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PROLOGUE:  An Executive Summary On the Hauser/Hooser Family

History is the version of past events that people have decided to agree upon.

 --Napoleon Bonaparte

“Men occasionally stumble on the truth, but most of them pick themselves up

 and hurry off as if nothing had happened”. 

 -- Winston Churchill


It is not by choice that this summary piece has been included here as a prologue to Burned Into Memory.  It merely reflects the latest in a series of historical indignities that have been chronicled by this work.  The Hausers/Hoosers have been leading pioneers in the development of this country by reaching places before anyone else was willing to travel there.  When our extraordinary effort into Indiana led to the nicknaming of the state with an unusual sounding word that happens to be the way we say our last name, the Keepers of Indiana History actually have the audacity to attempt to imply coincidence. 

Perhaps embarrassment is a more compelling reason.  After all, one hundred and sixty four years have passed and they claim to have no concrete idea as to the origin of their moniker.  Unfathomable,  if simply the Anglicization of the Hauser family name was an effort beyond their historical capabilities.   

One other plausibility, could be the direct result of the legal age which permeates our “litigious society.”  Perhaps any acknowledgment the Hoosier moniker comes from the efforts of our German Hauser (read Hooser) heritage translates in the current Indiana mindset directly to “Hooser-Hoosier” class action.

However, the most probable answer is this one.  From habit, we tend to name our decades after we passed through them.  The seventies were the decade of “FREE LOVE”, the eighties were the DECADE of GREED as conducted by the ME GENERATION.  But perhaps even before this decade ends we already have seen and heard enough of the media trends regarding religion and Washington’s administrations to pre-name the nineties the DECADE of DENIAL and DECEIT.

  Our national history has been impugned at every juncture.  The US Constitution is undergoing a trendy re-interpretation.  Those in trusted positions have attempted character assignations on George Washington, James Madison, and Christopher Columbus, etc.  Traditional religious activities such as Christianity have been assaulted as well. 

 Perhaps the historical keepers of state history in the Hoosier state have in themselves a conflict of interest.  Ignore or discredit efforts that carry a religious reference to them in spite of early American history.  Clearly, the word “Ministry” in the title below does just that.  Some historians seem to have settled on historical mediocrity moving from what occurred to a surprisingly and predictable mode of promoting politically correct history.  All the theories which exist in the Indiana “KEEPER” category are there only because they claim similarity to the word “Hoosier” (see page 7).  The Hauser/Hooser family theory was rejected for that very reason.  Many of these same theories have already been discredited, but they continue to be promoted for nostalgic reasons.   Therefore, if you have never seen this theory before, you will at least have seen it here!  

A couple of points about the book “Burned Into Memory”.   I have employed, to the best of my current knowledge, the genealogy and family events that have been recorded since our departure from North Carolina.  Countless more of Hauser/Hooser experiences await me after the family can reunite, needless to say I don’t know them all yet.   If the reference is genealogical – it’s true; if the reference is a family event, then it happened but I may have taken occasional liberties in order to describe it.    The book is divided into three sections for the most part:  [Theme] - family events; [Disposition] - political opinion; and [Family History] - what we know so far.   





-- Randy Hooser 

BURNED INTO MEMORY

Religious strife and one European Family searches for refuge, so they birth a nation. ... As the nation's fades, a divided family searches to find unity through their beginnings.  This is the account of the pilgrimage of the Hauser / Hooser family through America and the ever-lasting imprint that was burned into American History. 

Chapter One:  A NATIONAL TREE / A FAMILY TREE 

[Theme] "It jez aint righ", Becke thought.  It was late and he still couldn't sleep.  His whole body ached from the work in the tobacco field.  He was only ten, but he worked hard to help his momma Sindy when she asked him.  He only worked in the fields when someone was sick and could not work. Normally, he fed and tended the horses.  Most of the Negroes had plenty of respect for Mr. Jacob Hooser and they knew harvest was almost over.  If much of the crop went without harvest, Jacob would have to sell a slave; and for most everyone here that was a risk no one wanted to take. 

Sleep would not come to him and so he pondered "Why".  There was talk among the colonies, so much talk about war for freedom.  "Why did they say that a war agin that King O England was a war for America's freedom; and why did they say it was so wonderful to have this 'independence'."  Signs were everywhere in "Hausertown" (read 'Hoosertown' --Bethania Stokes County North Carolina) that men should sign up for the war.  Becke could see people free everyday not bonded by chains or work in the field.  What did they mean freedom or independence?  So many free people always wanting something more ... but Becke only wanted for himself and his momma what they did not have now ... to be free.  

…

Most folks around Salem, North Carolina were set in their ways.  Sure, some things had changed since the migration had started , but this was still country life--hard work, hard life, and southern rules.  Rumors were spreading all over town that those Hooser (Hauser) folks were different.  Some had seen David and Becke fishing --it was shameful--didn't these newcomers understand the rules.  The Hoosers still wore the traditional beards recognized by most as the Germans from Pennsylvania.  Rumor was they came from somewhere called Lancaster or was it Hanover.  But that was there, and this was the South.  The Hoosers claimed they did not own slaves back in the northeast, and had only purchased a few since their new fields were twice the size of their old farm. The truth of the matter was their old religion, Lutheran, would never have allowed them to own slaves, but Jacob was unsure that his future would co-exist with the Lutheran faith and had begun a search for a new one.  Jacob smiled as he reflected on the family religions ever since they landed in America around the 1730's.  The Van Hoosers (Van Hoesens and Housers) were Mennonite; several of his cousins (the Hausers) were Moravians; and he was considering Methodism.  But the "M" in all three had to stand for "Master" (as in God) not the "Masta" in "Masta Jacob" that his newly acquired slaves called him.  Nevertheless, the rumor on the street was true.  The family was having some trouble accepting the practice of owning slaves and might just sell them;  or worst -- set them free. 

Characterizing Salem as a traditional southern town in the late 18th century would be, well, untrue.  In fact Salem's existence depended as much on the Germans as the Germans depended on Salem.  Moravians like many settlers in this time frame were searching for a religious home free from the pressures and outrages that they had seen in Europe.  In Salem, against the onslaught of Indian uprisings, they forged out camps and settlements much like old Army Posts with walls ready to close at a moments notice.  The society was as structured as the Motherland had been.  Vocational training was established to insure the city's vocational needs would be met.  The most active faith in Salem was Moravian.  The Moravian Church doled out assignments to each as duties for life.  The design of the city followed much the same structure as the impeccable design of modern German cities with a strong emphasis on functionality.  Their only miscalculation – was their language.  Salem spoke German and did so until a vote in 1855.  Not only did they speak German, they taught German in their schools, conducted their business in German, and collectively regretted it as Germans.  This lesson would eventually be paid in lost economic opportunity.  

Jacob Hooser believed in God.  It had been a hard decision for his family to leave Maryland, but the offer for land was just too appealing.  Jacob knew that God, land and hard work was his salvation but he had no idea he would receive so much.  He had always dreamed of the kind of land that he now had to conquer ... but how?  He had always been troubled by slavery, and for three years resisted owning them, until a man north of the Hooser farm made an offer he could not refuse.  His neighbor had been excluded due to debt.  Exclusion in the Moravian community is disastrous.  No church support and no access to sell your crops.  Exclusion normally meant, you had to move and do it FAST!  As a result Jacob was one of the first Hauser men to own a slave -- not something to instill pride in the majority small family farms of Moravians families. 

------------------------------------(from pages 1 & 2)----------------------------

…

Why word had it that the Virginia Baptists were even doing a bit of name calling.  What was it they were saying about the Presbyterians ... .hmmm ... oh yes, "REDNECKS".  The Baptists say that the North Carolina Presbyterians did not have the nice things like coaches with  canopies.  They had to travel a might before they arrived at their religious camp.  So when the Presbyterians came back from church in the summer, why their necks were so red from sitting in the buggy.  "That is awful tacky", she concluded.  Heaven help us, she thought, if even the Baptists start calling the Methodists names. 

The basis for the Baptist attitude was simple ... control.  Churches like the Methodist and Presbyterians were attempting to gain a foothold in otherwise Baptist and Moravian territory.  All things being equal (which they never have been and never will be) the Baptists resorted to serious name calling.  The need for conformity during the settlement of America has some degree of justification.  The new southerners knew of the unexpected trouble with the original native Americans could occur at any time- thus no control;  they lived in an area of limited wealth and enterprise relying heavily on agriculture that depended on the weather - thus no control;. and of course the British government ruled the colonies and expected taxes any time they wanted them-thus no control.  In the midst of so much pressure to take control from them, the new southerners realized how to exercise control at the local level -- conformity.   A lesson that both the Methodists and Presbyterians simply refused to understand.  In the face of such defiance, then a little name calling might just work.

“There are two kinds of truths: small truth and great truth.  You can recognize a small truth because its opposite is a falsehood.  The opposite of a great truth is

   another great truth.” 





 -- Neils Bohr   

[Disposition]  Some of the American citizenry probably did not realize the problem that America would face with an ingrained sense of conformity for the rest of its future.  Fifty five years after American independence, during an examination of American "Democracy" ...Alexis De Tocqueville wrote  

     We cannot prevent the conditions of men from becoming equal, but it depends upon ourselves whether the principle of equality will lead them to servitude or freedom, to knowledge or barbarism, to prosperity or to wretchedness. 

Servitude or Freedom:  Since we have heralded ourselves as “the greatest nation on the earth”, do we now need to take a step back and examine our modern trends?   Early American values were precepts that centered on God, family, and community.  Government was, for most, a distant entity that planned and promoted national development (the infrastructure), national defense (militias) and our strategic destiny (pursuit of a contiguous nation stretching from shore to shore).    Invariably, other than occasional taxation, citizens encountered the government when they were engaged in one of these three types of enterprises or running for political office.   Can we now say that freedom’s ring equates the sound of our forefathers?  How does social engineering fit in the categories above?  If nature abhors a vacuum, what ruling moral authority replaces a  Supreme Being?  Then our forefathers were accountable by conscience and community, and now we live by executive order and excessive bureaucracy.   What cost do we pay in human terms, as a society, when a conscious effort is made to denigrate the traditions of our past?  If America is great, was not Her past some part of the reason?   When positions of trust can disorient us to what we were and what we should stand for; can they not also control what we become?   If yes, then can servitude be that far behind?   American families must find themselves again.  Celebrate your past and the triumphs of past family.  We are the synergistic sum of our past, and present.  Our experience serves us as well as our imagination, without either we are not whole and we are not healthy. 

“Facts are stubborn things; and whatever may be our wishes, our inclinations, or the dictates of our

 passions, they cannot alter the state of facts and evidence. 

-- John Quincy Adams

---------------------------------(from pages 22 & 23 )----------------------------

…

Jacob sat on a hay bale in his barn,  "This was hard to take."  He had never owned slaves before and Sindy had grown so close to the family -- she had helped raise David, Daniel and Adam.  In fact, outside of Lenora, Adam would go only to Sindy when he was upset.  David was only eight, and Jacob could swear the child had not gone one hour in the week without a tear in his eye.  They just had to understand economically, the family was in bad shape.  The fertility of the soil had shown signs of failure, the rain this year was sporadic and when it fell it was never enough.  He needed a long slow two or three day rain to find any real relief, yet all he could see when he looked skyward was deep hazy blue -- the real angst of every farmer in Salem.   

His melancholy thoughts took him back to his boyhood memories and the stories that his father Martin Sr.  told him.  Jacob could remember sitting with his twin brother Martin Jr. listening to the hardships of their father.  His dad had tried to master English but the result was more "Germish" (German - English mixed).  He remembered the pain of their journey onboard the Molly.  Several people were sick and that sickness soon spread to a brother he would never meet -- the first Martin Junior.  Martin Hauser Senior and his wife Maria Margaretha boarded the Molly with their infant child Martin.  The potential young American would never view eastern shoreline of the land of great promise.  

While young Martin’s Jr. loss was tragic, there was very little his parents could do about the situation in their homeland.  The Alsace had been torn by war and oppression for almost 100 years.  Starting with the Thirty Years War (1618 to 1648) and ending with the War of the Spanish Succession (1701 to 1713), the Alsace and the Palatinate were areas of desolation.  By some estimates only two percent of the population remained after the Thirty Years war.  Devastation by the War of the Spanish Succession was also notable.  At one point seven major cites and nineteen villages were ablaze.   Even more devastating for the Hauser family were the concerted French efforts led by highly placed malevolent Jesuits to stamp out Protestantism on both sides of the Rhine river.  This resulted in oppression for Lutheran, Anabaptist, Mennonite and Swiss Brethen alike. 

It took an enormous amount of courage or desperation to brave a crossing of the Atlantic ocean.  The entire trip took months even years of hardship and danger.  The situation was even more delicate with a baby in arms.  First, Martin had to move his family, provisions, and meager possessions to a major river by either a wagon or a raft from a tributary.  The inland trip took several weeks, and in order to cross the numerous political boundaries passes, tariffs were extracted.   No protection was ever provided and often these inland boats were boarded, searched and plundered.   

…

Little did the twins understand but their father was healing.  Emotions were an awkward side effect of the pioneering experience.  He could wrestle with the external experiences of rugged wilderness, hostile inhabitants, and nature's unpredictability, but internally his humanity was still real.  His fear was that a public expression of his grief and regrets based on his decision to migrate to America would somehow weaken the resolve of his newly established family.  In Pennsylvania, he took long personal walks in the woods, prayed for his departed child, his family and his extended family back in Europe.  He too needed adult advice, however, outside of Margaretha, he had no adult family to console, they were all in Germany.  He needed so desperately to talk to his grandfather or his father about the pain but he had only his own family and of course Margaretha's mother -- the Mennonite.
      
� In fact the line from Martin Hauser, Sr. to present through Jacob Hauser- David Hooser, John Hill Hooser, William M. Hooser, Frank Hill Hooser, Frank Hill Hooser, Jr. and Randall Hill Hooser have all experienced the same reality -- the Missing Grandfather.  Jacob Hauser never knew his grandfather in Alsace, Germany.  Martin Sr. died in 1761 and David his grandson was born in 1769.  Jacob died in 1806 and his grandson John Hill was born in 1808.  David Hooser died in 1852 and his grandson William was born in 1854.  John Hill Hooser died in 1892 and in 1893 his grandson Frank Hill Hooser was born.  William Hooser died in 1911 and in 1931 his grandson Frank Hill Hooser, Jr. was born.  Frank Hill Hooser, Sr. died in 1956 and in 1957 his twin grandsons Ronald and Randall Hooser was born.  However, the silver lining of this paragraph is that Frank Hill Hooser, Jr. is still with us happily performing his "PA_PAW" duties for grandsons Aaron Thomas, Nathan Alexander and Timothy Christopher Hooser.  Thus, we hope the cycle of the 'Missing Grandfather" is over.
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