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Yearning


It makes the summer night so heavy;


The yearning comes and sits down


And touches my cheeks.


One has such strange feelings;


One wants to be somewhere, but does not know where,


And stands and looks and is afraid.


Of what?


The torch in hand,


Thus the yearning shows far into the land


Where a thousand paths end up.


One of them, I would like to take:


“to the Home land” should be one of them.


Oh, Heart, now I am going to try to find it!


—L.Jabobowski


 


 What is Democracy?


From Thomas Mann’s “The Coming Victory of Democracy”


We must consider democracy the form of government and order of society that—above all others—is filled with the sense and value of mankind!


Are we not ill at ease and don’t we feel presumptuous when we say these words? Don’t they seem like an optimism that has become weak and dank? Don’t these words sound like after-dinner talk that have little to do with the bitter, raw reality of everyday life?


We know that. We are acquainted with the nature of people—and we don’t have any illusions. The nature of humanity is described in the words of the Holy Book: “Thoughts and actions of human hearts are sinful from youth on.” It is expressed with philosophical cynicism in the saying of Friedrich II: “ These infamous humans!”


Yes, yes: man, his injustice, malice and cruelty, his stupidity and blindness are self-evident; his egoism is brutal; his cunning and cowardice, his anti-social instincts are seen daily. Unbending discipline and order seem to be absolutely necessary.


Who would not become enraged about the debased creature called “man”? Who would not despair of his future? Who could not sympathize with the angels’ long-held contempt for the Heavenly Father’s unfathomable interest in his questionable creatures?


And yet, today more than ever, the fact exists that we cannot allow ourselves—despite all doubts—to despise mankind. Because—in spite of so much lamentation and mocking corruption—we cannot forget the greatness and honor in mankind shown in art and science, the search for truth, and the creation of the beautiful as well as the idea of justice. A lack of sensitivity for the great secret which we touch when we say “man” or “humanity” means spiritual death.


That is not yesterdays or today’s truth—stale, without appeal and weak. It is not the new and necessary truth of today and tomorrow—a truth that has life and youth, in contrast to the deceptive and passing youth of certain truths of our times.


What is freedom in the U.S.A.?


In 1776 the thirteen English colonies of North America declared their independence. Gaining national independence was repeated in history in many places and at many times. Parallel to that is the struggle for civil liberties. The U.S.A. granted civil and individual rights early on and, it should be emphasized, has continued to do so. This picture of a free democracy is the same one that Karl Schurz saw in 1848 as a 23-year-old when he emigrated from Germany and entered political life in the United States. After serving in the Civil War, he became co-editor of the “St. Louis World Post”. A friend of Lincoln, he was elected to the Senate from Missouri in 1869 and, later, on he became Secretary of the Interior.


From Karl Schurz’ “Freedom of Democracy”


How surprised—if not disappointed—Europe’s revolutionary idealists (at least as far as I have known them the world over) would be upon seeing a really free people, in the grand plan of our working democracy.


There are opposing tendencies and endeavors openly working against or next to each other: enlightenment and blind trust, common good and robber-like greed, democracy and slavery, independent thinking and obedience to party discipline and to public opinion—all this a disorderly confusion. The newly-arrived European democrat—who has been living in a world of theories and ideas without the practical experience of a democracy, and who now experiences this for the first time—asks: Is this really a people living free? Is this the realization of my ideals?


He is upset and confused until he reaches the conclusion that in a condition of true freedom man does not show himself as he should be but rather as he really is: with all his good and bad characteristics, his instincts and drives, with his strong and weak sides; that this is not an ideal state, but simply a state in which the powers of good have a free course against the powers of evil; a society in which the successes of virtue and bravery, of enlightenment and progress are achieved by the people themselves—not by some external force working in its own interest.


—taken from the camp paper “Chesterfield Herald”, Camp Chesterfield/Missouri


 


How Should German Youth be Taught?


The Council for a Democratic Germany has approved the guidelines of its Education and Science Committee. The following refers to the general principles of the reorganization:


—A culture must be constructed in which the sanctity of human life, the value of the individual, an awareness of responsibility to other people and other nations, the general development of human personality, independent action, freedom of education and thought will be honored again and become the supporting foundation of life.


—Education again must have social and cultural content. The master race theory, the anti-Semitic teachings, the power- and Fuehrer cult must be replaced with a new value of individuals and humanity. The spirit of human rights and democracy, the demand for social and judicial equality of all races and nations must be the principle of our new education.


—A new education can only be achieved on the broadest possible democratic basis by eliminating anti-democratic class privileges. A school system based on the equality of all groups of citizens will be the best way to reawaken the desire for education and knowledge in the German people, which is a necessity for continued democratic development. 


In the section about teaching plans and instructional materials, the following is emphasized: “History lessons will serve to show the individual and the community a new social and political responsibility and to uncover the errors of the German past—especially the humiliating and criminal deeds of the Hitler dictatorship.”


At the end under the rubric “International Cooperation” the question of “re-assimilation of German education and knowledge into the framework of international education and knowledge” is dealt with—the thought being that German education again shall promote “understanding between nations and the cultural exchange among all nations on Earth.” 





Did You Believe It?


When you read the following, be honest with yourself and admit: you did believe it? Today you have the proof that your belief was false! Recognize that and act accordingly.


It was said: The Third Reich—founded 30 January 1933—will last a thousand years.


Now you know: It does not exist anymore.


It was said: The German people of all levels and classes are a united block.


Now you know: There was the Roehm case; there were in the party, the armed forces and the government numerous differences of opinion; there was [the assassination attempt of] 20 July 1944.


It was said: The new Wehrmacht is a people’s army.


Now you know: It was not a people’s army; nowhere was the difference between an officer and his men greater than in the German army. You experienced it yourself.


It was said: There are no unemployed in Germany.


Now you know: Germany had at its worst moment 7 million unemployed; today, Germany has 8 million dead.


It was said on 1 September 1939, Germany would never surrender.


 Now you know: Germany surrendered on 7 May 1945.


It was said: No enemy planes will ever cross into German airspace and drop bombs.


Now you know: Thousands and many thousands of bombs turned German cities and factories into rubble.


It was said: The Axis Germany-Italy is made from hard steel and will never break.


Now you know: It broke and never really existed, because too many powers in Italy were at work sabotaging the Axis.


It was said: We have the great power of Japan as a mighty ally.


 Now you know: Japan never considered helping us against the Soviet Union.


It was said: The German leadership considers everything carefully and acts with the well-being of its soldiers in the field in mind. 


Now you know: In 1941German divisions were sent into the bitterly cold Russian winter without sufficient winter equipment. The result: Innumerable frozen and “retreat”.


It was said: The Atlantic Wall is unbreakable; the Allies will never dare to land.


Now you know: They landed and neither the Atlantic Wall nor the West Wall was invincible.


It was said: Stalingrad will and must fall.


Now you know: Stalingrad was the beginning of the end.


In all this, there is nothing to twist or to explain away. This is the bitter truth. It is your duty to be more careful with your beliefs in the future. Everyone can make mistakes; to recognize these is difficult; to make amends for these is possible.


So many people in Germany followed the mass movement and (“half attraction, half resignation”) followed the new leadership after 1933: in good faith, they believed it was their duty as citizens to the government in power. All of us took the wrong path. It is not too late to recognize this.


Now, we have to have the courage to face the truth and admit that we were blind and did not listen to the inner voice warning us. This path was not right. The right path has to be decided by each of us personally. Everyone has seen enough in the war and experienced enough and is mature enough to form his own opinion. Each of us is responsible only for himself. Do not criticize those around you—especially when you don’t know them and cannot understand them.


In the end, we want to act and think freely. That is the only way we can again become citizens of this world—which, hopefully, has room for all of us regardless of our opinions.


—Riedel





They Once Chased Us to Our Death


We had to bleed once in the West;


We were driven deep into Russia.


In Africa’s lonely dessert


We were left alone out of “gratitude”.


 


Thus our German youth


Was led to slaughter like animals.


Monte Cassino and St. Lo were witnesses:


Death harvested day and night.


 


The murderers saw the end coming;


The ground was becoming too hot for us.


Children and old, worn-out men 


Were pressed into service for the Volkssturm.





They let our homeland be destroyed,


Though everything was useless.


That was the rest of the catastrophe;


We finally could see it all clearly.


 


They hoped that their dear lives


Would be prolonged that way,


But guilt demands payment


For what we all suffered.





Bent by unspeakable misery,


Through a thousand pains and distresses,


We recognize today:


“They once chased us to our death!”


—O.M. Mark, in Camp Moorhead/Minnesota


 


Iowa


The greatest part of the Midwest of the United States is agricultural. There are differences in the Corn- and Wheatbelts. Corn is grown almost everywhere in the States, but more than half comes from the cornfields of Illinois, Indiana, Ohio, and—most of all—Iowa. West of the Mississippi [sic: Missouri] River we find mostly wheat in large fields.


Iowa’s soil is said to be the best soil in the world and covers incomparably large areas. The surface is called “rolling prairie” and Iowa, on account of its geographical location and soil type, is the largest agricultural producer of all the states. Iowa is located between the Mississippi (the eastern boundary) and the Missouri (about ¾ of the western boundary). To the north Iowa borders on Minnesota, in the east Wisconsin and Illinois; South Dakota and Nebraska are in the west; and the state of Missouri to the south. The area today called “Iowa” was discovered by the Frenchmen Marquette and Joliet in the year 1673. From that time on, ownership changed often. In 1763 it went to Spain; in 1801, it returned to France and as part of Louisiana. In 1838 the area became a self-governing territory—having been part of the northcentral group of states Missouri, Michigan, and Wisconsin. Iowa became a state in 1840; Des Moines became the capital in 1857. Little can be said about the earlier history of Iowa. Gold seekers and Mormons crossed the land in search of the fulfillment of their dreams and settled. In 1853 the first railroad replaced the stagecoaches (the wild west post).


The enormous agricultural production of its land has determined the importance and growth of the state for decades. The rich soil is cultivated intensively and in a modern way. The last census (1940) showed that 117,883 tractors are used—one tractor per 1 ½ farms. The population is over 2.5 million and the population density is 44.5 per square mile. Livestock, corn, oats, butter, eggs and fruit are the main agricultural products. A specialty is sweet corn. Natural resources include gypsum, natural stone, clay, cement-sand and gravel. Four million tons of coal are produced annually. Agricultural machinery is the leading industrial product. Mid-sized factories produce office furniture, specialized machinery, etc. Industry does not have a great importance beyond the state’s borders. Every year a state agricultural fair is held that is well known outside the state and has a large attendance. Agricultural schools and universities are the top institutions of learning—corresponding to the main activities of the state.


The character of Iowa’s farmers was formed by the difficult struggle of their ancestors in a lonely land. In the customs and expressions of their parents and great-grandparents there is a sense of freedom, which had the primary goal of creating better and happier living conditions. Independence in their actions, complete reliance on their own strength, increasing self-confidence and a general straightforwardness are the main characteristics of Iowa’s farmers.


—Ludwig Ohnacker





Lincoln


Lincoln was rebuked once at the time of the Civil War because of his generosity towards the rebellious South. One lady angrily said he should rather destroy his enemies. Lincoln showed his morality and sensitivity when he answered: “Am I not destroying them when I make them my friends?”





“I want to be neither a slave nor a master. That is my idea of democracy.”


—Abraham Lincoln
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Heidelberg


 This city is a poem,


 Written by creation itself;


 River and castle bloom in the light:


 Heidelberg, I must love you.


—Max Barthel
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From the Camp Pastor’s Folder


(by navy chaplain Eich)


A Parable by Matthias Claudius


Once upon a time, there was a nobleman whose friends and relatives foolishly lost their freedom and became prisoners in a foreign land. He could not bear to see them in misery and decided to free them. The prison was well guarded and locked from the inside, and no one had the key. After a lot of time and effort, the nobleman got the key. He tied the warden’s hands and feet and gave the key to the prisoners, so they could unlock the prison and return home with him. But, the prisoners sat down to examine the key and to deliberate. They were told the key was to unlock the door and that time was short; they insisted, however, on looking and deliberating—and some began to alter the key. Then, when finally the key would not fit anymore, they were embarrassed and did not know what to do. The others, however, had their fun and said: “The key is no key and none is needed…”


 


Conceit


We proud humans


Are poor conceited sinners,


And don’t know much;


We imagine things


And look for tricks


And get further from our goals.


 


God, let us see your salvation;


Let us not trust Earthly things.


Let conceit not make us happy.


Let us be simple


And let us be on Earth here before you


Like children—happy and devout.


 


Taking Stock


Every night you should examine your day


To see if it might please God—


If it was happy in deed and trust,


Or if it was lacking courage, in fear and remorse.


You should name your loved ones,


Recognize hate and injustice silently,


Be ashamed of all evil inside.


Take no shadow to bed with you;


Remove all sorrows from your soul,


That they may rest, childlike, far from you.


Then, comforted by your clear conscience, 


Remember your most loved ones,


Your mother, your childhood.


Look, now you are pure and ready


To drink deeply from cool sleep,


Where golden dreams are signaling you


To begin the new day with a clear conscience,


As hero and victor.


—Hesse
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Jupp and Michel: A POW Conversation


Michel: Well, Jupp, how did you like the soccer game between the 1st and 2nd Companies?


Jupp: Soccer is what you call such hacking, where not even the bones are safe—not their own or those of the opponents? A contact sport for men brings hard collisions, but never such roughness when done fairly.


Michel: One starts it, and then the next one thinks he has to retaliate—and then the game becomes unfair and loses all sports value. Yesterday some of the spectators also were to blame. Even if done in jest, some of the things they yelled shouldn’t be allowed, since they only egg the players on: “You have to hit something—a ball or a leg”; “The hospital is close by”.


Jupp: The referee should be left alone to quietly do his job, in order not to undermine his authority on the field. It is enough that the poor guy had to use his mouth, hands and feet for one and a half hours, without someone calling out “Telephone!” every other minute. In one argument about a corner kick, one especially peaceful fan wanted to plant the corner flag between the ribs of the whistle-blower. 


Michel: Well, more discipline in sports is needed. Otherwise, many soccer fans will switch to the fist-ball games, which are getting more popular every day. Or, they may switch to Skat or some other safe sport.


Jupp: Come on—both of us used both sides of our lungs more than usual and were screaming inhumanly; now we need to wash away our guilt. Hopefully, we will be lucky enough to find lukewarm water—like we did last month.


Michel: So that we—clean again—can hunt down that damn thick-stemmed, thicket-like bush [growing in the fields]. Everywhere it dares to show itself we destroy it without pity—which often brings the applause of the farmer and, less frequently, a cup of coffee served by his nervous daughter with painted fingernails.


Jupp: Since we are talking about work, you must have noticed that epidemic: a “work fad” has broken out in camp, in place of the former theory of “keeping busy”.


 Michel: Yes, yes—like marathon runners they are passing each other in their attempt to get things done. It’s the best medicine against useless thinking. By the way, did you see our Sergeant Major this morning? Long before the corn detasseling and the oat shocking commandos left the gate early this morning, he was already standing there, with his right hand leaning on the spanking clean lawnmower. That’s his way of showing solidarity with the manual laborers marching out.


Jupp: And on Sunday, he was standing by the sundial—not just to count the happy hours (that wouldn’t have taken long); he was standing there with a clean spade, greeting churchgoers and ready to sink it into American soil at the drop of a hat. What a sight! It was worthy of being sculpted in stone or bronze: “Pioneer Work of German POWs in the Far West.”


Michel: Yes, my dear Jupp: work makes life sweet and noble.


Jupp: Stop with those phrases that are out of use now! First of all, I don’t like sweets, and as far as nobility of work is concerned, we privileged POWs should be allowed to live in the shadows like most nobility—at least for a few hours in these dog-days of August. But, it looks like a thunderstorm is brewing. By the way, what do you think of the atomic bomb?


Michel: I think that all the atomic physicists were deeply shocked all when they learned about the gruesome and destructive results of their creation. It should be the first and last bombs of such kind to fall on cultivated soil. Anyway, war, bombs… Jupp, I know what you want to say about trust among nations as the best weapon against international differences leading to war—but this trust is like Sleeping Beauty and has to be awakened by a unified inner strength for the blessing of mankind.


Hey! I need to go—I have to do my home-study Russian lessons, so: “Spakojnoja notz, Tovarisch!


Jupp: And the French are waiting for me at home: therefore, dear Michel—“Au revoir!”


	—Karl Seidenglanz





From the Base Camp


Choir evening


 	On Sunday, 12 August our camp choir invited us to a song evening. Our thoughts were with those back home when we listened to the beautiful folksongs—especially the first two: “Longing for Home” and “Dear Little Mother”: “For the sweet stillness of home, my weary heart is longing.” With the song “The Screaming Bass” we experienced the fullness and strength of the basses. Poems recited by Comrade Sturm fit well into the program. Schumann’s piano solo “Crickets” —performed comfortably and with expression by Comrade Fritz Lehan—enriched the program. We are especially grateful to Comrade Bresseler, who was able to keep the choir together in spite of difficulties and singers being transferred. The tireless singers were generously applauded for their wonderful songs. It was hard to believe there were some empty seats, since about a thousand comrades had been invited.


Music evening


 	During these summer evenings, when we are working late on the farms, it is not easy to make music. Often it depends on whether the rain-god hears the prayers from the farm projects and stops all work. He helped last week—and thus we had an hour of beautiful music on Sunday. Different things were presented: a scherzo from a Schubert sonata, “Adagio” from a Schumann cello concerto, “Traeumerei” and Chopin’s powerful “Military Polonaise.” It was perhaps daring to present two such different songs as Schubert’s “To the Music” and the prologue of Bejazzo in one evening, but the opposites worked out well, and the evening ended with a fine Mozart. Almost everyone could feel the Schubert song:


You gracious art,


In how many gray hours


When the wild circle of life was around me,


Have you awakened me to love,


Have you brought me into a better world?


Taking part were Bresseler (baritone), Schwoebel (violin), Lehan (piano) and “Cello Karl”.


	—Fritz Lehan
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Highlights from Our Branch Camps


Charles City speaking


The long-awaited summer season has begun. Much activity and new work have followed. You can feel a lively new rhythm in camp; the dark spell of our one-sided activity has been broken. What we were hoping for a few weeks ago has now come to be routine:


Every morning, when the first rays of the sun come over the trees, our travel begins. The trucks are running and dust is blowing near the loading ramp and the camp exit looks more like a loading ramp. First, those in the brick detail [leave for work]. Then, the ten-man factory detail departs for the 31-mile trip to Marshall Canning Company, in Waverly. That is followed by the ten-man turkey detail in the fast pickup truck. In the meantime, the rest of the garden helpers are going north on an Indian path over the small, shaking bridge to the nursery, and, finally—depending upon the dew—the 30-man detail for the bean harvest leaves. Today here, tomorrow somewhere else—but everywhere they go, there is a lot of activity and you hear “Akkord…Akkord…Akkord”. 


At night, coming back to camp—sweaty and dusty from work—a smoke signal greets us from afar, saying: “The shower room is ready”.


With the twelve comrades who arrived here 18 July from Eldora and are now working in the pea factory, our tent city has grown to four tents. But, we still are the smallest branch camp. The coming work in the corn fields, however, may bring more manpower.


Regarding the films [making rounds through the branch camps], we were too late. But, we won’t be pessimists: “Another day, another opportunity” shall be the motto here.


—Kurt Neuburger


Cabaret at Camp Fairmont


In the format of an evening variety program, a real cabaret was presented on Sunday, 29 July for the first time and repeated on Monday. Both performances were attended by 500 people. In spite of the harvest, the comrades were willing to present us with a pleasant change. Generous applause proved the performances a success.


Ninety entertaining minutes of comedy and cabaret let everyone forget their cares—large and small. Music, song, and humor made it a harmonic evening.


The announcements were made by “Uncle Otto” (Otto Joswig), who brought the right atmosphere with pleasant and popular relevant humor. His appearance in a tuxedo was a pleasant surprise and—if one overlooked the surroundings—one could imagine being in a cabaret at home. Uncle Otto’s multi-faceted performance was the main attraction of the evening. During the magic act—in which he appeared with his “female assistant”, dressed in a fantastic oriental costume—he astonished the audience when he called a “patient” from the audience onto the stage and pumped large quantities of water from his body. Finally, he appeared as a clown in an original mask with a forbidden and bent bicycle, which brought a lot of laughs. I don’t know what caused the most laughter—his miming, the wrecked bike or the jokes. But, there was laughter all of the time, and that was the main thing.


Also on this evening a quartet sang, and Fred Margosch sang “Come Back to Serando” and “I Love You.” Both were well received.


In closing, the orchestra—under the direction of Siegfried Strobel—deserves special thanks, as a program goes lacking without a musical framework. The orchestra played very well, considering the many new musicians. The program ended with the march “Old Comrades”, and we hope for a similar evening soon.


—Erich Goewe


Branch Camp #25, Onawa/Iowa


At the beginning of July a detail of 20 men left our old camp in Yankton/South Dakota in order to prepare our new living- and work place. We were surprised to find nothing but two corrugated steel sheds. The first order of business was the wilderness. With machetes and sickles we cleared the area. We were glad to forget the barbed wire at the old camp—but, after we barely had arrived, we noticed that the wire already was there! So, we strung the wire—for beautification—in the time-honored manner: five from the top down, and six from the bottom up. Already, the camp looked better.


A column of 20 trucks even brought us barracks after a few days. Everybody quit what he was doing and unloaded the wood—some broken from the transport. Today, we already have five barracks. We’ve built them piece-by-piece. The entire camp now has five barracks to live in, an orderly room, a PX, a barbershop, a kitchen, a laundry and shower-room. The landscape is beautiful—especially the sunset over the water. The camp lies directly on the banks of the Missouri River—which we all remember from our Karl May books.


The work is divided into different details, as in Yankton. Some make mats; the others load stones—which eventually will be dumped into the river. To get to work we use a Missouri paddle wheeler. Although swimming is not really allowed, off and on one “falls into the water”. Fortunately, the river has more sand than water. But, don’t worry: we have “water-rats” here who prevent those tired of life from drowning.


One day, though, is like the next. At night we have various educational courses: art history, construction, beginning and advanced English. A few weeks ago we obtained a record player and can fill free evenings with music.


Regarding sports, we are still at the beginning but have in our small community some really good players—such as Krueger, Porth, Schlottmann, Pfeiffer and others—so we may get something going.


We were glad that we could see a film a short time ago. We hope it was not the last. We hope that the next reunion with our comrades in the base camp will be when we are headed home. Until then, greetings to all from branch Camp Onawa on the Missouri.


—J. Hornburger





POW Leave Papers


Oh, what joy it would be! 


I am thinking of something beautiful:


If I, as a POW, could get leave papers!


 


Pressed pants,


On my back a P and a W,


A few dollars in my pocket—


And everything would be OK!


 


Yes, I would be very modest,


Would only take a walk


And have a beer—


But never more than ten!


 


If only I would meet a lady on the street—


A real lady!


Barbed wire surrounds me


Here in my loneliness.


	—O.M. Mark, in Camp Moorhead/Minnesota





Guidelines for Luggage for Returning Prisoners of War 


(according to a circular for POWs)


a)	Regarding the kind of personal property of prisoners of war, the following limitations exist:


1. items issued by the American government can be taken only in the quantity and kind as issued.


 	2. firearms and explosives cannot be taken.


b) Photos, diaries, manuscripts, personal written records, letters and books are allowed within the framework of the luggage. These have to be passed by the camp censor and be packed sealed and stamped “Approved”.


c) Officers can take a total of 175 lbs.


d) NCOs and enlisted men are allowed one barracks bag with a maximum weight of 55 lbs. If there is space left, another 10 lbs of books are allowed (purchased in the PX or issued for informational purposes). If the weight is less than 55 lbs, additional amounts of books can be taken.





 


Nightly Visit


If one stays awake long into the evening,


One can hear wonderful sounds


Resounding through the wide space—


Sometimes voices, dear, beloved ones;


Sometimes singing from afar:


Up and down the steps,


Ghosts are active in the evening.


 


Stepping to a quiet dance,


Decorated only with wreaths of moon beams:


Around my bed, in happy rounds,


They turn in their dances


And, at midnight, they turn and bow


Towards me in dance.


 


Oh, all of them are loved ones


Who were dear to me,


And are here as guests


To get together in dance


And like before to bind wreaths.


If nothing else were left for me,


At least they are around me—those I love.


	—Margarete Klatt
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Our Sports


In order to create the most interesting encounter possible, the best players out of the 1st and 3rd Companies were placed together in one team. Even this especially strong unit, however, couldn’t pull off stealing the long-undefeated Eleven from the 2nd Company—even though before half time one player was lost and in the second half injuries left only nine players on the team. The game played out hard and on numerous occasions bad sportsmanship had to be neutralized by the referee.





Thanks


We thank our comrades Karl Seidenglanz (in the 2nd Company), O.M. Mark (Camp Moorhead), Hans Hanus (Camp Muscatine), Wolfgang Schindler (Camp Wells), W. Rose (Camp Fairmont), Erich Goewe (Camp Fairmont), H. Schrimpf (Camp Eldora), Kurt Neuburger (Camp Charles City), J. Hornburger (Camp Onawa), F. Mennenga (Camp Faribault) and Hans Schulte (Camp Deer River) for their contributions.


