A Wisconsin BUS-eum Tour Journal

May-June 2005
the First Fortnight:

As a boy, my parents brought our family to Wisconsin in 1976 for a reunion. After that initial Badger State trip, as a young man I dated someone in Madison for about nine months. Now middle-aged, I am re-discovering what a truly delightful place Wisconsin is! Speaking in broad strokes, it seems its people are industrious and down-to-earth, and the land they so masterfully farm and forest is productive and pleasant to the eye. It is a genuine pleasure to be here on-tour now with this unique exhibit.

	Subject: father was Jewish POW in Krems, Austria

Name: Leann

Email: leannkurey@yahoo.com

Date: 9 May 2005

Dear Michael, I just read in the Germantown (Wisconsin) local newspaper about your upcoming trip to our middle school and library. I’m so excited about, it as my father was a POW in WWII in Krems, Austria and my son in a 7th grader at the middle school.

Is your bus handicap accessible as my dad is in a small wheelchair? I don’t know how we’d get him to either of your locations as he is mainly housebound. Are you looking for somewhere to park between Milwaukee and Germantown? I read where you sleep in the bus. If it worked with your schedule to park in his driveway, he’s on the way from Milwaukee to Germantown and he’s within a mile of the expressway. That would be so great if it worked as then we could wheel him through that evening or the next morning. 

Thanks for taking the time to read this and drive the bus around the country! It’s very worthwhile for this generation to see and appreciate. My dad has a book written about his B-17 crew called The Dying Breed which includes their time in POW camps. My dad is also Jewish, so it was especially an interesting time for him, which he never told us much about until he joined a POW group and the book was written. 

I will see you either way when you come to Germantown!

Sincerely, Leann Korey




Day One; Friday, the 6th of May 2005:

As the BUS-eum crossed the Mississippi River into Wisconsin, raw excitement came over me. Northeast Iowa and Southwest Wisconsin have long been favorite spots on the globe of mine. The “driftless” topography is stunning, especially during seasonal changes, but most of all I always have felt a visceral reverence for the legacy of the Effigy Mounds, pre-Columbian natives’ bear-/snake-/eagle- and cone-shaped burial sites. This time, as the BUS lumbered down the steep descending highway, then sped onto the broad river plain, I wondered what the ancient peoples who built the mounds would think of white men’s wars; they fought with bows, arrows and spears: our hi-tech bombs and soaring jets, our night-vision goggles, computerized weapons and dehydrated rations would baffle them. And the politics behind modern “tribal warfare”? They’d never get it!

Prairie du Chien (170 visitors): Library director Nancy Ashmore surprised me with a complimentary pre-showing room at the AmericInn. Looking out over the Mighty Miss as I ate breakfast, I savored the singular beauty of the environs of what early French explorers deemed “prairie of the dogs”, then went to the library to set up. Despite the injunction “thou shallt not covet thy neighbor’s library building” I fell in love with the building that Nancy so ably oversees. I should have savored that last warm day more, but did not know the following ten days would usher back in the Ice Age!

Dodgeville (95): The home to Wisconsin’s oldest existent courthouse—a sandstone Greek-Revival beauty from 1859—Dodgeville is a very picturesque town. Chamber of Commerce head Ron Dentinger was well organized, even if that evening he looked Amish in his adorable black-banded straw hat. Several former POWs tour the BUS. 

Day Two; Saturday, the 7th of May 2005:

Unable to sleep any longer, at 5:55 AM I forced myself out of a warm bed and went for a hike around the Blue Mound, Southern Wisconsin’s highest point. Staring out from the state park’s lookout tower into a veil of morning mist, it occurred to me that Nazi Germany had surrendered, unconditionally, exactly six decades ago the previous morning. Peering out over an American-Heartland patchwork of dairy farms and sleepy villages, I meditated on by whom or how the anniversary was observed. “Does anyone really care anymore?” I wondered, yet hoped my assumed answer was wrong; if not, why did 60 million people die in World War II, but to make a better world?

Madison (175): I pulled up to the Wisconsin Veterans Museum on Capitol Square to find a bare-legged Jeff Kollath waiting for me. Obviously an optimist, confident that the chilly wet weather would pass, Jeff helped set up the BUS in the midst of the bustling farmers’ market. As people strolled by, their bags and baskets groaning with vegetables and home-baked bread, they’d glance at the outside of the BUS for a moment, but only a fraction of the thousands of passers-by took a moment to investigate Behind Barbed Wire. Evidently their Saturday-morning lives were too full, their errands too important to reflect on what happens when democracies fail, dictatorships, hyper-nationalism and militarism rise, and warfare spills across the world. Who has time to think about that? “Don’t worry, be…”

Day Three; Sunday, the 8th of May 2005:

As usual, we at TRACES and the local hosts tried to interest local print and electronic media sources in host communities to cover the exhibit—before, during and after a showing. Even though it was a significant anniversary of the defeat of German fascism, could we attract any media attention? No! Several media people I contacted seemed not only uninterested in the exhibit, but downright hostile towards it (perhaps they assumed we at TRACES are war-mongers, not realizing that quite the contrary is true). Some newspapers would only print the briefest of notices on a “calendar” page, while TV and radio stations summarily, repeatedly dismissed our approaches. A sole Milwaukee TV reporter came to see the day’s metro-area showing—and it aired only a meager mention.

Milwaukee (325): The War Memorial Center hosted the showing, at the Milwaukee Zoo. (I greatly appreciated WMC director David Drent’s having secured a reliable volunteer who not only helped me set up, but returned some six hours later and relieved me, so I could amble among the captive creatures in the zoo, before we took down the exhibit). A few individuals lingered inside our mobile museum, but the majority of visitors rushed in, threw a glimpse around the BUS’ interior, grunted dumbly and ran out again. We are learning that fairs, air shows or similar events not focused on the exhibit itself can be less than satisfying showings. Still, “we tried…” Apparently, the lions, giraffes, elephants and apes on the other side of the tall fence yielded a far stronger pull than the story of how the Western world was saved from the vile, murderous lie that was National Socialism.

While the day passed slowly, the evening was full of activity and impressions. For the first time in 13 months, after some 330 public showings of the exhibit in four states, I agreed to give a private showing. Of course, it took “special circumstances” for me to do so. Leann K. contacted me, as her father had been a Jewish POW from Milwaukee who’s had a series of strokes in recent years. A widower, he remains paralyzed and house-ridden. Still, Leann desperately wanted for Sol to see the exhibit. Offering to let me park overnight in her dad’s driveway and to take me to dinner afterwards, I granted her ardent wish. Little did I know, this BUS experience would be one of the most touching so far.

I arrived at Sol’s house in the lush northwest Milwaukee suburbs to find about 15 family, friends and neighbors gathered for this special occasion. As usual, I plugged in the BUS, set the videos into motion and opened the door to visitors. What happened thereafter was anything but “usual”. Leann’s short-but-strapping nephew, Nick, picked Sol up into his arms and carried his grandfather’s stiff, withered body up the steps into the BUS. As he did this, Sol stared right at me and would not break his look: I had the distinct feeling that he was “checking me out”. His piercing eyes communicated to me that he did not want to confront the story—his story—exhibited in the BUS. Still, he had no choice…

Once inside the BUS, his family gingerly placed Sol back in a wheelchair. Nick and Leann pushed him from one exhibit panel to the next, as Leann lovingly read each narrative text to her motionless father. As I watched this laborious process, my eyes teared, as the obvious love of this devoted daughter for her stricken father was so pure, so rare that I could not stay: for the first time ever, I had to leave my own BUS—and cry.

Leann later explained that her father normally didn’t moan like he’d done when being brought into the BUS; he had only started this in the past couple days, once she began to tell him of my approaching arrival and her plans to show him the exhibit. She thought he might have some health ailment, but I wondered if Sol’s moaning wasn’t a muted protest: how could any of us know that he wanted to be faced with his own, painful past? Still, who knew? Perhaps the experience might help him let go of years of bent-up pain; perhaps he might, through the exhibit, find a place to “put” the shadows and slide away, into a great light. I can only be gratified by what the BUS may have meant to this family.

Day Four; Monday, the 9th of May 2005:

The day began rainy, cold and uninviting—and stayed that way, till night. Yuck!

Germantown /High School (110): Leann’s son attends this school, and she sweetly came to help usher in the kids, and give them a chance to learn this history, too. Her faith in the value of this resource warmed my road-weary heart: folks like Leann make such work possible; they counter what otherwise is often a depleting albeit worthwhile project. 

Germantown /Public Library (70): Roberta Olson proved to be a jolly and enjoyable host. The relatively low number of visitors did not seem to phase her, especially as a handful of POWs or their widows came and spontaneously “held court” with the dozen or so home-schooled children (with mothers in tow) who came to see the exhibit. Their exchange was exceptionally rich, and the kids saw “the war” like few others are able.

Racine (125): Poor Ron Turner worked so hard, yet the unfriendly weather plus other conditions discouraged the visitation his preparatory work really deserved. Still, I instinctively liked Ron, and admired his dedication. I also liked his town, which seems to be rebounding, after too many years of post-industrial slide. Racine has a patina and charm of its own: I regretted leaving so soon and already plan to return, maybe next fall.

Day Five; Tuesday, the 10th of May 2005:

Ron helped me get a guest pass to the local Y, located a mere block away from the vets’ center. When I returned from an early-morning swim, it took my breath away to discover that in the night local gang members had scrawled their insignia in the exhaust film on the back of the BUS. I could not help but think about our fathers and grandfathers who fought in World War II: did they risk or give their lives to protect juveniles’ “rights” to engage in delinquent behavior? What an insult to the heroic efforts of our ancestors!

Kenosha (115): This was an odd showing, as the local vets sponsored it at the Indian Trails Academy, a Junior ROTC installation, recently fused with a “failing school”. I know the radical revolution in Wisconsin over the past years has created a diversity of sea changes, but even with my limited knowledge of the overall situation, I know I don’t like the indelible stigma that the label “failing school” casts over a community’s school when it is so designated. Something is “way wrong” here! At any rate, it gave me great pause to see these boys and girls, during “recess”, to be out marching under the warming sun. Dressed in restrictive uniforms and shoes, with solemn expressions, I could but wonder how their time and energies might be more productively invested than in military training. Was this really the most growth-inducing way for them to spend their youth?

I regretted that the local vets didn’t do the best job of publicizing or utilizing the event for maximum exposure and use: only two “civilians” (members of the vets’ own group!) came out to see the exhibit; all the other visitors came through the school. What a pity, that “town and gown” weren’t better integrated into a shared experience of this resource.

Day Six; Wednesday, the 11th of May 2005:

Although the day began cold and rainy, I savored the unscheduled morning. Camped out at the Kettle Moraine State Park (in the “south unit”), I had time to appreciate quiet and non-movement. I get so little of either, when I’m on-tour: I know this strains my soul.

Fort Atkinson (195): Sue Hartwick of the Hoard Museum and Dairy Shrine, and Amy Lutzke of the Dwight Foster Public Library co-sponsored this showing. They both proved exceptionally well organized and accommodating. Having taken us up on the challenge to “build an event” around the exhibit showing, they invited local professor Richard Hanney to speak about his book, When is Daddy Coming Home, a WWII-related family saga. The reports I got from audience members leaving the address said it was very worthwhile.

A thoroughly charming river town, I took advantage of the chance to stroll the darkened streets of Fort Atkinson, post-showing. After, that is, I did paperwork in the back of the BUS until 9PM. Although the exhibit officially closed at 7PM, for the next two hours about twenty people stopped and asked to see the exhibit: I only too gladly obliged them, as when “the masses” want to study these obscure, fading stories, so much the better!

I needed a breather, because amongst the paperwork I opened and previewed a copy of a United States Department of Justice film made in the late 1940s. For 22 minutes I watched this piece of pure propaganda about Camp Crystal City/Texas, where several thousand German- and Japanese-Americans were involuntarily interned during World War II. I cried, seeing such gross miscarriage of justice. The anger I also felt cemented an idea with which I’d earlier only toyed: I decided, definitively, that soon TRACES will buy a second bus and convert it into a mobile exhibit about German-American internment, 1941-48. Typical of how this project has evolved, this isn’t so much a conscious decision, but a visceral one that “feels right” and is born of pure inspiration.

Day Seven; Thursday, the 12th of May 2005:

I looked forward to trekking to Watertown, as Heinrich and Maria Thrams settled there in 1855, after making the trip from Pomern (“Pomerania” in English). My mother’s grandfather, Christ Thrams, was born on the ship. I’d never before visited Watertown…

Watertown (50): The folks at the Octagon House were fun to work with and I appreciated their gracious reception (including a personal tour of the amazing 57-room mansion they steward). I was less appreciative of the local woman who informed me that my mother’s maiden name is pronounced with a “th”, although we have always said it like the plural of “trolley”—“trams”. It reminded me of the POW widow who earlier in the week came into the BUS and snapped at me that he husband at been at Stalag Luft I in BarTH when I said “Oh, I’ve been to BarT”. I didn’t correct her or push the issue when she insisted on mispronouncing the name yet again, even though I speak fluent German, lived in that country for eight years and even visited BarT three times: I definitively know that a German “th” is pronounced like a solo “t”. The larger issue, though, is how boneheaded we humans can be, how “dead sure” we can be about things about which we are dead wrong! I have to think of the Germans under Hitler, for example, who were SURE that Jews were racially different and genetically inferior to non-Jews, and who didn’t doubt that Germans had a “right” to Lebensraum (“living space”) in the east, in areas that were home to Slavs for thousands of years. How do we get so arrogant, that we so inflexibly believe mistakes and mistruths as if they were gospel—AND dig in and insist they are as we say, even when they simply are not? Therein must lay a key to war…

Speaking of “th” in German… In the old spelling, Margarete had an extra “h”—as in Margarethe Meyer Schurz, the wife of German-radical-immigrant Carl Schurz. While he was blazing trails into American politics and progressive thinking, Margarthe was doing a bit o’ blazing of her own: the Watertown Historical Society is also steward of the old clapboard building said to be the first Kindergarten (in German all nouns are capitalized!) in the United States, established by her in 1856. I enjoyed visiting the related exhibit.

Oconomowoc (115): Carol Gonzales dutifully sat in the BUS and welcomed visitors, despite chill and driving rain. Hers is as sweet town, with great post-office murals made back in the day when our government still believed that art plays a role in good society.

In the midst of this showing, Rebecca—who works “from home” with my brother for a large retail chain based in Minneapolis—showed up and introduced herself. We shared quite a few juicy stories about my older brother, and she invited me to stay overnight with her and Barbara, a teacher in a Southeast Wisconsin school. The next morning, as we ate breakfast, Rebecca showed me pictures of their trip to Germany to visit Barbara’s Bavarian relatives (on their wall hangs a great shot of “Vater” as a boy, standing with his peasant family and oxen in front of their modest Bauernhof near the Czech border). I enjoyed their company and swapping stories, as all three of us were reared on farms.

Day Eight; Friday, the 13th of May 2005:

Last winter, when Dean and I called literally hundreds of possible hosts in Minnesota and Wisconsin, funny things happened. For one, many of the Minnesotans were cautious, even suspicious—but they almost all signed up! To the contrary, the Wisconsinites we called mostly seemed excited and encouraging and amiable—but scores never followed through with a confirmed showing. Well, despite my very, very best efforts, contacting libraries and historical societies, chambers of commerce and vets’ groups, schools and anyone else we could think of, I could NOT find hosts in Beloit/Janesville, Sheboygan or Oshkosh, Menomonee and a few other towns… I spent too much of the Minnesota tour trying to “force the river” before I resigned to having a few “holes” in the Wisconsin tour—but it’s been a blessing in disguise. This was the first day I didn’t have a showing, and it was great! Typical of me and my life since launching TRACES, though, I spent much of the day attending to tour-related business, like having the oil changed.

[I’m also realizing an interesting difference between Minnesotans and Wisconsinites: many more Minnesotans bought books than “Cheeseheads” but Wisconsinites much more often buy books in large numbers… Numerous hosts here have bought “one of each”!]

Actually my Waupun host Jim Laird arranged a local bus company to change the oil. Jim (and his likeable wife Harriet and helpful son Kevin) were fabulous hosts! Jim and Kevin gave me a tour of “the Statue City” (Waupun boasts some eight great statues, given to it by local-son Clarence Shaler, who crafted some of the statues himself). I was riveted!

Indispensable presences in the lucky town of Waupun, Jim and wife Harriet have been active in, for example, the local town council, Horicon Marsh nature center, Special Olympics and other community projects. They even arranged for me to spend two nights at the nature center, and on Friday evening took me with them to Beaver Dam to enjoy an excellent community-music-series concert, “Songs of Love”. The fish fry was tasty, too!

Day Nine; Saturday, the 14th of May 2005:

Harriet indulged me Saturday morning with a quick trip to nearby Knowles to visit the old Ehrhardt homestead (Christ Thrams took Lydia Ehrhardt as his bride in 1885; after four years of struggling to tame the Dakota Territory prairie, they gave up and moved to Mason City/Iowa, where I later grew up on Ashlawn Farm). As I took a photo of Spring Farm’s namesake, where Christ asked Lydia for a drink of water during a railroad-building break he was on, I felt emboldened to knock on the door of the huge white Victorian house, built about 1905. I discovered that an eighth generation of Ehrhardts is living at Spring Farm! My deceased hardworking ancestors would be gratified, I’m sure. 

Waupun (225): Jim had done an excellent job of publicity, literally taking CDs with press releases, photos, schedules, etc. on them to local media offices. The historical society he directs also planned an event around the BUS visit, with veterans (including a few POWs) in the basement military-history display, to answer questions, an old pump-organ recital and other events. Only the weather didn’t prove to be a friendly host… 

Day Ten; Sunday, the 15th of May 2005:

As I caught my morning coffee fix at MacDonald’s, I read in the Milwaukee Sentinel about the many perils facing a major Milwaukee museum; typically, the main problems stem from a lack of funding. Again I can only shake my head, for the materially richest country on earth apparently has unlimited funds to occupy countries and wage global war, but at home art, history, literature and culture generally go begging. At this rate, we will become a nation of guns-and-butter, a people driving massive vehicles and dwelling in over-built houses, with obesity the plague of millions, yet our collective hearts and brains will be barren of higher thoughts and finer feelings; we’ll be “rich Neanderthals”.

Beaver Dam (170): I found Bob Frankenstein to be  flawlessly organized and exceptionally knowledgeable about WWII history, including Midwest connections to the larger global drama. His historical society occupies a former library building so beautiful and sweeping in its dimensions, that I was sure it was a former courthouse, instead.

Columbus (60): Who couldn’t like Raymond Lawler, the local vet who basically single handedly prepared the Columbus showing? Despite modest visitation, the post-visit coverage by the local paper plus the glowing reports of those who saw the exhibit will generate considerable good will for the veterans’ group that Raymond is trying to revive.

Day Eleven; Monday, the 16th of May 2005:

I awoke in the back of the BUS, parked on the organic farm that my beloved cousin Paul Ehrhardt and his lively, brilliant wife Kay Jensen-Ehrhardt are building east of Sun Prairie. What a treat to be on the land, even if but briefly, and absorb its wholesomeness.

Sun Prairie (55): Jane Anderson remained cool and gracious, even when it took 40 minutes for the city services folks to get the BUS electricity to power the exhibit. A man and his two sons sat in a car the whole time, waiting, declining our repeated offer to go through the unlit, video-less exhibit. We found out why: their grand/father had been a POW who’d been shot down and they didn’t want to see a “compromised” exhibit.

Monroe (130): Dennis Dalton managed to host a successful showing, despite being pulled in many directions at once—including by me! The 1860s Unitarian-Universalist church his historical society shepards is a great relic, albeit one needing love and money.

Day Twelve; Tuesday, the 17th of May 2005:

The countryside grew increasingly stunning as the BUS and I rolled westward, then north. I know scarcely a patch of Earth anywhere as pastorally beautiful as the Driftless.

Darlington (240): Janice and Jim Ronnerud did an excellent job of integrating a BUS showing into the local school environment. Parked immediately behind the high school, the waves of townspeople and the planned veterans-honor ceremony meant that the kids rubbed elbows with the seniors—and heard their own World War II stories. Such hands-on learning opportunities leave indelible impressions and far outweigh “book learnin’ ”.

Gays Mills (55): Talk about “community action”! I’ve known Ellen Brooks and her husband David Hackett for most of two decades, from mutual Quaker connections. Ellen “rallied the [unarmed] troops” in the area and, together, a handful of local organizations found funding for three showings: at the public library, high school and a public library in the next town. The volunteers who staffed the showing (Ellen and Dave were on their annual Boundary Waters canoe trip, having helped completely clean and set up the BUS in Prairie du Chien, a fortnight earlier) seem pleased with the response, and exclaimed “Getting 55 people in Gays Mills together for anything is a big accomplishment!”

After the showing, the local Quaker worship group (not big enough to be a formal “meeting” but enthusiastic, all the same) hosted a potluck picnic in the village park. I felt gratified by Friends’ interest in and support of the work we at TRACES undertake. They understand that, ultimately, we are documenting the destructive, disruptive nature of war, as well as the ruin caused by the collapse of true democracy, the rise of dictatorship and the blinding, deadly effects of hypernationalism. This project, then, is a peace project.

Day Thirteen; Wednesday, the 18th of May 2005:

Judi de Haan and Jud Anderson hosted me the night before. Fellow Quakers who have Unitarian-Universalist roots, they set a lovely breakfast table in their cozy, riverside cabin. Having retired from busy lives in the Twin Cities, they seem to adore their new lives in the scenic Kickapoo River Valley; their home exuded the sense of a life well lived: I felt honored to be able to share some sweet moments in that home. My parents’ age, I especially appreciated Jud and Judi’s open minds and warm hearts: I cherish our new friendship… Rod and I already are plotting a Return Visit, perhaps next fall.

Soldiers Grove/High School (170): While I was glad that this rural school could utilize a resource like the BUS-eum, I did have to reflect on how it can most effectively be used. While teachers understandably are fascinated by the exhibit and want to view it all, too, it seems to me that they really are “supposed to be there” for their kids: I lament visits where teachers don’t fully engage the kids in either viewing the Tuskegee airmen video outside, waiting to tour the BUS, or the display panels and cases inside it. What a pity!

Soldiers Grove/Public Library (25): A hamlet devastated by a raging Kickapoo flood, Soldiers Grove rebuilt its public buildings in the early 1980s to be energy efficient and passive solar. Cele proved a gracious library host, while Judi and Jud staffed the BUS.

Viroqua (110): Director Lisa Solverson and her Friends of the Library volunteer(s) went out of their way to making my stay in lively Viroqua as pleasant and easy as possible, down to getting fresh lilacs for my dashboard vase! I was able to visit the Main Street Station, a funky and creative use for an old auto garage, as well as the restored Temple Theater, a true beauty and a masterpiece of grassroots efforts to enrich a community.

Day Fourteen; Thursday, the 19th of May 2005:

Rod had driven some three hours from Clear Lake/Iowa—where we live at present—for a quick visit. Arriving from Iowa after midnight, we got up before 6 and showered early, so I could offer a whirlwind tour of the Gays Mills area. Judi and Jud—once again—shared their breakfast table, then Rod and I tore off in our respective directions. What dear folks!

Richland Center (85): Happily, Michelle Molen-Karras had secured a volunteer to help me, which was good, as the drive from Soldiers Grove was frustrating and slow. Enroute I also tore apart the retractable step into the BUS; having a volunteer made life easier!

Reedsburg (110): Except for the incessant showers, this showing was quite successful. Some 50 people saw the Power Point presentation, plus a former POW gave an impromptu interview to a local radio reporter. Sue Steiner’s husband helped in the BUS, and encouraged me to have Sue sponsor our next TRACES’ exhibit, perhaps in a year.

Wisconsin Dells/Public Library (85): It rained so hard, driving from Reedsburg to “Dells” (as I heard locals refer to what had been “Kilbourn”, until in the ‘30s ambitious boosters peddled a more tourist-appealing name) that the driven rain came in through the windows! Cathy Borck helped set up the BUS, then volunteers watched it and dried it off.

Day Fifteen; Friday, the 20th of May 2005:

Wisconsin Dells/High School (195): The rain stopped (!), the sun shone, and the kids and staff seemed particularly interested in Midwest POWs’ lives Behind Barbed Wire. Local townspeople who’d heard about the exhibit from last night’s visitors came, too!

Lessons from the First Fortnight:

Hosts really should maximize their publicity efforts—both before a BUS showing, but also during and after. Many radio stations “forget” to announce the BUS on the day of a showing or think pre-showing announcements suffice; a “live” announcement DURING a showing helps remind those who intend(ed) to see the exhibit to actually come down while its in town. Also, confirm that a local journalist will visit the exhibit, for post-visit articles not only help popularize the POW legacy, but they draw positive attention to the hosts. (One host lamented that she hadn’t asked local churches to post even a brief announcement in their church bulletins the Sunday before the showing, to reach “the faithful”, too. Is the visit posted on your local bank time/temp signs? Where else…?)

Do encourage teachers to read our narrative text beforehand, on-line, so they can focus on the kids’ experience of the exhibit, during a showing. Also, have an adult stand outside with the other half of a class, to help those kids focus on the Tuskegee airmen video.

The most upsetting experience of the past fortnight? In one town I had to run books to the local school librarian, who ordered multiple copies of some of the titles we carry and at least one of each title. While I was gone a POW, who is dying of cancer (!) and had driven up from Dubuque, asked for “the organizer of the BUS” as he wished to place his hand-crafted journal, U.S. and German dog tags and other related artifacts in our exhibit. He left before I returned, so had it not been for three eye witnesses who saw this, I would not have known better: our hosts in that town, when I asked to see the artifacts, snapped “These are what a POW gave us to put in our display” and then nervously waited until I handed them back. Later, I called the hosts and said the POW intended them to be shown in the BUS; he certainly had no connection to their institution or their county’s history! “We’ll mail them to you” was the response, but I quietly yet clearly replied “I need you to drive them over to me as soon as possible”—and got them yesterday. This sickened me, as I can’t imagine a host (of all people) sabotaging our work in this way. For shame!

the Second Installment:

[written 5 August 2005] 

     "Life happened", events beyond my control "took over" the tour, abilities shifted and I was unable to complete the "Wisconsin BUS-eum Tour Journal" as envisioned. As much as sorely lament this, I owe it to our wonderful hosts, at the least, to report "the numbers":

Day Sixteen; Saturday, the 21st of May 2005:

Fond du Lac (95)
Day Eighteen; Monday, the 23rd f May 2005:

Manitowoc (105)
Green Bay (145)
Day Nineteen; Tuesday, the 24th of May 2005:
Appleton (15)
Wautoma (100)
	Subject: About Sol's death
Name: Leann Kurey
Email: leannkurey@yahoo.com
Date: 24 May 2005
Dear Michael, what a whirlwind time we’ve had since your bus visit!

It’s freaky that you predicted it: Sol continued moaning, not eating or drinking after your visit. Friday the 13’th we went to the doctor. It’s the same doctor who every visit has been so upbeat about Sol, but not this time. He examined how the tumor on Sol’s ear had progressed and said, “Leann, this has to be painful and you need to start hospice.” He said Sol probably had about 6 months.

I think that was all Sol needed to hear. Unusual for Sol, he sobbed that evening. Coincidently, without us telling any of his good friends the news, they each stopped by to see him over the next couple days. Sunday night Sol was having so much pain, for the first time we had to give him morphine. The doctor said the tumor was going into Sol’s brain. My sister Jane disagreed with what the doctor and I had decided--to take him off of his blood pressure pills and blood thinners and to start hospice. 

So, Monday evening hospice admitted Sol. Again, Monday night was painful so Sol needed more morphine. Tuesday, the hospice case worker came, along with the rabbi we had met previously through hospice for my mom. Sol again had significantly changed from the day before. The rabbi seemed to make Sol relax with his blessings, along with Sol’s 94 year old sister--who drove her self over!

Wed. morning you could see this was probably going to be it. In 5 days Sol was doing what the doctor thought would be 6 months. He had had enough and wasn’t going to suffer through more. 

We had a wonderful hospice nurse--an American Indian guy who was so good with all of this. He kept making Sol morphine cocktails. He couldn’t believe little Sol hadn’t gone into a coma with all he gave him--but Sol stayed right there with us. The nurse had to leave at 1:30 pm and said it would probably be another 6 hours. Before he left, Jane asked him to come into another room to talk. Our baby brother Paul--who Sol adored--came just then. Nick, Sol’s strong grandson, was holding one hand. Paul was holding Sol’s other hand for about 90 seconds. Then Nick said, “Aunt Leann, I think Grandpa stopped breathing.” I got the nurse, who couldn’t believe it. He said “He was fine a moment ago.” Sol waited for Jane to leave and Paul to come in. It was truly Sol’s way of doing things--his own way!

We had a beautiful funeral. The funeral home 2 blocks away held it--their first Jewish funeral. All attending were Christians, except for a few remaining relatives. The rabbi did an excellent job. The POWs talked for a few moments about Sol’s humor. My 15 year old wrote the eulogy. Nick wanted to read it. He got through one third of it, and couldn’t finish. Ben, the 15 year old stood up, and amazed everybody at his ability to finish. Grandpa Sol couldn’t have been more proud of everybody I believe. The military played taps and gave him a gun salute. It was so touching.

So I’m glad you e-mailed, as everybody has been asking if I e-mailed you yet. The burial was yesterday and today I am exhausted. It’s been quite a busy time since Mother’s Day! 

I believe everybody, you included, should be very proud of what we were able to do for Sol. He was taken great care of and didn’t linger in pain. Hopefully, he felt some closure with your BUS-eum, also. Thanks again; sincerely, 

Leann Kurey




Day Twenty; Wednesday, the 25th of May 2005:
Adams (165)
Mauston (110)
Day Twenty-one; Thursday, the 26th of May 2005:

Sparta (155)
La Crosse (35)
Day Twenty-two; Friday, the 27th of May 2005:

Black River Falls (60)
Neillsville (75)
Day Twenty-three; Saturday, the 28th of May 2005:
Marshfield (195)
Day Twenty-four; Sunday, the 29th of May 2005:
Wisconsin Rapids (120)
Stevens Point (90)
Day Twenty-six; Tuesday, the 31st of May 2005:

Medford (200)
Eau Claire (35)
Day Twenty-seven; Wednesday, the 1st of June 2005:
Ellsworth (265)
Day Twenty-eight; Thursday, the 2nd of June 2005:
Balsam Lake (50)
Rice Lake (130)
the Third Fortnight:

Day Twenty-nine; Friday, the 3rd of June 2005:

Barron (60)
Ladysmith (105)
Day Thirty; Saturday, the 4th of June 2005:

Rhinelander (175)
Day Thirty-two; Monday, the 6th of June 2005:
 

Oconto Falls (110)
Shawano (225)
Marinette (130)
Day Thirty-three; Tuesday, the 7th of June 2005:
Florence (60)
Eagle River (15)
Day Thirty-four; Wednesday, the 8th of June 2005:
Ironwood/Michigan (145)
Day Thirty-seven; Saturday, the 11th of June 2005:
Alma (70)
 
TOTAL number of Wisconsin visitors to the BUS:

6,510

One of the things that happened, quite unexpectedly, was that TRACES was awarded three large rooms in downtown Saint Paul's Landmark Center--our hopes and old dream come-true! (See http://www.landmarkcenter.org/walkingframes.html for a "virtual tour" of this divine 1890s former Federal Courts Building...) Anyway, to make a Long Story short: after only five years of operation, our young-yet-dynamic organization soon will have a permanent home in the Twin Cities: we take possession of this amazing space [all co-tenents in the building are non-profit, arts-and-culture organizations) on 1 September and on 16 October (a Sunday) we will be honored to have Anne and Margot Franks' Iowa pen pal come speak at our Grand-Opening Gala and History Marathon, as well as former Midwest POWs, refugees who fled Nazi-occupied Europe and found a safe haven in the Midwest--and many more fascinating speakers, films, German food, etc.

 

Please join us for a rich and unforgettable day. (If you'd like to have a booth at our History Marathon, contact us for details.) We look forward to welcoming you in our new permanent stationary site, as well as to our new BUS-eum 2, with an exhibit about German-American internment (1941-48) that will tour Wisconsin likely in 2006 [many of the stories took place in Milwaukee]. We thank YOU for making this project possible.
