
DECEMBER 2020

MEETING NOTES

Unless otherwise indicated, all meetings start 
at 1:00 pm at the Lindenwood School, 

12351 N. Granville Road 111W, 
Mequon, WI 53097. 

MEMBERSHIP INFORMATION

Non-Voting Associate/Organization ... $12.00

Voting Individual ............................... $15.00

Voting Family .................................... $20.00

Add $5 to receive newsletter by US Mail

POMMERSCHER
VEREIN FREISTADT

Post Office Box 204
Germantown, WI 53022

All Regular Meetings are Cancelled Until April 2021 
Weihnachtsfest – Although we cannot meet directly this year, we invite you to take part in a “Virtual Christmas” celebration. 
In addition to the memories and history included in this newsletter, check out our website, pommerscher.org, for more 
stories, readings, and links to songs. You can also find Christmas-related Pomeranian recipes there. In the left-hand red 
section, scroll down to the bottom and click on “Weihnactsfest/Christmas”.

Virtual Events Winter 2021

Email: information@pommerscher.org					                                                                              www.pommerscher.org

Virtual Conference 2021
International German Genealogy Partnership 
(IGGP) is planning a virtual conference in 
July 2021. Watch for updates and registration 
opportunities on the iggp.org web site. Plans 
are being made to have well-known speakers 
on a variety of German genealogy topics as 
well as opportunities for online shopping!

Library Report
Because of the COVID 
pandemic, very little has been 
happening at the PVF Library. Researchers are not allowed into the 
library at this time. But you can correspond with Linda Herrick at 
genealogy@pommerscher.org with research quesions. Queries relating 
to genealogy or the library’s holdings can also be sent to the PVF P.O. 
Box, and they will be given to Linda to answer.

Membership Renewal
It’s time to renew your membership in our group! If possible, please consider renewing 
online via PayPal or with a credit card. You can find that information on our website, 
pommerscher.org. Be sure to login first with your username and password. If you have 
forgotten that information, email information@pommerscher.org for help. If renewing 
online is not possible or desired, please send in the enclosed form with a check.  Some 
people have “paid ahead” for multiple years. If there is a membership year on your 
mailing label, you are one of those people!

The Pommerscher Verein Freistadt membership year is January 1 through December 31st.
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President’s Message
Dear Members,

As we head into the final stretches of 2020, very few people are sorry to see it go. By now, most of us probably know some-
one who has had the Covid 19 virus, and I hope they have recovered. I pray that normal life returns soon. In the meantime, 
our group has made some adjustments to deal with the difficulties posed by the virus. Elections are usually held at the regular 
November meeting. Instead, the board of directors voted to extend all positions by one year. Therefore, the board members for 
2021 are:

I thank my fellow board members for their work.  I also thank Leon Raether, Linda Herrick, Elroy Klug, and Terry Schoessow 
for their contributions of time and effort to keep the group running smoothly. Thanks also to everyone who helped to make 
Pommern Abend successful in September. We were fortunate to have a warm, pleasant evening, and about 250 people enjoyed 
the entertainment, food, and drink.

While we are unable to have our traditional Weinachtsfest celebration this month, we are offering a virtual celebration instead. 
Some of it is elsewhere in this issue; some of it is on our website. Be sure to check it out – perhaps with your favorite beverage 
beside you.

Tim Schoessow, President

PVF FINANCIAL NOTES
During 2020 we changed our fiscal year end from December 
31st to September 30th. This better aligns our financial results 
with our operations, especially with our membership drive at 
the end of the calendar year. The Verein is in good shape. We 
ended our pro forma 2020 fiscal year with $31,546 of net 
assets; this was an improvement over the $24,731 on Sept. 
30, 2019. Along with lower operating expenses, membership 
dues and donations were the main reasons for the increase in 
net assets.

In total, we lost only $987 at Pommern Abend held on Sept. 
25 in Germantown, as compared with a loss of $4,404 the 
previous year at Pommerntag, which suffered from poor 
attendance caused by bad weather. Hopefully, 2021 will 
signal a return to normalcy; if so, we are now estimating about 
a $1,000 loss.

If planning for a loss comes as a surprise to you, it should be 
noted that Pommerntag was always meant to be a sharing of 
culture with the community, not a money-making adventure. 
That is why donations to the “Friends of Pommerntag” are so 
important.

We would be pleased to forward a complete set of financial 
statements along with our Treasurer’s Report to anyone who 
emails us at treasurer@pommerscher.org.

New Members

Yvonne Butcher - Albuquerque, New Mexico

Sue Falkenburg - Dousman, Wisconsin

Sheryl Herold - Tampa, Florida

Gayle Kanies - Austin, Texas

Joel Kluender - Platteville, Wisconsin

Evan Kusik - Mounds View, Minnesota

Jerry Leist - Angelton, Texas

Laverne Lesznik - Florence, Vermont

Audrey Naese - Inverness, Florida

Thor Vangen - Anoka, Minnesota

Welcome

President - Tim Schoessow  (2021)	 Director - Rose Boggs  (2021)

Vice President - Dale Herrick  (2022)	 Director - Anne Bridges  (2021)

Secretary - Marian Held  (2022)	 Director - Jean Klug  (2022)

Treasurer - Shaw Bridges  (2021)	
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What I remember as a kid was St Nick coming to our house 
to visit, and we all watched him leave out of the window. 
I twirled my pigtail the whole time he was there. Our 
family sold Christmas trees, so our tree never went up until 
Christmas Eve, because Santa put it up. In the morning, 
the tree was up with all the presents under it. One year, we 
went to church, and while we were in church, the tree went 
up. Mom and Dad were with us in church, so we knew they 
didn’t do it. So, yes, there is a Santa! 
– Jean Klug, West Bend, WI

Oyster Stew was always the menu for both Christmas Eve 
and New Year’s Eve. On Christmas Eve we always went 
to church where the children presented a program to the 
congregation. Each child had a speaking part, which had to 
be memorized. As we left the church, each child received a 
bag of candy, which also contained an apple or an orange. 
When we got home we discovered that Santa Claus had 
come while we were in church. He had left presents for us 
which we opened before going to bed. On Christmas Day 
the larger family gathered for a Christmas Dinner after 
which there were games or conversation. 
– Donovan Schwichtenberg, Edina, MN

I was born in Regenwalde, now Resko, two months after 
WWII started. My memories are somewhat scratchy. I think 
we went to my grandmother for Christmas and had goose.

My brother had to say a poem, only after 
that he was given the Bunte Teller which 
consisted of candy, nuts and apples. My 
grandmother had a lot of lead soldiers 
dressed in the old Prussian uniforms. At 
Christmas, we boys could play with them.

When I was five years old, we had to leave our home and 
fled to a small village between Hannover and Gottingen. 
We shared the house with four families and had more or 
less one room to ourselves. We celebrated Christmas with 
all four families until they moved out, and we stayed on for 
10 years with the family that owned the house. The refugee 
kids ate lunch at a different farmhouse from Monday to 

Friday, because we didn’t have enough to eat. We celebrated 
Christmas with family that owned the house every year 
until we also left.

Of course, the presents were not very plentiful. The main 
thing was the Bunte Teller. My grandmother knit socks 
and when my dad finally came home from the war in 1948, 
he made me a few toys. When I came to the USA, I was 
surprised that the Christmas tree had no live candles. 
– Cheers, Georg Gauger, Mound, MN

My father would make it a special celebration to present 
a plate of pickled herring at New Years. As a kid I’d turn 
my nose up at it but eventually acquired the taste for this 
delicacy.

In Germany, Poland and Scandinavia, it’s believed that 
eating herring at the stroke of midnight will ensure a year of 
bounty – as herring are in abundance throughout Western 
Europe. Also, their silvery color resembles that of coins, a 
good omen for future fortune. 
– Mary Beth (Zarling) Volmer, Menomonee Falls, WI

My ancestry is half German from Russia and half 
Pomeranian. But, I do remember the wonderful kuchen 
my grandmother, Anna Maria Buelow Winteroth used to 
make. I think it is similar to Sucher Kuchen? She made a 
sweet bread dough and placed it in a long rectangular pan, 
covered it with sour cream, fresh fruit, then cinnamon and 
sugar. She baked it in her wood stove oven in the kitchen 
of the farm she inherited when her parents died. They 
came from Neustettin in Pomerania in 1892 and settled 
on a homestead near Hebron, North Dakota. I can still 
remember how much I loved that kuchen. She also made 
large yeast bread dumplings which were steamed and then 
dipped in plum juice from the canned plums she made. I 
have never had the cherry soup I read about but wondered 
if these dumplings might not be similar.

We often ate roast goose for Christmas as my father said 
turkey was too dry. I know this was a Pomeranian meal. 
– Kaye Kuntz-Igoa, Sun City, AZ

Christmas Memories
Elsewhere in this Rundschreiben, you will find a description of how Christmas 
was celebrated in Pomerania long ago. But future generations will also need to 
remember how we celebrated in more modern times, especially the first half of 
the 20th Century. With that in mind, members of our group were asked to 
explore their memory banks. They were especially asked to remember 
Pomeranian customs, with the caveat that no “Culture Police” will complain, 
“That’s not Pomeranian.”
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Christmas was so special with traditions that were shared 
with us. As soon as the Thanksgiving goose was gone, my 
nana and mom would start making cookies which they 
stored in baby formula cans (the cans looked like paint 
cans but were better made). There were about 25 different 
kinds of cookies. We would have afternoon tea starting after 
Christmas until they were gone. But somehow Christmas 
continued when Mom would find a full can of cookies in 
June or July.

Our tree was always wonderful. Dad would put on the lights 
and we would hang the ornaments and then we would hang 
the tinsel one strand at a time. The whole thing shimmered 
and when the front door was opened it would make a 
delightful noise because of the tinsel.

On Christmas Eve Santa would arrive as we were leaving for 
the children’s program at church. He would give us a box of 
the most terrible hard candy and a navel orange. After the 
program, we would get another box of candy and another 
orange. When we arrived home, we would be able to open 
our presents.

Care packages from friends in New York City and Germany 
would arrive with presents and marzipan. My favorite was 
the marzipan loaf that was covered in dark chocolate.

New Year’s Eve day we were not allowed in the kitchen. 
Nana and Mom made the salad we nicknamed Everything 
but the Kitchen Sink. I never worked up the courage to try 
it. It had herring in it that Nana had prepared earlier. She 
got a small wooden barrel full of herring (maybe 5 gallons?) 
every year. She’d can the herring with onions and vinegar. I 
can’t find any that tastes that good. 
– Audrey Naese, Inverness, FL

I was born, raised and lived fifty years in Rochester, New 
York. In Rochester there was a German bakery (Richters) 
where every Saturday morning my grandparents went 
to buy kuchen. Every Christmas morning they came 
to our house to be there when I opened my Christmas 
presents. My great grandfather lived with them and he 
came too and they all sat and ate kuchen with coffee while 
I opened presents. When I see a bundt pan it reminds 
me how the kuchen was, sort of high, hole in center, 
sugar glazing on top and so good. Recently I found that 
my Great Grandparents, Carl Zimmerman and Johanna 
Luedtke came from Baldenburg, West Prussia where my 
Grandmother Emma Zimmerman May was born.  

Today here in Las Vegas, Nevada where I live now there 
is a bakery owned by folks from Buffalo, New York. Every 
Christmas Eve morning my husband and I go to buy 
German baked goods for us as well as our neighbors. It has 

become a tradition in our neighborhood that Jim and Judy 
will be coming with Christmas morning goodies. Thanks 
for letting me share and I look forward to hearing other 
members’ stories. – Judith Ann Ruf, Las Vegas, NV

Starting 
chronologically, my 
sister and I did have a 
St. Nicholas stocking, 
which appeared over 
the night of Dec. 5. In 
fact, that was the only 
time we used stockings. 
The contents were 
small “pre-Christmas 
gifts” like maybe a new 
Barbie outfit or a Nancy 
Drew book.  Maybe some food items, but nothing I can 
specifically recall.

On Christmas Eve, we always had a baked ham, German 
potato salad, and a fruit-laden Jello ring of some sort for 
dinner, with the gathering of family starting at about 4:00 
pm. Gifts were opened after dinner. In my younger days, 
Santa came while we were having dinner (wink wink). Once 
in a while we did have gift exchanges the next morning but 
that was rare. One practical reason was that we were a small 
family and elderly relatives had to be included, and they 
couldn’t be expected to turn up early Christmas morning. 
Cookies were left out for Santa, with convincing tricks like 
powdered sugar “footsteps” leading from the fireplace over 
to the half-eaten cookie plate.

Our church did not have Christmas Day services, rather 
two or three of them on the Eve, including an 11 pm-12 am 
candlelight one, which was cool if you could keep your eyes 
open.

Christmas Day we played with our new toys, and in the 
evening the same cast gathered again, this time for a 
turkey dinner, sometimes at the home of one of the elderly 
relatives.

New Year’s Eve was mainly noisemakers and herring! 
– Anne Bridges, Mequon, WI

My mother liked to remember that on Christmas morning 
her father, the Rev. F. F. Selle, pastor at Emmaus on 23rd and 
Hadley in Milwaukee, used to come down the stairs singing 
“O Du Froehliche, O Du Selige”. That was the sign that the 
children could get out of bed and run downstairs to the 
Christmas tree where the presents awaited. His parents were 
from Pomerania, so who knows how far back that tradition 
went? – David Zersen, Wauwatosa, Wisconsin
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My grandmother made a fruitcake that was started in 
November. The nuts and fruit were chopped fine. It was 
wrapped in cheesecloth and port wine was poured over it 
and stored in the cellar. The cellar in the farmhouse had 
a fresh water cistern and was very cool. When the bread 
dried, it was refreshed with more wine. I’ve made the 
fruitcake the same way except for the wine.
Also she made a molasses cookie that had ground anise in 
the ingredients. I loved those cookies. They had an icing 
made with egg whites. 

My family celebrated on Christmas Eve. We would attend 
evening candlelight service. That is still the most important 
time for me and I still attend Christmas Eve services.  My 
great-great-grandparents settled in Hustisford 
(WI). – Laura Larrabee, Homestead, FL

I grew up in the 50s and by then, as probably 
with most of us, our family was several 
generations fully American, so I honestly do 
not recall that any of our Christmas traditions 
were Pomeranian in origin.

But, perhaps there was one thing that had 
its origin there, although I am not absolutely 
certain. - Pfeffernusse cookies. The rough 
translation that I have always understood this 
to be is Pepper Nut, however, that is not at all 
an accurate description of these little delights. 
My mom used to make them every year, and 
I still have her handwritten recipe (she died 
five years ago, two weeks shy of 98) that I use. She had 
marked on it at the bottom, “This is a very old recipe, the 
original did not have all measurements.” They are essentially 
a hard gingerbread cookie about an inch in diameter. I am 
not a coffee drinker, but my wife very much enjoys dipping 
them in coffee, partly to soften them if they get a bit harder 
than she prefers. The recipe calls for hand-kneading each 
morning and evening for 8 days. Given that the dough is 
rather stiff, this is a workout on the arm muscles! The house 
smelled like molasses, cinnamon and cloves while they were 
baking, and well, they are just a great part of my Christmas. 
– Max Schmiege, Menomonee Falls, WI

HERRING FOR THE HOLIDAYS
As the month of December comes upon us, I remember in 
my childhood years my Grandpa Beversdorf would order 
a keg of herring. When it arrived, he had a special spot in 
the laundry room of the basement where he would prepare 
it. He had many rinses he had to do and add the spices and 
cut the onions, and make the herring into cutlets, doing 
everything as part of his addition to the celebration.

When it was Christmas Eve, my seven aunties and one 
uncle would arrive with their families to my grandparent’s 
home and we would all feast on the goodies everyone would 
bring.

In 2007 Tom and I took the Pommerscher Verein trip to 
Germany and Poland. One of the places we stopped had the 
famous butcher shop we needed to go to where President 
George Bush had visited during his presidency. A statement 
was made that, “You have to try the herring.” We were 
anxious to try it and guess what? It was the exact recipe my 
grandfather Grover made every year. They called it 
Bismarck herring. I still love it and taught my kids and my 
grandkids to love it too! – Mary Strauss, Fond du Lac, WI

I had one brother, one year younger than 
me. Starting in late November, there would 
be a knock on the window and my parents 
indicated that it was either Santa Claus or one 
of his “brownies” watching us, and we needed 
to behave, or there would be no presents 
on Christmas Eve. At least once a week up 
until the week before Christmas, we would 
hear a knock on the window and it really 
frightened us as Santa Claus was watching. 
On one occasion mid December, Santa Claus 
came to the door and knocked. We opened 
the door and there stood Santa Claus and we 
were really frightened as we had just had a 
“wrestling match” and that was something 

we should not do. Santa Claus asked us what we wanted for 
Christmas and we told him. As he left, he reminded us to be 
good boys and if we were good, we could expect to receive 
the presents we asked for.

After going to church on Christmas Eve and “saying our 
piece” during the Christmas program, we came home 
and low and behold, Santa Claus came and delivered our 
presents. He also ate the cookies we left for him and took 
along some sugar we left for the reindeer. Can you believe 
that I believed in Santa Claus until age 14!!! While I heard 
my brother and some school friends say that there was no 
Santa Claus, I still believed. YES, There is a Santa Claus!! 
– Edward W. Raether, Waukesha, WI

We students at Immanuel School in Lebanon, Wisconsin 
practiced (what seemed like forever) the program for 
the congregation on Christmas Eve. We presented our 
recitations and sang Christmas carols—some even in 
German for the full congregation. After the service, one of 
Santa’s helpers gave us each a brown bag with nuts, fruit and 
a candy cane.
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Then we couldn’t wait to get home because we knew that 
Santa always came to our house on Christmas Eve. We set 
out a dish of sugar for the reindeer and cookies for Santa 
before we got into the car to head to church. Mom was 
always last one in the car before we could leave. It never 
occurred to us that she had to take down the quilts over the 
French doors in the living room, so when we walked in the 
tree and gifts were waiting for us! Oh, what a joyful time.

Next day, Christmas Day, we headed to Milwaukee to my 
aunt and uncle’s home. Sometimes we were delayed because 
dad had to put chains on the tires of our 1947 Chevy so 
we could make it to the Big City. Aunt Franny always had 
a special treat, usually an unusual fruit. My favorite to this 
day is pomegranate. Each of us kids got a tiny goblet of 
port wine before the big dinner! Christmas ham was on the 
menu here.

We stayed overnight at the Krause’s and the next day 
we went to Schuster’s in downtown Milwaukee to get 
our pictures taken with our new Christmas dresses. We 
enjoyed the windows at the store with animated Christmas 
decorations. Usually, we had tickets to see the Grenadiers 
program at another venue in Milwaukee.

Then the next day, we headed to the train station to board 
the Hiawatha train back to Watertown. We were impressed 
that we were going 90 miles an hour! Dad was always at the 
train station to pick us up. He had to leave on Christmas 
Day to get back and do the milking on the farm in Lebanon. 
We then went to Dad’s parent’s house in Watertown, 
Grandpa & Grandma Schuett, for what we called Second 
Christmas Day—thanks for joining me on a reminiscence of 
all these heartwarming memories of years gone by!

Merry Christmas to all our Pommern friends and best 
wishes for the New Year! See you in June 2021. 
– Karyn Schmitz, Winneconne, WI

December 6th was the 
beginning of the Christmas 
season in the Herbert 
Schoessow family. It started 
with the Pomeranian custom 
of St. Nicholas Day. Our 
dad suggested we get our 
long socks and hang them 
on the top rung of the chair. 
If our behavior was decent, 
we would get a special treat. 
And hang our socks we did! 
It resulted in an orange, or 
maybe even candy at times. 
We also had an Advent 

Calendar, which helped us count the days till Christmas.
Herman and Matilda Schoessow, my grandparents, were 
in their 80s when I was growing up. On Christmas Eve, we 
would go to their house to see their Christmas tree. Then 
onto church to participate in our Trinity School program. 
We all had individual recitations of the Christmas story and 
some of us were asked to tell our part in German. The two 
classrooms sang the carols they had prepared. 

We then hurried home so we could open our presents. The 
doors to the living room had been closed for three days, 
so Mom and Dad could put up the tree in time for Santa 
Claus to come. My mother, Esther, always built a beautiful 
large Christmas village under the tree when we were in bed. 
One evening, someone played a few simple tunes on the 
piano. I knew Mom could play hymns. When I asked, “Who 
was playing piano last night?” The reply was “Santa Claus.” 
That’s when I discovered that Dad was Santa.

On First Christmas Day, as it was called, we attended 
church, and then had dinner at our home with grandparents 
Herman and Matilda, and Uncle Carl and Aunt Selma. 
Then, on Second Christmas Day, we attended church 
services. Later in the week, we had dinner with Uncle Ben, 
Aunt Rose, and all six Schoessow cousins. 

Frank and Clara were in their 50s when I was growing up, 
and with children of their own at home, Christmas with 
the extended family was a day or two after Christmas. He 
loved to hear his children and grandchildren sing carols. 
My mother, the oldest of the nine children, accompanied 
us on the piano. As the aunts and uncles married, they took 
turns celebrating and every family brought an assigned 
dish. What a feast we had! We also had fun with our many 
cousins. The year that stands out is when we sang the 
Hallelujah Chorus in four part harmony with everyone. A 
job well done, too!

We attended church on New Year’s Eve, followed by an 
invitation from Grandpa Frank Klug to eat herring together, 
a Pomeranian custom. I remember my sisters and brothers 
not liking the smell nor the herring. We did enjoy the 
pickled onions that were included, however. 
– Ruth Schoessow Leininger, The Villages, FL

Peter von Lipinsky, a PVF member from Edmonton, 
Alberta, Canada, wrote a short story based on his actual 
experiences as a child in a small Kashubian village in 
Pomerania in the early 1900s. It is too long to be reprinted 
here, but please find it on our website at 
https://pommerscher.org/cpage.php?pt=156
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Die Weihnachten Rose - 
The Christmas Rose

Reprinted from Pommerscher Verein Freistadt website 
Originally used with permission of Edna Cherney

A Christmas tradition in Pomerania, that originated in about the 12th 
century, a time when the populous still had not converted to Christianity 
and Pagan customs prevailed.

It is said that the German Bishop, Otto von Bamberg, made a visit to 
Stettin and converted some of the residents. Many of the newly converted 
Christians died because of their beliefs.

An old man who lived in a small village near Stettin, was a Christian, but kept it a secret out of fear of persecution. 
However, one of his neighbors betrayed him to the Pagan priests, which resulted in him being jailed and sentenced to 
death. The heathen priests taunted and ridiculed him, and said, “If your God is so powerful, let Him make flowers bloom 
here in the middle of winter,” then you will be set free. The old man prayed throughout the night, but in the morning he 
was led to the public hanging tree. Lo and behold, there, under the old oak tree, flowers were in full bloom. They were 
to become known as the “Christmas Rose.” With this sign the Pomeranians accepted Christianity. It is believed that the 
Crossbeak, a rare bird that nests and broods in this northern area at Christmas time, had carried the seed from the south.

Since that time, for over 900 years, the Christmas Rose blooms in Pomerania in the middle of winter, and if they don’t want 
to bloom, one crafts some out of tissue paper and candles to place them in the window on Christmas Eve.

CHRISTMAS REMEMBERED
St. Nicholas came for us, leaving candy, fruit, and a new 
toothbrush on the 5th of December. He also came to my 
own children, leaving the new toothbrush but adding nuts, 
small toys, and children’s Christmas music to the stockings. 
As a child, I found out that some of my friends at school 
didn’t have those visits, and my own children found the 
same.
Our Christmas tree, a live Douglas Fir, always went up the 
15th of December, never before, and decorated with hand-
blown ornaments, multi-colored lighting, finished with 
silver tinsel, and topped by an angel. My favorites were the 
birds that had their tails displayed.

Christmas dinner at Grandpa and Grandma Schloesser’s 
was a ham baked with whole cloves in white soda or beer, 
German potato salad, lettuce salad with a lemon juice, corn 
oil and salt dressing, cooked red cabbage, coin-cut carrots 
cooked in butter and brown sugar, and Jell-o. My mother 
was always able to find time to make Christmas Cookies.

My mother’s family began as Lutheran, and my father was 
Catholic, so that religious combination didn’t lend itself to 
our attending church regularly as a family. There were times 
we went to Midnight Mass, or church on Christmas Day.

I mostly remember watching for Santa and his reindeer 
out my bedroom window on Christmas Eve. Unlike most 
people, I do like fruitcake and stollen. I remember the 
year my grandparents gave us a small individual bottle of 
Mogen David wine. They also sent the best Christmas card 
I ever received. Inside, it had the same card, but smaller, 
for my dolly. I still have it. We always received handmade 
Christmas gifts boxed in the mail from my maternal 
grandmother, who was Pomeranian and lived in Central 
Wisconsin, about 100 miles away. I still have them as well.

What I really enjoyed about the Christmas season was going 
for car rides to see how other people decorated the outside 
of their homes and the trees in their windows.

New Year’s Eve and New Year’s Day was spent home 
together with the family. I always tried to make it special 
by having a variety of snack dishes available to watch TV 
with, then on New Year’s Day itself, we would have a grilled 
T-bone steak dinner. I never liked the herring tradition!

Here is wishing you and your family, and friends a Very 
Merry Holiday Season from here in Milwaukee, WI, and 
wishing 2021 brings us all a world, communities, homes, 
hearts filled with Peace, Love, Hope, Faith, Prosperity and, 
Good Health. – The Boggs Family, Brown Deer, WI
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The favorite daytime meal on the day before Christmas 
consisted of Bockwurst und Kartoffelsalat (sausage and 
potato salad). This custom allowed the homemakers more 
time to concentrate on the preparation of the evening’s more 
elaborate meal and the Bescherung (present giving).

At dusk on Christmas Eve, friends would gather and be 
treated with Feuerzangebowle, a Pomeranian type of 
sweetened, spiced, and heated wine. When the guests 
were seated, they were served 
appetizers of Kock Kase mit 
Schwartzbrot (cooked cheese 
spread with dark bread), Heringe 
Nach Hausfrauenart” (pickled 
creamed herring) and Rugenwald 
tea sausage. The hospitality 
rules were more relaxed than 
at other times. Christmas was a 
time when family and very close 
friends celebrated together and 
most non-family activities were 
suspended for the week.

Dinner was by candlelight and 
began with Kirschsuppe (warm 
cherry soup with dumplings). The 
main course was Pommerscher 
Gansebraten (roast goose with 
stuffing) served with gravy, 
Rotkohl mit Apfeln (red cabbage 
with apples), and Knoedel (potato 
dumplings). Many families also 
included Blue Carp, poached 
in vinegar and served with 
horseradish and sweet whipped 
cream, boiled salt potatoes 
garnished with parsley and butter. Dessert was Schokolade 
Pudin (steamed chocolate pudding with hard sauce) and 
Klotternusse Keks cookies. Other delicacies of the season 
served as in-between snacks, included Christstollen (long 
loaves of bread filled with nuts, dried fruit, citron, and 
raisins), Lebkuchen (spice bars), Reisbrei (a rice pudding 
flavored with sweet cinnamon), and white sausage. The 
goose was stuffed with vegetables rather than the bread 
stuffing of Americans. 

To prepare a Feuerzangenbowle, you need red wine, rum, 
oranges juice, lemon juice, cinnamon and cloves. All lights 
in the room should be dimmed to provide the appropriate 

atmosphere. The rum-soaked sugar is lit and as the flames 
leap up, the sugar drips into the spiced wine. Those who do 
not eat well on Christmas Eve will be haunted by demons 
during the night, therefore Dickbauch (fat stomach) is a 
name given for this opportunity to eat so well and so much.

The Christmas tree, according to legend, originated in 
Germany. It is believed that Martin Luther began the 
tradition of bringing a fir tree into the home. One Christmas 

Eve he brought in an evergreen 
tree to his daughter’s nursery 
for her to enjoy since the 
weather was too bad for her to 
go outside. He decorated the 
tree with candles.

The tree has a mysterious 
magic for the children because 
they are not allowed to see it 
until Christmas Eve. Usually 
the children were occupied 
with the Christmas Eve church 
service and when they arrived 
home the Christmas Tree 
appeared, usually in the parlor, 
that special room that was only 
used for special occasions. 
The tree was decorated with 
apples, candy, nuts, cookies, 
tinsel, family treasures and 
candles. The presents were 
placed under the tree. As the 
children entered this fantastic 
room, carols were sung, the 
candles lit, the Christmas 
story read and the gifts were 

opened. The Christmas tree lights and candles were essential 
to the Pomeranians’ Christmas celebration.

Also according to legend, on Christmas Eve in Germany 
rivers turned to wine, animals spoke to each other, tree 
blossoms produced fruit, mountains opened up to reveal 
precious gems, and church bells could be heard ringing 
from the bottom of the sea. Of course, only the pure in heart 
could witness this Christmas magic. All others must content 
themselves with traditional German celebrating, of which 
there was plenty.

FROEHLICHE WEIHNACHTEN - 
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