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Autumn


Storks already have flown over seas


To the land of pyramids;


The swallows’ flight is long past;


Even the larks no longer sing.





Sighing in secret complaint,


The wind brushes over the last green;


And the sweet summer days,


Alas, are gone—gone.





Fog has devoured the forest,


Which saw your quietest happiness;


Completely in scent and twilight,


The beautiful world wants to pass away.





Only once more the sun breaks


Irresistibly through the scented air,


And a ray of old joy


Falls gently over valley and gorge.





And forest and meadow light up, 


So that one could surely believe


That beyond all the winter sorrow


A spring day lies far away.


—Theodor Storm 





“Single Turn! Start!”


One order from our time as recruits that we all still remember is “Single turn! Start!” That was the cue from which we training recruits immediately performed the prescribed individual rotations on our own axes. (“To the left; whole unit turns; to the right; turns back! “And straight to the gas chambers”, as the training corporal used to say so “amusingly”.) And, only after the fast turns had been learned by every individual, the evaluation of the whole followed—the closed turn.


Once the turns had been learned, they became relatively simple, since practically every time the direction of the turn was included in the command. So, nothing could go wrong—if, yes if there were no so-called unforeseen turns. And, concerning those, we were taught nothing. No wonder that soldiers who were used to dealing with clearly prescribed orders became easily insecure in unforeseen situations. Ultimately, that sudden turn which brought us one day out of the old realm of military orders and behind barbed wire was neither commanded nor foreseen. Even less predicable was the final turn—which not only ended the war, but also opened new guidelines for our future.


And now the big question arises for those behind barbed wire: In which direction does one turn? How should one internally adapt to all the new necessities, possibilities and directions that await the homeward-bound in their transformed homes? The sooner he takes the internal turn that allows him to look into the right future direction, the sooner he will cope with totally changed existence and unaccustomed freedom. This time, however, each individual must give himself the order for such an “single turn” and thereby quit the old habit of passivity, of always following orders given by others.


	Not yet all of those who now are behind the wire and who await their homecoming have the internal about-turn behind them and know the direction of their prospects. Purely out of force of habit, many still carry some mental burden with them wherever they go—but at least they have begun to think independently and have recognized that the orders that they once took to be holy were misleading and led to them to evil. They also can feel that things have changed, and that they must also change accordingly. Still, many hesitate to act without orders—to trust their own thought and judgment. And those who take longer are certainly not the worst cases, if their unwavering nature does not bring about a quick turn. They want to find a secure standpoint on which they can stand steadily and permanently. At the point when they have reflected and achieved this standpoint, and can feel sturdy ground under their feet again, their internal change already will have been completed, unconsciously. And from this “single turn” they will learn to comprehend fully the meaning of the turns in the whole world. 


	It is now time for the internal clarification of our standpoint! It does not serve those who wait for us at home if we return as internally fluctuating, insecure vacillators without our own opinions. They actually will be expecting—since we have seen the other world—that we bring back the strength and the mental attitude that our difficult reconstruction will demand.


Insecurity cannot master the hard times that lie before us, from which none of us will be exempt. In spite of everything, we need not doubt the future, because even an arduous path can lead us to unknown values, which could make our lives worth living again. But, first we must carry out the “single turns” steadily and securely, before we can make the collective turn in a new direction and to the good.


—R. Bernegau


 


Fear


The constrained, passive human being can be found in all social classes, in palaces and in slums—and his identifying trait is his fear of independence. He is a parasite that expects others to take responsibility for him: he wishes to receive directions, to obey, to subordinate himself, to be given rules, to be commanded. He welcomes collectivism, which removes any possibility that he would have to of think or act on his own initiative.


—Ayn Rand





Which Path Will America Choose?


A while ago we printed an interesting description about El Alamein from the book “Indivisible World” (New World Series) from the famous American politician Wendell Willkie. Today we take the following excerpt from his conclusions:


After the war America will have to choose one of three options: narrow-minded nationalism, which would mean without fail the definitive loss of our own freedom; international imperialism, which would mean the sacrifice of other nations’ freedom; or the creation of a world where every race and every people would enjoy the same standard of living. I am convinced that the American people will unanimously choose the third option. And so that this choice will take effect, we must not only win the war, but also the peace—beginning right now.


To win this peace, three things seem to be necessary: first, we must create plans for the peace on a worldwide basis; second the world must be politically and economically free for peoples and for individuals, if it is going to be peaceful; third, America must play an active and constructive role in the liberation and pacification of the world.


When I say the peace must be planned on a worldwide basis, I mean it literally—that the plans must include the entire Earth. The continents and oceans are—from an air view, as I have seen them—nothing other than parts of a whole. England and America are parts; Russia and China, Egypt, Syria, Turkey, Iraq, and Iran are parts. And one cannot escape from the fact that there can be no peace for any of the parts, if the foundations of this peace are not embedded in every part of the Earth. Peace cannot be reached by the mere declaration of our leaders, as in the Atlantic Charter. The realization of this idea is most dependant on whether the peoples of the Earth will accept it.


If the failure of an international agreement after the last war taught us anything, it was this: even if the leading personalities during the war agreed on general principles and slogans, at the conference table they will find their own interpretations of their previous declarations. If, then, the people of the United States, Great Britain, Russia, China and all the other United Nations do not already fundamentally agree on their goals during the war, then the nice, idealistic hopes—like those expressed in the Atlantic Charter—will disappoint us no less than Wilson’s “fourteen points” did. The four freedoms will not be received through the declarations of the current powers. They will only come into being when the people forge the freedoms into actuality.


_______________





The building of world peace cannot be the creation of one single human or one single nation. It must be a peace that rests on the collective effort of the entire world… on the conviction of the dignity of man, on the establishment of tolerance and freedom of religious practice.


—Franklin Delano Roosevelt, 1 March 1945


If we do not want to perish together in war, then we must learn to live together in peace.


—Harry S. Truman 





Activities of Members of the American Congress


All congress members serve their district, state and nation,


1.	in deciding questions regarding federal taxes and, for example, whether cigarettes should be taxed or how high the income tax should be.


2.	in deciding how the federal tax money from the government should be used—which happens when they vote for appropriation bills.


3.	in concerning themselves with the development of navigable rivers and in deciding which ports should be built up and how.


4.	in concerning themselves with natural resources: forests, minerals, grasslands, national parks and water power.


5.	in seeing to the appointment and continuation of the federal court, secret service for the protection of the president, and secret police (Federal Bureau of Investigation).


6.	in supervising the postal system and deciding on regulations under which the post office and federal employees should work.


7.	in concerning themselves with the army and navy in times of war and peace and deciding how much money should be allotted for defense and how that money should be used.


8.	in regulating trade among the individual (48) states as well as between the United States and other nations, and in drawing up regulations for railroad, air traffic and shipping companies.


9.	in deciding how much the federal government should subsidize the states in the building of highways and how this should be gone about, as well as in approving the building of airports and bridges.


10.	in approving or rejecting treaties (if he is a senator), and in confirming the federal employees appointed by the president—including those in the cabinet.


11.	in having money stamped and printed and in regulating its domestic and foreign value.


12.	in deciding whether the government should give loans for housing, farms or businesses and how high the interest and other conditions should be, as well as in making decisions about veteran loans.


13.	in setting governmental controls to regulate agreements between trade unions and business owners as well as government wages, work hours and social regulations.


14.	in verifying the purity of medicines, and in directing infirmaries ( for soldiers) and in watching over public health.


15.	in monitoring the stock exchange, in supervising the financing of public benefits, and in deciding what is unfair trade and what are not.


16.	in watching over the executive branch of government in order that the privileges will not be put into jeopardy through arbitrary public employees or decrees.


17.	in deciding on and administering election regulations, how much money candidates are allowed to spend and whether they are elected honestly. They have to right to call the president of the United States to account.


18.	in declaring war. They take part in the passing of every law and even initiate the process for the amendment of the American constitution.


(“Look”, 15 May 1945)





The Oldest Report about America


Norsemen from Scandinavia were the first Europeans to reach America. Their need to be free led them from Norway to Iceland. There they built themselves a free state of nobles and peasants, but they continued to be seamen, and they discovered and built settlements on the coast of Greenland. In 1000 an Icelandic ship under Leif Ericson xxx landed on a coast even further west. It was the coast of America. In the long winter nights in Iceland peasants told stories of such deeds and fates. From these stories the taciturn, masculine Icelandic sagas were formed. The following is such a saga telling of the discovery of America:


Leif Ericson and his men prepared the ship for sail and, once they were finished, they sailed out into the ocean—first finding a “land” of enormous icebergs. This land appeared to be of little use to the men. As they sailed on, another land came into sight. They threw the anchor, lowered a boat to the water and came ashore. The land was flat and rich with forests. Then Leif said, “This land should be named after its nature; we will call it ‘Markland’ (Borderland).” They returned to the ship and continued on with mainly northeasterly winds. Two days went by before they spotted land again. There they went on shore and looked around. The weather was nice and they noticed berries. As they tasted them they felt as if they had never tasted anything so sweet before. They picked enough to satisfy their hunger, and, when spring came, they prepared the ship for sail and went further. Leif named this land after the fruit, Vinland. They sailed out to sea and had good winds until Greenland came in sight.


Later, following advice from his brother Leif, Thorvald prepared a ship with 30 men to set sail. They did not encounter anything of interest before they made it to Vinland. There, they pulled their ship on land and stayed over the winter, living from fishing. In the spring, Thorvald had his men prepare a smaller boat with fewer men to set sail, so that they could sail along the coast and make further progress during the summer. They found a beautiful land rich with forests, but no traces of animals or human dwellings—only a wooden granary on one island in the west. During the next summer Thorvald sailed with the ship along the coast to the east. They found a good place to anchor and went on shore. “This is a nice area,” he said; “I would like to make this my home.”


As they returned to ship they discovered three boats—each manned by three men. They separated and could catch all except one boat, which got away. They could see on a promontory in the distance small hills, which they thought were settlements.


Later, they were overcome by sleep. They were awakened by a loud cry, “Get up, Thorvald: if you want to save your life, man your ship and sail away from this land as fast as you can.” Countless boats were attacking the ship from the bay. Thorvald and his men defended themselves and finally the indigenous people fled—upon which Thorvald asked if any were wounded and was told that none had been wounded. He said, “I am wounded. I have been struck by an arrow in the shoulder—here is the shaft—and it will cost me my life. I advise you to sail home as fast as possible—but bring me to the piece of land that appeared to me as a nice place to stay. Now my wish to have my home here may come true. You should bury me here and put a cross at my head and another at my feet and name this place forever ‘Place of the Cross’.”


Thorvald died, and, after following his final wishes, his men left. They spent the winter in Vinland and gathered berries as well as wood to load the ship. The next spring they returned to Greenland and came with their ship to Ericsfirth, where they were able to share the important news with Leif.
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Minnesota


Minnesota is Iowa’s northern neighboring state. With more than 11, 000 lakes in the northern part, it is very similar to southern Finland or Lithuania. Minnesota is on average 310 meters above sea level; no hill surpasses 520 m. Of the 219,326 km² land area, about 400 km² are covered in forest. Deciduous trees such as poplar and birch predominate over spruce and coniferous trees. Quick growing thick undergrowth shows the naturalness of the forests. The irrigation of the land is excellent. The best-known lakes are Rainy Lake, Lake of the Woods on British Canada’s border, Red Lake in the Northwest—which drains into the Red River and Leech Lake—and Mille Lacs, which is without a notable outlet. The major river is the Mississippi, which begins its course in Lake Itasca, then continues on in Minnesota for a total of 1350 km. Its eastern neighboring river is the St. Croix. The Minnesota or St. Peter’s River flows into the state from Dakota and then north of St. Paul into the Mississippi. The Red River of the North forms 610 km of the western border. The St. Louis River—the last major river of mention—flows into Lake Superior.


	Already in the 17th century one could find Canadian fur traders in Minnesota; in 1673 Frenchmen Joliet and Father Marquette explored the upper Mississippi; in 1680 Father Hennepin reached St. Anthony’s Falls of the Mississippi. In 1731 French fur traders came to Minnesota—which became a French territory in 1689. In 1763 Minnesota fell to the English and then, after the American Revolution in 1783, to the northern states. In 1812 Minnesota officially was handed over to the United States from England. In 1819 Fort Smelling near St. Anthony’s Falls was built. The Lake Itasca, the source of the Mississippi—“the father of the waters”—was discovered in 1820 by H. R. Schoolcraft during an expedition by Lewis Cass, then-governor of Michigan. When Minnesota became a territory in 1849, it had but 5,000 white residents. In 1858 Minnesota became the 32nd state in the Union.


Probably the last battle between American soldiers and Indians was in 1898 on Leech Lake. In 1902 the U.S. Congress passed a law allotting the Indians payment for the land and forest, while declaring it a national forest. All over the state one can find Indian names: Minnesota (minne=water, sota=blue skies), Hiawatha Circle, Lake Winnibigoshish, Cut Foot Sioux, Chippewa National Forest and others. Our comrades in the lumberjack camp—especially in Bena—had interesting reports about the Indian population that live in the area near their camp: reports about their festivals, celebrations and traditions, as well as about horse trading and about the oldest living Indian, who is a rarity with his “141 years.”


	By the way, 14 of the POW camps are located in Minnesota: Bena, Deer River (Cut Foot Sioux), Grand Rapids, Moorhead, Montgomery, Faribault, Owatonna, Ortonville, St. Charles, New Ulm, Wells, Fairmont, Howard Lake and Olivia.


	Since the lumber resources of the state are so huge, it was only in the last decade that it became possible to set up a systematic forestry system—which was especially supported by the Civilian Conservation Corp, an organization like our “Arbeitsdienst”. In the 1870s there was still an uninterrupted forest covering 30% of the entire land area of Minnesota. Huge forest fires like those thirty years ago near Remer destroyed large stands of trees. On the fertile agricultural land—especially in the south—corn, rye, barley and oats are planted, but potatoes and wheat remain the main crop in the area. In southern Minnesota we find large chicken farms, fine specimen of cattle, and dairy farms. 


	The state has a low population density, despite the fact that the state’s population has grown at a rapid pace that few states have experienced. The population (not including Indians) was 6,077 in 1850, 172,023 in 1860, and then 439,706 in 1870 (including 41,363 Germans, 56,927 Scandinavians and 7,040 Indians). In 1875 Minnesota had 599,891 inhabitants; the current population is about 2,800,000. The average Minnesotan is either a farmer or forester. In the north the population is most commonly of Finnish, Norwegian, Swedish or German decent. The state capital is St. Paul, with 288,000 people—directly across the Mississippi from Minneapolis, with 492,000 people.


	The state is not very rich in minerals. Some copper and iron can be found in the northeast, while salt mines can be found in the Red River Valley, and in various places peat mines. Any type of useful rock is seldom found. It goes without saying that the woodworking industry, the many saw mills and the lumber and shingle trade are all in the northern part of the state.


—Ludwig Ohnacker





From the Camp Pastor’s Folder


(by army chaplain Alex Funke)


The Unknown Cathedral Master Builder


The largest cathedrals in the old German cities still proclaim how life once was: Quedlinburg and Halberstadt, Danzig and Cologne, Ulm and Strasburg—they are everywhere. And everyone knows that these cathedrals were not the work of a single individual, and that they were not as one would say today “solely for religious purposes,” but rather that a collective will created them, that generations continued the construction of them, and that the life of a people was included in these buildings.


	We realize that all of these cathedrals were built for the sake of Jesus of Nazareth: this is sometimes forgotten. Much has been written about the spirituality of the Gothic era—about the urge of the senses toward the eternal which the Gothic expresses, of the odd, yearning, metaphysical, otherworldly relationship to space, and so on.


Since Spengler, people also refer to the Gothic cathedrals as the “expression in stone” of the “Faustian Idea”. One forgets, however, that Faust did not build any cathedrals and that a cathedral was never built because of an unclear yearning for eternal life. To this day, churches have been built only with specific goals in mind. And, the old German cathedrals were all built in honor of Jesus of Nazareth. Everyone who entered could see the crucifix floating in a triumphal arch, high above the heads of the praying community. The upward direction of the divine Gothic columns was a reaching upward to Him—and the contact of the finite with the infinite in the raised Gothic chamber was the contact of the two worlds in Jesus Christ.


In examining the art of the Marienkirche in Luebeck it was once said, “In the souls of the very aristocratic men who created it was so much from German super reality that this spiritual mirror image of their search for the final meaning of life still floats today between the tall, white columns of the nave”. The Luebeck council members did not look with “German super reality” for the final meaning of life, but rather they were righteous Christians and built a cathedral in honor of Jesus Christ—who had shown them the direction of their lives clearly and firmly. Without Jesus of Nazareth, not one of the old German cathedrals would exist.


—Otto Dibelius 





In Memory of a Comrade


I reflectively announce that Comrade Sgt. Georg Dickau—who came to us from Camp Clark a month ago—died on 10 September 1945 at 12:30 in Camp Storm Lake from complications of injuries received in Africa. 


	Late Sunday evening he suddenly experienced paralysis; a few hours later he passed away; later that same night he was brought to Algona. On Wednesday, 12 September he was buried in our cemetery. Now, he rests beside Comrade Hummel, who drowned last year. Georg Dickau was an only son and heir to a farm near Eylau in Prussia. We all, as his comrades, remember his old parents and his two sisters in their deep sorrow.


—Friedhelm Henkel, camp spokesperson 





Jupp and Michel: A POW Conversation


Michel: Good morning, my dear Jupp. Yesterday you really messed up again with the latrine rumors that we are to be transported to France to work as serfs and to be handed over to foreign despotism.


Jupp: But, it was even in the “New York Times” —read by millions. Even though freedom of press often expresses opinions as the unvarnished truth, reports with such grave consequences should not be made public. In the justifiable hope that we soon will be able to go home, we are eagerly performing even the most difficult work everywhere around here. We want to help build a better world, but if we continue to be treated like slaves...


Michel: Of course, the sprouting love of democracy that the boys here display will suffer rude shocks in reality, but only a fool believes everything that is printed in black and white. The author of the article—by the way already discredited—may have, out of pure sensationalism, completely irresponsibly trampled on the feelings and nerves of the poorest people. And, don’t forget, that money can explain a lot. For rational reasons, the United States will refuse to export their prisoners of war to other countries. Breathing more freely, these men—taking the new spirit of the times into account—know the basic ideas of democracy. So stay calm, look from a higher viewpoint and trust the dignity of mankind…


Jupp: From a higher viewpoint? From about 30 meters high—namely, from a silo! Yesterday, I looked down on the American landscape, heavy with harvest. All around, farmers were busy bringing their fruits of the Earth to safety. Now, some harvested more than others who worked just as hard on the same type of land. To even things out the harvest was added together and then shared in a brotherly fashion.


Then, my eyes wandered to the nearby town. There they were eating bread: the worker, the civil servant, the merchant, and the academic; all were eating the same bread and smiling at each other happily. Discordantly and imperiously, I was startled from my daydream: “Two and a half!” Then I hurried to the ropes and went higher and higher—so that the height of my viewpoint nearly made me dizzy…


Michel: And I was standing on solid ground and looking up at a sky filled with stars. After a hard day’s work I let this majesty of peace and silence soak in. Then, suddenly, the stars in their unalterable positions seemed to take on certain forms. They became giant corncobs, whispering mysteriously in my ear. Then, it became clear to me that my future was in corn. 


Early the next day, I ran straight to the orderly’s room and, thanks to my urgent request (that is, riding a bike), I was allowed to go to the corn factory on the same day. There, I am incorporated nightly as a small wheel in the eardrum-bursting monster which processes the ever-rotating corn. But, every night must give way: only a little bit of sleep, then the NCO on duty yells “Head Count!” The sweet dreams of tin cans clanging and indefatigable roaming grains of corn are brutally interrupted.


But, for lunch, on every richly set table appeared only a golden corncob. And, for dinner there also was corn—and in the night corn, corn, corn. One had to sing praises with the poet: “Who planted you, you golden corn, in every corner?” Then, we snored a while to drown out all the unpleasant noises. “See you later, noble silo builder! And, climb around higher on the silo—but without a break!”


Jupp: Yes, and have sweet dreams of infinite corn plantations, oh fair corn bird!


—Karl Seidenglanz 





From Our Branch Camps


Banch Camp #26; on the shores of Storm Lake


The people from Storm Lake could not believe their eyes when one fine morning—it was the 1st of August—three trucks full of German prisoners of war rolled in their little town. To that date there had been no POWs in this area, so it became a small event for the citizens of Storm Lake that a POW Camp was to be built on the edge of their town.


By the way, we liked the new location at first sight. With its 5,500 inhabitants, Storm Lake is a very expansive little city. It makes an inviting picture, with its white sparkling clean garden houses in green, perfectly tended lawns—decorated with flowers and trees. South of the town lies the wide lake which gave the town its name. Nothing came of our immediate wish to go swimming, as we were told that the lake is too shallow and mucky—but at least we have the view of the sparkling lake in the charming landscape below the camp.


	When the first 60 men arrived, what they found could not be called a camp. There was just a small piece of land—a long one-story house, and two small wood houses that, at home, would have been decorated with cut out hearts. This was supposed to become the camp. But, since all the necessary materials were either brought with us or soon to be brought, and since some experienced workers were sent from the base camp to do the skilled work, the construction with our collective effort went surprisingly quickly. Of course, the most important things to be built came first: the kitchen was ready to be used on the first night.


The kitchen, the dining room and the washroom with showers were set up in the roomy basement. On the ground floor in the main building are the orderly’s room, canteen, watchmen’s quarters and several bedrooms for POWs. Most of us are housed in tent barracks, where ten POWs per tent have comfortably breezy sleeping quarters for the summer. For the indispensable necessities we have a special “building”, which is even equipped with running water.


	Finally, we installed our own obligatory barbed wired fence around our little nature preserve—of course, only so that no unauthorized people could trespass into our shrine. With the fence we had the last sign that we had built a true POW camp—with all the usual paraphernalia. Naturally, within the first few days the sports lovers of the camp turned the remaining free space into a little soccer field. It may be cute, but it has two goals—between which two teams of seven can play pretty well. There are always plenty of spectators.


Intellectual well-being is not being ignored. There is a small library whose collection will hopefully be increased from time to time. Sundays there are Catholic and Protestant services given by local religious leaders for the prisoners of war.


	The number of prisoners in the camp has reached 132—all working in the local area. Mainly, the prisoners work in two canning factories, which have their own vegetable fields. The men harvest the fields, then process the harvest in the factory. The bean harvest began on the third day. After the first arduous efforts to crawl, not only was the “Bean-searching Tool 45” invented, but also a “Breslau Lark” sang the Bean Serenade. Unfortunately, no one was able to invent anything to remove the infamous cockerberries [sic], that devilish weed which spreads in the cornfields. For this task we had to use our hands, so some of the men had temporary blister outbreaks. Despite this, the farm work here was fun.


	In the meantime, the work in the canning factory is supposed to start—which no doubt also will be interesting for us. Now, the sweet corn season is starting. This corn is processed with sugar and then thickened into a conserve. It is considered a delicacy in the U.S.A and an ever-popular sweet. Most of our camp personnel will probably have work with the preserves for many, long weeks.


And then? Yes, then… To be honest, we would like very much to say goodbye to Storm Lake, and to entrust ourselves to a long-awaited trip across a large body of water. But, whether that will happen or not remains a pretty big question mark.


—Erbo


Branch Camp #24, Wells/Minnesota


On 16 June part of the Crowder Team said goodbye to Algona’s base camp. After several hours’ drive—mostly in open trucks—a factory surrounded by a simple, low, barbed wire fence came into view. After the first sight of the camp already had disappointed us, the disappointment grew as we found out that we were to sleep in the two large halls—the floors of which were made out of gravel or wooden slats. Many of us reminded ourselves of the nice barracks in Camp Crowder before we set up our beds.


In the beginning there were many difficulties to overcome: a lavatory needed to be built, lights needed to be set up and the washroom needed to be enlarged. The kitchen was barely equipped. All the work was to be done with fairly primitive tools.


	Soon, however, we had time to pursue our favorite pastimes. Some played cards, while others played soccer; many lay in the sun and read. Some were busy with paintbrushes or woodcarving knives. Musical instruments and radios returned to their owners, and many enjoyed the books in the small library.


	On 1 July the first comrades went to work. From that moment on, the entire camp worked without interruption picking and processing of the peas until the beginning of August. Now, we are helping the farmers with the oat harvest, which will be followed by the sweet corn harvest as our next project. We are all hoping that this will be our last assignment in the U.S.A. We would prefer to use our full energy helping to rebuild Germany.


	In this way we send our greetings to our comrades in Camp Fairmont.


—Wolfgang Schindler





Army: All POWs out of the U.S. by Spring


By the beginning of spring 1946 all enemy prisoners of war in the United States will be sent back to their home countries through an accelerated shipping program, according to a statement issued today by the War Department.


	About 35,000 members of the Italian Service Units will return to Italy by midwinter. Since the end of the war in Europe, a total of 11,554 German POWs and 1,087 Italian POWs—primarily the sick and wounded—have been shipped out of the U.S.A.


The announcement by the War Department came at the same time that Senators Wherry and Butler from Nebraska called for keeping the working soldiers in their state and in the Midwest until more U.S. soldiers return to replace them on the farms. The War Department stated that in September about 18,000 prisoners—among them 49 complete Italian Service Units, with about 22 officers and 8,400 men—will be sent back.


As Provost Marshall General, Brigadier General Arthur L. Lersch stated that the increased dismissal quota of the armed forces and the release of workers from arms factories made possible the acceleration of the program to repatriate enemy soldiers. Currently, there are in total 362,170 German, 49,784 Italian and 5,080 Japanese prisoners of war in the United States.





Editing Secrets


	In the Neustadt “Tageblatt” one day an article appeared signed by Frau Editha, which spoke in strong words “against husbands’ immoderate bar-frequenting.” As one might expect, the article aroused the unanimous approval of wives everywhere. And so it was discussed over coffee at the provincial registrar’s wife’s house. They decided to send some words of recognition and a little present to the author. First, though, the tax inspector’s wife was to try to get the woman’s address. The next morning she came to the editing room of the Neustadt “Tageblatt”, where she came across an apprentice who had fallen asleep. 


	“Excuse me” she said to the young man, “I would like the address of Frau Editha, please.” “Yes, Madame, but that is a bit difficult” responded the intern, “as Frau Editha is actually a pseudonym.” “How interesting! And who is hiding behind this name?” “That I can share with you only in complete confidence, dear lady; our editor wrote it himself.”


	“Can I speak to the good man?” “Not before noon, dear lady: he needs to sleep off his hangover from last night.”


		—Peter Purzelbaum


