Camp Yankton/South Dakota
Drahtpost #12

15 April 1945

 (translated by Alex J. Kay)

Miscellaneous


In the preceding weeks, many comrades were transferred from the base camp to the branch camps. So Branch Camp #9 in Faribault/Minnesota opened again and Branch Camps #21, 22 and 23 founded: Branch Camp #21 is situated near to Shenandoah and Clarinda and deals mainly with garden work. Branch Camp #22 in Yankton/South Dakota will be busy with river regulation and was erected on the Missouri River. Most of the comrades of the 3rd Company went to the new Branch Camp #23 in Muscatine/Iowa; they will mainly work with farmers there. Through these transfers, the base camp is much smaller: Compound 2 was closed and all remaining comrades—approximately 500 men—were united in the 1st and 2nd Companies of 3. We wish the transferred comrades all the best in their new camps and hope to hear from you soon. Please send reports about your new camps—if possible with a sketch! Just the same, we also request further contributions from all other camps, too.
Drahtpost #14

13 May 1945

 (translated by Paul Nagy)

Our Branch Camps

Branch Camp #22, Yankton/South Dakota

The events speak for themselves: as every German loves to travel, we looked forward to the nearly 250-mile trip to the west. The landscape barely changed: the cities and towns everywhere here in America resemble each other like peas in a pod. Shortly before reaching our destination, we had to cross a range of small hills—most likely the border between Iowa and South Dakota. The sharp wind very quickly left us wishing for a warm room.

After a seven-hour journey we arrived at our destination: a cold hangar serves as our accommodations. A lover of old things would have been delighted with this paradise of clutter, junk of all kinds, airplane parts, motors and such stuff. An old truck and car “crowned” this chaos. Nothing like getting to it! With chattering teeth the hanger was cleaned up while the kitchen in the corner went into service. (We had lights—but that’s all—in the first days.) Pleasant smells spread out from the kitchen corner while we set up the bunk beds, three high; the upper bed served as a locker.

Happily, into this confusion came the sounds of music from a radio. We couldn’t understand much—it being more a noise than anything else. A ping-pong table, supported by two crates, was our banquet table. At 10:30 that night we celebrated our first feast. Satisfied and tired, we awaited the next day.

Water had to be brought in from a hangar 250 feet away—and absolutely no “johns” were available. As if that weren’t enough, in the bitter cold it began to snow—but the ditch in question “had” to be dug out. Local workers laid down a waterline—which froze again on the second day. The washroom was cleared out and a dividing wall was put up in the hangar—but it was all so slow. On the third day the walls of the “john” —the product of American handwork—collapsed on themselves. We never lacked for an escort whenever we had to take a trip.

The city of Yankton is an industrial city and air force base with 25,000 inhabitants of German-Russian descent. Our camp sits directly on the municipal airport, two miles west of the city. As of now, the camp is 85 men strong. The embellishment of every POW camp, barbed wire is not lacking. The outside work will begin next (regulating the Missouri River). Camaraderie is good, and the airport has good facilities for soccer, handball and fistball; in addition, chess and Skat are enthusiastically played—as well as “Man, Don’t Get Angry”, with old campaign buttons. Musical instruments and books should be on their way. The kitchen under Private Braun is good, and Sgt. Homburger serves as the long-standing leader of the camp.

—Rutra Rendnarb

Lagerzeitung #1

21 July 1945

 (translated by Alex J. Kay)

Contributions to the International Red Cross

Upon an earlier suggestion a voluntary collection for the International Red Cross was taken among our comrades at Camp Algona and all its branch camps, with the following results.

Base Camp Algona/Iowa:


$1,793.65

Branch Camp Fairmont/Minnesota:

$   849.19

Branch Camp Bena/Minnesota:


$   239.50

Branch Camp Faribault/Minnesota:

$   438.25

Branch Camp St. Charles/Minnesota:

$   353.75

Branch Camp Eldora/Iowa:


$   805.00

Branch Camp Tabor/Iowa:


$   312.85

Branch Camp Charles City/Iowa:

$   111.50

Branch Camp Clinton/Iowa:


$   217.16

Branch Camp Shenandoah/Iowa:

$   574.25

Branch Camp Yankton/South Dakota:

$   205.50

Branch Camp Muscatine/Iowa:


$   363.00

Branch Camp Owatonna/Minnesota:

$   555.33

The remaining results aren’t yet in; we’ll publish them in the next number.

Lagerzeitung #3

30 August 1945

 (translated by Heino Erichsen)

Highlights from Our Branch Camps

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
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