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Preface

After discovering a copy of the German novel, Deutsche suchen den Garten der Welt—Das Schicksal deutscher Auswanderer in Texas vor 100 Jahren nach Berichten erzählt von Fritz Scheffel, I was so fascinated by the way the author related the story of the German Texas pioneers that I decided to republish the book in German in order to make it available to German readers once again. The book was originally published in 1937 and is written in a style and with elements of the German nationalistic culture of the time. It seems that the novel had almost been forgotten and hardly appears in any information about Scheffel. I have not been able to discover why Scheffel was interested in this theme. 

Fritz Scheffel was born in Roda (now Stadroda) on July 6, 1889. The small town of less than seven thousand inhabitants is located in Thuringia on the River Roda. This undoubtedly colored some of the characters and scenes in his novel, especially the political overtones, which were certainly influenced by the fact that he was sacked from his teaching post in 1933 for political reasons (the reader should note the story about the school teacher who suffers the same fate in this book). 

The fact that Faust was born in the same town in 1480 may also have been a covert inspiration for him to become an author and storyteller, the profession Scheffel took up after he left teaching. During his writing career he wrote a number of books including textbooks on technical matters and a number of historical and biographical novels. He died in Weimar on February 19, 1942. 

In the meantime, there are unfortunately hardly any German speaking Texans left and the descendants of those pioneers have no access to this literary and historical work which, whilst it is a good story, it is very close to the real history of Texas of the 1840’s and has the potential to bring history alive to them. 

At this point I would like to mention that I am also a descendant of Texas pioneers, a Son of the Republic of Texas and a member of the ancient Prussian Sack Family. My ancestors actually emigrated from Germany to Texas in the 1830’s, settling in the area of Cat Spring in Austin County previous to the emigrations related in this book. Their story is partially published in The Engelking Letters that I co-published with Flora von Roeder and the interested reader will also find information about that settlement in the book I co-authored with Jim Woodrick, The Millheim and Cat Spring Pioneers—German Immigrants Building a New Life in Texas. I have been living in Germany for over forty years and have regular contact and make frequent visits to my many relatives in Texas. Common to many Texans, all of us have German ancestry and owe what we are very much to those pioneers who so bravely opened a new world for us. 

Members of the family of my ancestors actually would have come into contact and helped some of the characters we find mentioned in this novel therefore it is of special interest to me.

It was for these reasons that I decided to set about translating the novel into English that has turned out to be a time-consuming and somewhat daunting task. Scheffel’s prose is very much a child of his time and his style does not work well in English for the modern American reader. There are also passages that would not be politically correct today and might come under the Censor’s hammer! I have written with the intention of not wishing to hurt anyone’s feelings or sensibilities. 

I therefore decided to re-write the book into English rather than leave it as a pure translation. However, I have tried to retain the original flavor and the storyline of the novel whilst attempting to make reading acceptable for the average American today. I hope I have been successful in achieving this—only time and readers’ comments will tell. 

Included are some notes mainly from public domain sources. No doubt there are many other pieces of information that would interest many readers and I would suggest the use of a browser and Wikipedia if there is a desire to follow up any of the characters and places mentioned. Most of the titles I have anglicized as well as most Texan place names. I have retained the title Herr rather than Mr because I felt that this retained more of the character of the telling. German uses so-called Umlauts—vowels with two dots over the top and I have converted ö to oe, ä to ae and ü to ue respectively as well as the ß to ss according to standard convention. The reader who is unfamiliar with German need not take the trouble to try and pronounce these letters correctly and a simple o, a or u will suffice. I also decided to keep the name Adelsverein1

 for the Nobility Society in Mainz, as this word is know to many in Texas. 

I hope you will enjoy reading this book as much as I have writing it.


 

Stephen Engelking, December 2019.

 

 

I

“So, ain’t I right? Always the same old story that’s been going on for two years now— meeting after meeting. I’m beginning to wonder if their Lordships will ever be finished. They talk and talk and there’s no end to it, whilst we in the kitchen have to sort out the mess. Ain’t I right, Lovage?” 

Lovage, Silver Polisher, Stoker, Lamp Lighter and General Dogsbody, servants in Prince Carl’s Leiningen Castle2

 in Mainz all nodded in agreement.

That’s just how it is Herr Haeberle, and every time the food that has been cooked for their lordships burns. That delicious food! What a disgrace after our skillful cook, Herr Haeberle, has taken so much trouble. There are eight courses today, starters and desert on top. 

Lovage felt under his apron strap for his watch: “It’ll happen at two, Herr Haeberle, don’t you think, at two o’clock? It was ordered for twelve.”

The kitchen door flew open. “Yes Lisett, what’s up then?” both men called at once.

The kitchen maid flopped onto the bench. 

“My dear God, what a shock I had, the way that lad up there looked at me!” She pressed both hands to her heart. 

“Lad, did you say, what lad?” Haeberle let the lid fall onto the bulbous soup pan and lifted his fine, long soupspoon as if he were going to strike. Lovage’s eyes nearly popped out of her head. 

“Upstairs in the hallway in front of the Saloon where their Lordships are gathered, a strange lad is striding back and forth. Huh, he looks like a spider! Yellow and thin with a black goatee beard and eyes as if they want to burn through you! The way he looked at me, I thought it must be the Devil himself. So…” Her eyes widened and stared at Lovage, who recoiled. 

Somewhat calmer she then said, “But he didn’t limp, I could see that for sure. He strode up and down as if someone had wound him up! What on earth do the fine sirs want with such a rascal?”

She sniffed. Haeberle pulled around on his high, white cook’s hat, drops of perspiration emerging on his forehead. 

“Keeping this to ourselves…” A cloud of hissing steam came out of the pan, spitting fat, shooting, scorching and dancing between saucepans and frying pans on the hot cooker hob.

Haeberle did not finish his sentence and hastily got to work deftly moving vessels backwards and forwards in the midst of the spitting and steaming as a greasy cloud climbed to the ceiling, floating over the heads of the three. 

“So I was right. It’s going to be afternoon again just like last time”, Haeberle claimed as if nothing had happened. 

“And what is with that lad upstairs who frightened Lisett so? Perhaps he’s one of those from yonder America, from Texas. Clerk Kagelmann, who’s my friend and is always the minute taker when they need one, said to me, ‘Ludwig’, he said, ‘that’s an important matter what they’re doing there, in fact a matter of life and death for the whole of Germany.’” 

The kitchen door opened quietly. The three moved around and laughed. “Greetings dear Colleague”, said Lovage and bowed deeply in front of His Importance, the Count’s Valet Sebastian Schmoller. He surveyed the situation sitting next to Lisett on the kitchen bench, saying and gesturing with a raised hand, “Carry on.” Then he complained, “The wine’s going to be warm again ‘cos the ice has melted. I don’t have any more and therefore decline all responsibility. Today seems to be an especially important day up there. I stood a while in the Yellow Saloon and looked through the keyhole. They talked and talked whilst Kagelmann was having to write until his fingers shook. Yet I’ve the impression that they actually want to come to a conclusion today.” 

He raised his eyebrows and flicked a speck of dust from the lapel of his livery. “It’s certainly about time!”

“Just what I reckon”, interrupted Haeberle. “Didn’t I say it’d work out today? Just like my friend Kagelmann said to me in confidence. The Adelsverein (Nobility Society) of Mainz, so called by their lordships since summer ‘42, wants to finalize things today whatever happens. People in those parts of Germany where too many people are living should go—go to Texas in America. This is what their Lordships are hoping to achieve.” 

Haeberle leant against the massive kitchen table, laid a finger on his nose and tried to reiterate the thoughts of his friend Kagelmann.

“He said we’ve had peace in Germany for too long. Each year there are three hundred thousand more people so just where is that going to lead us? Many people have hardly enough to eat and who is going to feed everyone in ten or twenty years time? They’ll be piled on top of each other like bugs amongst the flowers but the world is so big and has so much space. Population growth brings hunger and misery, unrest and discontent will grow. Revolution and civil war will break out while the masses ‘ll be ruined. Therefore they just have to go before it’s too late. Germany will be rid of its surplus people and there are quite a few who we’ve secretly wished good riddance to for a long time.” 

“You’re right, Herr Haeberle”, Schmoller stated thoughtfully, his finger raised in the air. “As far as I’m concerned, those folks should get out and as many as possible—it’s getting too tight for comfort in our homeland.” 

 Lovage nodded and Haeberle continued to report, “Only so many can live and be fed off the land we’ve got. The Earth ain’t going to grow with the number of people. The more there are the less there is for each and everyone. If the surplus leave, that means better times for all of those who stay back home and if a lot of poor people could be moved out then there would be peace and quiet again for those who do own something. They should take any with them who would like to search for their luck in the world.” 

He bowed and said quietly, “And I can understand as well, that there are a lot of people who are fed up. Taxes, police and clerics—there are more today than any sensible person can bear. My brother-in-law Christian, who is landlord of ‘The Lion’, told me that we’re living as if we’re in prison. Whichever way you try to go there are obstacles. One watchdog stands over the next and if you do manage to earn a few bucks, then they find some way to get ’em off you. 

“You have to tighten your belt one hole at a time. Make a squeak and they’ll have you by the scruff of your neck. The state is like a millstone around your neck and the poor folks are always the ones to carry the can. Take a look at this poor Germany. If only it was united and everyone would stick together!

“Of the thirty-nine state rulers, each one struts around in his own state like a cockerel on a manure heap. Each has its own taxes and levies, its army, its police, its minister, lords and civil servants. Thousands of hands that do nothing productive grab out to someone who works and rip out their earnings from their fingers.” 

“No offense Herr Haeberle”, interrupted the opinionated Schmoller, surprised, “this seems to me not to be the place to badger so dangerously and your brother-in-law, landlord of ‘Die Loewe’, is well known for his wild talking. The well-being of our rulers is our bread and if that wasn’t the case, we wouldn’t be standing here. It wouldn’t hurt that landlord brother-in-law of yours if he went off with all those going to Texas or, as far as I am concerned, anywhere else for that matter.” 

Haeberle was just about to deal a trump against Schmoller when the bell above the kitchen door rang loud and shrill. Heads moved apart and Lovage, smoothing her hair and apron leaped away. 

 

As Lovage rushed up the slowly climbing stairs to the first floor she glimpsed the stranger stiffly striding by. Lisset was right—he certainly could give you a fright. 

Quietly mumbling to himself, he strode along the red carpet-runner. Lovage bowed out of the way and let the scary one pass by, at which point he swiftly turned to the right and disappeared behind the many doors that opened onto the hallway. 

The stranger was called Baron Bourgeois d’Orvanne3

 who had been staying in Mainz for several days. The “Mainz Society for the Protection of German Immigrants in Texas (Adelsverein)” had invited him to conclusive negotiations in the official apartment of the Castle Commander. Some time previously he had made the princes and noblemen an offer of a large area of land in Texas and the Adelsverein was not finding it easy to make a purchase decision, which is what Herr Bougeois d’Orvanne wished to achieve. 

During an initial discussion, the Duke of Gotha4

 had examined him thoroughly, saying openly that the man had not made a good impression on him.

“I don’t like this person”, he had whispered into his neighbor, Prince von Solms-Braunfels’5

 ear already during the first round of negotiations who, knowing how to calm him down whispered back, “Your Highness, maybe it is the strangeness and weirdness of this man that is upsetting you. He doesn’t need to be bad just because he looks different.” 

The Duke of Gotha was not the only one who felt uncomfortable about the stranger from Texas. The cunning imposter Bourgeois noted the undercurrents that were forming into a hidden resistance against him but his superior knowledge of human nature had taught him to remain calm and control himself. 

 He was able to defend himself against any objections raised by the use of emphasized objectivity, determined to achieve his goal in whatever way he could and by any means necessary. He thought to himself, “What are these little potentates in comparison to my experience? They’ll have to give in to me and buy the grant on the upper Medina.” 

He smiled despite the insecurity of his position, once again demonstrating a clear assuredness to their Lordships. In his talk before the assembly he knew how to give the appearance of one with genuine humanity, calculating and careful as never before in his life. Their Lordships would become his victims and the sale had to take place that would free him of all those worries that had been harrowing him for a long time. They had now been negotiating for two days and still had not arrived at a conclusion. 

Bourgeois d’Orvanne stepped back and forth in irritable unrest along the red runner, ready at any moment to step in front of the assembly and sign the sales contract. He had travelled to Europe with what was left of his money, setting all he had on one card. 

The magic that the word “Texas” breathed across to Europe in those years had attracted him like so many other joyriders. He belonged to those who never sow but always reap and in the course of time had gathered exceptional know-how with land fraud, for which the unclear and little organized conditions in Texas offering him rich possibilities. Many settlers who had come into his hands mentioned his name with fear and trepidation as tears and unhappiness were left in the track of his activities. He loved the big, dangerous life and threw that which had been swindled pitilessly to the wind. 

Now, with one massive bang, he would be free at once from his debts and enjoy his greedy hunger for life. The ground under his feet in Texas had become really hot so the trip to Europe had come at just the right time. Hands-on Texan justice did not mess about with the likes of him and there were enough trees and nooses to go around for sure. 

The country had freed itself from Mexico in 1836 through bloody battles and become independent. Free Indians still lived in the wide-open prairies in its inner parts. The phrase “Garden of the World” remained a byword since the time of the Spaniards who had referred to the country as such. It lay empty, open and waiting behind the Gulf of Mexico. Gently and softly it rose out of the warm sea and climbed slowly over swamps and quagmires to the heights in the West. Green and bushy, in gentle flat waves, the horizon lost itself at the edge of a sky retreating further and further into the distance as it wandered for weeks on end in front of any rider who dared to penetrate the rippling flood of grass of the prairie. “The Rolling Country” lay between the swamps at the coast, in which decay and fever fomented, and the stunning mountains in the West. 

All that which North America expressed in the way of excessiveness and insecurity disappeared without trace amongst those green waves. Coming up from the sea via New Orleans and Galveston the white man from Europe carefully felt his way up the river valleys, wretched towns charting the route as he made his way. Every heap of paltry log cabins was called a town having given itself a pompous name.  

The primal force of beginning something and the disquiet of the boundless distance was the force that drove those arriving, from one place to the next. The “Yellow Curse” the fever was called that in its unmerciful nature drove many away from the spot where, full of hope, they wished to start a new life. Uncountable numbers died or fell in the war-screeching cries of the Comanches and were scalped with their bones left to bleach in the prairie. 

Nevertheless, the current of immigrants did not cease as ant-like they crawled up from the coast. No one knew how large that country actually was or how many people it accommodated nor where its boundaries in the West were. There was no exact answer to these questions and on the maps one could just see a large white space, many, many days of travel hence. A few Indian trails, two or three old trodden tracks from the Spanish era meandered small and covert through the endless expanse of the waves of the sea of grass through rustling oak forests, losing themselves in the gorges and unknown mountains. 

The quantity of game in the Indian hunting grounds seemed inexhaustible and the land was waited eagerly for the plough. The young state started to plan the distribution of the territory. Sitting at a desk with ruler and protractor, the lazy, the land hungry and the greedy set off for Texas. The message being sent over seemed to be too tempting as the desire to emigrate swept like an epidemic across whole areas, depopulating them in the process. 

The fear of falling into impoverishment and pauperization lay like a dark cloud over Germany and anybody who was poor was also dangerous.

“Poverty is like a smoldering fire in a filled barn. It has to be stamped out. Therefore away with the poor and expendable”, said the complainer. Without a plan, a goal or a clear perspective many travelled across the great ocean whilst many died, forsaken and disappointed. 

Bourgeois d’Orvanne suddenly stopped in his tracks. An indignant cacophony of men’s voices forced its way out to him from behind the high double doors of the Saloon. He felt as if he was sitting on a knife’s edge, as their Lordships still did not seem to be in agreement at all. After years of deliberation, the task that their Lordships had set themselves, of managing the German emigration from a single point and to settle the emigrants according to a plan, seemed to be becoming more and more difficult to carry out the nearer it got to the planning stage. 

Today, on March 25, 1844, the prepared work was to be brought to a conclusion. After irksome turmoil, setbacks and mistakes, the Adelsverein had managed to get a business connection to an influential Texan (the majority taking Bourgeois d’Orvanne to be such). They believed that he really had control of an area of country that could become a home for thousands. Duke Adolf von Nassau, who was leading the negotiations, made every effort possible to bring the purchase to a conclusion. 

Bourgeois d’Orvanne got moving again, his heart feeling as if it were drawn together wondering what would happen if the sale did not go through. He looked at the time and saw that he had been striding up and down the corridor for some three hours now. 

“In Germany you learn to wait”, he mumbled angrily to himself. “Won’t you just let me get a word in edgewise? You need to understand that land ownership in Texas, contrary to bureaucratic Germany where a piece of land the size of your palm has to be registered, does not require the slightest proof.”

The president of Texas, Samuel Houston6

, generously handed out land lots during one night on the bottle. Bourgeois d’Orvanne had harvested a fantastically large grant from that blessing, over which he had no more than a note on a scrap of paper from the president. What put him under pressure as a new property owner was the requirement to settle the area by July 31, 1844. On the piece of paper in question it stated that, should he not meet that date, then ownership of the land would fall back to the government.

This he did not disclose to the Adelsverein, musing that their Lordships could see how they sorted that out with the Texan government after they had failed to meet the deadline. By then it would no longer be his worry anymore.

However, it was not that far yet and they were still negotiating whilst Bourgeois d’Orvanne continued to stride up and down the red carpet-runner.

 

The Duke of Meiningen7

 leaned, standing up over the table, gaining the ear of all with his strong voice. The general chatter went silent.

“Everything has to be done to ensure peace in the country. Should the ambitions of obsessed do-gooders collapse, the blight of communism should not poison all and everything, as Pastor Weidig in Hessen8

 preached. In other words, the overthrow of the social status quo that is slowly creeping up on us has to be countered and there is only one radical means—emigration. 

“I’d like to call to mind the words of the insurrectionist George Büchner9

 of Darmstadt that he spread to the masses: ‘Peace to the hovels! War on the palaces!’

“It remains even today the unrelenting war cry of certain circles and it seems to me as if its influence is becoming stronger. Let us encourage emigration! However, one may not allow it to run wild, it needs to be ordered and controlled. In that we are all unanimous. Those who look at the movements in the country folk from their desk may think that prisons, workhouses, police and military are enough to keep down the excesses of these social effects. 

“But believe me, a new time is coming upon us whose final consequences no-one can avoid to notice. The era of the steam engine is coming and it will transform the world. Workshops will be made desolate and the trades will fall into poverty. Unemployment will permanently hit large portions of the population. On top of this, we had a whole series of failed harvests in the last few years with farmers and workers falling into debt. In Hessen this is particularly bad.  

“The last strength in an otherwise healthy people is collapsing in impotence, hopelessness and exasperation. Foreign profiteers are sucking their bones dry. And who is the victim of this situation? —They become a burden to the state and the communities. In the end they put aside all their inhibitions and commit crimes, brutalize and become an increasing threat to human society. 

“Such appearances cannot be solved with petty measures. Therefore we want to bring together and coordinate this blind chaotic emigration. We owe that to the people. It is good but little has been done to lift their self-confidence and common sense. Those who have lost their faith in their habitat and mother country go without a plan into a country that they have been told flows with milk and honey. This must stop. 

“It is my opinion that we should go for it. If this large area of land in Texas is only half as big as what Herr Bourgeois d’Orvanne promises, then we can help thousands. The measures that the emigration committee of our society has been preparing for two years, to carry out a cohesive emigration, would be fulfilled by this purchase contract. Time is running out. I beg you gentlemen to now come to a conclusion.” 

The Duke looked down the long table and sat down.

“Thank God! At last the saving word”, called the Prince von Solms-Braunfels, following the words of the Duke of Meiningen with bright, penetrating voice amongst the mumblings. 

“Say yes at last gentlemen! Who would like to seal the numerous advantages that this project offers. Any number could maintain their German culture in the new homeland through cohesive settlement. German towns and villages shall grow along the river banks and line the roads.” 

He stood up. His eyes glowed. “And the thousand over there across the sea will manage that for which our strength in the mother country is not sufficient—a cohesive German state! I see New Germany coming to fruition in Texas! And the blessing that the fertile earth gives should be brought by German ships to us to relieve our shortages. The surplus of our production of goods and trading will then flow there as recompense.” 

After these excitedly spoken sentences he paused and allowed his radiant eyes to roam over the men. “Aren’t we at a turning point? Germany across the sea is calling and wants to happen! We are ready. Let us conclude the purchase! The work can begin at once. I am burning to at last take action, after all the years of planning and discussing.”

“If only it was all so easy!” Prince Friedrich of Prussia interrupted young Solms’ hotly spoken words with an air of reservation. “Then it could be achieved with enthusiasm alone. But I feel conscious of the heavy responsibility that we are taking on. Should the undertaking fail, then, through this land purchase, we are signing the death warrant of many on the spot. If Bourgeois d’Orvanne is a scoundrel, then the world will poke a finger at us and make us a laughing stock. When we sent Count Boos Waldeck10

 over to Texas two years ago, so that he could look around and get a feel of the place, what we heard was not very encouraging. His reports were sparing until we didn’t hear a word at all. He stayed there and established his own farm and didn’t manage to obtain a large tract from the state for our settlement intentions. That which the Count did not manage, this exotic gentleman is now supposing to provide. Be careful gentlemen! What does this man possess in the way of clear ownership titles? Laughingly little. A note that the President of Texas is supposed to have signed plus a vague map on which a large area on the Medina River is drawn with a pencil. Is the signature genuine? What does the empty map tell us? The point was made beforehand that the man is from old French nobility and therefore would not dare to swindle us but is his nobility genuine?” 

Prince Friedrich of Prussia thoughtfully ran his fingers through his beard and screwed up his eyes, “One needs to dig down to the roots of the ongoing pauperism, Prussia will perhaps try to move excess town populations into the distant country areas of the East. Fifty years would not be enough to compensate for the disarray that Napoleon caused in Germany. It is not so bad here as it is in Hessen and Thüringen yet. Emigration will become an obsession if one does not want to restrict it and it should not be pushed. It is shaking the people like a fever. However, will it be free of its nightmares if one offers it a better place to sleep? I warn you! Crises pass by. One shouldn’t irresponsibly support the romantic nostalgia of dreamers. Is it possible for a state to remain healthy if it operates such a depopulation policy? 

“Shouldn’t we rather put a gag on the press, who with their gossip are causing even more confusion? Recently I read this sentence in a South German newspaper: ‘Whereas in Europe the drones take advantage of all privileges, in America even the bees get a chance!’ Such impressions get through. Hard working yet poor citizens that cannot cope with the burden of taxes, healthy but over-indebted farmers and innovative thinking craftsmen will be thrown out. We will be left with the scum of the streets, the reprobate prison candidates and the eternally lazy. One doesn’t cure the damage with measures against those who are only the victims. I warn you once again!” 

He took a break and allowed his serious eyes to run across the assembled party. Prince Moritz von Nassau laughed and said, “His Highness is obviously referring to the terms of the Texas government whereby only morally acceptable and non-convicted persons are allowed to immigrate? That is no cause for concern. Everyone we help to get over the big pond will be given a perfect certificate of good conduct. The angels we send over will be landing pure and sin-free.” 

Squeezing his fingers together so that the bones cracked, “The state is not a charity institution”, he continued derisively, “and those who don’t like it should go. And those we don’t like we’ll help get there. There have been so many careful words talked about these things and I would like to speak them out clearly once and for all. We need to reckon this out properly—if the cost of supporting certain subjects in penitentiaries, prisons and workhouses is higher than the settlement costs, then it would be outrageous to keep those beneficiaries of the state here. Away with them! One might mix quite a few in every transportation. Away with all those who live off the state without offering anything in return. Go for it and buy the land from Herr Bourgeois d’Orvanne. We have to elect a directorate for the work in Texas. Then good, we’ll take the man on board and give him a paid position. Then we have him in our hands and can make him liable if he has swindled us.” 

 

The suggestion of Prince Moritz von Nassau was found acceptable by the majority of the their Lordships. They agreed to buy the grant and to give Bourgeois d’Orvanne a post in the directorate. Prince von Solms-Braunfels was to be the Commissioner-General.

The managing directorship in Mainz, the seat of the Adelsverein, was awarded to Count Carl von Castell11

. Prince Solms and the Frenchman were to travel to Texas with the utmost haste in order to prepare for the accommodation of the first transport. They would have to reach the settlement area before the onset of winter so that the sowing in the coming spring would not be delayed. 

Bourgeois d’Orvanne was called into the saloon. The slightly built man entered the room, creeping like a cat and a wave of homely joy covered his face once he had taken in the assembled with his penetrating glance, “They’ve fallen for it”, he rejoiced warmly within.

He bowed. The chairman began, “Baron, the high assembly have decided that they will take up your offer.”

D’Orvanne bowed deeply and laid his right hand on his heart. “Ten thousand dollars, half the purchase price, will be transferred through the bankers L.H. Flersheim in Mainz after the contract has been signed. The rest you will receive through Commissioner-General Prince von Solms-Braunfels in Texas after the final takeover of the grants.” 

The Frenchman became a shade paler. He felt a strangling sensation surging up his throat behind his white, firmly sitting neckband as he swallowed.

“Ten thousand?” shot through his head. “Only half? Then the rest is lost because, latest in Texas, they will know that they have bought puff and wind.” A dry cough forced itself from his throat but he immediately pulled himself together. 

“Zank you very much, Zank you very much”, he rasped with a gravelly voice, dropping his eyelids. Nobody noticed the disappointment that rang out from these words inside the Frenchman’s tanned head or sensed anything from the hefty thought processes with which he tried to master the situation. 

Count Castell continued, “The money will only be paid out to you when you are willing to take up the post of Second Commissioner in Texas.” 

Bourgeois d’Orvanne ran his finger behind his neck band, feeling like one being hanged and wondering if he was hearing right. Now he would have to change his plans because he had intended to disappear from Mainz as soon as possible after receiving the money but his smiling countenance did not give away what was going on inside his head. 

“Zank you very much, a great ‘onor, zank you very much”, rasped his voice and he bowed again several times. 

“You accept our terms and will act as advisor to his Highness Prince von Solms-Braunfels and travel back to Texas immediately, accompanying the expedition to the grant and working together with the best of your ability for our undertaking. In return we wish to award you an appropriate salary and various securities that are contained in the sales contract and that you will be able to see before signing it.” 

Bourgeois d’Orvanne had by now pulled himself together. A confirming smile swept over his tanned face. Their Lordships interpreted it as a recognition of their clever offer. The Frenchman thereby expressed a rather fine superiority though, as new ways with which he could avoid the unexpected difficulties revealed themselves to him. Now he would be returning to Texas as representative of the Mainz Adelsverein. Who would dare to lay hands on him under these circumstances? 

 “Oh, I will make a zery good work to the Society, you be very content about me. I am ‘appy for zis carrière fameuse.” he exclaimed, swinging his right arm in a long-winded gesture, appearing to express the greatest satisfaction.

The sales contract was passed to him and his eyes hastily flew across the pages. 

As he already knew the main points, he could not care less about the details. His brain worked feverishly because he had to get enough of a head start to achieve his goal, despite all the disturbing conditions of the contract. He suddenly remembered the rule that all contracts made in Germany had no validity in Texas. Thus he grasped for the pen with an exuberant lofty movement of the hand and set his name broadly under the contract. An important stage in the development of the Mainz Adelsverein was thus brought to a conclusion.

“And yet he is still a rascal”, said Duke Ernst von Gotha to himself, having not taken his eyes off the Frenchman for one second. 

That was on March 25, 1844.

 

“You know, Koechert, I’m really surprised by the cold openness with which you make your confessions—as if you had nothing to lose!” 

Church Councillor Koser pressed his forehead on the window and turned his back on the Candidate Teacher Hermann Koechert12

 from Stedtfeld near Eisenach. The young teacher stood in the door and was confronted by the slender form of the man of the frock in the dusky study room in which thin clouds of pipe smoke were clinging to the corners. On the other side of the windowpane one shower was chasing the next on this changeable April day.  

Koser turned around. For a moment the profile of his face stood before the window pane, drawn and sullen. “I’m waiting for a word of apology from you, Herr Candidate. Have you nothing to say to me?”

“No, nothing”, answered Koechert. The tension stood between the two men like a string stretched to breaking point. 

“Good, then I’ll repeat once again the points of your confession that I’ll refer to the government.” he said, staring at Koechert severely. 

“You stated to the mayor of your school town, as he confronted you about regularly attending church that the dear God would not even bother to count the number of trouser bottoms that have been worn through on church pews and that you believe that he looks at the heart of a person and the whole man, saying that Christendom is more than just a Sunday habit in a frock coat. Do you have anything in the way of an excuse to add to this point?” 

“No.” 

“Additionally, you declared to the same gentleman, as you discussed the moral decay of our time, ‘Bad thoughts come more often from an empty stomach than from a depraved heart. Most times a good meal would be of more use than the best Sunday sermon.’ Did you say that?” 

“Yes” 

“Furthermore you tried to apply the immature ideas about the so-called ‘Theory of Emanation’13

 in your lessons. You pointed to the development of the human and animal being in the course of time. That happened repeatedly and I have the evidence to prove it.” 

Koser stood before the young man. He looked at him openly into his screwed up eyes.

“Don’t you realize that you have thus transgressed against a world completed by God from the Beginning, in that you have tried to unhinge his mighty work of creation?” His high-pitched voice trembled with the last words. 

Koechert stayed calm. “Yes, I know that. Nevertheless, it does not reduce the greatness and glory in any way. I just had trouble interpreting what is actually a very beautiful story from the Old Testament. The writer who invented it would not be angry with me if today I sought after a different way to find out how the world came to be.” 

Koser went off the deep end. His voice cracked. He clawed his scrawny fingers into the teacher’s frock revers and tried to shake the young man. Yet he stood firm like a post.

“Outrageous halfwit!” he hissed. “Misuse of vague perceptions at a time of foment when immaturity takes up things uncritically, leading to useless self destruction.” 

He stared at Koechert with piercing eyes. “Young man, there is still time to turn back. Regret your words and promise to change for the better, returning to the safe haven of our faith!”

Koechert pushed away the hand of the cleric from his frock revers and said cooly, “I can’t take even one step backwards. I’ve struggled my way through too many nights to arrive at this realization.” 

“Shut up!” shouted Koser disgusted. “God will punish you in his anger. The Church will not budge one millimeter from its fundamentals. Now I know exactly who you are and also understand how you could get to the point where you could speak in front of your colleagues about, and read from, the writings of that, spat out of hell person from Hessen, Georg Buechner. Thank God! There are still some decent men with rock hard faith. Why did you do it? The times are bad enough without you adding to it. It is seething amongst the people. Somewhere decisions come to maturity. The romantic desire of young people for a unified Germany, empire and of peoples coming together confuse the heads of those not prepared. You are in the service of the Grand Duke and the rest is none of your business. That’s the way it is Herr Koechert and from now on you won’t need to reckon with a secure position in the civil service.” 

Koechert let the torrent of words go over his head. The Church Councilor moved a few steps back to his desk, picked up a note with pointed fingers and gazed maliciously at the teacher: “And with this the crown is set on your treasonable goings-on.”

He waved the note like a flag through the air. “Justice has played into my hands!”

His scrawny fingers held the crumpled paper far away, reading with perceptible disgust, “For Scripture says that what God has united, man should not tear asunder and that the Almighty, who can make a paradise out of the wasteland, can also turn a land of misery into a paradise, as our dearest Germany was, until its princes lacerated and wounded it…” And so on.

“The German people are one body and you are members of this body. When the Lord gives you a sign through men, by which he leads the people out of servitude to freedom, then arise and the whole body will stand up with you. Lord, break the rod of our taskmasters and let your Kingdom come to us, the Kingdom of Justice! Amen.”

Koser pinched his thin lips firmly together and looked at Koechert with contempt. “You wrote that?” he asked, emphasizing every word.

“Yes, copied”, answered Koechert dryly. 

“How do you mean, copied?”—Koser’s eyes blinked mistrustfully. 

“These sentences come from a pamphlet by the Hessian naturalist George Buechner. The man died in 1837 and knew the deepest feelings of the people. His words will remain alive among all who long for freedom and justice and I reckon myself to them. Germany should become free, great and united. The tyrants—” 

“Windbag! Stop the mischief!” Koser stomped his foot and threw the note on the floorboards. “Man, do you know that you are a traitor? An agitator against the order set by God! God has made the state as it is. And that’s why no one shall touch it without impunity!” 

He took a deep breath and tugged at his meager beard. “See, I have you completely in my hands and I can destroy you if I want.” he gasped, taking a few more breaths. “Can you not find a single word from which I could assume your conversion?”

“Do what you think you have to do,” Koechert answered firmly.

Church Councilor Koser reflected. Something held him back to say what was on his tongue. He had wanted to bring the teacher to his knees and humiliate him yet he had not managed to succeed so far. Koechert was not allowing himself to be pushed away just one tiny bit from his position.

“Koechert,” he began after a pause, “you are a heated, unclear person and I’m sorry but I want to give you time to think. Think again. If you pause for a moment and find your way back to law and order, then what has just gone on shall stay between us and have no further consequences for you.”

He wanted to shake his hand.

Koechert’s pale face lifted slightly. It appeared unnaturally white in that gloomy room. He took a step forward, ignoring the cleric’s hand.

“Thank you, Herr Church Councilor. But let things run the way they have to go. I do not need time to think and I’m ready to carry the consequences. Nothing will ever be achieved for Germany if we haul in our sails and turn from the road at the first signs of danger just for the sake of personal gain.”

 Sweat appeared on the cleric’s forehead. He turned and looked out of the window again as rain showers whipped against the windows.

“Can I go?” asked Hermann Koechert simply.

The Church Councilor turned around, hurried up to him, staring at him with piercing eyes. “You unhappy person! I’m sorry for the girl you got engaged to a few weeks ago but I’ll give you some good advice: There is no room for people of your type in Germany. Emigrate! You belong to the superfluous people who do not get their money’s worth here. Go over to Texas as far as I’m concerned! There, the State has founded Cloud-Cuckoo-Land and maybe you can become something there.”

He chuckled and leaned over his desk and pulled out a newspaper under a stack of files. He tore off the right half, folded it up and handed it to the Candidate Teacher, Hermann Koechert from Stedtfeld. “That’s something for you—let God’s will be fulfilled.”

He pointed with his hand to the door. The teacher walked out without saying farewell.

The storm tore the heavy front door out of his hand as he rushed out, slammed it shut and drove him out into the rain-drenched streets. Koechert felt the newspaper in his left hand, slipped it into his coat pocket and threw up his collar.

The excitement he had just held down with all his strength was now aflame in him. Thoughts rushed into his mind. “Emigration,” he recalled Koser saying as he was now wondering where Texas even was. At first the word was nothing but an empty sound, filled with the feeling of space and strangeness. Koechert was breathing hard and he felt cast out and lonely. Shivering, he thought that it was all over with his schoolmaster career, speculating what would come of him.  “Emigration”, Koser had said. The word stuck in his brain. He knew some who had turned their backs on their homeland in recent years—Farmers, workers, artisans, scholars, many, many who were tired of it all. 

The thought had not come to him up to now and he had wanted to fight in order to win but now he was already off track. A splash of rainwater fell onto his hat from a gutter and sprayed upon his burning face. He pulled out his handkerchief and dried himself off. “Why were they gone?” he asked himself. The shadow of Metternich14

 still hung almost like a nightmare upon all free spirits. Thought-snoopers stood around everywhere eagerly catching every open word of man, all sighs and every curse, in order to play all the insecure into the hands of the all-powerful police. In fortresses and prisons sat those who had pronounced those things that oppressed all. Minds were narrowed by church intolerance. 

 Like a legion of troops it was drawn from the German states, gathering in the port cities to crumble and blow like dust into the whole world. Letters came from afar telling expectedly of marvels. They lied and exaggerated because it was so hard to admit the disappointment and misfortune that remained with them. Perhaps the wishful thinking of those far away gave them everything that they had dared to hope and wish for and this belief was stronger than all that reason could provide. Thus this was quietly sneaking into Hermann Koechert’s thinking although he just was not yet aware of it. Avoiding a new shower, he stepped under a door archway 

“Is that still a life at all? Do you really make progress with openness and honesty? Aren’t the selfish and the flexible more successful?”

In the distress of his heart, he found no clear answer to these questions. He felt as if he were looking himself in the face. He had to laugh bitterly at what he saw—a deranged schoolmaster, with a head full of noble thoughts in a miserably botched reality.

“Sort it out,” his brother had said angrily to him in the morning, before he made his way to Eisenach. “You can’t carry on like this and until you are sure of your office, marrying is also out of the question.” Now everything was over.

The brother was also worried for his own part because he knew that Hermann could come before him any day and demand his inheritance. This question remained unspoken between the brothers. One of them was silent because he knew the was bringing the worries about the farm with him, and the other was tormented by incessant anxiety, fearing that the money might now be required of him.

The sun, shining in the puddles and rivulets, lingered for a moment among the clouds as Koechert stepped out into the street, spreading his arms and inhaling the clean air.

He thought to himself, “The money? I’ll have to have it and the sooner the better. It can’t be helped and he’ll have to suffer the consequences. I want to make a new life for myself, free and independent, with Luise!” He stopped. “Yes, with Luise!”

The shivering man, flushing hot, remembered how she had spoken to him as he told her about being relieved from his post, “And if I have to, I’ll go to the end of the world with you.” A new gust of wind mixed with rain and snow was blowing up the alley and it grabbed Koechert, driving him past the houses. The whimsical, ornate sign over the door to the “Klosterkeller” rocked creaking in the wind as Koechert sprung up the three steps in front of the tavern to get away from the storm. He settled himself down at a table that was standing, lonely and remote, next to the heavy, green tiled stove in the twilight of the paneled dining room. A few men sat in eager conversation around the regulars’ table under the window and as Koechert entered the room, their heads spun around as if they were waiting for someone. 

He asked the landlady for a jug of light beer. 

“It should be in there at last,” said Master Plumber Sauermilch deliberately.

“Where on earth is the Vice President?” asked Master Saddler Bachmann. “I’ve become very confused about what they are writing in the papers and saying everywhere. You just want to know what’s actually going on. ‘Annegret’, I said to my significant other before I left, ‘you don’t have to wait with lunch for me today, I have to go and get some things done.’”

He laughed grimly as outside, the clock on the church tower on the marketplace struck ten.

“What do you want to do if the women are watching behind you counting each beer grog like hunting dogs and nagging all the time? What’s better than being a bachelor like you, Herr Assessor, you don’t have to steal away from home for a morning pint as well as enjoying a well-deserved retirement to boot? Hello, you poor craftsman, I say to myself every morning. Has it something to do with retirement, pension and…?” 

The door flew open and Deputy Head Schaefer came in, his long pipe in his left hand and his right hand swinging a newspaper. 

“I was late,” he said, a little short of breath. “But it could not be otherwise with this weather, the postman came much later than usual.”

The men squeezed up together and made space for him.

“Well, now we finally know what’s up. The society had to come up with a clear concept and here it is!” He struck the spread out Frankfurt Post Newspaper.

“So first things first: The Mainz Adelsverein for the Protection of German Emigrants has acquired an area of six hundred square miles in Texas, that is, eleven hundred and ten square kilometers where they want to accommodate German settlers. In this way they are hoping to arrive at a better outcome by keeping it all together as a well-ordered area to create a new home country over there. Six hundred and forty acres will be allocated to each family.

“Unmarried men over the age of seventeen will get three hundred and twenty acres.

“Each lot should be kept together in one piece. Fifteen acres around each house has to be fenced. 

“Before departure, the emigrant will be guaranteed his land in writing. He will receive it as a gift on arrival. Once he has lived there for three years, the land will finally become his property. Before the expiration of this time, all profits accrue to him without limitation.

“The Society shall provide good, spacious ships for the crossing as well as cheap and healthy food for which there will be a small charge. Society agents will be ready to receive the arrivals at the landing places. There will also be harnessed wagons waiting to carry the luggage free of charge to the place of the settlement. Likewise, the Society will ensure provisions during the land journey.”

Deputy Head Schaefer sniffed a bit during his hasty speech as everyone gasped in amazement.

“The truth is,” said the market pharmacist, “it’d be better to be young again and do it, but I doubt there’s much left to get out of us”

The hastily thrown sentences of the Deputy Headmaster had struck home with Hermann Koechert like stones. Springing to his feet, he listened as if they were meant just for him.

Schaefer coughed, lit his pipe and continued, “Every family will be given its own log cabin on the spot. The association will build storehouses and provide food, tools, seeds and plants in the enclosed settlements. Upon arrival, plow oxen, horses, cows, pigs and sheep will be made available for settlers. All this will be sold to the arrivals at a much lower price than on the American market. If the hard working emigrants have no money, then the association will make an advance to be repaid from the profits of the first harvests. The products resulting from agriculture can be sold to the Society warehouses at the discretion of the settlers.”

“That’s what I call organization”, said Assessor Weibezahl slowly. “Well, men, as I have always said, our princes and lords are not as bad as most people today like to think—I mean the craftsmen as such.” He looked around the group with a sneer. “Where do you find so much goodwill, sacrifice, wisdom and nationalism in one place? Their Lordships know what they want—I mean, such a plan could really help Germany. Cheers, Herr Candidate!”

He raised his glass and turning to Koechert he said, “In the heat of the moment I hadn’t yet noticed you. We are emigrating and Texas is the journey. Only on paper at first but don’t you feel like doing that too?”

“Yes, yes, I would quite…” 

The idea had cast such a spell on him that Koechert got stuck in the middle of the sentence. The word “Texas” had come to his ears for the second time today. He had absorbed every word that came across from the regulars’ table. The thought rushed over him in waves, “Was he not young and healthy? Luise would go.” 

The Deputy Head continued, “The Society will provide for the religious and moral education of children as well as building churches and schools. Doctors, pharmacists and hospitals will ensure the health of the emigrants. In May, His Highness Prince von Solms-Braunfels and Herr Bourgeois d’Orvanne will precede in order to make the necessary arrangements for the arrival and accommodation of the settlers there. The first transport is due to leave this September. The costs, including all expenses, amount to six hundred guilders for families from the Rheinland and the half for unmarried persons. In addition, lists with donations that can be used to enable emigration for families without means, are being drawn up all over Germany. The Society is publishing the names of the benefactors in the most widely read papers. The company L. H. Flersheim in Mainz is the Society’s bankers. From the money from those emigrants paying in full, three percent is being deducted for poor settlers. The announcement is being issued in Mainz on April 9, 1844. Today we have the fifteenth. Now we can get on with it.” 

“That will take off,” said the market pharmacist.

“Six hundred guilders that I’ve meanwhile calculated comes to three hundred and forty-two taler that is quite a bit of money. Who has so much money on the side?” asked Bachmann thoughtfully. 

“A lot of money will flow out of Germany and so again, the whole thing only benefits those who already have money.”

“Wait a minute, here it is stated differently,” the Deputy Head commented. “The required deposit can be dispensed with in special cases. So there is the possibility of bringing over even destitute people. There are sure to be plenty who will want to make use of that.”

“I have not seen so much money in one pile in my lifetime” said Tailor Sussdorf, lost in thought and wiping his thumb on the edge of his beer jug and taking a long sip. 

“But Master, that all costs money. Listen, my dear friends, to what is exactly going to be provided for.”

The Deputy Head moved his glasses to the tip of his nose and continued reading: “The Society calculates sixty guilders for the crossing and the food, for land transport from the Matagorda Bay to the colony on wagons and in tents, ten guilders and for a residential building, sixty guilders. The money is to be paid before the trip to the bank in Mainz. In the harbor each family gets back fifty guilders and a single person ten guilders for additional expenses.

“I reckon the journey across the sea will take sixty to ninety days. That’s really quite a lot of money. The cash is safer in the hands of the Society than if each one were to keep it in their pockets. And then I also believe that the collection of donations will bring a lot in. The state and communities now have the opportunity to get rid of many a problem child.”

The regulars’ table started to fill up. More and more men pushed into the discussion. Smoke smoldered from pipes and artisan’s fists lay heavily upon the table.

Bookseller Jakobi had brought a world map and pointing his finger described the journey, as he knew a lot about the distant land. Everyone joined his journey over to Texas, saw the blue sea and penetrated into the green tide of the prairies.

Time passed as a change came over Hermann Koechert. A great longing began to burn in him as if all the past had fallen away as he rose from the shambles of the morning like one being newborn to the light. As if he were already on the swaying ship, he closed his eyes as if the sun were dazzling him. He had his arm around Luise and the sails billowed above them whilst the ship went quietly west on its way to Texas.

On his way home to Stedtfeld in the afternoon, Koechert found the newspaper in his pocket that the cleric had pressed into his hand. It was the same page of the Frankfurter Post Newspaper that the Deputy Headmaster had read out in the “Klosterkeller”. 
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