed in Cincinnati and sponsored the immigration of our Franz Josef (who became Frank in America).  The family remembers that our Franz was free to leave Austria because his short height exempted him from the requirement that all Austrian boys spend time serving in the Austrian army.  
	Frank and Rosa Lorenz emigrated together; Pauline remembers hearing that they came on the steamer SS Franz Josef (named for the Emperor of Austria, not for our Frank!).  This ship was a boat of the Norddeutscher Lloyd,  North German Lloyd Line, and this was her last ocean trip; she was sold upon arrival in America.  Naturalization papers show that the ship left Bremen on 2 May 1891 and docked in Baltimore on 15 May 1891. Frank and Rosa came by steerage class; Pauline says this was in order “to save the money they didn’t have.”  As steerage passengers, they were worried about the food that would be served to them, so Rosa hung sausages from her waist underneath her voluminous skirts.  They had food for the long voyage that no one could steal from them!  A letter from Mrs. S. Bartmann, published in the Boston Evening Transcript  on 21 December 1892, described steerage food, usually pea soup ladled from a huge pail, as
	“plentiful and good enough - though singularly tasteless, being cooked by steam - at least for the majority of the steerage passengers, who have hardly anything better on land. . . most people lose their appetites at sea and would experience an aversion for the best food.”
	Rosa also brought with her a pair of heavy Czech crystal goblets, a gift to the couple from Rosa’s parents that was used for their wedding toast in Bohemia.  One goblet was given to their daughter Rose Lorenz Bertsch (Patricia Minke Rubley now treasures it); the other one has been lost through the years.  Rose also used a porcelain dresser set (a tray and a covered dish for face powder which were decorated with delicate blue forget-me-not flowers) that may have come from Bohemia with her mother Rosa (or perhaps Rosa bought it in Ohio because it reminded her of her homeland; in later years, her daughter Luella often wrote to Rosa about the flowers that she saw in Czechoslovakia, for Rosa had often talked about those in Bohemia). The M. Z. AUSTRIA marking above a crown and double eagle tells us that the porcelain tray was made by the Moritz Zdekauer company which began production in 1884; lack of the Gesetzligh Geschutzt patent mark suggests the pieces date from before 1900.  This company was located in Altrolau, Austria; in 1909 it was purchased by the C. M. Hutschenreuther firm.
	Finally, we have several old German language prayer books.  One is pocket sized, titled Der Erdenpilger auf des Lebens Dornenbahn; The Earthly Pilgrim along Life’s Thorny Road.  Druck und Verlag von P. Steinbrener, it was published at Winterberg (now Vimperk, in the Czech Republic), with a frontispiece lithograph engraving by Carl Mayer of N¸rnberg.  There is no date.  The first page is signed in pencil, “Lorenz Franz in Schˆnlind bei. . .” (the illegible word is possibly Heinrichsgr¸n, a large village near Schˆnlind; the letters are written in the German alphabet and difficult to read).  This prayer book has Morgen und Abend Andachten, morning and evening prayers; Mekandachten, which includes prayers of a Mass for St. Mary’s feast day, f¸r Marienfeste, zum Credo, zum Sanktus, zum Gloria;  Andacht f¸r den Nachmittag der Sonn- Und Freitage, devotions for Sunday and Friday afternoons; Beichstandacht; Kommunion Andacht,  Communion devotions; Dem¸thige Bitte, aus Thomas von Kempie, humble prayers of St. Thomas ‡ Kempis; Festfeier; Der Kreuzweg unseres gˆttlichen Erlosers; Erste Station, Stations of the Cross; Litanie zu allen Heiligen; Litany of the Saints.  This appears to be a Roman Catholic prayer book with a special devotion to Mary.
	We also have several German-language prayer cards which were tucked inside these prayer books.  One shows an engraving of Mary and the Infant of Prague, “Im Gnadenorte hab ich an dich gedacht Und dir dieses Andenken mitgegracht, aus Liebe;  In a place of pilgrimage I have thought of you and sent you this remembrance, with love.”  The Infant of Prague is a small statue of Spanish origin within the Church of our Lady Victorious on Karmelitsk· Street in Prague; the statue is dressed in a different robe and cape daily and is reputedly a source of miracles.  A pilgrimage there from our tiny villages northwest of Karlsbad would have been a major event.
	Another card shows the Christ Child with tiny white flowers; “An Die Eifrige Seele; the ardent soul.”  Still another card has ornate gilt embossing with brightly colored flowers; at the top center we see an ‘Eye of Providence’ enclosed by a triangle which symbolizes the Trinity (identical to the eye on the design on the reverse side of the Great Seal of the United States; look at an American one dollar bill and you will find this eye on the back at the left side on top of the pyramid).  This design may have had origins from Freemasonry symbols.  “Gott hat geholfen; Gott hilft; Gott wird weiter helfen;  God has helped; God helps; God will help again.”  Still another brightly colored card venerates “Mater Dolorosa”, the sorrowful mother.
	Finally, there is a very personal card which is signed and dated:
“Mein Liebes Patschen !  Suche zu erf¸llen,
Was Du durch andre johl verlˆrichst
Verehre Gott!  befolg’ der Eltern Willen,
Werd einst ein Mann-lei Menschenfreund und Christi.
Diese Erinnerung giebt seinem lieben Taufkinde
sein Taufzeug;  Joseph Heidler und Rosarina Heidler, dem 20 Juli 1869.”
	“My beloved godchild, seek to fulfill; what you have now through  others’ promise; Give reverence to God!  Follow your parents’ wishes; 
Become an adult who is a friend to mankind and a Christian.  
This remembrance is given to our dear godchild;  
Your faithful baptismal witnesses [godparents], Joseph and Rosanina Heidler.”   
	Notice the date 20 July 1869 is that of our Rosa Heidler Lorenz’s birthday.  Joseph and Rosanina were probably her uncle and aunt; it was customary in those times for siblings of the parents to become the godparents to the child.
	Another prayerbook is titled,

 Mittlerer HimmelSchl¸ssel, 
ein vollst‰ndiges Gebetbuch, f¸r Katholische Christen, in welchem 
Morgen=, Abend=, Me_=, Vesper=, Beicht= und Communiongebete,
als auch Gebete zum hochw¸rdigen sakrament
Eger 1856; Verlag von J. Robertsch
Christ our Mediator’s Keys to Heaven
a complete Prayerbook, for Catholic Christians, which contains
Morning, Evening, Mass, Vesper, Confession and Communion Prayers,
also with prayers for Sacrament of the Host
Published 1856 at Eger
	This prayerbook was known by the family to belong to Rosa Heidler Lorenz.  While visiting her daughter Luella in Brooklyn, New York, she often read her Bible and her favorite Novena prayers, particularly those to Saint Joseph.  Luella’s memoirs tell us that one day, laying the book in her lap, [Rosa] looked up in a reminiscent thoughtful manner and remarked, “This is all I have left. . . perhaps you would like it, for me it holds so many memories. . . maybe someday Judy may like to have it, the little one would not remember me so well.  She was too little.”  And so the book was treasured by Luella and eventually passed on to Judy Lightner Baker.
	The next prayer book is also pocket size; it is dated 1830 (!!) and has a faded illegible pencil inscription.  The lengthy title is 
Die Kleine Geistliche Bible, 
Oder Eine Kleine Sammlung alter und neuer geistreicher Lieder; Zum Gebrauch und Erbauung der Evangelischen Gemeinschaft und aller Gott liebenden Seelen;  
The Small Bible for the Spirit, or a small selection of old and new clever songs; for the use and edification of the Evangelical community and all of God’s loving Souls.  
	Notice the word Evangelical; this prayer book was produced for the Protestant community (usually of the Lutheran or Hussite faith in German lands).  This is a surprising book to find with a Roman Catholic family.  It was the third edition, printed in Berlin, Dritte Auflage; New-Berlin;  written by George Miller, Gebrucht ben George Miller, und zu haben ben ihm und den reisenden Predigern.  The book contains both Prediger und Lieder, prayers and songs.  Endpapers have two Biblical quotes, from the New and Old Testaments.  Ephesians 5:19, “Redet unter einander von Lobges‰ngen und geistlichen Liedern; Singet und spielet dem Herrn in eurem Herzen;  speaking to one another in psalms and hymns and spiritual songs, singing and making melody to the Lord with all your heart.”  Psalm 98:4,5; “Jauchzet dem Herrn alle Welt: singet, r¸hmet und lobet.  Lobet den Herrn mit Harfen und Psalmen; Make a joyful noise to the Lord, all the earth; break forth into joyous song and sing praises!”  The book begins with “Gott Allein die Ehre; to God alone the Honor.”
	Another prayer book is a little larger, similar in size to a modern paperback book.  It has a long old-fashioned title page:

Neu-vermehrt und Vollst‰ndiges GES‰NG BUCH, 
Worinnen sowohl die Psalmen Davids; Nach D. Ambrosii Lohwassers; Ubersetzung hin und wieder verbessert; 
Als auch 700. auserlesener alter und neuer Geistreichen Lieder;  begrissen sind welche aniero? samtlich in denen REFORMIRTEN KIRCHEN der He_isch Hanavisch Pfalzisch und vielen andern angrenzenden Landen 
zu Singen gebrauchlich in n¸_liche Ordnung eingetheilt; 
Auch Mit dem HEIDELBERGISCHEN CATECHISMO 
und erbaulichen Gev‰tern versehen.  
Mit Ihro Rom (Xom?) Rayserl. Majestat allergnadigst ertheilter Sievhett;
MARBURG; zu haben den Joh. Henr. Stod’s F¸rstl. Hess. Tanklen Buchbr. . . nachsel altesten tochter, Ebersbachischen witt>>> (bottom edge is torn).
IM JAHRE 1752.
	Yes, it was published in 1752 !!  The cover is gone, but string binding remains at the spine.  The pages are old and yellowed (many are brown at the edges), and the type is uneven, showing that each letter was set by hand (not the linotype method used by 1890).  It is two inches thick, with over 900 pages.  An approximate translation follows (the difficulty of the German typescript is compounded by the use of some archaic words):
“Newly enlarged and complete SONG BOOK, which includes David’s Psalms; 
by D. Ambrosius Lohwassers; original version revised; 
Over 700 old and new selections of clever songs, 
including some hitherto arranged for singing in the Reformed Church of 
Hesse, Hanover and the Palatinate and in many other neighboring lands; 
Also with the Heidelberg Catechism and notes for godparents”
	Once again, this is a Protestant book.  The Heidelberg Catechism was written in 1563 by two of John Calvin’s disciples; it became the most widely accepted statement of the Calvinistic faith used by most of the Reformed Churches of central Europe and later by the Dutch and German Reformed Churches of America (and now even by the Reformed Church of Australia!).  Calvin was an early leader of the Protestant Reformation; he settled in Geneva, Switzerland, and his followers included the French Huguenots, English Puritans and Scottish Presbyterians.  And once again, it is hard to understand why our Roman Catholic Frank and Rosa Lorenz would choose to bring these books with them on the steamship to America.
	Norddeutscher Lloyd steamship line operated regular weekly mail steamships between Bremen, Germany, and Baltimore, Maryland, USA.  The company advertised to find passengers to fill its many ships.  The Balch Institute Library has preserved one such advertisement from a guidebook dated 1891, the year that our Frank and Rosa emigrated:
Norddeutscher Lloyd
regular weekly Mail-Steamships between
Baltimore und Bremen
on the new and tested First Class Mail-Steamships equipped with all the comforts.
These steamships were built of steel in Glasgow according to the latest designs.  The superiority of their construction and the containment of compartments in water-tight sections offer travelers the largest degree of safety against the dangers of the sea.
Electric lighting in compartments and steerage.
The arrangements for steerage passengers, with sleeping quarters located on the upper and second decks, are generally considered excellent.  
The length of the steamers is 415 - 435 feet, with a width of 40-49 feet.
The steamships of Norddeutscher Lloyd have transported some 
2,250,000
passengers safely across the sea !!
Good Food !   Reasonable Prices !
This line offers tourists and immigrants a superior choice for the crossing.  
Cheap train travel from Baltimore to points west.  
Protection against frauds in Bremen, at sea, and in Baltimore.  
Immigrants can board trains directly from the steamship and as a result avoid extra costs for the transfer of baggage.  
No need to change trains between Baltimore, Chicago, and St. Louis.
Translators accompany the immigrant on the trip to points west.
	This advertisement suggests that our Frank and Rosa traveled by train to reach Cincinnati, where their brother Wenzel was waiting for them.  This was at the peak of German immigation to that city.  In 1890, the population of Cincinnati was almost 300,000; more than half were of German ancestry.  So Frank and Rosa would have felt at home immediately; many in Cincinnati still spoke the German language.  There were more than thirty German language newspapers and periodicals published in Cincinnati and many German language books were in the public library; schools taught classes in the German language.  The German American community enjoyed German bands and concerts, singing societies, literary, bowling and card clubs, a German language theater, 48 churches and synagogues, two orphanages, a home for elderly men and one for widows, six cemeteries, and several building and loan associations.  Over one hundred business organizations and scores of political, social and philanthropic clubs joined together in 1895 as the German-American Citizens’ League.
	Cincinnati had a long history of German immigration, beginning with those fleeing the wars of the Napoleonic era in Europe.  Martin Baum was a wealthy Cincinnati banker, merchant and developer; he aggressively wooed German immigrants by hiring recruiting agents at port cities in Europe during the 1820’s.  Those who came to Cincinnati clustered in an area downtown that came to be called “Over-the-Rhine” because it was situated north of the Miami-Erie Canal (which connected the Ohio River with the Great Lakes); crossing the canal reminded the immigrants of crossing the Rhine River in Germany.   Five blocks north of the canal was Northern Row, or Liberty Street, originally the northern boundary of the city.  This area was developed after 1833 by General James Findlay, who laid out the plat for a future neighborhood that became home to many German immigrants.  It is now the Findlay Market Historic District.
	Downtown Cincinnati was originally confined to four square miles of a flat plain called the basin, bounded by the Ohio River on the south and high bluffs and hills on the north.  The opening of the Mount Auburn incline at the north end of Main Street in 1872 was followed by many others that encircled the basin like giant escalators; steam powered motors used cables to raise and lower platforms that held people, horses, wagons, and even street trolleys.  Within a decade, the affluent residents of the basin moved to the hills to escape the smoky industrial valley; the less affluent were left in the downtown area.
	Cincinnati had seen many roles through the years, starting as an outpost of the Northwest Territory; it then became a river transportation center for steamboats and canals, with a large manufacturing center specializing in metalworking, woodworking and pork packing (lard and other pork by-products were used for soap and candles; this was the start of a small company named Procter and Gamble in 1837).  The railroad bypassed Cincinnati in favor of St. Louis and Chicago, but manufacturing businesses found new markets with the opening of the Cincinnati Southern Railway in 1880.  “The Queen City of the West” prospered once again.
	So when our Frank and Rosa arrived in 1891, they came from small villages with cottage industries and a rural life style to settle in an urban industrial area.  Giglierano described Over-The-Rhine during this period,
	“While German Americans settled in every part of  Cincinnati, most of their cultural institutions and businesses were concentrated in Over-the-Rhine.  The largest cluster of saloons, beer gardens, and concert halls - integral parts of German American culture - was along Vine Street and at its peak included more than fifty saloons and five theaters between the canal and McMicken Streets.  By the 1870’s, the Vine Street entertainment district was a major tourist attraction with a national, as well as a local, reputation.
	“Workshops, homes and businesses stood side by side.  Small and medium-sized plants producing a variety of goods from furniture to fire engines were distributed throughout Over-the-Rhine.  The largest factories were concentrated on major transportation routes.  [By] the 1850’s, ironworks, a stove plant and lumber and stoneyards were near the Miami and Erie Canal.  As more industries moved into the area, many, including a large number of wagon and carriage factories, established themselves on McMicken Street, the road to Hamilton [a town north of Cincinnati].  Breweries were set up along the canal and McMicken.
	“Almost every block included housing, some industry, and shops.  By the latter decades of the nineteenth century, this mix began to diminish the area’s appeal as a residential district.  The suburban ideal - single family homes with yards, isolated from industrial activity - was gaining popularity among middle-income families who began moving to new subdivisions in the surrounding hills. Over-the-Rhine became increasingly a working-class district.”
	Apparently, Frank did not have the skills to obtain a factory job; we first find him listed as a painter in the 1892 city directory, living at Enslin Street near Tafel.  This was northwest of the downtown basin area and north of Fairview Park, near Marshall Street and the modern Interstate 75, on the fringes of Over-the-Rhine.  In January of 1892, eight months after their boat arrived in America, Frank and Rosa had welcomed their first child, named Wenzel for Frank’s oldest brother Wenzel Lorenz.  The baby was baptized at Sacred Heart Church. The Sacred Heart of Jesus Catholic Parish is still active in Cincinnati, located at 1041 Marshall Avenue, with offices at 2733 Massachusetts Avenue.  The original church had a predominantly German-speaking congregation and was dedicated on 18 December 1870, with St. Augustine and St. Boniface as the parent parishes within the Camp Washington community.  A merger in 1970 changed the dominant parish ethnicity to Italian, when the parish combined with the parish of the same name located in downtown Cincinnati at 527 Broadway Avenue.  Both parishes were run by the Scalabrini Fathers, the Congregation of the Missionaries of St. Charles for Emigrants, an Italian order established in 1887 which emphasized a “full program of religious, social and humanitarian assistance for the human and Christian needs of the millions of migrants then scattered mostly over the American continent.”  Blessed John Baptist Scalabrini was a pastor at Como who became the Bishop of Piacenza in Italy in 1876.  Concerned by the “dramatic tragedy of mass emigration on an unprecedented scale,” he established practical proposals to help the migrants.  In 1901 and 1904, he visited the United States, Brazil and Argentina, to encourage both the migrants and the missionaries.  We can imagine how comforting it was to our Frank and Rosa to have a local parish attuned to the unique needs of their adjustment to their new home in America.
	On 30 August 1892, Frank Loren filed his DECLARATION OF INTENTION when he personally appeared before the
 	“Probate Judge and Ex-Officio Clerk of the PROBATE COURT within and for the COUNTY OF HAMILTON aforesaid, [Frank was] a native of Austria aged about 27 years bearing allegiance to the Emperor of Austria, who emigrated from Bremen on the 2nd of May 1891 and arrived at Baltimore on the 15 day of May 1891, and who intends to reside within the jurisdiction and under the GOVERNMENT OF THE UNITED STATES, to-wit:  He makes report of himself for NATURALIZATION, and declares on oath that it is bonafide his intention to become a CITIZEN OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, and to forever renounce and abjure all ALLEGIANCE AND FIDELITY to every Foreign Prince, Potentate, State or Sovereignty whatsoever, and particularly to the Emperor of Austria.”
	In the 1893 directory, Frank Lorenz was listed as a janitor living at ‘Central Turner Hall’.  This building was located on the west side of Walnut Street between 15th Street and Allison Street (now named 14th).  The original frame building was replaced by a larger three-story brick hall in 1859 (this brick building was demolished in 1974 and the Central Turners are now located in nearby New Burlington, Hamilton County).  Old engravings show a classical style building proudly flying the American flag; a round oriel window graces a triangle pediment under a gable roof.  The words TURN HALLE were carved in the pediment.
	Pauline remembers that Frank was an avid gymnast who belonged to Turnverein, a German gymnastic club for body building similar to the modern YMCA with athletic, cultural and social overtones; it even had a small library. The German word turner  means gymnast.  Cincinnati Central Turners was founded in 1848; it was one of the first Turner societies in America and the oldest German-American society which still exists in Cincinnati today.  It is an interesting link to German history and the passion for political reform during the early 1800’s. 
	After Napoleon abolished the Holy Roman Empire in 1806, the west German states became a confederation with the beginnings of a cohesive patriotism.  The 1815 Congress of Vienna continued the Confederation as a union of 39 independent states. German liberals and nationalists demanded reforms which were resisted by newly crowned kings.  Circa 1820, the Turner gymnastic organization was formed in Germany in response to the successful Napoleonic invasion of that country.  Johann Friedrich Jahn felt the Germans had been defeated by the French armies because they were physically weak.  Mens sana in corpore sano;  a sound mind in a sound body, remains the Turner motto.  These societies emphasized gymnastic education and physical conditioning for the health of its members.
	The 1830’s were a time of unrest, culminating in the Revolution of 1848 when German students and workers forcibly demanded a democratic constitution.  By 1851 the revolution had failed, the confederation was re-established, and many disillusioned “48’ers” emigrated to America.  
	These political refugees included many ‘Turners’, reformers who had belonged to the Turner societies in Germany.  Turnverein included cultural programs which focused on German heritage; in America 
	“a major focus was to preserve traditional German customs, language and celebrations. . . [and] spread German culture through songs, poetry and literature. . . They also tried to support and encourage the harsh life [adapting to] a foreign country, and to establish a bridge between the old culture and the new by offering English language classes and strongly supporting American citizenship.  [It was a] social center with lectures and libraries for the further education of the German emigrants. . . many had restaurants or a bar connected to their Turner halls.” (the quote is from a speech given by Annette R. Hofmann at the Athenaeum in Indianapolis, Indiana, on 3 August 1998).
	Hofmann continued to describe the movement’s early decades, when their socialistic political orientation fought for the separation of church and state, opposed slavery (several volunteer Turner regiments fought with the Union Army during the American Civil War), and encouraged physical education in public schools.  San Francisco and Cincinnati were the first two American cities to include Turnen  gymnastic exercises in a public school curriculum.
	Some Turner societies took a radical stance, but most 
	“focused their energies on athletic, social and cultural programs.  Politics was an area for debates and discussion as part of the mental turnen.  The peak of the American Turner movement was reached in 1894, when 317 societies had over 40,000 members. . . the American Turner societies had an important social significance during their early years, providing German immigrants with their own culture and a part of their native homeland.”  
	The movement continues today with a strong focus on the physical and social programs, with sixty societies and 13,000 members, but it no longer emphasizes politics and the preservation of German culture.  German American Family Album  describes a Milwaukee gymnasium circa 1900:
	“We walked to the gymnasium at the West Side Turnerhall.  Most boys of the neighborhood go to West Side or Bahnfrei, not because they are particularly athletic but because they are commanded to go.  Our parents have made a kind of religion out of gymnastics, though we consider the thing rather boring.  On our way we stop at the pretzel bakery.  We ask for broken pretzels and for a penny get a big sackful.  At the gym we put on gray shorts and blouses and gym shoes.  There are about 30 boys in our class, and we are lucky to have Papa Brosius as our teacher.  He must be 60, and it looks like he’ll go on forever.  He is a bit corpulent, but straight as a pine and agile as a stripling.  He puts us all to shame with his nimbleness on the trapeze, the bars, and the bucks.  He works us hard.  We sweat, we heave, we stumble, and always this amazing old man flits in front of us, smiling and inexhaustible.  “You have much to learn, my little children, but remember it is the spirit as well as the muscles that counts,” he says to the class.”
	We do not know if Frank had belonged to a similar gymnastics club in Bohemia or if he first joined in Ohio.  The Sokol  movement (the word means falcon) was started in 1862 by two friends in Prague, the Czech Miroslav TyrÛ and the German-Czech Heinrich [Jindrich] F¸gner.  Although based on an idea of Bohemian physical education with Renaissance roots, Sokol  was a response to the German Turnverein.   Sokol was a nationalistic movement, whereby physical exercise created both a healthy body and a healthy mind.  By bringing people together in such pursuits, “they could forge a sense of nationhood, strengthening the physical and moral fibre of the nation” (quote from the Lonely Planet Guide to Czech and Slovak Republics).  There was a formal set of exercises similar to modern repetitive aerobics.  “The role of Sokol grew during the Czech National Revival as its activities became connected with the cultural and political events of the times.”  The Austrian government finally banned the movement in 1915, but Sokol  was revived in 1918 with the creation of an independent Czechoslovakia.  Sokol continues today in a less political fashion, “suggesting that the movement draws on pervasive and enduring sentiments within Czech society.”
	The Turnverein society would have been a welcome link to his homeland, and a way to meet other German-Americans in Cincinnati.  He wore a silver ring with the words Vier Bund,  ‘League of Four’; it has a four color design (royal blue, yellow, white and red) that fits together like a Maltese cross.  We do not know if this relates to the Turnverein  or if Frank belonged to another German or Austrian fraternal organization.  
	We also have Frank’s Liederb¸ch f¸r Turner gewidmet dem Ohio Turnbezirt, Songbook for Turners, dedicated to the Ohio Turner movement, von den Turnlehern Wilhelm a. Stedjer, Anton Leibold und Julius Stemmler; Zweite Auflage, second edition; Published by John Church & Co., Cincinnati, 1885; ©1884.  The foreword says, “Ein Glocke ohne Klang und ein Turner ohne Sang sind f¸rwahr traurige Dinge;  a bell without sound and a Turner without song are truly sad things.”  Many songs are written expressly for the Turner societies, such as Das Turnen ist mein Leben, Gymnastics is my life, and Gr¸_t Turngebr¸der allzumal, Greetings to Turner brothers one and all.  Others have more general themes, such as Der Mai ist gekommen,  May is coming, and Im Wald und auf der Halde, In the forest and the hills.  One called Br¸der, reicht die Hand zum Bunde, Brothers, offer your hand to the league, reminds us of the words on Frank’s ring.  The final songs in the book show a Turner’s patriotism to his new country; they are E Pluribus Unum; Hail Columbia; Red, White and Blue; Star Spangled Banner,  and all have their words in English.
	It is intriguing to note the name at the end of the vorwort, foreword; the Secretary of Ohio Turnbezirk in 1884 was “F. Bertsch”, and the office was located at 433 Vine Street.  This was Fred Bertsch, found in the 1880 Cincinnati census at 443 Vine Street; he was born in 1823 in Stuttgart, W¸rttemberg.  Fred’s wife was Maggie, from Rheinland Prussia, and his son Charles was born in Cincinnati in 1875.  There is no known connection between this Fred and our Bertsch forebears in W¸rttemberg.
	On 25 November 1893, Rosa and Frank welcomed their second son, Anthony Frank Lorenz, named for the second of Frank’s brothers, Anton Lorenz, who was living nearby in Hamilton, Ohio.  Soon afterward, the proud young family posed for their formal studio portrait at P. Zutterling Photographer, on 503 Vine Street in Cincinnati; “duplicates can be had at any time.”  This is the first photo that we have of our Frank and Rosa.  Both are seated; Frank supports the toddler Wenzel who is sitting on a table, while Rosa holds baby Anthony.  Anthony wears a very long white gown with a wide border of delicate lace at the hem, suggesting this is his baptismal portrait.  Wenzel also wears a white lace-edged dress, covered by a dark dresscoat with wide puffy sleeves and a white lace collar; his cloth hat resembles the modern pillbox style, almost like a Cossack.  Small dark leather shoes peep out from under his dress.  
	Frank has a small mustache (the family remembers his mustache was red!) and a round face.  He wears a dark suit with piping around the lapels; his vest shows a watch chain from which dangles a short rose-gold chain with a small woven round ball (this watch fob was eventually given to Pauline by his daughter Rose).  He also wears a pinky ring (perhaps the Vier Bund  ring discussed above) and has a stick-pin in the knot of his wide satin tie; his white shirt has a collar that stands straight up, resembling the modern Nehru style.  Frank’s dark bowler hat has a narrow rim turned up on the sides.  Rosa wears a long dark skirt with ribbon accents; her dark jacket has a wooly trim at the wrist, collar, hem and along the button placket.  She wears small pendant earrings and her hair is pulled back tightly under her hat.  The hat sits flat on her head; it has stiff fabric bows that stand up tall above Rosa’s round face.
	In February of 1895, Frank and Rosa welcomed their first daughter, named Rose Elizabeth in her mother’s honor.  The 1895 directory shows Frank Lorenz still working as a janitor, but now his residence was listed as 513 Walnut Street, near Allison (Allison is now 14th Street).  This is possibly the street number for the same Central Turner Hall, as it is near the same cross street.  The numbering system for houses was changed in 1897; the Hall’s address became 1409-1413 Walnut.  “500 Walnut is now at Fifth and Walnut Streets; before 1897 it was around 14th Street” (example used by Cincinnati: Over the Rhine).
	Giglierano describes the neighborhood, “In the late nineteenth century, skilled and semi-skilled workers, predominantly German-born, and their families most of the buildings that once lined Moore and Walnut Streets.  Narrow 2  to 4-story residential structures and buildings with stores at street level and flats on the floors above mixed with a few commercial enterprises. . . Francis Thren’s Sons, brewery supplies. . . Queen City bottling Works. . . [and a] sausage factory [which became] Giardino di Italia Macaroni Company by 1920. . . Small groceries and restaurants. . . [nearby] Grammer’s Restaurant is the last of the old German saloon-and-cafe businesses in the city.”
	And now tragedy struck the young family.  The toddler Wenzel often wandered away from home, causing frantic searches.  The family often said he would have been an explorer as an adult!  The winter of 1894-1895 was especially cold and snowy; for two weeks in February, it was so cold that the Ohio River was frozen solid and people could walk across to Kentucky.  That February, Wenzel was missing for a long time during a snowstorm. The mounted police finally found him and brought him home, but his ‘chill’ (influenza?) turned into penumonia and he died in June of 1895.  His sister Rose was barely four months old at the time, and she was also very sick.  It is said that the family came home from Wenzel’s funeral in fear that baby Rose would also succumb.
	Frank and Rosa were devastated; they took the P. Zutterling portrait to Classic Art Studio at 505 Elm Street and ordered a large 16 by 20 inch enlarged copy of their baby Wenzel’s picture.  We have a matching large picture of Frank and Rosa.  Documents from the order show an address at 545 West McMicken Street in Cincinnati.  This address was a vacant lot by 1989, but neighboring three-story brick townhouses are probably similar.  
	Giglierano describes similar neighborhoods in Over the Rhine, “19th century residences at 1207-1217 Elm Street [are examples of] solid, mixed style streetscapes that. . . helped establish Over-the-Rhine’s unique character. . . Homes were typically built close to the street and to each other in order to get as much use as possible from the limited amount of space.”
	On the corner near 545 McMicken a larger brick building has a stone sign:
BELLEVUE BREWING CO.
18   BOILER HOUSE  95
	This reminds us that Cincinnati had more than one hundred breweries during the 1800’s; the peak was in 1898, when the city directory listed twenty-nine.  Many of these were German-American businesses. A brewery named Moerlein was the largest in Cincinnati and the only one to establish a national reputation; most of the breweries were small and local (today they would be called microbrews).  They gradually disappeared due to competition from the larger, national breweries, such as Pabst, Miller,  and Schlitz.  Pabst of Milwaukee actually started in Cincinnati in 1898.
	The German-American Citizens’ League of Greater Cincinnati was formed in 1895 as an umbrella organization for close to one hundred German societies, including the Turnverein.  One of the League’s founders was Heinrich Rattermann, a wealthy businessman, author and historian.  In 1895, he organized the first annual ‘German Day’ celebration, a forerunner of today’s Oktoberfest-Zinzinnati which attracts celebrants of all ethnic backgrounds.  There was a long hiatus of German-American festivities during the years of the world wars, but the bicentennial year of 1976 saw a resurgence of interest and pride.  Cincinnati once again celebrates its German heritage and is a sister city to Munich.  We can imagine Frank and Rosa participating in the first German Day celebration in 1895.
	The following year on 16 October 1896, Frank had reason to celebrate his new American heritage when he 
	“personally came to THE STATE OF OHIO, Hamilton County,probate court. . .  and being admitted to CITIZENSHIP, by this court took the oath to support the Constitution of the United States of America, and that he then did absolutely and entirely forever renounce and abjure all ALLEGIANCE AND FIDELITY to every Foreign Prince, Potentate, State or Sovereignty whatsoever, and particularly to the Emperor of Austria.  This is Therefore to Certify, That the said Frank Lorenz has complied with the Laws of the United States  in such case made and provided, and is therefore admitted a CITIZEN OF THE UNITED STATES.” 
	The 1897 directory shows Frank Lorenz, laborer, at 60 Tafel Street.  This was near Enslin, where his brother Wenzel still lived. On 15 May 1897, Frank’s third son was born, named Joseph Francis; family stories say he was named in honor of Frank’s brother Josef Lorenz, but there is no other documentation of this brother.  It is more likely that young Joseph was named for Frank’s father Josef, with his middle name in honor of Frank himself.  By 1899, Frank had a new occupation.  He was listed in the directory as a cooper, barrel maker, living at 2123 Winchell Street (near Harrison Street and modern Interstate 75).  The family remembers that he worked for a brewery.  The 1900 directory shows Frank as a cooper and saloon worker, living at 2128 Division Street (not found on modern maps).
	On 1 June 1900, the census taker found Frank and his family renting a home on Miami Canal Street, Block G, near McMicken and Addison Streets in Cincinnati’s Second Ward (this street probably became a portion of the modern Central Parkway, which followed the old canal route when it was built in 1929).  The census tells us Frank was head of the family, age 35, born in March 1864 in Germany of German born parents, married for nine years, came to America in 1891, became a naturalized citizen, worked as a cooper, and could read, write and speak English.  His wife Rosa was age 30, born in Germany of German born parents, mother of four children with three still living, came to America in 1891 and could read, write and speak English.  Their children Anton, Rosa and Joseph were born in Ohio.  This record is found in Enumeration District 99 on Sheet 11.
	The 1901 Cincinnati city directory shows Frank Lorenz working as a cooper, with residence at 2147 Turner Street.  At some point, the family lived near the Miami canal at 2426 Hallstead Street, near Addison and Tafel Streets; this address is found on the back of one of baby Wenzel’s photographs.  By 1902, Frank was no longer listed in the Cincinnati city directory; the family had moved fifty-five miles northeast to Dayton.
	We do not know the reason for this move; Frank’s brother Wenzel remained in Cincinnati with his wife, while their other brother Anton had settled in the more rural Hamilton, Ohio, with his family.  Dayton was further north along the Miami-Erie Canal. It was a thriving manufacturing center, and perhaps Frank was looking for a better job opportunity.  
	In later years, his daughter Rose often talked about the excitement of the move; she was six years old at the time.  They traveled on a canal boat along the Miami-Erie Canal (recall they were living near the canal on the 1900 census), which carried all their furniture and possessions.  Rose remembered walking along the towpath with the mules as they pulled the boat.  The canal was part of a large system that criss-crossed both Ohio (this state had over 1,000 miles of canal routes) and other parts of the midwestern and northeastern United States.  The Miami and Erie Canal was built between 1825 and 1845; it covered 249 miles from the Ohio River at Cincinnati to Lake Erie at Toledo, Ohio.  By 1855, the expanding railroad system offered a cheaper and faster alternative; transportation via canals slowly declined over the next fifty years.  Efforts in 1901 to speed traffic on the canal were dismal failures.  Steam-powered paddles tore up the banks, while plans for an ‘electric mule’ floundered when the necessary tracks were rejected by the canal companies as railroads in disguise!  By 1903 (two years after Frank moved with his family), canal companies made more money by selling canal water to businesses and industries than they did by carrying freight on the canals.  That same year, the state of Ohio refused to renew its lease with a company using mules to pull barges.  
	The final blow came on 23 March 1913, when a disastrous flood caused reservoirs to spill into the canals, destroying aqueducts, washing out banks along the canals, and devastating most of the locks.    By 1929, the canal had become a “decaying, disease-ridden, garbage-filled eyesore” (according to For the Love of Dayton).  The state began to fill in old canal beds to create a “superhighway for cars.”  Few remnants of the canals remain; Cincinnati, Dayton and other cities eventually filled in their urban portions to create modern roadways. Dayton’s Patterson Boulevard follows the old route of the Miami-Erie Canal; the new street was named for the Dayton businessman who urged the canal’s removal.
	Dayton at the turn of the century was the fifth-largest city in Ohio, with 85,333 people; it was a manufacturing city rushing to embrace the new technologies.  Dayton ranked first in the state of Ohio in the number of patents issued.  All 32 miles of Dayton’s streetcar lines were electrified by 1900, almost two thousand citizens were connected to the Dayton Bell Telephone Exchange, the thirteen-story Conover Building (now called the American Building) was built at Third and Main Streets, and the Wright Brothers were busy designing and testing improvements to their wooden glider covered with cotton sateen.  Dayton’s Street Market rented spaces to farmers for annual fees, while the downtown Arcade Building opened on Third Street.  The Arcade was a vast market with unusual food items and a series of specialty shops; its arches, dome and covered area were modeled on successful arcades built in London, England.
	On 5 September 1901, Luella Bertha Lorenz was born in Dayton; the attending physician was J.S. Davisson.  Frank and Rosa now had two sons and two daughters.  The 1901-1902 city directory shows Frank Lorenz with his wife Rosa; he worked as a cooper and they resided at 851 West Germantown.  This is the same information that was given on Luella’s birth certificate.  They moved often during these early years in Dayton, living at 231 and 300 South Baxter, 932 West Fifth, and 105 West Gale Streets.  These addresses are all located in Dayton’s ‘west side’, an area west of the Great Miami River and south of Third Street.  
	Most of these early addresses are now covered by the County Fairgrounds or by the campus of Sinclair College.  Gale Street still exists, but number 105 is an empty corner lot.  During this time, Rose remembered playing in the yard of a nearby store, the Wright Brothers Bicycle Shop!  Their bicycle shops had many locations in Dayton; from 1897 through 1904 they were located at 1127 West Third Street.  But the Wright brothers’ focus gradually shifted to flying machines.  Experiments with kites soon gave way to test flights for gliders at Kitty Hawk, North Carolina.  “Obsessed by their aeroplane, the Wrights moved out of the bicycle business, building no new bikes after 1904.”
	Frank and Rosa suffered two losses during these years.  Circa 1903, there was an unnamed stillborn child; in the fall of 1906, their newborn infant son George Herman Lorenz died shortly after birth.  Rose remembered coming home from school to find the doctor leaving their house with his black bag.  The family could not afford funeral expenses for the baby, so the doctor offered to ‘slip the baby’ in with the next adult burial.  So we do not know where George Herman was buried.  We also do not know for whom he was named.  The first two sons were named for Frank’s brothers, but Frank had another brother named Karl (which was also the name of one of Rosa’s brothers), and this name was not used.
	The family then settled at the south side of Miami Chapel Road west of Broadway (later the street number 1344 was used), where they stayed for five years from 1909 through 1913.   Again, this house is located in Dayton’s west side; this address and the previous ones at Fifth and Gale Streets are fairly close to Bertsch homes located at Fourth, Hawthorn and Carnell Streets (this is probably how Rose Lorenz met her future husband William Bertsch).  Number 1344 is still there; but the current house looks very different from the one we see from the backyard in a 1913 photo.  
	The photo shows a large two-story wooden house with a gable roof, stone chimney, and two attached lean-to structures, one at the back with a gable roof and one at the side made of the same stone blocks as the chimney.  The house located at the address in 1999 was a large, two story wooden house with a hip roof and brick chimney in a different place; there is only one lean-to structure in the back with a slant roof.  There is a large front porch made of poured cement which would not have been visible in our photo.  The windows are also differently sized and in different places.  The house may have been renumbered after 1913, or perhaps it was demolished or remodeled.
	Frank worked as a cooper until 1903, then he was a laborer for two years.  In 1905 he became a machine hand, which remained his profession until 1913.  The family remembers that he worked for Maxwell Motor Car Company as a fender molder.  At that time, all parts of a car’s body were molded by hand.  For the Love of Dayton  says that lawyer 
	“Carl Baumann drove the first auto on Dayton’s city streets [in 1900].  The one-cylinder contraption ran down Main Street in March, frightening man and beast alike.  Daytonians. . . at first called the crazy carriages ‘benzine buggies’ or ‘devil wagons’. . . [but they soon] embraced the auto.  By 1910, six auto factories were up and running in town.”
	Jonathan Maxwell designed the first Maxwell car in 1903, and began production with Benjamin Briscoe in Tarrytown, New York.  The Maxwell Briscoe Company built 532 Maxwell cars in the first year.  One of their competitors was the Dayton Motor Car Company, which previously made farm equipment under the name Stoddard.  By the fall of 1904, they had sold only three autos.  The cars were costly; few items were included as standard equipment.  A windshield cost $75, solar lamps were $150, a speedometer was $74, and a mohair top added $150 to the total price.  In 1909, a Stoddard-Dayton motor car won the first auto race held at Indianapolis, with an average speed of 57.3 mph.
	In 1910, Benjamin Briscoe organized the United States Motor Company; it combined several independent companies, including Maxwell and Stoddard-Dayton. By 1913, Briscoe’s company failed due to a conflict of interest; two investors were also affiliated with General Motors.  The Maxwell assets kept their identity and were reorganized as the Maxwell Motor Company by Walter Flanders.  The popular Maxwell cars ranked fifth in sales in national ratings.  Their three major plants were at Newcastle, Indiana; Highland Park, Illinois; and Dayton, Ohio.  In 1920, Walter Chrysler rescued Maxwell Motor Car from bankruptcy; by 1925, the company was reorganized as the Chrysler Corporation, which continues today.
	We have two ‘company photos’ which show employees posing in front of a brick building with large glass windows.  In one, we see our Frank as one of a group of forty men.  Many of the men wear overalls with their shirt sleeves rolled up, while others have pants with suspenders worn over dark shirts.  Frank (who still had his mustache) is one of a few wearing a jacket; he also wears a vest over his dark shirt with no tie.  His bowler hat is in contrast to the caps worn by most of the others.  Surprisingly, we also have an indoor photograph of the factory; it shows men standing at large lathe machines, while the workbench along the side wall holds wrenches, anvils and vises.  
	The 1910 census finds the family living at 1344 Miami Chapel Road; it is the fourth house west of Broadway.  They owned the house, but had a mortgage.  The surname is wrongly spelled ‘Lorenzo’; all four children are still living with Frank and Rosa.  Recall that in June of 1900, they had been married for nine years; now in April of 1910, the census tells us they had been married for eighteen years, suggesting they were married in late April or early May of 1891.  Since their boat sailed on 2 May 1891 from Bremen, they were probably married in April of 1891.
	The 1910 census says that both Frank and Rosa were born in Germany of German-born parents; both could read, write and speak English.  They came to America in 1891 and Frank was a naturalized citizen.  Frank was age 45 and worked as an assembler at an auto factory for wages.  Rosa was age 40 and had no occupation listed.  Anthony was age 16, born in Ohio and worked as an assembler at a ‘toy works’ for wages (a major industry in Dayton at this time was the Dayton Friction Toy Works, which made automatic toys).  Rose was age 15, born in Ohio, and worked as a waitress at a restaurant for wages.  Joseph was age 14, born in Ohio, and was an assembler at the toy works for wages.  Luella was age 8, born in Ohio, and was attending school.  This record is found in Enumeration District 88.
	The 1910 city directory also lists Frank’s occupation as assembler, but the next three directories show him as a machine hand through 1913.  In 1911, Anthony F. Lorenz makes his first appearance in the directory; at age eighteen, he also worked as a machine hand and still lived at home.  Rose is listed in 1912, residing at Miami Chapel Road with no occupation.  Her brother Anthony is now listed as working for the U. S. Army; his official residence is still listed as Miami Chapel Road, but during this year he was actually stationed at Texas, Iowa, Wisconsin and Minnesota!
	On 8 February 1912, the family welcomed their third daughter, Josephine Ann Lorenz, probably named for Rosa’s favorite sister, Josephine ‘Bep’ Heidler.  
	We know that Frank was ill during June of 1912; this was a major concern to Private Anthony Lorenz when he sent postcards to the family (these cards have been preserved by Anthony’s granddaughter Kathryn Lorenz).  On June 9 a postcard from Dubuque, Iowa, shows Anthony’s army company “camping south of the bridge; sorry papa was sick.”  Anthony was still worried the following week; on a postcard from Spring Green, Wisconsin, he wrote, “Hope papa is well again.”  These cards were mailed to Mrs. Rosa Lorenz, Rural Route 11, c/o Guy Hawk, Dayton.  Although Frank had been working with a steady income, a postcard from Anthony dated 22 June 1912 shows us they needed his financial help,
	“Dear Mamma, Rec’d your letter and was glad to hear from you. When pay day comes I will send all the money.  I can spar so you can take what you need and send the rest to the bank.  I am well.  Where you see the cross X is me, Your loving son, Tony;   [PS] The candy was all right.”
	Perhaps this is when Frank injured himself.  In Dayton, he had joined the local Turnverein; despite previous gymnastic experience, he ‘ruptured himself in the chest’ while working out on a wooden horse (that is the phrase used by the family to describe his injury; this was probably a muscle injury).  After this injury, Frank always wore a tight flannel vest to hold in the rupture; he could no longer do gymnastics or strenuous labor.  Eventually, he could no longer work at the Maxwell Car Factory.
	At about this time, the family posed in the backyard of their house on Miami Chapel Road; long wooden boards made a walkway from the back door through the yard.  We see a small vegetable garden, with runner beans growing up a string lattice; large cabbage plants line the fence while tomato plants are by the walkway.  Lace trimmed white curtains hang in the upstairs windows; perhaps this was Rosa’s delicate crochet work.
	We see Frank smiling for the camera, looking much thinner than he had in Cincinnati almost twenty years before.  His mustache was gone but his hair was still very dark.  He wore a shirt buttoned to the collar with the sleeves rolled up.  Frank held the baby Josephine, who wore a loose white dress with long sleeves.  Luella wore a long sleeved white blouse tucked into a white skirt; both were trimmed in wide lace at the cuffs, hemline, neckline and button placket.  Her hair was parted in the middle and pulled back at the sides.  Rosa held her hands crossed at her waist; she wore a plain white blouse with no collar and a long dark skirt.  Rosa’s hair was pulled tightly back from her round face, which appears sunburned.  Finally, there is Joe, wearing a dark work shirt with rolled up sleeves and dark pants.  He held a small gray kitty and his hair was cut very short.
	A letter written by Luella in 1945 suggests that fishing was an extra source of food for the family, “That catfish story at Herrington Lake reminded me of the big one Pop got out of the Miami River when I was a kid, do you remember, Mom?” 
 	In March of 1913, storms dumped an abnormally heavy amount of rain on the state of Ohio after a winter of record snowfall. This was especially disastrous for the city of Dayton, built on a low floodplain of the Great Miami River, at the confluence of the Stillwater and Mad Rivers and of Wolf Creek.  For the Love of Dayton  tells the story, 
	“The rain began on Easter Sunday, March 23.  A severe flood seemed imminent by morning of March 25, when the gauge of the Great Miami River hit 24 feet.  Wolf Creek and the Great Miami, Stillwater and Mad Rivers overflowed with a vengeance.  Water burst levees, overran gutters, rose in the streets and marooned people for days on attics, rooftops and the upper floors of buildings.  Nearly four trillion gallons of rain (the amount that cascades over Niagara Falls in a month) fell on the Dayton area from March 23 to March 27.  In downtown Dayton, the water was twelve feet deep.  Despite the many floods Dayton had suffered over the years, [this] disaster still took the city by surprise.  People had convinced themselves such devastation could never happen.
	“John H. Patterson. . . mobilized NCR to collect food, medicine, drinking water and supplies needed to feed, shelter and care for the city’s waterlogged residents. . . By noon, NCR was building flat-bottomed boats in assembly-line fashion, one every eight minutes. . . The company became Dayton’s flood relief headquarters.
	“After the waters came the explosions and the fire.  Had the city’s gas been turned off early enough, Dayton may have been spared the $2 million in fire damage that followed.  But the fire spread. . . Power company employee Edward Hanley dove deep into the water and swam to the valve room in an effort to turn off the gas.  Five times he resurfaced, gasping for air.  Finally, he managed to shut the valve, and Dayton was spared from further explosions and fires.
	“Martial law was declared on Wednesday, March 26.  Armed sentries patrolled the streets.  After the waters receded, Dayton was unrecognizable.  Where there had been a booming city there was now mud, filth and destruction.  Wrecked streetcars, pianos, autos, lumber, trash, pavement chunks and dead horses had been tossed haphazardly.  Homes were in splinters.  Scattered everywhere were timber, stray poles and tangled wires.
	“Damages [included] $100 million in land and buildings; 1,000 homes were destroyed.  More than 300 lives were lost.  Residents worked 12-hour days in the massive cleanup. . . More than $2 million came in from across the country. . . Army sanitary officers helped restore sewage, water and gas service.  The government provided dry bread and bologna; men who had been millionaires stood in food lines with the common folk.”
	Our Lorenz family were lucky; their house on Miami Chapel road was not seriously damaged despite its location west and north of a bend in the Miami River, but Rose always remembered that the river came up to the back doorstep during the height of the flood.  The backyard was filled with mud when the river receded.  The journal of resident Miss Marot, of Marot School, told the tale, “At present the city’s problem is its mud.  We are buried in tons of sticky mud. . . The backyards are full of mud--the front yards, steps, sidewalks, streets, basements.  Men wade above their knees in mud.”
 	Unfortunately, Frank and Rosa’s young son Joe was away from home when the floodwaters came; the family worried when the neighborhood waters receded and Joe still did not come home.  Every day, Rose walked with her father Frank to the other side of Dayton to fearfully search amongst the dead to find their Joe.  After several days, they were ecstatic to meet him walking home.  He had been trapped downtown and took refuge in the Union Train Station.  History books say that 300 passengers were stranded there; they shared a single box of chocolate creams.  But Joe (age fifteen at the time) said that he and several other men also shared drinks from a bottle of whiskey!  Afterwards, he crossed the Miami River into Dayton View (a suburb northwest of town), which was on higher ground.  He could not come home until the river went down.
	In July 1913, Anthony mailed a card home to his brother Joe at 1344 Miami Chapel Road; the family moved the following year.  Frank’s health had continued to decline and he could no longer do the strenuous work required of a fender molder, so they sold their house and bought a rural farm north of Dayton.  Their daughter Rose stayed in Dayton; the 1914 city directory shows Rose Lorenz boarding at 1362 West Miami Chapel Road.  She was working in town (probably as a maid at the Algonquin Hotel) and did not want to leave her job.  Anthony was still away serving with the Army, so Frank and Rosa moved to the farm with Joe, Luella and Josephine.
	On 30 March 1914, Rosa and Frank Lorenz purchased road rights on land formerly owned by David and Rebecca Mast, which gave them access to their farmhouse near Little York, about ten miles north of Dayton along the Stillwater River, south of the old National Road. This farmhouse was actually a log cabin, one of five original cabins built by Captain David Mast and the husbands of his four sisters (Daniel and Hannah Hoover; David and Mary Hoover; Leonard and Elizabeth Eller; and John and Susanna Fouts).  
	“About March the first [1802] when the Land Office opened in Cincinnati, they made their land entries; four days later they started north.  After fording the river at Dayton, they proceeded north to Stillwater Woods.  They had to cut a wagon road all the way through the forests from Dayton to their prospective homesites.  It took them 16 days to do it.  They arrived at the Stillwater location on 20 March 1802.  The Captain’s cabin was the first one notched and raised.  These lands had been located and blazed by Daniel Hoover and Martin Davenport before the turn of the century.”
	Considering that the first group of European settlers in the Dayton area came from Cincinnati in 1796, this cabin is a link with some of the area’s earliest history.  The Mast family had left North Carolina because of their aversion to slavery; experienced cotton, tobacco and rice farmers now turned to crops of grain.  The original cabin was a one room structure with a door and a window.  By the time the Lorenzes lived there, several lean-to structures had been added on at the back; the water pump (their only source of water) was probably outdoors (a roof was added later).  The property had a creek, which still produces the watercress which was enjoyed by the Lorenz family.
	Photographs from the Lorenz era show cleared fields, and Luella’s memoirs tell us that they raised corn; the fertile soil was a rich black loam with yellow and blue-clay subsoil.  Perhaps crops from this area resembled those of the farm where Frank had worked in Bohemia.  They had a cow and a horse used to pull the plow (the horse was also used for their wagon and surrey), as well as a flock of chickens, some cats and their dog Carlo (a collie mix).  In later years, Josephine remembered preserving beans by stringing them with a needle and thread and hanging them from a string in the rafters to dry them.  Perhaps they did this at the cabin.  The main local crops were corn and wheat.  By 1900, steam-powered self-propelled threshing machines were in general use for wheat crops.
	Beside the Stillwater  describes similar farms in Butler Township, “Around 1900, small farmers and their families turned to poultry production and the sale of eggs, chickens, turkeys, ducks and geese made a good cash income.  Experiment Stations and Ohio State University held meetings for the farmers and their wives and mailed out bulletins containing information on egg and poultry production, dairying, crop-rotation, [etc.].  Farmer’s Institutes were held annually in the high school buildings where speakers from the State University discussed many new projects of farming.   Quaker Grange met regularly for many years in the high school building.”
	The cabin today is surrounded by new growth woods, with dense saplings and underbrush.  Their postal address was RFD (Rural Free Delivery) #13; later it became Kershner Road.  The farm was located two miles from the nearest trolley line that led to Dayton.  When Rose wanted to visit her family, she would send a postcard the day before, “come down in the buggy to meet me,” so that someone would meet her at the end of the trolley line with a horse and wagon to take her the rest of the way to the farm.
	A roots quest in 1989 ‘rediscovered’ the cabin for our modern generations.  Judy Lightner Baker remembered visiting the creek once with her mother Josephine, in order to collect watercress for their sandwiches. With her memories, she and Kathy Bertsch Compagno were able to locate the cabin; it now sits on the northern part of the property which belongs to the modern house at 2151 Kershner Road.  The current owners are Alene and Lester McIntosh, who have their roots in Appalachian Kentucky.  Their knowledge of old crafts and skills and Lester’s collection of old hand tools (such as a spoke shave, plane, broad axe and bent draw knife) have done much to begin restoration of the cabin, trying to restore traces of the original 1800’s appearance.  It looks very different today, with a front porch at the front and a room added at the back.  Floors, ceilings, walls and foundation beams are slowly being restored; the roof has been repaired.  During renovation, Lester discovered a date 9 Mar 1844 carved inside a closet.
	They have also planted a garden using old seedstocks that predate the modern hybrids.  Old Hickory corn still grows there, and the University of Kentucky Agriculture Center has come to Lester for such old seeds.
	When the Lorenzes lived there, the cabin had clapboard siding.  The uneven front windows seen in our old photos match the uneven windows found in the cabin still today.  Wall markings show where the original stairs to the loft were located.  The family slept in the loft above the main room; Anthony said in later years that he would sometimes wake up with snow on his coverlet, because the roof was not chinked tightly.  
	In April of 1915, Anthony Lorenz finished his three year enlistment in the U.S. Army and returned home to help Frank with farm work.  It appears that Joe now moved back into Dayton, for he would send postcards to Anthony Lorenz at R.R. or R.F.D. #13.  On cards dated May and July of 1915, Joe wrote,  “I’m coming on the 8 pm car; bring a surrey to meet me.”  This is probably when Joe went to work at Kuhn Brothers Foundry.  Rose was now engaged to William Bertsch and still living in downtown Dayton.  Luella and Josephine were living on the farm with their parents and brother Joe; Luella attended school at Polk Grove.
	In 1915, our Lorenzes posed for the only complete family portrait that we have.  The cabin and one window can be seen in the background; plants border the cabin and it appears that a fruit tree is in bloom in the yard.  Rose stands in the back between her father and her mother; she has curly hair and wears a loose dark dress.  Frank looks thin, but smiles for the camera.  His hair is still dark, and he wears a vest with a watch chain over his white shirt with no collar.  Rosa holds the child Josephine; Rosa does not smile and appears to frown from the sunshine.  Once again, her hair is pulled tightly back.  She wears a long sleeved blouse tucked into a skirt.  Josephine has a large straw sunhat.  The front row shows Anthony, Luella and Joe sitting down; Joe has his arm around the dog Carlo.  Anthony wears overalls over a light-colored shirt.  Luella wears a long-sleeved blouse with a skirt similar to her mother’s, while Joe wears a striped shirt and dark pants.
	The heavy work on the farm quickly grew too difficult for Frank with his injury; Rosa and Anthony gradually assumed responsibility for most of the work.  Luella and Josephine were still in school, but they helped with the chores.  Luella wrote that her “older siblings were working in the city of Dayton. . . Dad was not well and Mother spent most of her day in the fields.  My job was to put the reins around my neck and guide the horse and single plow through the rows of corn.”
	And then came World War One.
	Europe had been at war since July of 1914, when Austria-Hungary and Serbia began the conflict that soon engulfed much of the world.  The Allies (Serbia, Britain, China, France, Italy, Japan, Russia and sixteen other countries) were combined against the Central Powers (Austria-Hungary, Bulgaria, Germany and the Ottoman Empire).  Initially, the United States under Wilson attempted to remain neutral; most Americans opposed involvement in a European war. American sentiments gradually changed.  The sinking of the British passenger ship Lusitania  by Germany on 7 May 1915 was a major turning point.  128 Americans were among 1,198 civilians killed when the ship went down.  In 1917, Germany resumed unrestricted submarine warfare in an attempt to starve Britain into submission; German U-boats soon sank several American cargo ships.
	On 6 April 1917, Congress had declared war against Germany at President Wilson’s request (“the world must be made safe for democracy”, he said).  On 5 June 1917, all men between the ages of 21 and 31 were required to register for the draft.  By 12 September 1918, younger and older men (ages 18 to 21 and 31 to 45) were required to register also.  “Training camps in America bulged with restless soldiers.”
	Amongst these restless soldiers were both Anthony and Joe Lorenz.  Anthony had promptly volunteered for duty; he re-enlisted and by August of 1917 he was sending postcards home from Fort Thomas, Kentucky.  By September of 1917, Anthony was promoted to Corporal, and in December of 1917 he was stationed at Newport News, Virgina, where he helped train new recruits.  Pauline remembered hearing that he was stationed at Pig’s Island, and later postcards show him at Portsmouth, Virginia; Greenville, South Carolina; and Camp Jackson, South Carolina.
	Joe was away from home in Wisconsin when war was declared; he was ‘riding the rails’ and the railroad police arrested him.  So Joe registered for the draft on 5 June 1917 in Oshkosh, Wisconsin; as a member of the Wisconsin National Guard, his unit was activated into service.  He served as a Private with Company C, 150th Machine Gun Battalion, 42nd Rainbow Division; after training at Wisconsin and Texas, Joe was sent overseas.
	And Rose’s husband William Bertsch was also sent to fight in France; he served overseas with the 4th Infantry of the Third Division.
	So these were troubled times for the family; postcards and letters helped to alleviate the worry and anxiety, but only temporarily, for what might have happened after Anthony or Joe or William mailed their replies?  Without Anthony’s help, Frank could not manage the farm chores; Rosa tried to manage, but these were difficult times financially.  In September of 1917, Rose wrote to her brother, Private Anthony Lorenz, at Fort Thomas, Kentucky, to acknowledge his gift to her newborn baby Pauline.  She said “Don’t send the baby anything; send it home, the folks need it worse.”  Anthony and Joe sent home portions of their military pay; by September of 1918, Luella postponed her junior year of high school and worked for a year to help support her parents.
	For the Love of Dayton  describes the home front in 1918, 
	“The war grinds on, and so does the relief work.  Back home, far from the horror of the trenches, there were garments to knit and nursing classes to teach.  There were planes, tank parts and ammo to be produced in local factories.”
	And then came the letter they had dreaded; dated August of 1918, it was mailed from their son Joe at Base Hospital Number Three in France,
	“Dear Mother:  Well, I had bad luck.  About a week ago, I got hit in the leg and had to have it taken off.  I also was shot in my side, but I am getting along fine now.  By the time you get this, I will be able to get up and hop around a little.  I hope you folks don’t take this accident very seriously, as I will be all right in a short time.  With love and kisses,   Joe  
JOSEPH LORENZ; Co. C, APO 715”
	We have one letter from this time, written to Joe in Rose’s handwriting; dated 21 October 1918, it conveys the family’s distress,
	“Dear Bud:-   Your letter rec’d and sure was glad to hear from you again as it was six weeks last Saturday since we heard from you.  We’ve sent you numerous letters since we’ve heard of your accident.  So you’ve taken a back set, oh!  Joe do be careful, don’t try to get up too soon, do hope that you are getting well fast as we know you must be suffering. . . I am sending you some magazines, more will follow.  	With Love & Kisses,     The Family”
	And then came Armistice Day; on 11 November 1918, the eleventh hour of the eleventh day of the eleventh month, the war stopped.  We can imagine the sigh of relief from those at home; perhaps Anthony and Joe and William would soon be home.  But it was not to be for Joe; he survived the battlefield and the amputation of his leg, only to succumb to ‘Disease’.  Most probably he was a victim of the Spanish Flu epidemic.  
	Joseph Francis ‘Joe’ Lorenz died in Base Hospital Number 3 on 21 November 1918, ten days after the Armistice.  The family was officially notified by the War Department; Rosa also received a condolence letter from the home communication bureau of the American Red Cross which was published in Dayton Daily News  with a photo of young Joseph.  Our Joe was one of more than fifty young soldiers from Montgomery County who did not come home from the war.
	Now Rosa was called a Gold Star Mother.  Frank shared her grief, and both were honored at local patriotic gatherings.  We have photos of both of them dressed in formal black clothing, wearing armbands in Joseph’s memory.  They were given a Gold Star to place on the flag hanging in their window.  
	On 17 October 1917, young Joseph had applied for insurance with the U.S. Treasury Department’s Bureau of War Risk Insurance in the amount of $10,000, payable in case of death or total permanent disability in monthly installments of $57.50 (information from Certificate No. 10519).  On 7 March 1919, Mrs. Rose Lorenz at Dayton, RFD #13 was notified by H. C. Houlihan (Chief of Compensation and Claims Division) that she was named as the beneficiary; she was asked to return a notarized affidavit form to claim her payments.
	On 26 September 1919, the Bureau of War Risk Insurance authorized a compensation award for Rosa “as the dependent mother of Joseph Lorenz, Private, 1/c, Co. G., 150th Machine Gun Battalion who died Nov. 21, 1918, as a result of disease received in the line of duty in the military service of the United States. . . in the amount of fiteen dollars per month, from the 22nd day of November, 1918.”  
	A letter dated 27 December 1918 from Walter Glass, the Secretary of the Treasury, explained the difference between Insurance and Compensation,
	“Insurance is payable regardless of any dependency.  A beneficiary designated in an application for Government insurance within the permitted class of spouse, child, grandchild, parent, brother, or sister is entitled to receive the insurance in monthly installments without proving any dependency upon the insured.
	“Compensation is separate and apart from insurance and takes the place of the pensions provided under the old pension system only to a wife, child, dependent mother or dependent father. . .  Compensation may be payable in addition to insurance. . .  No dependency need by shown by any beneficiary in order to receive the Government insurance, but a mother or father must prove actual dependency upon their deceased son for the necessaries of life in order to receive the actual payment of compensation.”
	On 23 October 1919, the Treasury Department’s Office of the Auditor for the War Department sent a NOTICE OF SETTLEMENT saying that Frank and Rosa’s “claim for pay as parents of Joseph Lorenz, late Private 1 Class, Co. C, 150 M. G. Bn, has been allowed and there has been found due from the United States Seventy-eight and 48/100 dollars.”  This was the balance due for his monthly pay of $36.60, minus the previously received Class E allotment of $20 per month.  Frank and Rosa were paid $39.24 each for the balance due.
	Frank and Rosa had to make a painful decision concerning their son’s final resting place.  At first they requested that he be returned for burial nearby in Ohio, but changed their minds and ultimately felt he should rest with his comrades in France.  A letter dated 14 September 1920 from the Cemeterial Division of the War Department’s Office of the Quartermaster General acknowledges their changed instructions, “Your wishes to this effect have been noted.  Upon the transfer of the remains of your son from the American Cemetery, Menesterol-Montignac, Department of the Dordogne to a permanent American Field of Honor, the legal next of kin will be duly advised of the new grave location.”  On 6 June 1922, Mr. Frank Lorenz received a letter from the Graves Registration Service; Joseph was laid to rest at “The American Cemetery of the Suresnes, Department of Seine, France”.
	The census of 1920 shows Frank and Rosa Lorenz (their ages were wrongly listed as 60 and 55), with Luella and Josephine (ages 18 and 8), living at the farm on Frederick Pike in Butler Township Precinct, Montgomery County, Enumeration District 78.  They owned the farm ‘free of mortgage’ and Frank worked as a Farmer, General.  Both Frank and Rosa were born in Germany of German-born parents, but the same information was recorded incorrectly for Luella.  Josephine was correctly listed as born in Ohio.  
	The error probably arose with some confusion over the question, ‘When did you come to America?’  The answer was recorded as 1902, one year after they moved to Dayton from Cincinnati in 1901.  Presumably the enumerator asked ‘when did you move here?’,  and Frank or Rosa understood ‘here’ as Dayton, not as America.  Since Luella was born in 1901, the enumerator placed her as also born in Germany.  The date of Frank’s naturalization is also wrongly given as 1914.  We have seen above that Frank actually received his citizenship in 1896.
	In 1920, Anthony was living in Dayton City at 40 Fern Avenue, with his sister Rose and her husband William Bertsch.  Anthony said his father was born in Boheman, his mother was from Neuhammer, and he was born in Ohio.  Anthony was working as an inspector at the cash register factory (NCR) for wages.  Rose gave the same answers for her birth and parentage; she was occupied at home with her two year old daughter Rose P. Bertsch.
	As Frank’s health continued to decline, Rosa could no longer manage the farmwork.  Frank and Rosa moved into town before July of 1920; they bought a house at 121 East Fairview Avenue near Newport Avenue and North Main Street.  It is unusual compared to all the other houses on that street, in that it is set way back from the sidewalk.  Their grandson Ralph Lorenz wrote a school essay circa 1940, in which he explained that “this house still stands and is located to the rear of the lot. . .  They built the garage before the house.  Then when they [ran out of money and] could get no more lumber, they partitioned off the garage and lived in it.”
	Eighty years later, their grandson Joseph Bertsch described the house as “very small inside.  The first floor had a kitchen, living room and dining room; upstairs were bedrooms.  A flush toilet was in the basement, but there was no tub or shower.  They placed a tub on the kitchen floor as needed and boiled water for their bathing.”  Frank managed to find employment in town; the 1923 Dayton City Directory lists his occupation as ‘locksmith’.
	We have a photo dated 1921 which shows a very thin Frank standing with Rosa, his nephew Anton Lorenz and their dog Carlo in front of a two-story wooden house with a wide front porch with a swing (the house lacks the gable window which was later added to the second story).  Anton had recently emigrated to America with Frank’s sponsorship; he lived with Frank and Rosa for two years before he joined the U.S. Navy.  All are smiling for the camera and hollyhocks are blooming in the yard.  Lace-trimmed white curtains hang in the open sash windows and the front door also has a screen door.  Frank wears overalls over a white knit shirt; his hair is still very dark but the receding hairline now forms a widow’s peak.  Rosa is much shorter than Frank; her head barely reaches his shoulder.  Her hair is pulled tightly back in a bun and she wears a long skirt over a white blouse.  Frank’s nephew Anton Lorenz is hidden behind the hollyhocks, but we can see a light colored shirt and dark pants.  Josephine is not in the picture, although she was still living at home with her parents.  Rose had moved to San Antonio, Texas, where her husband William was serving in the U. S. Army, and Luella was attending Ohio State University in Columbus, Ohio.  Later in 1921, Luella transferred to attend Bellevue School of Nursing in New York City.
	These were difficult times for Frank and Rosa.  Frank was terminally ill with esophageal cancer (the family felt this was caused or aggravated by his rupture injury, which had caused him many problems through the years).  Rosa was often exhausted from caring for Frank and managing her housework.  We have three letters dated 1922, written by Rosa to Luella in New York.  The originals are written in German script on ruled notepaper and are a mixture of both German and English words (the English words are often confusingly written out in German phonetics).  These letters were translated by Hugh Bertsch in 1986; they tell us that Frank was extremely ill for several months before he passed away.
“Dayton, 21 August 1922
	“Liebe L¸ella, Dear Luella,  I am sorry that I have not written for so long, but last week I was too busy.  Monday we were at the doctor’s, we were not home long when Uncle Wenzl [Frank’s brother who lived in Cincinnati] came and remained until Tuesday. . .  Wednesday again at the doctor, Thursday I washed, I was half done Mrs. Henly came [a visiting nurse], then I had to cook at midday.  it was 3 o’clock before I was finished.  Friday ironed, Saturday again the doctor and up to that I had to give the house only a little dusting, since I was so tired. . . Since Saturday Papa does nothing but vomit blood, yesterday a piece came out as large as a tablespoon. . .      Now I close with many greetings and kisses to you. . . Mother

“Dayton, 27 August 1922
	“Dear Luella,  I have received your letter and card. . . Papa is still always the same, last week the doctor came to him and gave only one treatment. . . You write only when you can, you see more new things than we do, for us everything is as usual.             Now I close with many greetings and kisses to you from your Mother.

“Dayton 7 September 1922
	“Dear Luella,  I received your letter and dishes, they are very pretty and I thank you many times for them, it was your birthday Tuesday and I could not give you anything, you know what I have.  We were again early today at the doctor, we have for only June and August already paid out $85, and that is still not all.  I spoke to the nurse today, she said they cannot help him, they can do nothing further for him than give him relief, today he feels badly again.
“Now I close with many greetings and kisses to you from your Mother.”
	Frank lingered for four more months; he spent his final days as a patient at St. Elizabeth’s Hospital in downtown Dayton.  Dayton, the Gem City, tells us that “St. Elizabeth’s was the first Catholic hospital in Dayton; Sisters Amelia and Columba of the Order of the Poor of St. Francis literally begged for a hospital in 1878.  The hospital started with six iron beds in a house which had formerly been a saloon; by 1882, it moved to a site just across the river on the west side of Hopeland Street.  The new building had 200 beds and an addition completed in 1903 more than doubled its capacity.” In 1996, St. Elizabeth’s Hospital became the Franciscan Medical Center.  Ironically, as this family story was being written in July 2000, Franciscan Medical Center announced that it would close its doors within two months, ending 122 years of service to the people of Dayton.
	Frank Joseph Lorenz passed away on 13 January 1923 at 1:50 pm in Ward 7 at St. Elizabeth’s Hospital.  His death certificate states that the cause of death at “age 62 years, 1 month and 23 days”, was Carcinoma of the Stomach; he had neither an operation nor a test to confirm the diagnosis.  He also had no autopsy.  The informant was his son A. Lorenz, but the names of Frank’s parents are “Unknown”.  The newspaper obituary included a photo taken before he had lost so much weight from his illness; his face resembled that of his mature son Anthony.  Frank’s suitcoat had a round lapel pin; his vest was buttoned over a dark tie with a stickpin.  His white shirt had a wide celluloid collar.  The obituary stated,
 
“Extended Illness Ended by Death;  FRANK LORENZ;
	Following an extended illness, Frank Lorenz, 58, died Sunday morning at St. Elizabeth hospital.  .  . Funeral services will be conducted Wednesday at 8 am from Corpus Christi Church.  Burial will be made in Calvary Cemetery.  He was born in Bohemia in 1874 [sic; should be 1864].  At the age of 26 he came to America and made his residence in Cincinnati for several years, later coming to Dayton.  He had been a resident of Dayton for 22 years.  His widow, Rose; three daughters, Mrs. Rose Bertsch of Fort Houston, Texas; Josephine and Luella Lorenz, and one son, Anthony, survive.”
	He was buried at Calvary Cemetery with a marker that simply said,

FATHER
  Frank lorenz 1864 + 1923

	The widowed Rosa continued to live at 121 East Fairview.  She still received payments from the government as the dependent of her deceased son Joseph, and her other children helped her financially as well.  In 1924, the Montgomery County Chapter of the American Red Cross forwarded a letter to Rosa from the Veterans Bureau, and the Red Cross offered to make inquiry on Rosa’s behalf concerning any future delay in receipt of her accrued compensation, suggesting that the Red Cross continued to help the families of the veterans.  We have a binder full of official letters that Rosa received from the Veterans Bureau, and then from the Veterans Administration at Washington DC; in 1942, the records were moved to the field office in Dayton, Ohio, and then in 1946 to the Veterans Administration Branch Office in Columbus, Ohio.  Rosa kept track of each subsequent address to be used for her queries, and saved the replies which at times amended the monthly amount she received.  On 23 March 1923,
	“Dear Madam:-
	“Information has reached the Bureau to the effect that your husband died.  In order that your award of death compensation may be increased, please forward a certified copy of his death certificate. . . kindly mention file number C-137 042.”
	In 1938, when the monthly payments from Joseph’s insurance policy ended (after twenty years), Rosa’s compensation payment was adjusted upwards to ensure that she continued to receive a total of $45 monthly.
	In 1925, Rosa’s daughter Rose Bertsch moved back to Dayton with her family; at last Rosa could enjoy having her three grandchildren, Pauline, Hugh and Joe, living nearby.  In 1926, her son Anthony Lorenz moved to north Dayton when he married Eva Marie Hafner; Josephine was still living at home with Rosa.  In 1929, Rosa welcomed another grandson; Anthony and Eva had their son Ralph.
	On 4 April 1930, the census found Rose Lorenz ‘age 60 of Czechoslovakia’ living with her daughter Josephine A., age 18 of Ohio, at 121 East Fairview in Dayton’s Ward 4; neither has a listed occupation.  Rosa’s income was still from her son Joseph’s pension as his next of kin (often supplemented with money sent to her by her children), and Josephine was a senior in high school.  Rosa owned her home, valued at $2,000.  That appears to be a rather low valuation compared with the homes of her neighbors, which ranged from $5,000 to $10,000.  Rosa was a naturalized citizen, having come to America in 1891.  The home had no radio set.
	Rosa was active in local events with other Gold Star Mothers.  They were honored on patriotic occasions, and the American Legion gave them a special tribute at their annual Mother’s Day Luncheon.  We have an undated Dayton newspaper clipping (circa 1930) which shows Rosa with three other women,  
	“GOLD STAR MOTHERS to Take Active Part in Poppy Sale for Benefit of Veterans of World War.  Above are shown Gold Star mothers who will aid in the Poppy Day sale of the American Legion auxiliary, unit No. 5. . . Dayton women are as ready to serve in patriotic work now as they were during the time of the World War. . . Proceeds of the sale of the poppies, which are handmade by disabled veterans, will be used for welfare work among these veterans, their families and the families of the dead.”
	During the 1920’s, the national Gold Star Mothers’ Association lobbied for a federally sponsored pilgrimage to the cemeteries of Europe for mothers with sons buried overseas.  On 2 March 1929, the U.S. Congress passed legislation authorizing funding for Gold Star Mothers and widows “to make a special pilgrimage to France . . . to visit the graves of husbands and sons killed in the World War. . . The trip will be free, the party being guests of the government.” 
	Rosa’s official invitation was carefully saved amongst her treasures,
The Government of the United States
extends an invitation to
Mrs. Rosa Lorenz
to make a pilgrimage to the Cemetery in Europe 
where the remains of her Son are now interred
Leaving New York on the Steamship America on May 7, 1930.
	A Dayton Journal news story dated 12 January 1930 further described the arrangements,
“Dayton Gold Star Mothers To Visit Graves of Heroes in France; Others Plan to Go Next Year; Two Weeks to be Allowed in Europe, 
With Everything Furnished; Touching Scenes are Enacted.
	Announced yesterday by Congressman Roy G. Fitzgerald, those who are going this year [include] Mrs. Rosa Lorenz, 121 East Fairview. . . The pilgrimage will be made shortly after May 1. . . the total number of widows and gold star mothers going this year from all over the nation wil be 5,323.  The total number entitled to make the trip during the time allotted, May 1, 1930 to October 31, 1933, is 11,440. . . All expenses will be paid by the government.  Each one going will be provided with every possible comfort from their homes to France and return.  It is estimated that the cost will average $840 per person. . . All mothers of American service men now buried in European cemeteries and widows of service men who have not remarried are entitled to make the trip.  This is being done by the government as a token of recognition to those who gave their all and have not yet visited the graves of their loved ones.
	“Memories of more than 11 years ago were recalled. . . One mother said, ‘There is my boy in his uniform.  He was so proud of it, and I too.  That picture was taken just before he left.  I never saw him again.  Here is a picture of  his grave.  God bless him, I’ll soon see where he is resting.  I was afraid that I would pass on and never see his grave’. . . Necessary papers have been sent. . . includes special passports, accommodations, re-entry papers, etc.  Each one making the trip will be allowed two weeks in France.
	“Joseph Lorenz, member of the 150th Infantry, machine gun battalion, was wounded in September, 1918.  He died on November 22.  His grave will be visited by his mother.”
	Rosa must have been eager to go; she filed her papers promptly and was issued Special Pilgrimage Passport No. 4 (!), valid only for that trip.  At that time, she was 4 feet 10 inches tall, with blonde hair and blue eyes.  Her birthplace was listed as NeuHammer, Germany.  Joseph was buried at Suresnes American Cemetery, located in a suburb only five miles from the center of Paris and easily accessible by train from the Gare St. Lazare.  Her passport had a VISA SPECIAL, SANS FRAIS - COURTOISIE, given by the AMBASSADE DE FRANCE, WASHINGTON.
	A news article the following May continues the story, 
	“Mrs. Rosa Lorenz, . . .will entrain at Union Station Monday noon. . . Mrs. Lorenz will not immediately return to Dayton from New York City after her arrival from overseas a month hence. . . Mrs. Lorenz has a daughter in New York City and she will stay with her several weeks.  Josephine, who lives with her mother, will graduate in June from Julienne high school, and will join her mother in New York.”
	On Monday, 5 May 1930, “Two mothers left Dayton [by train]. . . to visit the graves of their sons who marched away 12 years ago and never came back.  Mrs. Rosa Lorenz and Mrs. Julia Lehwald, with gold star badges pinned on their breasts identifying them, said goodbye to relatives on the platform and were whisked away on the long pilgrimage.  By the irony of fate, both the mothers are of German extraction.  Their sons, killed in battle with the Germans in the fierce fighting of 1918, were buried in different cemeteries.”
	The accompanying photo shows both mothers wearing a medal with a red, white and blue ribbon, which was their name badge for the trip; they were told to ‘Wear this Badge in a Conspicuous Place AT ALL TIMES While On The Pilgrimage.”  The top bar was engraved MRS. ROSA LORENZ, OHIO.  The medal has a five-pointed star framed by the words PILGRIMAGE OF MOTHERS AND WIDOWS, flanked by two American flags under the image of the Great Seal of the United States of America.  Rosa was also given a medallion to be worn with a neck ribbon during the journey; this medal pictured a ship crossing the ocean between the Statue of Liberty and the Eiffel Tower, with a gold star shining in the sky.  Dated 1930, the obverse is engraved with the words:
GOLD STAR PILGRIMAGE TO THE BATTLEFIELDS OF THE WORLD WAR.
	Rosa was also given an IDENTITY CARD, written in both English and French,
Headquarters in Europe
AMERICAN PILGRIMAGE GOLD STAR MOTHERS AND WIDOWS
	“The bearer of this card, Mrs. ROSA LORENZ, is in France to visit the grave of her SON who lost his life in the World War.  She is a member of the official Pilgrimage organized by the United States Government, called “GOLD STAR MOTHERS PILGRIMAGE”.  Her address in Paris is HOTEL D’IENA, AVENUE D’IENA.  You are requested to give her aid or assistance if needed.  In case of accident to the bearer of this card, please telephone to the number indicated above or conduct the bearer to the Commissariat de Police du Grand Palais.   
RICHARD T ELLIS, Colonel United States Army, Officer in charge.”
	On Tuesday, 6 May, Rosa and her colleagues had quite a welcome, 
	“New York City welcomed the 350 Gold Star Mothers from the Midwest who will leave on the liner America to visit the graves of their sons in France. . . 
Drawn up across City Hall Plaza stood companies of soldiers of the regular army, marines, sailors and National Guardsmen and details of Salvation Army lassies, Red Cross nurses, and many war veterans’ and civic organizations.
	“Seven motor buses swung into the plaza bearing the guests.  The mothers marched up the City Hall steps and into the Aldermanic Chamber. . .  A color guard stood at attention, Federal, State and city officials bowed their heads in tribute, and the mothers took their places, each holding a small American flag.
	“Acting Mayor McKee then extended the official welcome of the city, “If America was great in the World War, it was great because of your boys.  They fought and died heroic deaths, and in dying gave tangible manifestation of the idealism of a great nation. . . as long as a cross guards an American soldier’s grave in Flanders or in France, there shall be a reminder of the heroism, unselfishness and high idealism of the American people.  You go now to take your sad station beside one of those white crosses. . . [with] the prayers of a grateful nation.”
	On Wednesday, 7 May 1930, New York’s Evening Journal published a picture of Rosa’s ship leaving New York harbor, which had sailed ‘promptly’ at 11am from Hoboken, New Jersey (Rosa spent the previous night at the Pennsylvania Hotel in New York City, and was taken to the ship by bus at 8 am; ‘we hope you will be ready’), with parting music played by bands of the Sixteenth Infantry and of the Hoboken Police Department.  The United States Line’s S.S. America  had four masts and two funnels; it had been built as the S.S. Amerika in 1912 at Belfast, Ireland, for the German Hamburg America Line.  She had several different configurations due to various refittings after fire, collision and even sinking once while loading coal at a pier in Hoboken, New Jersey.  Amerika was seized by U. S. authorities in 1917 at Boston, renamed America, and used as an army troop transport.  It is possible that some of the sons and husbands of these Gold Star mothers and wives had sailed to Europe on the same ship.  It is known that some units of the Rainbow Division’s 83rd Brigade, the 165th Infantry of New York, had sailed on this ship in October or November 1917.  Joe’s unit, the 150th Machine Gun Battalion, served with the 165th, so it is possible that Rosa’s son had sailed on the same ship to France that was taking her to visit his grave over twelve years later.   The ship’s most recent reconditioning was in 1926, when she was rebuilt with passenger accommodation for 835 in cabin class and 516 in tourist and third class.  Ironically, during World War II, she once again served as a troop transport between New York and Europe, with accommodation for 5,000 troops.
SALUTE GOLD STAR MOTHERS SAILING TO VISIT SONS’ GRAVES 
	“HARBOR CRAFT GIVE SALUTE AND BON VOYAGE. . . The S. S. America, hero ship of the U. S. merchant marine, as it steamed out of the harbor today bearing its load of 350 Gold Star mothers on their way ‘over there’ to visit their sons’ graves, was greeted by whistles and sirens.  At left, we see a city fireship spraying a water barrage in token of the heroic women.”
Tears Shed As Mothers Sail On Pilgrimage
	“America started her second A.E.F. [American Expeditionary Force] to France today, on the 13th anniversary of the day on which she sent her first soldiers to the trenches over there. . .  Thirteen years ago today the camouflaged steamship Orunda slipped out of New York bearing the first Americans to France, a base hospital unit that had been recruited in Cincinnati, Ohio.  Today more than a fourth of this first group of 6,000 mothers, who will be traveling to France throughout the summer, came from Ohio.”
	While enroute, there was a formal ceremony to honor the ‘Sea Dead’.  Rosa and other mothers posed for photographs for the newspapers back home.  We see smiling faces on women relaxing in deck chairs; the warm coats and blankets suggest it was a chilly crossing.  “The salt air and the easy rolling of the U.S.S. America seemed to agree with Gold Star mothers on voyage to France.  They smile while lounging on deck. . .  Shuffleboard was one of the games. . .  Champion of all was Mrs. Florence Nooten of Cleveland. . .  The United States government pressed every advantage to make the Gold Star Mothers’ pilgrimage to France as pleasant as possible.  Everywhere a mother went, an America steward was at hand.”
	On 7 May 1930, Rosa received a ‘Ship to Shore, Shore to Ship, Ship to Ship’ Radiogram ‘Via RCA’, Radiomarine Corporation of America, 
	“OUR THOUGHTS ARE ALL OF YOU ON MOTHERS DAY;  THE CHILDREN”
	The ship America docked at Cherbourg, France, on Friday, 16 May 1930; a welcoming committee stood at the pier waving flags of the allies, while tenders ferried ashore the first contingent of mothers and widows (“Smiles, all smiles!).  French gold star mothers and widows welcomed their American counterparts.  The pilgrims then boarded the boat train to Paris (“On to Paris!  While French war mothers cheered and navy men stood around”), where Rosa stayed at the HÙtel D’IÈna, located near the Trocadero one block from the Seine.  She wrote a letter home in German script and language, which was translated by her daughter Luella,
	“18 May 1930;   Liebsten Kinder, Dearest children,    Just a few lines to let you know I arrived well.  It was about 10 o’clock Friday evening and by the time we were in our rooms and had a few things unpacked, it was one o’clock before we got to bed.  Yesterday morning we all met in the sitting room where they told us everything we were going to do.  In the afternoon we visited the grave of the Unknown Soldier and from there to the hotel for tea.  There were a few higher ups there and they spoke until we returned to the hotel.  It was already 6 pm.  
	“Now it is between 7 and 8 pm.  This morning we went to church and in the afternoon to the Cemetery Suresnes, where Joe is buried.  It is a beautiful cemetery.  But that was a little too much for one day, for I’ve had a headache since I came home.  I will not write much more as we are sailing again on the 29th and when I come I will be able to tell you all much better. 
“Mit besten gr¸_en und k¸_en, With best wishes and kisses,  from your Mother”
	Rosa was given a TIME TABLE AND ITINERARY, SURESNES CEMETERY PARTY “A” GROUP No.6, from Saturday, May 17, through Wednesday, May 29.  Breakfast, lunch and dinner were specified for each day, often at the hotel, other times at Belle Cycliste Restaurant Suresnes.  Sightseeing trips included Versailles Palace (Rosa noted Schlo_, castle, in the margin), Napoleon’s Tomb (where they saw ‘some of the big guns captured from the enemy during the World War’), Chateau Fontainebleau (with lunch at Hotel Logris), the Louvre, Notre Dame Cathedral and SacrÈ Coeur.  Rosa saved the map and booklet from her Visite de paris en Autocar, le guide officiel des autobus, tramways, bateaux.  Ironically, the guide was written in French, English, and also the German language.  Transportation was provided by ‘autocar’ or ‘autobusses’, and church services of their choice were offered to the mothers on both Sundays.  Rosa probably chose to attend services at Saint-Joseph’s English Catholic Church, where,
	“The Very Reverend Gabriel MacDarby, rector, arranged a special service for 30 mothers who attended the church.  Hymns were sung in English instead of Latin.  American and French flags decorated the altar.  Father MacDarby chose for his text, ‘Weep but a little for the dead, for they are at rest.’ ”
	Their first day began with an introductory conference with the ‘Conducting Officer’; after lunch, the ladies attended a ceremony at the Arc de Triomphe with a tea reception afterwards at Restaurant Laurant.  Sunday afternoon was their first visit to the various cemeteries, where ‘a wreath of fresh flowers [was] given to each Pilgrim immediately upon arrival’.  Over the next two weeks, Rosa returned to ‘the consecrated ground’ at Suresnes Cemetery for seven more visits.
	Friday May 23 must have been an especially emotional day for Rosa; she visited the battlefields at Chateau Thierry and Belleau Woods, where her son Joseph had fought and been dreadfully wounded.  It was a long day, with breakfast at 7 am, departure at 9 am, and dinner at 7 pm upon their return.  Refreshments were offered in the morning and afternoon at Hotel de la Terrasso ‘on the banks of the Marne River’, while they had lunch at Chateau Thierry’s Hotellerie du Bonhomme.  The afternoon included visits to Aisne-Marne Cemetery at Belleau.  Sadly, Rosa penciled a note on her itinerary, ‘ich >>> Tod >>> Sohn’, the death of my son.  One newspaper had a photo of another group visiting Verdun, with the caption, “Some of their sons lost their lives near this famous ‘bayonet trench’ at Verdun, so these American Gold Star mothers are picking flowers from the soil that once was damp with blood of heroes.”  A cluster of faded green clover leaves was found amongst Rosa’s souvenirs from her pilgrimage.
	French and American newspaper articles followed every step of the pilgrimage.  The family saved articles about the journey from Chicago, New York, Dayton and Parisian newspapers.  “MOTHER LOVE: Before visiting graves of sons in France, first contingent of American Gold Star mothers laid wreaths on tomb of France’s unknown soldier at Arc de Triomphe.”  Several tell about Rosa’s visit to the cemetery at Suresnes, and many included her photograph.  She was amongst a group pictured on the front page of the Parisian Excelsior,
“LES MERES ET VEUVES AMERICAINES AU CIMETIERE DE SURESNES”
(AMERICAN MOTHERS AND WIDOWS AT SURESNES CEMETERY)
	Our Rosa shared the front page with General John J. Pershing, who paid his respects at nearby Belleau Wood Cemetery that same day.  Another photo (by Pacific and Atlantic Photo) of our Rosa Lorenz captured the poignancy of this pilgrimage and the attention of many newspapers.  We see Rosa kneeling by her son’s white cross at Suresnes, with her face hidden behind her hands.  Rows of other crosses are seen in the background; her wreath of spring flowers decorates Joe’s grave. New York’s ‘picture newspaper’, Daily News, used Rosa’s photograph on the front page for Wednesday, 28 May 1930; the caption said,
	“Alone among the crosses, her knees bent before the plain white marker that stands above the grave of her hero son, Joeph Lorenz, a private in the 42nd Division, his mother weeps. . . and wonders. . . and prays.  Time is short.  She must go.  But her wreath will guard her son.”
 	Dayton Daily News eloquently described their first view of the cemetery,
	“On and on the crosses stretch. . . all white and clean. . . all of them alike in looks. . .all of them alike in their message. At her journey’s destination, [each mother] comes to her son’s grave in the Suresnes Cemetery just outside of gay Paris where the boys of the A.E.F. were wont to get a few snatches of pleasure ’mid the horrors of war.”
	The European edition of the New York Tribune continued the story,
Sixteen Gold Star Mothers Lay Wreaths 
On Graves Of Sons In Suresnes Cemetery
	“Every one of the 1,534 white marble crosses which stand overlooking Suresnes was scrubbed and polished and glistening white for the first visit of the Gold Star Mothers who have been sent by the government to see their loved one’s graves.  Yesterday was one of the proudest moments in the eight years’ service which James A. Duncan, superintendent of the Suresnes American Military Cemetery, has devoted to the care of the graves.
	“Seventeen wreaths of roses, carnations and asters, tied with bits of red, white and blue ribbon, were spread on the lawn beneath the flag, awaiting the mothers as they came up the steps and through the gate.  Captain W. A. Dalton explained that the wreaths were a gift from the government so that every mother would have the same decorations for her son’s grave.  They chose the ones they wished and with a silent attendant were taken along the rows of white crosses and left alone before the graves of their sons. . .  Their tears were more of consolation than of grief.  One mother said, “It is such a comfort to know that he rests in such a beautiful place.  I’ve seen it many times in moving pictures and have stayed to see the reels twice, but I didn’t realize it was so beautiful with these hawthorn trees, catalpa, judas and laburnum shrubs.  I’m so grateful to these dear men who take such good care of the graves. . .  I am more than consoled to find the cemetery so lovely with its clean, smooth lawns and trees.  I thought they still had wooden crosses.  It is all so much nicer than I expected to find it.”
	“They also placed wreaths on the six graves with crosses whose inscriptions are, “Here rests in honored glory an American soldier unknown but to God.”  The mothers rested a few minutes in the reception room, were told some of the history of the cemetery and signed the guest book before departing.  They will revisit the cemetery today and make daily trips to Suresnes during their stay in France.”
	Liberty Magazine  published a five-page article about the pilgrimage in the 19 July 1930 issue, titled “Mothers Remember; an Account of the Gold Star Pilgrimage to American Cemeteries in France”.  Once again, our Rosa’s photo at Joe’s grave in Suresnes graced the story.  Her daughter Luella was amazed; “Was surprised to see Mom’s picture and alone! kneeling at Joe’s grave, as she was never one to push herself into the limelight.“ The author, Grace Robinson, sailed on the America with Rosa and the first group of pilgrims.
	“A dozen years ago, in a war that was advertised as ‘a war to end war’, 126,000 young Americans gave their lives on foreign battlefields.  They died heroes, like young crusaders.  They left mothers, wives and pink-cheeked sweethearts and hurried across a mine-infested ocean to lie with barren Death.  Thousands of them are in France.  Their names are carved on chill regiments of marble crosses. . .  Only to their mothers are they still alive and young.
	“I went to France with the first contingent of gold star pilgrims.  I helped them up the smooth, green slopes of the cemeteries when rheumatism enfeebled their joints.  I held umbrellas over thinly clad women when it rained.  I saw them kneel at the white marble crosses that are so beautiful and so cold, and splash helpless tears over the wreaths they laid there.  It was the saddest sight I ever saw.  . .  Americans lie there in the faint, uncertain shadows of young trees planted by the American government.  For in this blood-drenched region there are no old trees left.  A million men died fighting . . . fields, trees, houses and hills were churned into diabolical chaos by the shellfire of four dreadful years.
	“[Romagne Cemetery is near Verdun.]  There were pock-marked fields, grass-covered but still unplowed, with spotted cows grazing in what had lately been an inferno of war.  There were great shell craters, to level which will be a tremendous labor of grading and shoveling, before which a plow is helpless.  There were blood-red poppies laughing in shell holes and the remains of trenches zig-zagging over gentle hills. . . Big buses wound through crooked streets of villages, with the small American flag, worn on the leading bus, flapping in the breeze.
	“Arrived at the cemetery, the mothers were sorted into groups, according to the block in which their sons lay.  Nearly all carried. . . some memento from home. . . trying to bridge the distance of miles and years. . . each woman was given flowers for her grave. . . they were a bit nervous, and many were in tears.  They were appalled, too, by the rows and rows of crosses, stretching in straight rows ahead, and in oblique rows, and in rows straight across, like geometrically precise corn. . . Each mother looks for her own grave. . . We find her row.  But the number of the grave? . . . We count as we go along. . . All over the vast cemetery mothers are counting aloud.  Counting marble crosses.  Counting graves.  Counting hero sons, gallant boys who died fighting desperately. . .  God, is there no end?  Mothers’ voices are rising in a dirge as they plod up, up, up the unbelievable rows, each seeking her loved one.  A cry!  A little hysterical sob.  A mother has found her grave.  She has reached the objective of her long, long pilgrimage.  Her journey by land, by water and by land again has brought her at last to her boy.  And all she sees is a cold marble cross graven with his name.”
	We have a professional black and white photograph of Rosa solemnly standing by her son’s grave; her hand rests protectively on his cross.

JOSEPH LORENZ
PVT. 1 CL, 150 M. G. BATT’N, 42 DIV.
WISCONSIN    NOV. 21, 1918

	On Thursday, May 29, Rosa took the ‘boat train’ to Cherbourg, and returned to New York City in Cabin C-11 on the United States liner President Harding.  Her scrapbook preserved a SOUVENIR LOG, Capt. J. L. Beebe, Commander, U.S.N.R.  Distance traveled from Cherbourg Breakwater to Ambrose Channel Lightvessel was 3162 miles, with a passage of 7 Days, 10 Hours, 20 Minutes averaging 17.7 Knots in speed.  Joined by her daughter Josephine, Rosa stayed a few weeks with Luella in New York City before continuing on to Dayton.  Rosa was interviewed “at the Brooklyn home of her married daughter, Mrs. Alfred Oelridge [sic],” by the New York World for publication in The Dayton Daily News,  as the “first of the Dayton contingent to return to these shores”,
Dayton War Mother Finds Joy and Sorrow in France
	“A cheery little lady of just past middle age who came to this country from Austria only to raise a son who was called upon to fight for her fatherland, Mrs. Lorenz said today that her pilgrimage was one of mingled ‘joy and sorrow.’  But in spite of the solemnity of visiting her boy’s grave, she now has the satisfaction of having seen the places where he fought valiantly, died and was buried.  And she is exceedingly grateful to the government for having given her the opportunity and for the care with which the government keeps up our cemeteries in France.
	“Mrs. Lorenz said that the officials of both the United States and French governments had done everything within their power to make the Gold Star Pilgrimage a happy one.  She was particularly impressed with the ovation given the group when it arrived on French soil at Cherbourg after a pleasant ocean crossing of ten days.  Bands, cheers and speeches greeted them as they disem-barked from the tender.  Given official courtesy, they were sped through the usually rigorous French customs inspection and started immediately for Paris, where they spent most of the following two weeks.  
	“In Paris the group was divided into smaller groups, according to the cemeteries which each was to visit.  Mrs. Lorenz and 18 others were guests at Hotel D’Iena.  The group made almost daily visits to Suresnes, where the government furnished wreaths and fresh flowers for each mother and widow to put on the grave of her son or husband as the case might be.  Suresnes, Mrs. Lorenz said, was kept in beautiful condition by a large crew of caretakers.  Countless rows of marble stones, marking the graves beneath, rise from level turf so well kept as to look like green velvet.  A beautiful stone chapel is just being completed.
	“When the groups were not at the cemeteries, they were taken about Paris and the battlefields on sight-seeing tours in huge buses.  Mrs. Lorenz visited Chateau Thierry and Belleau Woods [Rosa told the interviewer that her Joe was wounded in action in Belleau Woods on 2 August 1918], and the trenches and dugouts still intact in these places, made her realize vividly what her son had been through.
	“In Paris she attended ceremonies at the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier and the Cathedral of Sacre Couer.  She also visited Notre Dame, Versailles, the Louvre, and Napoleon’s Tomb.  At many teas and luncheons, the group was fÍted by high French and American officials, including General Pershing.
	“Although in the center of things and styles feminine, Mrs. Lorenz said she spent very little time in actual shopping, although she smilingly admitted accompanying several others on their buying expeditions in the French shops.
	“I am glad to be home again,” she said in conclusion.  “It has been a wonderful trip.  I am feeling fine and I made many friends among the other Gold Star mothers.  I am sorry that I had no opportunity to visit my old home in Austria, but time was too short.  And I want to emphasize my appreciation of the courtesy and hospitality that was shown to all of us everywhere we went.”
	After several weeks visiting Luella in New York City, Rosa and Josephine returned to Dayton.  In 1934, Josephine married Walton Lightner, and Rosa continued to live at 121 East Fairview with Josephine and Walton.  In July of 1945, they moved to nearby 2327 Newport Avenue, where the widowed Walton still lived in 2002. Rosa sold the house on Fairview to the family friends Walter and Geni Huffman, and used the proceeds for the down payment on the Newport property.
	Apparently, Rosa had some difficulty adjusting to the move; Luella wrote, ”Am so glad you are happy in your new home.  But Jo, whatever you do, don’t give all of Mom’s things away.  It is hard to write, for sometimes it is possible to be misunderstood and what is written may be wrongly interpreted.  But believe me when I say that I am with you heart and soul, and I know that you and Walt, Jo, have Mom’s interest at heart.  I have given the entire matter considerable mulling over and wondered if the psychological aspect was considered.  It is easier for you and I to uproot ourselves and move to a new place, but much harder for Mom.  Therefore, in all things done, she should be given first thot, even to fixing hers and the kids room before fixing and painting yours.  The confusion of moving, etc., and leaving her own home has a great tendency to make Mom easily discontented, for here we have a person who through her own labors, thru scrimping and saving, got this home which she called hers.  Then quickly it is gone and she has nil to show for it.  Her hard earned possessions are gone.  Please don’t take me wrong for I’m finding it very hard to write this letter.  I have the utmost faith in both of you but somehow I feel that Mom should be given a greater feeling of security.  Maybe you have given it to her, but have just omitted writing of it in your letters.  If so, just forget I said anything about this.”
	Luella also worried about the security of Rosa’s investment in the house, ”These are some of the questions that have popped into my mind for which I have been unable to find the answers.  1/  What security did you give Mom for her $2,600?  Ans: She should have a receipt drawn up by a lawyer; a first mortgage; a signed statement by you and Walt that should anything happen to you, that in case Mom is no longer wanted in the house, that he pays her the $2,600 plus compound interest; and /or a third interest in the house.  From what I can gather, all Mom has for her house is a promise of a will that wouldn’t be worth the paper it was written on, because it isn’t your house Jo, to will to anyone, as it is jointly owned by both you and Walt. 
	Again, Jo, do not think that I am trying to tell you what to do or butting in into your affairs.  I feel that if Mom had a heart to heart talk, that much would come of it.  It’s hell to be over here and continually getting disquieting news.  But I wanted you to know of some of the things I’m getting from various sources, and I wish you would sit down and write me a nice long letter, telling me you understand Jo, and realizing our closeness in spirit to each other, and also the distance between us in miles, that you will take the letter as you know I would want you to, with understanding and no hard feelings.”
	Jo’s reply must have satisfied Luella, for she never mentioned it again.
	These were quiet years for Rosa; she enjoyed her children and grandchildren (which now included Judith and Luella ‘Bunny’ Lightner, the daughters of Josephine and Walton).  Her grandson Karl Minke remembers that Rosa would sit outside on the lawn to watch her grandchildren playing together on Sunday afternoons.  
	“She wasn’t very active and, as I remember, she spoke with an accent, making her difficult to understand. But she was very loving and kind; I remember always liking her and enjoying her hugs and kisses.  And I was quite sad when she died.”
	Rosa often traveled, spending vacations with Luella in New York (often staying at Luella’s cabin on Lake George in upstate New York) and other vacations fishing at lakes in northern Ohio with Josephine and Walton.  In 1938, she went on a long train trip to visit her nephew Anton Lorenz in San Diego.  Postcards show that Rosa stayed about six weeks, from at least April 18 to June 4.  The trip home took three days, arriving in Dayton on June 7.  Rosa mailed home several postcards, and collected many others along the way (mostly views from New Mexico along the route of the Santa Fe Railroad) for her daughter Josephine’s collection.  Rosa enjoyed seeing the sights; she even went to Mexico and Tijuana one day with Anton.  One postcard with a picture of Santa Catalina Island says that Anton wanted her to go there with Gertie, but the tickets on the boat cost $5 each; the total of $20 for Rosa, Gertie and Anton’s two children was too much money for Rosa’s budget. In another postcard, she complains about the weather.  “It is so cold here; I have my sweater and 2 pairs of Str‰mpfe [socks?] and I am still not warm.  M¸tter”.  Her postcards home are written in the old German script and language, and have not been fully translated.
	In 1939, Rosa was hospitalized briefly, and Luella flew home to see her, sending a postcard to Mrs. Rose Lorenz, Good Samaritan Hospital, Dayton Ohio, after she returned home to Brooklyn.  “TWA Giant Skyliner at Burbank Calif Air Terminal, New York 2,534 miles, is less than 16 hours away by TWA !!”
	“Dearest Mummy;  Had a nice trip back.  Thot of you a lot.  Wished I could have stayed on indefinite.  Be a good girl now and take care of yourself -- forgive me for having scolded you.  I love you.  Luella	Regards to your roommates.”
	In 1943, Rosa went to St. Louis, Missouri, to attend the wedding of her grandson Hugh Bertsch with Olga Wolverson.  She posed for several family pictures with the bride, with Hugh, and with her daughter Rose.
	Rosa kept busy in the kitchen, helping Josephine with daily meals and also working with Josephine to can and preserve the seasonal fruits and vegetables, many of which came from the garden in their backyard and others from the Lightner family farm.  In 1939, her daughter Rose sent a postcard across town to arrange Rosa’s supply of green beans; notice quality was a major issue!
	“Mother;  Richard will bring over to our house next Tuesday morning a bushel of green beans for you if you still want them.  They are all new stock & first time picked & they are the round ones.  Let me know.  Call Billie.   Rose”
	Rosa helped Josephine with all the household chores; a photo dated 1930 shows Rosa outside in the yard at 121 Fairview, hanging up the laundry to dry.
	Rosa was an avid seamstress who enjoyed both crocheting and quilting.  She crocheted doilies and filet lace edgings.  Rosa also made large bed-size patchwork quilts for the family, including one for each grandchild, which were treasured then and have become treasured heirlooms today.  Her daughter Rose sent a thank you postcard in 1921 from San Antonio, Texas (notice Rose also did handwork),
	“Dear Mother;  Received the quilt & goods all OK.  Thank you very much for the same.  Just finished a beautiful centerpiece, a double pineapple [crochet pattern].  Wish you had use for one, I’d make you one.  Love to All, Rose”
	Geri Lasby, daughter of Rosa’s nephew Anton, described Rosa’s workmanship as “incredible; her quilting stitches are as small as I have seen anywhere.”  Rosa enjoyed using a variety of traditional quilt block patterns; some of her quilts were made with log cabin, flower basket, grandmother’s garden, Dresden fan, pinwheel and compass designs.  Most of the earlier quilts appear to have been made with scrap fabric, possibly even salvaged from old dresses and shirts, while some newer ones have a consistent color pattern that suggests the fabric was purchased specifically for that quilt.  She also made potholders and hot pads, some quilted and some crocheted.
	Rosa remained active with the Gold Star mothers, and kept in touch with those she had met on her Pilgrimage, saving one of their Christmas Greetings,
	“My dear little Mrs. Lorentz,  Your Christmas card with its kindly wish and greeting reached me to day.  It did me so much good to hear from you who shared our cabin both going and coming when on our wonderful trip across.  The year 1930 was good to us and we shall never forget it. . .  You were always so jolly and full of fun during both voyages, it helped [me] a lot.  Especially on return voyage.  I never eat soup but think of the evening on the President Harding that you began to tell us what good soup you had-- the result you no doubt remember.  [If only we knew the story!!] Our ‘Sun bonnet woman’ Mrs. Mattox only lived two weeks after she returned from France.  How did she make that trip when in such a state health.  Should you ever get to Newark please come and see me. . . Your friend of the Pilgrimage, Mary E. Swingle”
	News clippings saved by the family help us tell the story.  In February 1935, 
“Gold Star Mothers Give Helping Hand in Drive
	“Gold star mothers and their friends have been giving a big hand in the. . .  work necessary toward making the Adopt-a-Family campaign a great success at Christmas time.  Prominent in their aid has been the immense amount of doll repair work.  They have been renovating large amounts of old clothing.”
	The accompanying photo shows our Rosa smiling in the center of a dozen women, each proudly holding their repaired dolls.
	Rosa’s letters to Luella describe another Gold Star Mother event,
Dayton 10 November 1935
	“Dearest Luella, Yesterday afternoon we were all in the Westminster Presbyterian Church, we Gold Star Mothers had had an auto. The Legion men picked us up from the house and brought us home again, and so today I must be ready at 9:30, there is a parade this morning, and after that is luncheon in the Biltmore Hotel, and we have reserved seats, our luncheon doesn’t cost anything. 
 Now I close with best wishes and kisses, Mother.”
	Luella and Rosa appear to have bought tickets for some lottery like the Irish Sweepstakes; the letters often speak of the tickets and Rosa sends Luella payment for each ticket she keeps.  Rosa even tried to sell the tickets to neighbors and friends, such as Walter Hoffman.
Dayton 16 December 1935
	“Dearest Luella, . . . I also got the receipt, when I can after Christmas, I’ll send you money for the other Irish Sweep, but what I cannot figure out, you said it cost one dollar and 25 cents, but the ticket is only one dollar. . .  Listen, Luella, I have a ticket for Luneneburg for $1.25 and a receipt for one dollar in payment for season ticket general admission to Grand view park Seapark N.J. . . Mother
Dayton 29 December 1935
	“Dearest Luella, . . . We have won nothing, hope next time to have better luck.  I hope I win a few thousand, that would . . . help everything.   Mother”
	The cold winter was a problem for Rosa, which she often mentioned,
Dayton 29 December 1935
	“Dearest Luella,  Tony and Eva were here for Christmas, and it became cold at half past one, we got a very bad blizzard and it became dark. . . and by 5 o’clock it was zero, and so it was Thursday and Friday, yesterday it was a little warmer, but today it is cold again.  I have thought of you, when you must stand on the cold platform and wait for the car you will be well frozen.
Dayton 11 February 1936
	“Dearest Luella,  Only a few lines to let you know that we are still alive and are still not frozen, isn’t it a cold winter?  I have already this winter burnt as much coal as what I burnt for all of last winter, I hope that it does not last longer.
Now I close with best wishes and best luck, from your Mother
Dayton 11 March 1936
	“Dearest Luella, We have not had any colds this winter, however we have had a warm house constantly, because it was very cold, I made my bed on the davenport, and whenever I woke up, I added a bucket of coal to the stove, so this way it was nicely warm.  Now I close with best wishes and kisses also,    Mother”
	Years later, in 1941, Rosa wrote a posctard from Montauk, New York, that she and Luella went to “a Bingo parte.  But I didn’t win anything.  Mit lov, M¸tter.” 
	In April 1937, Rosa was still complaining that “It is always very cold” and they needed a fire every morning.  In fact, the cold winters were some of Rosa’s most vivid memories of her childhood in Bohemia; her daughter Luella wrote on 23 October 1945 from Pilsen, Czechoslovakia, “So far the weather here isn’t bad.  No snow yet, Mom, but I will remember what you said about the cold winters.”
	On Mother’s Day, 9 May 1937, Rosa was pictured in the newspaper as one of the  “Guests of honor at the annual Mother’s day luncheon of Dayton Post No. 5, American Legion auxiliary.  Tribute was paid these Gold Star mothers for their World war sacrifices. . . more than 100 women . . . Sacrifices of mothers during the world war were emphasized by Judge Mason Douglass.”
	In October of 1940, the National Guard was mobilized into federal service, in response to the winds of war coming again from Europe.  France had fallen to Germany in June of 1940; this was the height of the Battle of Britain in the skies over the English Channel.  On 15 October, Pauline’s husband Karl was appointed a 2nd Lieutenant in the Army and assigned to train at Camp Shelby, Mississippi.  Pauline immediately learned to drive a car so that she could drive herself and her baby son to join Karl at Camp Shelby, but she wanted company for the long drive.   
	So Rosa went with her granddaughter; Pauline later wrote, “I drove 1,000 miles with my seven-month old baby Karl and my 72-year-old grandma.  The car I was driving on that trip was old and rickety. We stopped for Sunday Mass in one of the small southern towns and asked the priest to come outside and bless us on our journey.  He suggested that we touch the car during the blessing because it looked like it needed help too.” 
	Thanks to the front page of Dayton Daily News, dated 11 November 1941 (an ironic date; one month later Pearl Harbor had been bombed and America was at war again), we have an amazingly personal expression of our Rosa’s thoughts and feelings about her family and about her adopted country.  We see a photograph of Rosa looking at her family album, surrounded by the faces of Joseph F. Lorenz, William A. Bertsch, Joseph F. Bertsch, Hugh C. Bertsch, Lieut. Karl A. Minke, and young Karl A. Minke, Jr.
“Gold Star Mother Speaks on Armistice Day
	“On this 23rd World war Armistice day anniversary, one of Dayton’s Gold Star mothers, Mrs. Rose Lorenz, 73 years old, speaks some of her thoughts of the past, the present and the future.  Mentally alert and physically active despite her years, she relaxes in a limousine with several other Gold Star mothers, a part of the Tuesday morning Armistice day parade here while the marching feet of veterans of past wars bring memories of that Nov. 11, 1918, when the world celebrated the end of a war to save democracy.
	“This Gold Star mother thinks and speaks of her son, Joseph Lorenz, who is buried in Suresnes cemetery, near Paris, France.  He died Nov. 21, 1918, just 10 days after a joyous Armistice day celebration here, in which thousands paraded and jammed streets and sidewalks for miles.  Wounds received in the Aisne-Marne offensive caused Joseph’s death.  As the marching feet of yesterday’s soldiers beat an uncertain cadence, this Gold Star mother thinks and speaks of another crop of war veterans that may be in the making now.
	“The parade is over, she is driven back to E. Fairview avenue home of one of her six children.  She sits quietly in a comfortable rocker, and she thinks of a mankind challenged by forces that would destroy or deny American ideals of liberty.  She speaks, ‘If we all get together, if Uncle Sam puts his foot in now; it will soon be over.’  She has in mind America’s year-old preparations for defense.  
	She thinks that defense has to be speeded up, and that it has to be more than a preparation against attack.  She sees the pulsing strength of millions of American men and women, in shops and in offices; on the farms and in the mines; in uniforms and in civilian clothing.  She sees the need of all this potential strength amassed and thrown into the struggle now, to rid the world of dictators and dictatorship ideologies.  Again, she speaks, ‘This time, I hope, I pray, and I know, that they will catch him for good and for all time.’
	“By ‘him’, Mrs. Lorenz means Hitler and all that he represents in this world struggle, which she sees as America’s own struggle if there is to be a hopeful future to leave to her descendants; if there is to be a spiritual heritage and a people’s government of men and women determined to remain free.  Mrs. Lorenz believes that America must be ready for sacrifice again in the cause of freedom.  She expresses that belief, not in a knowledge that she has made her sacrifice, but knowing that there is more of her flesh and blood that may be sacrificed ‘again, in our cause of human freedom.’
	This Gold Star mother, who lost one of her two sons in the World war, knows what faces her and her descendants if and when the United States again makes a supreme sacrifice.  A daughter and a granddaughter have husbands in the armed service.  Her nephew, virtually an adopted son [Anton Lorenz] is in the United States naval service.  As she surveys these tragic times, with their possible consequences to this western world, she speaks as a Gold Star mother when she calls for the crash and roar of production, the delivery of tanks and planes, and machines, and metals to aid those who now are ‘protecting for us, values we hold dearer than life itself.’
	“Mrs. Lorenz and her late husband came to the United States in 1891.  She was born in the Hartz [sic; should be Erz] mountain regions of Neuhammer, the Bohemian part of Austria.  That mountainous section, she remembers, was a part of the Sudetenland, which Hitler first masticated as his appetite for world domination grew.  ‘When he went into the Sudetenland,’ Mrs. Lorenz recalls, ‘it looked like that would be all, but now look.’  She knows a lot about the struggles of the people in the Old World, a great part of which is being crushed beneath a dictator’s heel.  She does not want this country’s national morale--a faith of a people in themselves, in their actions and in their inner strength, to be sapped as the morale of nations in other lands was dissipated.
	“This Gold Star mother, one of a score in Dayton who today observed another World war Armistice day, came to this city in 1901, from Cincinnati.  Before World war No. 1, her family ties were interwoven with the United States armed service.  In 1916, her eldest daughter Rose married William A. Bertsch, a soldier on the Mexican border.  One of her granddaughters, Pauline Bertsch, was born in 1917 at Camp Colt, Gettysburg, Pa.  That same granddaughter is now living at Camp Shelby, Miss.  She is the wife of Lieut. Karl A. Minke.  Mrs. Lorenz’s great-grandson, Karl Minke, jr., was born last year at Piqua, and is now with his parents, Lieut. and Mrs. Minke, at Camp Shelby.
	“Two grandsons, Hugh C. Bertsch and Joseph F. Bertsch, the sons of Army Staff Sgt. William A. Bertsch, who has been in the service continuously since 1912, soon will be entering the armed service.  Hugh Bertsch, who won a fellowship to Harvard, graduated cum laude in June 1940, and who was commissioned a second lieutenant in the field artillery unit, Reserve Officers’ Training Corps, is now employed in a chemical works in St. Louis.  He has been notified that he will be called to active duty in 60 days as a second lieutenant with the field artillery.
	“Joseph F. Bertsch, who was born in 1922 at Fort Sam Houton, Tex., is enrolled in the coast artillery unit, reserve officers training corps, and expects to major in aeronautical engineering at the University of Cincinnati.  Upon completion of his training, he expects to go into service, on active duty with the coast artillery. 
 	“‘And Pauline writes me,’ smiles Mrs. Lorenz, ‘that if Karl has to go, she will drive an ambulance, and I can take care of young Karl.  Yes, I’d like that.’  In  New York, another of Mrs. Lorenz’s daughters, Mrs. Louella Cochran, a registered nurse, is taking ‘refresher training’.  She writes her mother, ‘We want to be ready when we are needed.’
	“Anthony Lorenz, the second son to see World War No. 1 service, was in the army before the United States entered that war.  After the Armistice, he came back home to Dayton; and is now a city fireman at the Main and Forest avenue station.  ‘We just don’t know where Anthony, my other boy, is,’ says Mrs. Lorenz.  She refers to her nephew (whom she calls her boy), Anthony Lorenz, who joined the United States navy two years after he came to this country from Austria.  Sailor Lorenz is now chief commissary steward ‘somewhere on the Pacific side.’
	“Mrs. Lorenz thought of and talked about all these things as she thumbed through the family album at the home of her daughter, Mrs. Walter [sic] Lightner, the wife of a Dayton letter carrier.  The Armistice day parade ranks had long since broken; soldiers of yesteryear’s wars were on their way home, or to meetings, and speeches, as Mrs. Lorenz closed her family album.
	“It could have been a coincidence, that all the while this Gold Star mother was speaking of the past, the present and the future, she had not turned the pages of that photographic family history further forward than to the year 1918.  On that page are three photographs: One of Joseph Lorenz, a serious-faced youngster in a dark brown suit and a celluloid collar; another, taken in the Suresnes cemetery (near Paris, France), of a white cross, on which is this inscription: ‘Private Joseph Lorenz, 113391, Co. C 150 M.G. Bn., died Nov. 21, 1918;’ and the third of Mrs. Rose Lorenz, taken in 1930, as she stood beside that white cross.
	“Mrs. Lorenz remembers that photo taken in France in 1930.  She talks about ‘going across’ with other Gold Star mothers who made the trip to see other such white crosses.  She, too, remembers the France of that day, and she thinks of what she reads about the occupied France of today.  She thinks of many things, among them that ‘right cannot compromise with wrong,’ this Gold Star mother, who speaks: ‘And if we all get together, if Uncle Sam puts his foot in it now, it will all soon be over.’		by Joe Scherrer”
	Less than a month later, the American Pacific Fleet at Pearl Harbor was bombed in a surprise attack by Japanese airplanes and Uncle Sam ‘put his foot in it’. Unfortunately, it was not ‘soon over’.  Once again, Rosa and the rest of the country endured years of waiting and worrying, while World War Two raged all over the globe.  Her daughter Luella served in the Army Nurse Corps; Rosa accompanied her by train when Luella went to Camp Maxie, Texas, for training, and waved her goodbye when Luella went overseas to serve in England, France, Germany and Czechoslovakia.  Rosa’s grandson Joseph Bertsch served in France and the Philippines; Pauline’s husband Karl Minke served in the South Pacific and the Philippines; Rosa’s nephew Anton Lorenz served in Hawaii; son-in-law Frank Cochran served in the Marine Corps in France and the southern United States.  
	A few well used rationing coupon books were saved amongst her daughter Josephine’s memorabilia; Books One, Two, Three and Four were printed in 1942 and 1943.  Each person in the family had their own book with coupons. The first book was dated 6 May 1942; in lieu of photo identification, a physical description was included.  Rosa Lorenz, age 73 years, was 4 feet 8 inches tall and weighed 135 pounds; she had blond hair and blue eyes.  Later books only had a signature.
	This time, all of her family came home safely from the war, but Rosa had also worried about the grave of her dead son Joseph; the Germans in Paris had occupied the fort on Mont Valerien, site of Suresnes American Cemetery where Joe rested.  Luella was able to visit Joe’s grave at Suresnes Cemetery on 24 July 1945 (and later visited again in March 1946), while on leave in Paris.  Rosa was delighted to have the news of her pilgrimage, although she wept when she saw the photo of Luella standing at Joe’s grave; she wrote in reply on 28 August 1945,
	“Dearest Luella, I wished that I could be with you.  I am so happy, that you have been able to go to Joe’s grave.  I am so glad, that the Germans did not destroy the cemeteries.  With best wishes and kisses from your Mother.”
	Rosa continued to live with Josephine and Walton at Newport Avenue.  We have a photo of Rosa with her daughter Rose on her 80th birthday in July 1949.  In August 1949, Rosa vacationed in Cedarville, Michigan (on the southeast coast of the Upper Peninsula), with Luella, Josephine, Walt and the girls.  Photographs show them fishing from a boat on Lake Huron; in one, Walt wears his mailman’s pith helmet for sun protection.  Rosa posed for her photo in a tree shaded lane.
	A picture dated June 1950 shows Rosa wearing Luella’s Fordham University graduation cap and robe; she is holding Luella’s diploma and her smile lights up her face.  Judy remembered going with her grandmother Mimi for a
	“vacation of several weeks; the centerpiece was Aunt Lou’s graduation from Fordham University with her Master’s Degree in Social Service.  I recall getting on the train with Mimi in Dayton (this was my first train ride).  It must have been late afternoon, because we rode all night.  The train stopped many times.  We didn’t have a pillow, and presumably didn’t have the money to rent one when the train attendant came past with them.  There was a dining car, but Mimi had brought our meal with her.  I was embarrassed that we were sitting in our seats and eating our meals.  I don’t remember arriving at Penn Station; I was no doubt very tired.  We slept on a hide-a-bed sofa in Luella’s living room.
	“Aunt Lou took Mimi and me on a ride on the Elevated.  This was a train that ran amongst the New York boroughs; the track was as high off the ground as the top of a second story building.  They made a great rumbling sound as they came into the stations.  We didn’t go anywhere in particular, we just took a ride on the El.  There was an El station not too far from 306 Lafayette.  We also went to Coney Island to look around.  I don’t believe we went swimming, but maybe we took our shoes and socks off to wade in the water.  Mimi had her purse with her, holding on to the handles.  We walked on the boardwalk, with crowds of people pressing against us. Mimi looked down to see that her purse was gone; she was holding only the handles.  Aunt Lou examined the ends of the handles and decided they had been cut by something sharp.  We also went to see the Statue of Liberty.  Mimi proudly posed with me for a photo in front a high hedge; the street photographer then superimposed the Statue of Liberty in the background for our souvenir.” 
	Another photo shows Rosa with Luella in Brooklyn on her 83rd birthday in July 1952.  Evidently Rosa was living with Luella by then.
	In August 1952, Rosa, Luella and Mary Farrell vacationed in a cottage on Lake George, near Cleverdale, New York (this is a large lake in upstate New York south of Lake Champlain; Glens Falls is the nearest large town). We have a photo which shows Rosa sitting in a rocking chair in front of a fireplace; Luella sits on the floor beside her, holding a fishing rod.  Luella’s memoirs tell the sad story, 
	“Mary Farrell, Mom and I arrived on Sunday, September 1st.  We had several leisure fun days.  On Thursday 4 September 1952 the picture of Mom and me was taken by the fire place.  [Mom] said she had pain in the chest and G.B. area (gall bladder?).  I called the doctor.  At 12:05 am (on my birthday) she had a sudden heart attack and died instantly.  [Mom] had wanted to sign my birthday card but it was never to be.  The little German ‘poppy lady’, so named by the Dayton Daily News, was no more.  In her memory, I place this poppy here beside her last picture, taken at 3:30 pm on 4 September 1952.”
	Poppies of Flanders Field became a symbol for all the young men who died on the battlefields of World War One; the newspaper called Rosa the ‘poppy lady’ as a Gold Star Mother.  Recall the news story circa 1930, when Rosa took an “Active Part in Poppy Sale for Benefit of Veterans of World War”.  These artificial poppies are still sold annually as boutonnieres by the American Legion on every Veteran’s Day, the modern remembrance of World War One’s Armistice Day.
	Luella’s memoirs include: 
“MY EULOGY TO MY MOTHER
	“A little old lady, a Gold Star mother, passed away on 5 September 1952. . There was no sound of brass trumpets, no eulogies of her goodness and her accomplishments. . . She had not served materially in high places or offices, her name had passed unnoticed among those of her sisters, but she was truly goodness in all its aspects and definitions.  Her friends mourned her, for by her simplicity of word and action she had become entrenched in their hearts.
	“As she gave of her love and service to her God, so did she give unstintingly of her love, time and patience to her fellow man.  Time had aged and mellowed her.  Sadness and memories of her own she had, but these were discovered only after her death: a few cherished pictures, a bit of ribbon here, a verse there, her son Joseph’s medal and keepsakes and many more.  As we look back we can only surmise and have a kaleidoscopic view [of] the scenes she must have enacted when alone.  A little old lady, but her memories were forever young and tender.  Age produces wrinkles, but in memory there are none of these.”
	Ironically, the day of Rosa’s death was to have been celebrated as Luella’s 51st birthday.  Luella accompanied her mother Rosa Elisabetha Heidler Lorenz on the final journey by train back to Dayton, Ohio.  Funeral services were held at Corpus Christi Church on 8 September 1952, prior to burial at Calvary Cemetery next to her beloved husband, Frank. Rosa was 83 years old at the time of her passing; she had been a widow for almost thirty years.  “Jesus, meek and humble of heart. . . do Thou O merciful Saviour send Thy angels to conduct Thy departed servant to a place of refreshment, light and peace.  AMEN”
	Perhaps this is when Luella made arrangements for Frank’s original flat stone marker to be changed to one of upright granite, and for Frank and Rosa to rest in a plot for four, leaving room for Luella to join her parents.  Frank and Rosa’s plot was half of a larger lot; Luella and her third husband Winfield Scott Davis now rest there with them.  Frank’s original grave marker was replaced by one much larger; the polished grey stone stands upright, engraved on both sides.  One side names Luella and Winfield Davis, the other side has the words,

IN LOVING MEMORY
LORENZ

MOTHER                                  FATHER
  ROSA                            FRANK
JULY 20, 1869                     NOV. 16, 1864
 SEPT. 5, 1952                      JAN. 22, 1923

	Rose Lorenz had signed her Last Will and Testament on 7 September 1951, 
“being of sound and disposing mind and memory and being under no undue restraint, but realizing the uncertainty of this life and wishing to dispose of my worldly goods as I deem best. . .  
	“I give, bequeath and devise all of my property. . . unto my four children, Anthony Lorenz, Rose Bertsch, Luella Cochran and Josephine Lightner, to be theirs absolutely and in fee simple, share and share alike.”


die KINDER des FRANZ LORENZ und der ROSA HEIDLER.

 Wenzel LAWRENCE Lorenz.

	Wenzel Lawrence Lorenz was born on 30 January 1892 at Cincinnati, Ohio; he was the first child born to our Frank and Rosa. The 1892 city directory shows the family living at Enslin Street near Tafel, north of Fairview Park, near Marshall Street and modern Interstate 75. They were probably still living with Frank’s brother Wenzel Lorenz, who had sponsored their immigration just eight months previously. The baby’s baptismal record states that he was born on 1 February, but 30 January is the date remembered by the family. Wenzel Laurentius, named in honor of his uncle Wenzel, was baptized on 21 February 1892 at Sacred Heart Church; his godparents were Wenzel Lorenz and Maria Lorenz. The Sacred Heart of Jesus Parish is still active in Cincinnati, located at 1041 Marshall Avenue, with offices at 2733 Massachusetts Avenue. The original church had a predominantly German-speaking congregation and was dedicated on 18 December 1870, with St. Augustine and St. Boniface as the parent parishes within the Camp Washington community. A merger in 1970 changed the dominant parish ethnicity to Italian, when the parish combined with the parish of the same name located in downtown Cincinnati at 527 Broadway Avenue. Both parishes were run by the Scalabrini Fathers, an Italian order established circa 1887 which emphasized a “full program of religious, social and humanitarian assistance for human and Christian needs of the millions of migrants then scattered mostly over the American continent.” 
	Wenzel, the short form of the name Wenzeslaus (also spelled Wenceslaus), was a fairly common name in Bohemia, in honor of the nation’s patron saint, ‘Good King Wenzeslaus’ of Christmas carol fame. Fr. Leo Maglaviti wrote a Christmas article for Boston College’s magazine Crossroads, which explains the miracle of ‘King Wenzeslaus’, who “heated the snow-covered ground where he stepped and thus allowed his freezing servant to trod on ‘though the frost was cruel’, as the monarch brought food, wine and firewood to the lonely peasant ‘gathering winter fuel’ on a bitterly cold ‘feast of Stephen’ [December 26th].” 
	Wenzeslaus, who died in 929, was raised as a Christian by his grandmother Ludmilla; his father was a Christian, but his mother Drahomira remained a pagan. After Wenzeslaus’ father died, Drahomira ordered the death of Ludmilla to end her Christian influence. Fr. Maglaviti says, “Wenceslaus the teenager courageously took power as Duke of Bohemia, embarking on his role as peacemaker and defender of the faith.” Conflict with the Holy Roman Empire ended when Wenzeslaus recognized King Henry I as Overlord of Bohemia, beginning the “St. Wenceslaus tradition of compromise and recognition of political realities, to prevent needless slaughter against overwhelming military odds. The Czech people observed this sensible tradition in 1968, against Soviet tanks. . . The struggle against paganism is another link across the centuries. . . Wenceslaus was murdered on his way to church [by those who objected] to the unity of Christians and non-believers.” Wenzeslaus was at once hailed as a martyr, and his feast day is now celebrated on September 28. “In 1989, King Wenceslaus was hailed as the lasting symbol of the Czech people, gazing down on his Square in Prague from the heights of his equestrian statue, dressed in full knight’s armor ready for battle . . . striving for freedom and holiness. . . This time the Communist rulers had to compromise with the masses about to conquer them! Curiously, the new Czech president, Vaclav Havel, is often seen as a new Wenceslaus, for that is his name; Vaclav is Czech for Wenceslaus.” We have a photograph taken when our Wenzel was two years old. His proud parents posed for their formal studio portrait at P. Zutterling Photographer. This is the earliest photo that we have of our Frank and Rosa. Both are seated; Frank supports the toddler Wenzel who is sitting on a table, while Rosa holds baby Anthony in her lap. Anthony wears a very long white gown with a wide border of delicate lace at the hem, suggesting this is his baptismal portrait. Wenzel also wears a white lace-edged dress, covered by a dark dress coat with wide puffy sleeves and a white lace collar; his cloth hat resembles the modern pillbox style, almost like a Cossack. Small dark leather shoes peep out from under his dress. Wenzel’s face resembles that of his mother Rosa. 
	The toddler Wenzel often wandered away from home, causing frantic searches. The family often said he would have been an explorer as an adult! The winter of 1894-1895 was especially cold and snowy in Cincinnati; for two weeks in February, it was so cold that the Ohio River was frozen solid and people could walk across the river to Kentucky. That February, Wenzel wandered away and was missing for a long time during a snowstorm. The mounted police finally found him and brought him home, but his ‘chill’ (influenza?) turned into pneumonia and he died on 2 June 1895. His sister Rose was barely four months old at the time, and she was also very sick. The family came home from Wenzel’s funeral in fear that baby Rose would also succumb. Wenzel was buried at St. Mary Cemetery, 701 East Ross Avenue, Cincinnati, on 4 June 1895. He rests in a single grave with no marker in Section 6 #2428. The section was reserved for children, and most have no markers. Circa 1999, it was a large grassy field with a few large trees. 
	Luella ‘Bunny’ Lightner Kester found Wenzel’s death notice via an index of Death Lists; it was published in the 4 June 1895 issue of the Cincinnatier Zeitung, a local German language newspaper which was published from July 1887 until September 1901. This reminds us that our Frank and Rosa probably spoke German at home; living within the large German-speaking community at Cincinnati, they did not need to learn English during those early years in America. Wenzel’s death certificate shows that the family was living at 1413 Walnut Street, and pneumonia was his cause of death. He was under the care of Doctor A. Ziperlen. 


