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E(litor's Note

It was natural that as the only founder of the Bruderhof still alive
after World War II, Emmy Arnold would one day be asked to tell her
story. She was already in her seventies when she began the project,
but the details she recounted were as alive for her as if they had
happened the day before.

The original, handwritten German manuscript for A Joyful
Pilgrimage evolved from the author’s notes, some made as catly as
the 1930s. By the 1960s there were several bound volumes of these.
“I don’t want these events and people to be forgotten,” she would
say. In 1964, a book-length manuscript was prepared, translated, and
published as Zorches Together.

For this new edition, aside from making revisions and factual
corrections, new details and anecdotes have been incorporated.
Though some are the result of recent research, most of them come
from an unpublished diary of the author’s, Das Geschlossene Buch,
and from other personal papers.

As a book that records both the trials and joys of living a new
way in a new era, it is fitting that this new edition of Emmy Arnold’s
memoirs can be made available to a wider readership. For it was never
nostalgia or a sentimental yearning for old times that animated her.
Rather, she was driven forward by her vision of a future society built
on justice and love, and by her expectant longing for the coming of
the kingdom.
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Origins

As I was asked to write down the story of my life, I want to tell
a lictle of everything I remember. I especially want to tell about the
first years of the Bruderhof communities (since I am one of the
few who still remember them) and how we were visited and moved
by the Spirit in spite of our human weakness and failings. I don'
really know where to begin, but because my personal background
somehow belongs to it all, I will start there.

My husband, Eberhard, and I both stem from upper-middle-class
academic circles. Both of us enjoyed protected childhoods, and we
were rather isolated from people of other classes. Although both of
us always felt we owed a great debt of gratitude to our parents, we
also felt we must go our own ways. Somehow we did not feel that our
lives were complete. We longed for a fuller, more meaningful life and
could not help feeling a certain boredom.

Eberhard was born on July 26, 1883, in Kénigsberg, East Prussia. His
father, Carl Franklin Arnold (born in Williamsfield, Ohio, on March
10, 1853), taught in the grammar school at Kénigsberg at the time
Eberhard was born. Eberhard’s mother, Elisabeth Arnold (formerly
Voigt), came from traditional academic circles. She was born on
September 20, 1852, in Oldenburg, Germany. Eberhard was the third
child in the family. He had one brother and three sisters. When he
was still a young boy his father became Professor of Theology and
Church History at the University of Breslau in Silesia.

I have been told that in his boyhood days Eberhard was very
lively—full of mischief—and that he caused quite a lot of trouble,
especially for his teachers. They, as well as the parents of his school-
mates, were not always pleased with the influence he had on the
other students. Already at that time he felt drawn to poor people and
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tramps. He found these people
much more natural and warm-
hearted than those of the middle
class. This was hard for his parents
to understand, and a number
of conflicts resulted. Once, for
instance, Eberhard befriended a
passing tramp; by the end of the
encounter, they had traded hats,
and soon afterward his mother
discovered lice!

At sixteen, Eberhard was no
longer satisfied with the stuffiness
of life at home. That summer he
spent his vacation at the rectory

Eberhard Arnold at fourteen. of an uncle, Ernst Ferdinand
Klein, at Lichtenrade near Berlin. There he was exposed to a kind of
Christianity he had never known before.

Through a personal experience of Christ at his former parishin
Silesia, where there were many badly underpaid weavers, Onkel
Ernst had decided to support the poor. This had brought him a good
deal of hostility from wealthier parishioners, and he had been forced
to give up his pastorate.

Once Eberhard was present during a talk his uncle had with a
young officer of the Salvation Army. He followed what was said with
eager interest. The brotherly way in which these two men conversed,
and the love of Christ which he saw in both, aroused in the sixteen-
year-old a deep longing to find the source of this love for himself.

On returning home from this vacation, Eberhard began to seck
more earnestly to find Christ. Later he told me how in October of
1899, after a prolonged inner struggle, he had visited a young pastor
one day after hearing him speak. When he asked the pastor about
the Holy Spirit, the pastor said, “It is just this Spirit that has led you
here.” So it happened that Eberhard experienced conversion.

Eberhard was very moved when he told me about this time in
his life. It was the same period when the Fellowship Movement
(which started in England and America) was spreading in Germany,
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Switzerland, and other countries as well. Members of this movement
felt Christ was more than the Son of God: he was their Redeemer.
But it went beyond that. People met in private homes, forming
groups and fellowships in which they worshiped together. Something
had begun to move. Immediately after his own conversion, Eberhard
tried to establish contact with these groups.

As a first step he talked with his parents and teachers in an effort
to straighten things out. Alas, they neither understood nor believed
him. One teacher even thought Eberhard was playing a joke and sent
him out of the room as a prankster! But step by step people began
to accept the fact that he was indeed earnest. Classmates soon gath-
ered around him and a small group came into being. As a resul,
Eberhard’s room was hardly ever empty, and he had great difficulty
applying himself to his schoolwork.

The situation became worse when Eberhard began to associate
with the Salvation Army. Drawn by its atctempts to put Christianity
into action, and by its concern for the plight of the downtrodden, he
frequently attended its meetings. He also visited, with its members,
some of the worst sections of Breslau at night. Eberhard did this, he
later told me, because he felt called to save those who were lost and
to reach out to the most desperate people of the “submerged tenth,”
as old Salvation Army General William Booth used to call them.

Naturally this development caused a great deal of excitement
at home, especially when Eberhard’s parents read large posters all
over town saying, “Attention! Salvation Army. Tonight missionary
Eberhard Arnold will address a large meeting.” Grammar school boys
were legally prohibited to engage in public speaking, and Eberhard’s
disregard for the law did nothing but aggravate his already strained
relationship with his parents. Already then (as several times later)
Eberhard’s father feared that he would be forced to give up his
professorship at the university because of this ill-mannered son who
was destroying his good name.

Soon school authorities put an end to Eberhard’s public appear-
ances, and his parents, making use of an opportunity to change his
environment, sent him to the little town of Jauer for further studies.
At Jauer, Eberhard was supposed to prepare for his final exams,
undisturbed by all these interruptions. Yet even there a small group
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gathered around him for regular Bible study. All the same, Eberhard
was able to graduate. Many years later, even after his death, I met
people who had not forgetten this time of Eberhard’s youth—so great
was his zeal for Jesus. Many said they received an inner direction for
their entire life during those days.

For a while Eberhard wondered whether he should join the
Salvation Army. During one summer, while vacationing at the
North Sea, he wrestled with this question as never before. His love
for those who were “lost” and unjustly treated—those for whom
Christ had come—drew him toward the Salvation Army. Yet he
realized more and more that they approached things in a rather
one-sided, religious way, and that they lacked a certain depth in
the way they handled the various social problems with which they
were confronted.

Eberhard decided, then, not to join the Salvation Army, though
he always maintained a special feeling of friendship and love for its
members. Right to the end of his life he continued to attend their

meetings when he could, and even to speak at them on occasion.

Now I want to tell about my own childhood and youth. I was born on
December 25, 1884, in Riga, Latvia, as the second child of Heinrich
and Monika (formerly Otto) von Hollander. There were five gitls
and two boys in our family. I remember very little of my early child-
hood because I was only five years old when we left our homeland.
The Russian presence was growing steadily in the city, and like many
other German-Baltic families, we immigrated to Germany to escape
this influence; our parents wanted us to be brought up as Germans.
I never saw Riga again. We left to settle in Jena in the spring of 1890.

I don’t know whether it was because I was born on December
25th, but Christmas—the time when the Christ Child was born for
the salvation of humankind —was always something heavenly for me.
As I grew older, the meaning of this special holiday touched me to
the depths of my heart and influenced me strongly.

My best playmate and lifelong comrade was my sister Else, only
eleven-and-a-half months younger than I, with whom I shared every-
thing. Right until the end of her life we understood each other well.
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Else (L) and Emmy (R) von Hollander in Riga, ca. 1890. Inseparable as children,
they remained close until Else’s death in 1932.

As children, we got into a lot of mischief together. I was always the
leader, but Else joined in with enthusiasm.

They tell me that I was quite a wild little girl: there was no tree
too high for me to climb, and no passing train that I wouldnt try to
keep up with by running alongside it. I was too lively and wild for
my mother’s liking, and she often said, “You ought to have been a
boy!” The more she said this, the more reserved I became toward her.

When I entered school in the spring of 1891, I had little interest
in learning. My teacher was the strict Friulein Ludewig, who was
more interested in model pupils than in a tomboy like me. I could
not sit still in school. I could hardly wait for recess or the end of
class to get to my play and to thinking up new pranks. But in spite
of all this wildness and naughtiness something different— perhaps it
was an urge to find God—began to grow within me. When my lictle
brother died suddenly at the age of nine months, I pondered where
he and others who had died had gone, and when I looked up at the

stars I wondered if he was on one of them.

This is a preview. Get entire book here.


http://www.plough.com/en/topics/faith/discipleship/a-joyful-pilgrimage

6 / AJOYFUL PILGRIMAGE

After moving to Germany, my father repeated his examinations in
order to be certified as a doctor of law; he hoped to be accepted for
a professorship at Jena University. Unfortunately this did not work
out, so we moved to Weimar, where my father had received an offer
from the Grand Duke of Sachsen-Weimar for the position of court
lawyer.

Everything was elegant and stiff in the Sophienstift, the school
I attended in Weimar. The aristocratic families kept to themselves,
looking down on middle-class pupils and refusing to mix with them.
They were really a caste to themselves. In general, my sisters and I
associated with these girls—we were expected to—but we would have
much rather run through the fields or played in the woods as we had
in Jena.

We lived in Weimar for only one-and-a-half years, but during that
time | experienced the deaths of several people I knew personally,
and this made a lasting impression on me.

At the children’s Sunday services I attended, the message of the
gospel fell deeply into my heart. I promised myself even then not to
live for myself, but for God and my neighbor. I was probably about
eleven then. My mother in particular, but others as well, had lictle
understanding for my “strangeness” —on the one hand, my moments
of searching for religious truth, and on the other, my tendency to be
unruly and carefree.

My father was not happy
with his position for long.
After spending the summer
of 1897 in Bad Berka, we
moved to Halle on the Saale
in October. At first I was
among the troublemakers, but
through my friendship with
a girl my age, Lisa Franke, I

experienced a renewed longing

L for God and Christ. I never
As young girls, Lisa Franke (L) and Emmy .
(R) decided to devote their lives to serving spoke about this to anyone
God among the poor and sick. but Lisa—I was only thirteen—
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but because she shared my childlike, living faith, we felt close to one
another from the start. Two things drew me to Lisa: first, we both
abhorred the flirting that went on among our classmates, and we
would not even read love stories. Second, we were both intent on
our search for a true Christian life. We agreed that we both wanted
to remain celibate, become deaconesses, and serve the sick when we
grew up: that was surely the best way to serve God and our neighbor.

Soon I began to go to church and to attend religious meetings
on my own, and brought home books such as those by and about
Zinzendorf, Otto Franke’s Footprints of the Living God on My Way
of Life, and Thomas a Kempis’ Imitation of Christ. For several years
Lisa and I attended the children’s services held by Pastor Meinhof
and Pastor Freybe. The latter’s determination to lead a Christian life
made a deep impression on me.

In 1901 my school days came to an end, and I began to take a more
active part in Halle’s church life. I read more, too, and was especially
interested in the Moravian Count Zinzendorf (1700—1760) and the
founding of Herrnhut, his Christian community.

A good friend from this time was Pastor Hans Busch, with whom
I often visited the elderly and the sick of our parish. These were poor
homes, and they smelled terrible; the conditions were sometimes so
bad I could hardly enter them. But again and again I pulled myself
together; I felt that love must overcome my emotions.

In the meantime, life at home became more difficult. My father
was not happy in Halle, probably because he was not advancing in
his career as he had hoped. I did not understand all the tensions.

At Easter 1902, when I was seventeen, I began working part-time
at the Deaconess House. Because of my age, I was not allowed to
sleep there, but had to live at home with my parents. In the begin-
ning I worked only a few days a week, relieving other nurses, but
soon I was granted a full-time job in the children’s ward, where I saw
a lot of suffering.

In 1903, when my youngest sister Margarethe, then fourteen, died
in this ward as a result of appendicitis, I decided, again, that I had
to find a deeper purpose for my life. I couldn’t stand the thought of
remaining at home with my sisters, just another daughter in another
middle-class family. But after Margarethe’s death, my parents asked
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me to return home; they wanted to have their five remaining children
around them. Around this time the new head nurse at the Deaconess
House was causing me problems at work, so I agreed to take a break,
at least for a while.

The next May I went to live with the family of Pastor Freybe,
who had lost their seven-year-old son and asked me to come and
live with them. I will never forget those months at the parsonage.
Discussions about how best to dedicate one’s life to Christ charac-
terized the whole of my stay there. I visited the sick and aged in the
parish, took turns at the night watch, and cared for many little chil-
dren. Shortly before Christmas I returned home.

At the age of twenty (in June 1905), I began working as a proba-
tioner nurse at the Halle Deaconess House, as I had now reached
the required age. At first I worked in the women’s wards. The shifts
were long and the work hard; there were no eight-hour days. Life in
the Deaconess House was very much like life in a convent. We had
many religious services, and learned about the essence of life. “What
do I wane? I want to serve. Whom do I want to serve? The Lord in
his poor and needy people. And if I grow old doing this? Then my
heart will thrive like a palm tree. And if I die doing it? Queen Esther
said, ‘If I perish, I perish,” and she did not know Him for whose sake
one can die.”

All this gave me great joy. After several weeks, I was given the
deaconess probationer’s dress and cap, and there was a celebration for
the newly uniformed assistant nurses. It was impressed upon us once
more what a serious step it was to become a deaconess.

Unfortunately I became ill some time later. My father asked that
I be given four weeks’ leave, but this was refused: the pastor of the
Deaconess House said that employees could be taken care of there,
by fellow nurses. But my father was unyielding. What was I to do? I
finally decided to go home.

In February 1906, after several weeks convalescing, I began work
in the district hospital at Salzwedel, where I nursed men. Things
were very different in Salzwedel from what they had been in the
Deaconess House. There were religious rites, it is true, but lictle
godliness. Instead, ambition and jealousy divided the nurses and
made the work, which was already strenuous, even harder. Two of
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the young men I looked after
died in a typhus epidemic;
then Hertha, a close friend
of mine in Halle who was
just twenty years old, died
of appendicitis. These deaths
sobered me and challenged
me to dedicate myself to
something of significance—
to live for what is eternal

and imperishable.

In spring 1907 I went home
for a vacation. What I was Emmy (R) and a fellow probationer playing
to experience there was  bocce, 1906.
completely unexpected, as well as new and exciting. I had actually
planned to stay home for only a few weeks of rest, as I felt called to
the work I had chosen, but now my life really began.

At that time Ludwig von Gerdtell, a well-known public speaker,
had just completed a series of lectures in the largest hall of Halle.

» «

His topics were “The atonement of Christ,” “Can modern man still
believe in the resurrection of Jesus?” “Is there sufficient historical
evidence that Christ rose from the dead?” and others. Although I
had not heard von Gerdtell myself, I was drawn to him through the
enthusiastic accounts of my brother and sisters, through friends and
acquaintances, and even through people in shops or on the street.
As the saying went, “all of Halle is standing on its head.” People
would approach complete strangers and ask them what they thought
of these lectures. It was as if the whole town was breathing a new
spirit, and I longed to be gripped by it too. Once I was able to get
hold of von Gerdtell’s lectures in print and read them, it wasn't long
before I was a part of this movement, its call to repentance, and its
search for radical inward change. With sharp words the call rang
out: “Repent, for the kingdom of heaven is at hand!” I felt struck
in my heart—judged—and began to set my personal life in order.
More important, I began to seek contact with others who had been

similarly moved.
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People from all walks of life joined the revival, although in Halle
it was mainly those who belonged to the “better” or “academic”
circles. They would meet in private homes, for instance in the house
of Frau Else Bachr, wife of the city’s surgeon general, or of Frau
Schulz, the wife of a leading ophthalmologist. These women opened
their large drawing rooms for meetings, lectures, and discussions.
People like Paul Zander (who later became a skilled surgeon) and
his fiancée Lene Ortling, Karl Heim (later a famous professor at
Tibingen), and Sigmund von Salwiitk (a well-known artist and
painter) had turned to Christ and were studying the life of the
early Christians and their “primitive” faith together with others. No
church, no sect, but an alliance of all believers!

On March 4, 1907, my sisters Else and Monika were invited
to an evening meeting at Frau Baehr’s house. A friend of Dr. von
Gerdtell’s, a theology student named Eberhard Arnold was to speak.
Else and Moni (as we called Monika) had no special desire to go,
whereas I was more interested. My parents were not in favor of my
going into a strange private home. In those days this was not often
done, unless one was at least somehow acquainted with the family.
Strangely, though I was somewhat nervous about it, I felt drawn in
every fiber of my being. So I went. Eberhard spoke on the Letter to
the Hebrews, chapter ten: “Since we have confidence to enter the
sanctuary by the blood of Jesus...let us draw near with a true heart
in full assurance of faith.”

After the meeting Eberhard was surrounded by people asking
him about how these words could be put into practice. I held back,
though I felt deeply challenged, and finally left for home. All the
same I could not forget that evening: the love of Christ that spoke
through Eberhard’s words filled me so strongly, it was as if it were
pursuing me. One day, still deeply moved by the experience, I went
to Frau Bachr to try to tell her what had concerned me for so long.
I was by nature very shy about revealing such personal things, but
more than ever it seemed a matter of eternity, and of the call to life-
long discipleship.

On the Sunday before Easter (March 24, 1907) Eberhard and
I met again in the house of the ophthalmologist Schulz, where
Bernhard Kiihn was giving a talk. Kithn was a small, deformed man,
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but full of life and fire, and he penetrated the hearts of his listeners
with his prophetic vision of God’s future. “It does not yet appear
what we shall be, but we know that when he appears we shall be like
him, for we shall see him as he is” (1 John 3:2). All those present were
deeply moved by this message. A few spoke and witnessed to what
Christ meant to them for their future. Rather shyly, I also stood up
for the first time and said that from now on my life would belong
only to Christ.

I did not miss any of the next revival meetings, so deeply was I
stirred by the truth and clarity of the gospel. After several of them
Eberhard accompanied me home. From the start we understood
cach other in our common seeking, and we were both animated by
the spirit that we felt was leading us. We talked about the meetings,
about Jesus’ guidance in our lives, and about our enthusiasm for a
life given over to him alone. Some weeks later Eberhard told me that
he had instinctively felt, from the first moment he saw me, that we
belonged together.

When taking leave of me on the last evening of the series, on March
27, Eberhard asked me whether I felt, like he did, that God had led
us together. I answered yes, and from that moment on felt myself
bound to him. I told my parents that I felt as if I were engaged.
The formal engagement took place on Good Friday, March 29,
when Eberhard called on my parents to ask for their permission to
marry me. At first they refused, but then they allowed us to talk
together alone. We talked and prayed, read the thirty-fourth Psalm
together, and gave our lives into the hands of God. We now consid-
ered ourselves engaged. My parents were ready to accept this, on the
condition that Eberhard’s parents also agreed.

From the outset, the time of our engagement was one of joy and
enthusiasm, even as we sought and struggled. We wanted to give our
lives to Christ, to save the lost, to comfort the downtrodden, and
call sinners to repentance. We sought help and encouragement from
friends and associates in the new groups already formed or in the
process of formation. We read together from the Acts of the Apostles
and from the letters of Paul, John, and Peter. We also tried to study
the Revelation of John, but understood only a little of it.
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During their almost three years of engagement, Eberhard and Emmy were
together only rarely. Eberhard was away at the university; in addition, Emmy’s
parents imposed a six-month separation in the hope of discouraging the young
couple from leaving the State church and accepting adult baptism.

Eberhard was able to come to Halle only for visits, as he was
studying in Breslau for the semester. I did not return to Salzwedel,
partly because I was overworked, but also because I could not tear

myself away from the revival movement spreading through Halle.

Eberhard and I were eager to find unity with Christ and to establish a
close relationship with those who were striving toward the same goal.
We wanted to understand how the first Christians had lived, and
what they believed. Through this the social question, and the ques-
tion of what it truly means to be part of a church, became very acute
for us. We realized to what an extent the life we knew was divided
into classes and castes. Many people, including ourselves, enjoyed
a position of privilege, not only in worldly possessions but also in
an intellectual sense, and they had almost nothing in common with
others less fortunate than themselves.

We tried to find clarity in all these things, and it was a special
gift of our engagement time that we felt so united in our secking.
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The nine volumes of letters we exchanged while we were engaged
(which I still have today) contain many of our insights, strivings, and
agonizings.

Of the last there were plenty, for our parents on both sides were
unable to understand our revolutionary approach to the problem
of social justice and to the questions of baptism and the church.
Regarding baptism, for example, it scemed obvious to us that the
institutional church stood on a completely wrong foundation by
receiving infants with birthright membership. We felt mature indi-
viduals should take this step voluntarily, on the basis of their own
faith. When this became clear, a bitter struggle ensued with our fami-
lies, and they used every possible means to try to prevent us from
being baptized. (There is more about this in the book Seeking for the
Kingdom, which includes selections from the letters written during
the almost three years of our engagement.) Added to this difficulty
was my parents fear that I would influence and “infect” my brother
and my sisters on the issue of baptism, as nearly all of them were
already deeply involved in the revival movement.

The matter came to a head when Eberhard was disqualified from
sitting for his doctoral examinations in theology because he was not
willing to become a pastor in the state church. When my father and
mother found out about this they were more upset than ever. “How
can a man bind a woman to himself without having first established
a sound economic basis for their future family?” In my parents’ eyes,
Eberhard’s attitude was one of utter irresponsibility.

Not long afterward, at Erlangen, Eberhard switched courses and
began preparing for doctoral examinations in philosophy. He was
successful in passing these about a year later, at the end of November
1909. In spite of the many responsibilities he had at the time as a
lecturer and student counselor, he passed with highest honors,
summa cum laude. This by no means guaranteed a secure financial
basis for our future, but we reminded my father of his promise: he
could place no further obstacles in the way of our marrying once
Eberhard received his Ph.D. My father hesitated at first, but finally
he handed over my documents. Later the same day we went to the
registrar and announced our intention to marry, a formality which
had to be completed three weeks before the wedding. We chose the
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first date possible for this: December 20. At last the prolonged period
of suspense and uncertainty would be over!

Since our engagement in the spring of 1907, I had never been in
the same place for long. Aside from the conflict with my parents,
various circumstances had made it impossible for me to stay at home,
and I had lived in various towns across Germany, staying with friends
or with families whose children I cared for. Friends nicknamed me
“the flying Dutchman” after my maiden name, “von Hollander.”

Luckily everything finally came to a good end, and the wedding
took place in my parents’ house, in a manner in keeping with our
own convictions. Eberhard’s parents and most of his brothers and
sisters took part in the ceremony. Like the rest of the relatives, they
had had initial objections, advising us to wait until we had a sound
economic basis. We, however, wanted to found our common life
entirely on faith. This faith never let us down.
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During the first few months of our married life Eberhard held
many public meetings, often jointly with Ludwig von Gerdtell. At
that time von Gerdtell was holding meetings in the largest hall in
Leipzig, the city where we had our first home. He lived in our home
for about six weeks in the early spring of 1910. This was not a very
livable situation because of his insistence on a health-food diet, and
because of other eccentricities.

Eberhard traveled a good deal, addressing crowds in public halls
in Halle, Magdeburg, Dessau, Erfurt, Berlin, and other places. He
was supported and financed by various groups that were part of the
revival movement of that time. The lectures held at the Wintergarten
in Halle, and in the Neumarkt clubhouse, were especially incisive
and had far-reaching consequences. The first was attended by almost

“The Freeing of the Individual” and “Freedom and Unity” - poster advertising
a public lecture series in Magdeburg, 1911.
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a thousand people. His topics included: “Jesus in opposition to the
church,” “The suffering and enslavement of the masses,” “Jesus as he
really was,” “Following Christ,” and “The future of God.”

I accompanied my husband on his journeys as often as I could,
and we experienced many an hour together when we felt the move-
ment of God’s spirit powerfully among us. People, old and young,
would break down under the weight of their guilt and sin and turn
eagerly toward a new life. At other times, we met with conflict.
One time, for example, a professor stood up and urged the audi-
ence to leave the hall in protest: he was upset because Eberhard had
“attacked” the institutional churches by saying they were built on a
faulty foundation.

Often people came to visit our home for personal counseling,
and the talks sometimes continued throughout the day. On many
occasions | had to help when women came. The question arose
frequently: how can we find a completely new way of life? In the
most difficult situations we tried to offer our services by taking
someone into our home.

In 1912 we experienced a terrible tragedy: after Eberhard had
spoken at a public meeting, a stranger handed him a letter. In it the
writer, a woman, asked him to come to her home that same evening,
and went on to say, “If I had not been present at your meeting
tonight, all of us—my husband, our children, and I-would not be
alive tomorrow morning. This is our last hope.” Eberhard hurried to
the address written on the envelope and found the writer. She was a
dressmaker, her husband was a law student, and they had four chil-
dren. The man, who was completely unable to support his family,
was desperate. His wife was trying to keep the family above water
by traveling from town to town, teaching dressmaking, but they had
given up on life, and no longer saw any reason to struggle further.
They were planning to put an end to it all the next day by shooting
themselves and their children.

We were able to take two of the children into our home, but this
did not prevent catastrophe. Some months later, in another town, our
worst fears were realized: we received a postcard notifying us that the
man and the two children whom we had not taken in had been found
dead, and that the woman was in critical condition, with a bullet
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wound in her head. Eberhard rushed for the next train and hurried
to the house where the shooting had happened and from there to the
hospital. It was a terrible situation. Eberhard was cross-examined by
the court, which was naturally eager to establish who had committed
the crime. This horrifying event shook us profoundly. We realized
how little we were able to help others in desperate straits.

It was a very great joy to us that God gave us children. Emy-Margret
was born on March 10, 1911, and Eberhard (we called him “Hardy”)
on August 18, 1912. To us, children were a wonderful confirmation of
our marriage, and we received each one as a special gift.

In the spring of 1913, after Eberhard had held meetings in Halle,
where we lived at the time, on the topic of following Christ, he was
stricken with tuberculosis of the larynx and lungs. This threw all our
plans into an upheaval. Eberhard’s doctor advised a move into the
mountain air, and we soon found the perfect refuge—a lodge high in
the Alps of South Tirol. (Our second son, Heinrich, was born there
two days before Christmas,

1913.)

Our move to the moun-
tains was a step of daring:
we had no regular income
and no assurance of
support. Our parents had
hoped that Eberhard would
stay at a sanatorium; they
were willing to help us
financially, and suggested
that the rest of the family
be divided up (they were
worried the children might
become infected). We,
however, felt strongly that
we should not be separated
during a time like this,
especially as the doctors
had given us little hope for  Emmy with her first child, Emy-Margret, 1911.
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Pichlerhof, the house in the Tirolean Alps where the Arnolds stayed from April
1913 to August 1914.

Eberhard’s recovery. (He had seven infections in his lungs and had
undergone two operations on his larynx).

As I had to look after a seriously ill husband and two (then three)
young children, I asked my sister Else to come and live with us,
which she did. From this time until her death in 1932, she was my
right hand as well as Eberhard’s secretary, and served us with loyalty
and dedication.

Our time in the mountains gave us plenty of much-needed quiet
contemplation and rest; indeed, our stay there was a gift of great
importance for our future lives. As at other times of our life together,
our reading and searching for deeper clarity and greater light became
a source of strength. During this period, the first chapters of Eber-
hard’s book War: A Call to the Inner Land were published in various
magazines under the title “Greetings from the Mountains,” as well as
other articles. We also studied the early Anabaptist writings of Hans
Denck, Balthasar Hubmaier, and others. This great movement—the
most radical expression of the Reformation spirit—was centered in
Switzerland and especially the Tirol, where Jakob Hutter, after whom
the Hutterians were named, was born.

Thankfully the mountain retreat worked wonders, and gradu-
ally Eberhard recovered. In the majesty and grandeur of the Alps
(and the jagged Dolomites, which faced our house) we rejoiced in
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the wonders of nature as never before: the rhythm of the seasons, the
magnificent alpine flora, the rising of the sun from behind the peaks,
and the red alpenglow of evening. For a long time after our return
home, we continued to feel a deep longing for the closeness to nature

that we had basked in during those eighteen months.

The time of quiet in our mountain retreat came to a sudden and
abrupt end. During the night before August 2, 1914, the first day of
German mobilization, we received a telegram summoning Eberhard
to report immediately to his reserve unit. We had been aware that
war was brewing, but when the news finally reached us, it came as a
shock. Eberhard left for Halle the same day in an overflowing mili-
tary train. From there he was immediately sent east in the direction
of the front.

With war having been declared, mail now came to a complete
standstill, and other avenues of communication were closed. We
were without news from Eberhard. Since we had moved to the
Tirol solely for Eberhard’s sake, we—Else, Luise (a young German
girl staying with us at the time), and I—considered taking the first
possible train home.

Then on August 18 (Hardy’s second birthday) news reached us
that Italy had broken her alliance with Germany. Within hours
we had packed the bare essentials and were on our way home. We
managed to get on an overcrowded train leaving for Innsbruck the
following day. Nobody could tell us how we would be able to travel
on from there.

Normally the distance would have been covered in one night by
express train, but the journey took us a full six days. We were trav-
eling with three small children—Emy-Margret was three, Hardy just
two, and Heinrich seven months. Thankfully our fellow travelers were
friendly and helpful. When we finally reached my parents’ home in
Halle on the evening of August 24, we found out that Eberhard had
been discharged from the army as physically unfit for active duty,
and that he would be arriving that very day. What a homecoming it
was, and what a reunion!

Everything was in the grip of war. Trainloads of wounded soldiers
were already being transported from the battle lines, and cattle were
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