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11 February 1945


 (translated by Ceit Hustedde)





Waiting


It is not that waiting brings fulfillment; it is how, with our thoughts and deeds, we wait.





Fellowship


Is it so hard to keep fellowship,


And shift our id, slight and small,


Deep into the circle of the whole?


Is it so hard to keep fellowship


And rejoice in others’ good fortune?





Is it so hard to lend a hand?


Do we not have inside ourselves


That most priceless knowledge


Which enriches our lives continuously?


Is it so hard to lend a hand


And renew those sacred bonds daily?





Are they not many who have gone on ahead,


Tellers of the future and sowers of seeds,


That were meant to grow into golden sheaves?


Are they not many who have gone on ahead,


Who sealed the pact with their blood?





Over us loom, as reminders, the signs


Of those who died as harbingers of time.


We are filled with their radiant light,


So we recognize the departure signals— 


Each of us ready to fight for all.


—Heinrich Anacker





The World Situation


(based on reports from the “New York Times” from 31 January 1944 to 5 February 1945)


Adolf Hitler, Fuehrer of the German Reich, spoke to the German people on the anniversary of the takeover:


“…Almighty God created our nation. With the defense of His existence we defend His work. The fact that this defense must come through unspeakable misery, suffering and hardship binds us even more closely to this nation. But, it also gives us firm will, which is necessary to help us fulfill our duty even in the worst battle… In this fateful battle, there is only one thing: ‘He who fights with heart and soul can save his own life and the lives of his loved ones—but he who turns his back on his people, through cowardice or lack of character, will inevitably die a disgraceful death…’ When this powerful global drama comes to an end and the bells of freedom ring, we will be able to see what we, the German people, have to thank for our spiritual rebirth: nothing less than God’s existence in this world.


	“…In the coming years I will walk these streets again and uncompromisingly discern the interests of my people, without consideration of misery or danger, and filled with the holy conviction that God Almighty will not leave him who through his whole life has had only one wish: to save his people from a fate that they have earned neither by their number nor by their importance. So I call on all the German people, and especially my brothers in arms and all soldiers, to muster up great and tough resistance, until once again we can lay wreaths on the graves of the dead with the words: ‘And yet you have won’.


	“…No people can do more, but that all who can fight, fight, and all who can work, work, and that all our suffering together is served by one thought: to maintain our freedom and our national honor—and thereby our future. No matter how great the crisis may seem at this time, it will be overcome by our unshaken will, our readiness to suffer and our skill. We will defeat this difficulty and the battle will not be won from Central Asia, but from Europe. And once again one nation will stand at the head of Europe—one which stood against the East 1500 years ago and will do so for all time: our Great German Reich, the German nation!


	Other news


	United Nations “specialists” have determined that after the war Germany’s standard of living under no circumstances can be allowed to rise to the same level as that of neighboring countries. Every improvement will depend on “aid” to rebuilding the “robbed” countries. Germany’s economy, and land and sea commerce must naturally be taken under Allied control. In their demands for unconditional surrender, the Allies promise the German people “fair treatment” and a “peaceful existence” in the European family.


General Lt. Lear urges that the training time for U.S. soldiers be cut, as the huge shortage is taxing troops on the Front. General Eisenhower stated that many more men and much more ammunition would be necessary to bring Germany to its knees.


The American Navy Administration admits that German U-boats sank 8 mine sweepers in the North Atlantic. A ship carrying more than 2200 American soldiers was sunk in European waters by a German attack. Half the soldiers were rescued. It can be assumed that stronger U-boat attacks will be run from Norwegian harbors.


The crews of American heavy bombers have had to be reduced from 10 to 9 men.


The Russian paper Pravda writes: “East Prussia is a fortress. The battles are bloody and the land is sown with mines instead of potatoes.”


New meetings between the three “great” Allied statesmen began on 1 February in the Black Sea region, near the Soviet border.


The Fuehrer awarded the close-combat bar to Knight’s Cross and Iron Cross holder General Friedrich Kirchner, the 59-year-old tank strategist, “for his worthy preparation of the defense of Budapest.”


The American magazine “Newsweek” published the following article under the title “Death and Treason” in its 5 February issue: “To the Nazi prisoners of war at Camp Tonkawa, Okla., Cpl. Johann Kunze was a Vaterlandsverraeter—a traitor to the Reich and to the Fuehrer. Some of them had seen a statement Kunze had given American Army officers—information they believed had been of great value to the Allies in bombing Hamburg, where the homes and families of some of the prisoners were destroyed. On the morning of 5 November 1943 camp officials found Kunze’s lifeless body, beaten to death with sticks and bottles. The murder resulted in the first American court-martial involving a capital offense by German prisoners of war. Held from 17 to 28 January 1944 the trial leaned over backwards to be fair to the five noncommissioned officers accused: Walther Beyer, Berthold Seidel, Hans Demme, Willi Scholz and Hans Schomer. The Geneva Convention entitled them only to court-appointed counsel, but in addition they were permitted a German lawyer, selected from among their fellow prisoners. Their American attorney distinguished himself by a fiery defense speech in which he argued that the slain man was guilty of treason to his country and therefore fully deserved a traitor’s death. The defendants were also told that under the American Bill of Rights they could refuse to testify against themselves. They waived this privilege, insisted that their sworn testimony be heard and proudly admitted their part in Kunze’s liquidation. Under the Articles of War the court had no choice but to pronounce the death sentence. The Nazis appeared entirely satisfied. Only one aspect of the proceedings remained a mystery to them: How was it possible for their American defender to confer in so friendly a manner with the colonel conducting the prosecution—did not the colonel represent the enemies of the Reich? This week the five men awaited their doom in a Federal penitentiary. Under Article 66 of the Geneva Convention, penalty may not be executed until three months from the date of the final verdict—and President Roosevelt confirmed the sentence only recently. Meanwhile, two other Nazi POWs have joined their ranks: on 13 June 944 Eric Gaus and Rudolph Straub were found guilty of the murder near Camp Gordon, Ga., of Cpl. Horst Gunther. Gunther, too, had been denounced as a traitor and beaten to death—however, with this difference: his body was hanged on a tree to make it appear a suicide.


Well-informed sources from the Vatican report that the Fuehrer’s headquarters now are in Salzburg. This news was made known by three Jesuits, who fled from Salzburg to Trieste, arriving at Allied territory in Italy in a small boat.


The American Orsen Welles has railed against Franco’s Spain, saying the case of Argentina is a lesson to be learned: fascism outside of Germany also must be fought against.


For want of other employment, the King of Italy is now writing a family history. In liberated Italy, men in certain age groups will be drafted. The next great advance reported from Italy is the introduction of women’s suffrage.


The exiled Czech government was very clever in its handling of the complicated situation of two Polish governments—keeping contact with the one based in London, as well as the other in Lublin. The former Czech president is already prepared to return to his “liberated” homeland.


Now even Abyssinia is calling for the punishment of the “war criminals”!


According to a new regulation by the Finnish “government”, Finnish schooling must now be done in Russian.


The Foreign Ministers of seven Arab states will meet in Cairo on 14 February for the purpose of founding a league of Arab nations.


Japanese armed forces in China have begun a new offensive against US aircraft hangers in that country. In the Chinese province of Xinjiang, a Soviet supported revolt against Chungqing and China itself has broken out. General Stillwell stated that a battle against 4 million Japanese would need to be fought on the Asian mainland. Enterprising Chinese are producing “Japanese” battle flags to sell at the highest price to Americans looking for souvenirs.


The Americans hope to take the Philippine capital of Manila.


Catholic communities are protesting against the Dumbarton Oaks Peace Plan, saying it will be a death sentence for small countries.


Americans are filled with indignation over the ever-rising number of divorces, blaming the changing conditions of the war.
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The Good Old Days (History Does Not Suffice!)


To facilitate understanding this story, I want to mention that Herr Sechzig is as old as his name [which means “sixty” in German] and suffers from a chronic liver disease. His doctor, an optimist, says he has just a few years left and is of the opinion that someday even Sechzig’s extensive family will die out. Let’s hope so!


I had to visit this man on a business matter and could not well refuse his grouchy invitation to a glass of raspberry liqueur. “The fruits of peace, young man!” said Sechzig, with emphasis, as he carefully poured my glass: “Take pleasure in your drink. Who knows when the good old days will return…”


“Were things better in earlier times?” I asked naively, since I had gone through world war, inflation, economic crises and the Sudeten troubles, after all.


“The earlier, the better!” shouted Sechzig, waving his arms. “Then a man could live peacefully and undisturbed; he could blossom.”


“And in what century would you like most to live?” I asked, ignoring for the time being the contradiction that lay in the words “live peacefully and undisturbed, blossom.”


“Ah!” gushed Sechzig, “How good the people in the last century had it! Then, trade and industry, art and science—all were thriving! Then, a contemplative calm lay over life.”


“Do you really mean the contemplative calm of the Napoleonic Age, the Revolution of 1848, Britain burning Washington to the ground in 1814, or the four-year American Civil War?” I inquired with curiosity. “And, do you mean that the Great Indian Rebellion against the English, the Crimean War and Mahdi’s revolt all happened in a contemplative calm? And if you please, what about the Russo-Swedish and Russo-Turkish Wars, the Congo atrocities, the extermination of the Tasmanians or the decimation of the Maoris and the Australian aborigines by the British? All of that also happened in the last century…”


“So what?” growled Sechzig, after throwing off his bafflement. “What do I care about the Maoris! But, you might be right when you suggest that the nineteenth century also was filled with unrest and wildness. If you want to call up the good old days, naturally you have to go back even farther—to the sixteenth century, for example. Yes, I would like to have lived then—together with Michelangelo, Raffael, Leonardo da Vinci, Duerer, Ariost and Shakespeare.”


I measured up Sechzig and resisted asking if Michelangelo and Duerer would have put much value on living at the same time as he. Then, I said thoughtfully, “If you had lived in the fifteenth or sixteenth century, you could have been poisoned by a mercenary of the Medicis, or stabbed by a bodyguard of the Borgias. That was definitely a time when the condition of politics, morality and religion was falling apart—well known from the writing of Hermann Grimm. Popes and cardinals had mistresses and dozens of children, the Italian city-states fought each other tooth and nail, and meanwhile the wildest and bloodiest family feuds grew inside their own walls. Noble-minded spirits like Savonarola were burned at the stake. And, besides: you could have been killed in 1572, together with two thousand Huguenots on St. Bartholomew’s Day. Finally, I would not equate the years of war between England and Spain, the Duke of Alba’s rule of the Netherlands and the execution of Egmont, the Peasant Wars or the high point of the Inquisition with contemplative ‘good old days’”.


Sechzig looked none too clever after my performance. “Well” he grumbled, “it could well be that it was up and down at that time. I’m not exactly well versed in history, but you have to admit that in the Middle Ages, for example—which are unjustly called ‘dark’—great men produced enormous achievements in the fields of agriculture, poetry and science. To live in the twelfth or thirteenth century, in the time of Wolfram von Eschenbach, Walter von der Vogelweide, Meister Eckhardt and Giotto: what bliss! The magnificent, stable life in the German city-states, the magic of originality in thought and feeling, the comfort and security of the home…oh! Why wasn’t I born then!”


“In those times nobody lived to be sixty” I said, yanking him from his fantasy world of the Middle Ages back to reality and to the facts of those times. “The average life expectancy in that century wasn’t quite thirty. The Plague depopulated the whole region; the Crusades took the lives of the best and brightest; the Staufers and Guelphs played out their stubborn wars; popes unleashed feuds over investiture and told the Holy Roman Emperors how to rule their empire; the Church was at best condescending to science, and the wandering knights of the late Middle Ages guarded neither originality of feeling nor home security. No, I wouldn’t want to be born at that time if I were in your shoes.”


Sechzig needed a long while to recover from the shattering of his naively romantic ideas. “I admit” he then said, “that the Middle Ages was a bad choice for an example. But, in antiquity at least one had his peace and quiet…”


“You are mistaken, Herr Sechzig” I pointed out pitilessly: “The so-called ‘good old days’, or what one understands by that phrase, will not get better the more pages of history one turns back. There has never been such a time, and in fifty or one hundred years people will look back on our time as the ‘good old days’. As for your antiquity—which you well remember from your history classes—there was nothing then but war, persecution of Christians, conspiracies and slaughter. As in all times there lived—as a blessing to the human race—besides a Nero, an Augustus and besides a Claudius, a Caesar! But, I doubt if things would be better for you than they are now, if you had lived then. At any rate, it seems to me that things are going well enough for you now. Your raspberry liquor—a real fruit of peace! —is excellent and the smell of coffee which wafts under my nose is no indication that you are suffering in these awful, modern times…” [of wartime shortages and rationing].


“One provides for oneself,” explained Sechzig with no false modesty, “But…”


“…in the ‘good old days’ one could be eating whipped cream! That’s what you wanted to say, isn’t it?” I said sarcastically. “If I understand correctly, Michelangelo and Duerer, Giotto and Walther von der Vogelweide were only able to create their masterpieces because there was still ‘whipped cream’—or what corresponds to it in those different eras. So, you understand the good old days to be the century of whipped cream! No, please don’t contradict me—it’s a simple fact, if one follows your opinions to their logical conclusion. So, it is useless for me to tell you that we carry Time around inside ourselves and that it is as mighty or small, electrifying or dull, steady or unsteady as we ourselves are. One bit of advice more before I go, Herr Sechzig: “Speak no more of the ‘good old days’. It is really counterfeit history!”


—Roderich Menzel





The Miser


About the performances on 29 and 30 January, and 2 and 3 February


	Moliere (1622-73), the greatest of French comedy writers, gave us in his comedies masterful descriptions of wonderful characters that have become archetypes. We have, for example, Tartuffe: the sanctimonious and hypocritical, the misanthrope—the miser.


Moliere, who was well familiar with the drama of the ancient world, Spanish sets and Italian comedians, linked classical character comedy and its moral aims to Spanish plots and thus, with a deep knowledge of humanity and great understanding of the human weaknesses of his time, created his immortal comedies.


In their performance of “The Miser” our theater group showed great achievement—not only in the acting, but also in their grasp of Moliere’s peculiarities. The performers’ interaction was confident—better than in any previous piece. The whole company knew how to emphasize Moliere’s sticking to and carrying out of their characters’ strange personalities. The dialogue flowed easily and the whole performance was brisk. We were pleased with Moliere’s beautiful language, which often improves even crude speech and farce with its perfect vividness, as well as the easy and nimble exchanges of speech.


Our colleague Kronemann played the main role masterfully. In the scene in which Harpagon discovers the theft of his moneybox, his performance was more than that of an amateur actor’s. The interplay with Hans Speck as the son was splendid and done with quick exchanges of words, which often resembled the cuts of a fencing match. Both parts were filled by the perfect actors for them. Elise was played by Josef Hasenstab, as Harpagon’s obedient, devoted, humble daughter, who at times shakes with fear. In that way she is the opposite pole of Mariane, whose noble bearing and kindheartedness was superbly acted by Helmut Schuster and which did not allow the disclosure of her aristocratic roots to come as a surprise. Erich Glowania as Mariane’s lover Valer was sure of himself in action and appearance and showed the facial expressions and physical poses of his role as a schemer. Our colleague Schenk’s Frosine was excellent; the role required careful acting to turn in a believable performance of an old woman with an alert, scheming spirit. Many of her facial expressions in scenes with Harpagon were priceless. Trummer as Jaques, the cook and coachman, was entertaining as always. In this role Trummer’s own mischievousness had a positive effect. Borgboehmer—acting here for the first time—played La Fleche, Cleant’s servant, impressively. Hanns Richter found the right posture and speech for the lord, who concealed himself behind Anselm. The other actors put on skillful performances, one and all.


The last scene showed off the marvelous costumes, the lively colors of which we marveled at through the whole play, like in a splendid picture. The design and production of these costumes is the masterful achievement of our tireless theater costumer Beleda, to whom we owe the great success of the production as much as we do to Karner’s and Richter’s tasteful scenery. Hairdressers Grothmaack and Knoblauch also had lots of work to do this time, since every actor wore a wig that had to be hand-made.


The public was not sparing with applause, and the great efforts and shining success of our theater group was talked about far and wide. Even remarks such as this were heard: “Moliere himself would be pleased had he seen the zeal and effort that went into this performance, and how his characters came to life in this performance, since he himself played the roles of his characters and only too often experienced the difficulties such a performance has.”
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Highlights from Our Branch Camps


Where are our branch camps located?


		The sketch is meant to show the locations of branch camps to Camp Algona and appearances of “short-term improvement possibilities”. As the drawing is to scale, distances can be quickly grasped. The filled-in circles mark a camp in operation; the others, ones not in operation, or planned. The numbers in parentheses under the names signify the number of camps concerned.


Boxing in Bena


Boxing and boxing school—that’s what we in the branch camps have long awaited. At the end of December the waiting was over, and NCO Karlin—the head of the boxing school and the trainer—gathered 20 men who had at earlier times indulged in the sport. It is a happy fact that this boxing school is expertly set up, since trainer Karlin worked as a sport instructor before the war and can teach systematically his students from the ground up those techniques that will protect them from bloody noses later on.


The boxing school has laid the foundations to serve as a gym at the same time. Boxing gloves of different weights, jump ropes and a punching bag will be available for men to train diligently and seriously. Next to arrive will be a boxing ring. The trainer believes that in the next few weeks he will have gotten his students far enough that they will be able to step into the ring. There is more tension and curiosity about this match than there would be about a soccer game. Those in the audience themselves will see to it that they get their money’s worth. They will be watching and cheering the boxers on.





“Something for Everyone”


With this motto our camp orchestra offered a colorful program in their concert. Conductor Will Schwoebel really did bring up something for everyone. The first half began with the overture from “Alessandro Stradelia”, which, besides “Martha”, is the only one of Flotow’s operas that is still performed today. Not only its popularity, but also a certain sentimentality holds it dear to our hearts. So this set the right tone, and we were quickly moved to a feeling that took us farther and farther from our everyday lives here as the composition ran its course. We were all surprised by our orchestra’s exact, skillful performance, which was winning in its use of trombones—so important to the richness of tone. With “Kaiserwalzer” by Johann Strauss, the potpourri from “Die Fledermaus” [“The Bat”] and the “Lusty Widow”, the band played to our hearts. Scenes from operettas seen so often in our Homeland came to our minds’ eye and wakened sweet memories.


Horst Reisbach understood the colorful program of all sorts when he used his rhyming, often humorous words to tie the concert’s parts together and take us skillfully into the second half. This part of the concert was dedicated to modern music and every jazz fan in the audience got his fill.


Our colleagues thanked Conductor Schwoebel from their hearts for the two hours of light music. From there also we would like to thank our musicians again for a job well done, and for all the hard work that was necessary to do it.





	Recent Births


The “Drahtpost” wishes the eight new fathers and their youngest at home well! The 1st Company congratulates Gustav Rink on the birth of a boy. Willi Schnittker received the news that his second daughter—Edelgard—has been born. Congratulations from the 5th Company! A boy and a girl have been born to our colleagues Wilhelm Theil and Wilhelm Albert, respectively. Congratulations!


Camp Fairmont


“A son, our third child, has been born”: Max Kreuzschmar. Congratulations from the 3rd Company!


		Camp Eldora


From Camp Eldora come three birth announcements: H. Tuellmann—a girl; W. Behr—a boy; St. Kaab—a boy. Congratulations from Camp Eldora!





Long-distance Wedding


Our colleague Franz Malzer’s wedding—performed here last June and at home in Germany in November—was confirmed by his wife Hansi nee Fuchsluger. Congratulations from the 1st Company and the “Drahtpost”!





Miscellaneous


Thanks to our colleagues Georg Meyer of the 7th Company and Heiner Beyer for their work at the “Drahtpost”.


Hello to our colleagues in POW Camp Clarinda! We would be pleased to have some assistance from your area.


Following the wishes of many of our colleagues, who would like to have each edition of the “Drahtpost”, numbers 1-7 will be reprinted. Unfortunately, we could not store the stencils for numbers 1-3, due to technical problems. They must be remade, meaning the price of each paper will be 15 - 25¢ (depending on the number of orders). Numbers 4-7 will be sold at the normal price of 10¢ each. We ask that each company collect its orders and send them to us.


Lt. Eugen Mayer was transferred from Trinidad/Colorado to Algona. He is awaiting his assignment as a Lutheran minister. Navy pastor Eich comes to us from Camp Clarinda as a Catholic camp priest.


Camp Algona has taken on two branch camps from the base camp at Clarinda: Branch Camp Clinton/Iowa on the Mississippi and Branch Camp Shenandoah/Iowa. Clinton is staffed by 65 men who run a mill. Shenandoah is under construction and will house about 150 men who will work in tree nurseries.


