Remembrances of Hannah Lindeman Schwarz
Daughter of Gus and Etta Lindeman

April 5, 1875. I wasborn--mymother told me so--mydaddy said so, too. They wanted to name me “Helen” but
my Grandpa’s mother’s name was “Hannah”and I was the first girl bornafter Grandpa’s mother died and he begged
my parents to call me “Hannah” because his mother was sucha noble woman and, as Grandpa said, “Name her

Hannah and she will be a greatblessing to you”--so ’'m Hannah. I'veoften wondered ifIamanythinglike the other
“Hannah.”

I wasbornin Cincinnati on Richmond Street, justa shortdistance fromwhere my motherwasborn. WhenIwasa
little girl, itinterested me very much to pass the house where Mother was born and then walk about five blocks and
look at the two-stoty red brick house that fairly squatted on the red brick pavement where I was born.

I wasthe “only gir]” foralong time--two older brothers and five youngerbrothersall born
inCincy. Iwasn’tspoilt. Iwasjust like my brothers and could play marbles, jump fences,
and climb trees, play ball, and skate and play mumblypeg. My aunts were horrified. My
mother and dad enjoyed me. My grandparents worried I might never become a “lady.”

The first sorrow I remember was when I was five years old. Mother’s father, whohada
very bad case of dropsy, fell from the second storywindow on July 4that5 A.M.and died
thatnight. Dadalways had lots of fireworks for our4th and we had lemonade and
cookies. Itwasloads of funand we always could stay up till 10P.M. Of course, that 4th
we gave the fireworks away. They brought my grandma to ourhomeand wehad to be
very quietand stay in the kitchenor back yard. Butwe did have ourice-cold lemonade
and cookies.

Hannah and her brother
Sidney Oaks Lindeman

Welived on CourtStreet then. Three times aweek there was “street market” on Court Street.
Weallloved that, wekids, foratnoon when the farmers packed up to go home it was so exciting. Mother would turn on
the big faucet in the side yard and sweep and scrub the walk and gutter and we could take off our shoes and stockings and
help. Then the two oldestboys whitened the four stone stepsand polished the brass rail and brass doorknob and
“bricked” the side-walk. Thenwe had dinner and ifitwas vacation time we had to rest quietly during the heat of the day.
Wasit hot-brick house...brick yard...brick sidewalk...no trees and cobbled street.

Neatly every noon an organ grinder with his monkey visited our street. We each gota
penny every Saturday and many of our pennies wentto the monkeywho’d dance for
us and when we gave him the penny he’d squeak andtip his hat.

In the evening, a young boy came down the street carrying a small, light
% ladder and a lighted wick on a long stick. The wick was very thin,covered with
= wax. Itfitted intoagrooveinthestickand could be pushed up as it burned. The
boy was the lamplighter for our section. He had many lamps to light and looked
very poot. Very eatly in the morning, just before dawn, he came around to turn the
gas lamps off.

A Market on Court Street in
Cincinnati in the 1860s

Theblocksin Cincywerelong. Therewereonly threelampsto the
block. Wehad alamprightin frontof ourhouse forwelived in the middle ofthe block. Inthewinter Mother
often gave thelamplighteracup ofhotcoffee whenhe came tolightthelamp. All of us childrendrank coffee
from the time we were three years old, half milk and half coffee. She didn’tlike to give us milk, sayingit was

unclean.
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The milkman came every daywith horseand wagon. The openwagon carried aboutadozen verylarge cans.
Thedriverstood onastep attheback of thewagon. Weonly got two quartsadayat6¢a quart, justenough

for coffee. Witha bigladle the milkman dished outthe milkinto your pitcher. Theladlejustheld one quatt.
We always had to picka few flies out of the milk and we weren’t supposed to use the milk until itwas boiled.

Thewatfleman often came rightafter the milkman. Youcould buya wafflewithsugarforapenny. He
cooked themwhileyouwaited. We oftenhadahard time decidingwhatto dowith our pennyaweek: see the
monkeydance, buyawaffleorapretzel, orabigfatpickle. SidneyandIused to divide--if one of us boughta
pickle orwaffle, we’d each gethalf then the other one would pay for the monkey.

We had many books and games and although they all called me “tomboy”” Ihadlovely dollsand howIloved them. Tome they
were real babies. My firstlarge doll I received for my sixth birthday, and this brings me tosorrow#2. Tomeitwasmuch
worse thanwhen Grandpa fell out of the window.

Daddy came home on my birthday with abig box tied with abigwhite satin ribbon. Iremember howI trembled
whenIopened itand myheart jumped whenIsaw thatbeautiful bigdoll. Ithada waxfacesopink

andwhite, blue eyes thatreally opened and closed, and gold curls. FordaysIkept it inthebox. Then Mother
said itwould be more fun ifI took the doll outof the box and played with it, putting itback in the box when I put
itto bed. But she warned me “be sure not to letherinthesuntoolong; her facewillgetoutof shape for the wax
will get soft.”

Tloved thatdoll and as rough as I was playing with the boys that’s how gentle Iwaswithmydoll. Onedaylwent
upstairstoget “Mary” toshowhertoalittle girl. Sydney, he was 18 months youngerthan me, wassittingon the
floorwith my beautiful Maryacross his knees. He neverhad touched any of mydolls. We often played “Mamaand
Papa” buthisjobwas togo toworkand buygroceries and minewas to take care ofall the children. Sydneyhad
pulled thewig offto seehow the eyesworkedand the eyesdropped out. He fooled with itsolong thenose got
bentand one cheek pushedin. Mothertried to console me, promising meabisquedolland real hair. AllT
rememberis saying to Mother, “No, Idon’twantany; youdon’tunderstand.” and Mother saying, “You poor
darling.”

Motherwas expectinganother baby (Ididn’tknowit). Grandma had cometolivewithussowehad tomovetoa
largerhouse. Wemoved farther downon CourtStreet near Baymiller. Itwasalarge two-story brick withareal yard
withgrassandafigtree.

There’s where little David was born, Mother’s 7th son. David, named after Grandpa Oaks who died, had blue eyes
and light hair just like Grandpaandlike my doll “Mary.” Iwas only a little past8 when David was born--he died
when he was three monthsold. Asachild I believed a shooting star was a baby coming straight from heaven to its
mother. ThenightDavid was born three of us were sitting in the front yard with our maid watching for shooting
stars. I remember saying, “There are so many stars coming down tonight but none come nearus.” Inthe morning
when Daddy told me we had anewlittle brother,I'was sure he was mistaken. So he took meinto Mother’s room and
proved to me I must have missed seeing this one for he knew David came straight from heaven. Daddy said, “When
you look upinto the sky you do notsee the whole of heaven, you only see the partyou are looking at,” and I was satisfied.
David came from heaven and for some reason God wanted him back again. How different sorrow #3.

Daddyboughtmeababylamb. Iwasoverjoyed; itwasalive plaything. The two olderboyshada Billy goatthey
would hitch toa wagonand haveloads of fun. The goatdidn’tlike me and knocked me downeverychance he got.
SoDaddy bought mealamb. Icouldn’t understand why Mother said, “Gus, you shouldn’t have done that; it will
onlybesomething else she will some day grieveabout.” That day came when babylamb was almost full grown.
Winterwasathand. Dad had to take the sheep to the butcher. Theydidn’ttell me that. Dad said someone musthave
gottenit. Wehad apiano boxin the back yard, 1/2forthelamband 1/2 for the goat. A few weeks later the

goat was gone, but we had adog. We called him “Keiser” but I couldn’t forget my lamb. Justanother sorrow.
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Dadbought.meanew pairof skates. The wooden wheels on myold ones were full of flat places and I couldn’t do a
figure 8 to save my soul. Across the street from us was a broad smooth stone pavement almost a blocklong. All the
children nearby came to skate there. Sometimes I went over to Music Hall to skate. It was wonderful. Mother wouldn’t
letme go to the rink unless Dad or the boys went withme. No steel skates or ball bearingsin those days. Dad boughta
velocipede for Miltonand Ben. It toowas allwood. Wehad our pictures taken with Ben sitting on it.

I had a little playmate who lived across the street from us. She was very quiet and seldom laughed. One day while
walking to school she said, “Howmany Mamashave youhad, Hannah?” “Only myoneMama,” I saidand
laughed. Shelooked atme thenandsaid, “I’'vehad three and ’'mafraid 'mgoing to have tohaveanother. They
havebeen good to mebuttheydon’tkeepme forkeeps.” WhenItold this to Mother, she explained to me how
children without homes are given foster parents,etc. Itwasthen thatI madeupmymind tohaveahome for
children for keeps when I grew up.

Dad had an offer to come to Rochester, NY and cater fora club--wedding parties, etc. Sowemoved to Rochester, a
beautiful clean city. We alllovedit. Dad was doing well in spite of so many people to feed and clothe. He was still paying
his parents and sisters’ expenses in Cincy. Motherwas expectingher 9th child (butIdidn’tknowit). It was in Rochester
that Claudia was born and I no longer was the only gitl. When Dad told me “wehave a new baby, Hannah, guess what
itis,” Tanswered,“aboyofcourse.” When hetold me I hadasister I didn’t believe him but when Mother said, “Yes,
this time it is a little sister,” whatdid I do? Ictied forjoy.

The club Dad was working for had financial troubles and they closed up so we moved back to Cincy after four years in
beautiful Rochester. Daddy’s mother, who had been sick for years,died. His one sister gotajob:the otheronekept
house. The following yearboth got married and Dad didn’t have to take care of them.

Dad was working for St. Nicholas Hotel in Cincy. Welived on Mound Street near Clark, an eight room, three story house. Six
months after our return to Cincy the hotel burned out. Jobswere very scarceat that time, rents were high, food was high and
things seemed to be going from bad toworse. Sydney took typhoid fever. We could only affordalaundress 1-1/2days a
week at $1.10aday. I had to giveupschool. Claudiawas three yearsold; Lou, eight; Harry nine and a half and Seeley 11.
During Sydney’s six-week illness Grandma and I kept house, cooking, sewing, etc. Dad marketed on his way home in the
evening,.

He was working for the White sewing machine co. making $15 a week. Miltonand Benbothleftschool to go to work.
Benearned $3.50a week in dry goods store and Milton $8 as accountant for Almes &Deptke Co. They went to work
at7 A.M.and quitat6 P.M. Igotup every morningat5togetbreakfastfortheboysandstartthefires. We always
had the fires in the kitchen stove and dining room grate before wewenttobed. Thebaseburnerin thehall burnedall
nightbuthad to be coaxed every morning for nearlyan hour before it would throw outheat. The mornings were very
cold. We had rosinwood tostart the kitchen stove. Rosin wood was very expensive but Mother wouldn’t let me use
coal oil.

Breakfast wasn’t hard or much trouble to getin those days. We each had one or two cups of coffee and two rolls--
sometimes with butter and sometimes with molasses. After-Milton and Benleft for work I carried ahotcup of coffee to
Motherand brought Claudia downstairs to the firein the diningroomtodress. One by one the others camedown to
dress either in the kitchen or dining room. With the boys off to school the day’s work started.

Mother nursed Sydney through his illness day and night. I even took her meals up to her. About two weeks after Sydney was out
of bed,Harry tookdown with typhoidand T hadanabscessed ear. Itwasabitter cold winter; we hadacoalgrateinevery room
andabaseburnerin thehall. Milton,Ben, andIhad thejob ofkeeping the fires going and carrying out ashes. Grandma and I
slept inthe front room on the 3rd floor. Milton and Benand Seeley sleptin the backroom. Harry and Mother in the front
room on the 2nd floor. Dad and Sydney in the middle room and LLou and Claudia in the back bedroom.
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We had a small but nice living room. Itseemed away from the house; it was so separated from the dining room and
kitchen. Iloved to go in there and read or havea friend in for quiet conversation. Ialways feltIhad takenalittle trip,
butwe had to rent theliving room. Expenses with the sick and such a severe winter burning coal like paper. Mother
felt very badly about it for she knew there would be no place forme to have company or bealone.

In the evening, the boys studied at the big dining room table. Grandma read. Claudia played. And usually Idarned or
sewed. Theladywho had the living room at $6 a month was a student at the medical college in Cincy. Whenshe
wasn’ttoo busy studying she would ask meinher room. She knew I was very much interested in herwork.

Itwas the first house we lived in that had a real bathroom with running waterin the bathtb and allyouhad to dowas pulla
plugandthe water ran out. The other houses had tubs, butyou filled them by carrying water and one place the tub was on
high legs and had a hose attached to drain the water out. Wekids made sucha mess ofit, Mother bathed usinawooden
wash tub by the kitchen stove.

Tused tolove tosee thatstove top getafieryred. Thekitchen smelled so good and was so comfy SydneyandIused to
keep the stove polished every Tuesday after ironing day and every Friday after baking day.

On Fridays Mother baked coffee cake, cookies, bread, and pies. Sunday afternoon we kids made popcorn balls and
taffy during winter. Summer took us to Eden Park to the band concerts. MostSundays we walked, each carryinga
shoeboxwithlunch. Ittookusseveral hoursasit wasuphilland veryvery far, probably7miles. Coming home it
was easy.

Idon’t remember much about the concerts but the beautiful grass, trees and flowers and the fresh smell of good earth,
away from brick houses and yards and cobblestone streets. Eden Park to mewas where the faities lived. Many times I filled
my shoe box with grass and took it home.

We were always a very happy bunch and all more orless musical. Milton wasabetter musician thananyofus. Hewon
two scholarships atthe college of music. Hewasafineviolinist. Ben played byear, any string instrument. He
wouldn’t study music but did love to play and also paint. Sydneyhadagood voice,onlyhad tohearasong twice
togetthe tune. Thewordsseemed to comejustaseasy. Seeleyand Harry played the mandolin, guitar and banjo and
Lou, Claudia and 1 played the piano. I too played the guitar, banjo and piano. My piano lessons started when I was

21.

Dad had an offer to cater for the Dayton & Buzz Fuzz Club. We moved to Dayton in 1895. Harry and I came here
with Dad tolook for a house and get it ready for Mother and the family. We found a nine-room frame house on
Hydraulic Street, a nice house, large yard and barn. Grandma could havearoomto herselfand Claudiaand I have our
ownroom. We moved on May 6th, Mother’s birthday. Ben and Milton both found work in Dayton. Sydney went
with his boss to Sedalia. There he met and fell in love and married Mae Elliottalthough she was still in high school
and he only 18. They came home a few months later and we all loved Mae. They lived in Cincinnati and we saw each
other often.

Seeley had a job with Krug Grocery. Harry and Lou at Davis Sewing Machine Co.,and Dad, with his good job made life run a bit
smoother.

Then came the break in the levee and our nice house was flooded and many more nice houses too. Theboys had gone
towork. Only Mother, Claudia, Grandma, Dad,and I werehome when the cry came from house tohouse. The levee

has broken; the riveris cominglike mad. People onthestreet started to run. We called; all our neighbors called, “You
won’t make it, comeinhere.” Someranuponporches,some tried to getto theirown homes, but that was impossible

for half an hour after the first alarm the water came bubbling up through our registers. Dad and I pulled up

the carpetsasfastaswecould. Theywere tacked from corner to corner. We only got two up on the couch after putting the
couch on three chairs. Our hands were bleeding. We had sent Mother, Grandma and Claudia upstairs. Mother called down,



“Please try to save my books. Let everything else go. Do come up here.” Well, we were soon knee-deep in water, dirty
muddy waterand cold. Dad made me go partway upstairs and he handed books to me. Then I gave them to Mother:
Longfellow, Shakespeare, Byron, etc. As Dad was handing me the two big Bibles we heard a crash -- the bookcase andall
the smallsets of books were face downin the water. The water was up to the piano keys. Dad waded to the kitchen
thinking he might get some food. Itwas rainingandsleeting -- of course no furnace fire, no food, so we sat at the front
room window upstairs and watched things float by.

By four in the afternoon the water found its level as boats and rafts came to take people from theirhomes. Weall
climbed outof the stair landing window onto a raft. Dad’s cook lived on Helena Street. No water there and they asked
us to stay with them, which we did for one week. The boys and Dad stayed at the Dayton Club sleeping on chairs and
couches.

Three days after the flood the fire department pumped water out of all the cellars and turmed the hose on the houses inside
and outas high as the mud or water line was. Nextday Harry and I builta furnace fire. The house steamed fromattic to cellar
inspite of allwindows open. The wood and coal were so wetwe had to use coal oil to getitgoing. It worried me. Harry
said, “don’t worty, the house won’t burn; itwill only fizz.”
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Itwasamess. The paperthathadn’t peeled off, we scraped off. Mud in every crack. After ten days of hard work, all
the boys helping each evening after their work, the house was dry enough for Mother, Claudia, and Grandmato
moveinagain. Sixmonthslaterwehad the floorsand walls done over. The piano went back to the factory; cost $100
to refelt and string and clean it.

Two years after Sid and Mae married, Edith was born. When she was three months old, they visited us for the summer.
We had wonderful times together--barndances, hikes and going to Lakeside. Joe Schwarz as always with us--he had
his good eye on meand I had both mine onhim.

My days were full, helping with the work at home, giving mandolin and piano lessons, working, or rather helping Mrs.
Kinaler with the Young Women’s League and teaching Sunday School, giving lessons in sewing at the Community
Center, gardening, and taking pianolessons --also helping once a week at hospital.

We had lovely neighbors and had mang watermelon lE)ﬁlrties and picnics together. All the homes had beautiful
gardens and lawns. We had the largestbarnsoall the barn dances wereatour place.
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Harland’s house caught fire. Mr. Harland had his best books in the attic and it grieved him terribly for none were saved. We
took Byron and his sister to our house and Mr. & Mrs. went to another neighbors for a few days. Wonder if Byron
remembers?

Dewalds lived across the street from us. Mrs.fainted whenever she got frightened. One summer day I heard her scream,
“Hannah,Hannah.” Iran justintime tosee Mrs. DeWald faintin the gutter. Runningacross the street I grabbed her up.
She opened her eyes, pointed toward the backyard, and said, “Brother.” Another neighbor by that time came running out. I
ran to the backyard to see what happened to “Brother” the four- year-old. Hewasin the Chick Saleshouse screaming to
beattheband. His head stuck into one of the holes, and he couldn’t getit out (because ofhisbigears). Inearlypulled anear
off gettinghis head out. He said,“I onlywanted tolook to see whereitwent.”

Twodays later theirlittle gitl, 7, fell off the barnroof. Itwas Sunday. We were on the porch reading our paper when the
scream, “Hannah, Hannah.” Itwas Mr.DeWald. Mrs. had fainted. Mr. was half shaved carrying Ethel in thehouse. Her
noseand mouthwerebleeding. Shewas “out.” One of the neighbors ran four blocks for the doctor -- Dr. King. Untilthe
doctor cameallI thoughtof doingwas cold to the head. Mrs. D wasstillin her faint. Doctor arrived. Mrs. came to. Ethel
came to onlytovomitblood. Mrs.fainted again. Doctor gave meinstructions and I stayed there until midnight. Ethel
was OKin a few days.

Dr. Kingcame to see Motherjustto tellher I’d miss myvocation if I didn’t study to bea nurse. He met me several times at
homes and at the hospital and wanted me to study under him at Deaconess Hospital, now the Miami Valley Hospital. I was
needed athome so was to wait a few more yearsand then take up nursingifIwanted
to.

A few more years saw me martied to Joe Schwarz and I started nursing a
year after I was married -- nursing Hermene.

Hannah and Joe Schwarz in Later Years,
1950s

MISCELLANEOUS NOTES

CourtStreet-- Brother Sydney fellina tub of hotwater. Badly scalded. Mrs. O’Hara, our neighbor,a dear old Irish
Catholic,loved Motherverymuch. Shebroughtholywater fromher churchand said prayers for Sydney every dayuntil
he was outof danger.

Daddy had many ups and downs and of course they were Mother’s too. ‘84 flood in Cincy put him out of business. By ‘88 he
was on his feet again, opened a lovely little restaurant. ‘88 flood swept everything away. I remember standing at the edge of the
water and saw my Dad row into his second story. He always whistled low soft opera tunes; he whistled beautifully. Mother never
complained; she looked tired and careworn at times but was most patient with us and very understanding. Mother made all our
clothes--her own and Grandma’s and helped Dad’s sisterswith theirs.

Wemoved to Chicago. Louwasababy. 7 childreninall. Welived on Levitt Street in a stone front house. Daddy was having a
tough time makinga living for all of us and helping to support his mother and fatherand two sisters.
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Chicago didn’t seem to agree with me. Uncle Joe was leaving for Lacross, Wisc., where Mother’s sister lived and where
Grandma was visiting so it was decided to take me to Lacross and Grandma bring me home in the spring. Several tribes of
Indians campedin Lacross. One dayan Indian killed a white man. The night riders caught the Indian and lynched him. The
Indians then set the whole downtown on fire. The fires burned for two nights and aday. Uncle’s store was ashes.

Mother and Dad had moved back to Cincy. We all went to Cincy. Aunt Rose, her two children, Grandma,and me. Uncle Henty
stayedinLacross to clean up the mess. So Dad had more trouble; it was the beginning of getting poor.

The man Dad went in business with cheated Dad out ofall his money and ranawayleavingonly debtsbehind. Wehad
tosell all our furniture to buy tickets to go back to Cincy where Dad had ajob promisedas catererinabig hotel. Aunt
Roseand her family were with usall summer. Ourhouse was on Eighth near Mound St. A two-soybrick, no yard.

[Ed. Note.- Susanne Lindeman 1ange typed the original manuscript. Her precise effort made scanning and formatting for the
web site and easy task.]



