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A Word of Appreciation

This book would not have been written had it not been for
a great number of people, their friendship, cncouragement and
various ways of generous help. I want to thank them all. I hope
that when they read this they know that they are meant, even if l
do not name them individually.

My sincere gratitude goes to Jarvis Harriman who edited thc
entire manuscript in his well known profcssional way, helping
me patiently with my poor grammar and limited vocabulary.
My son Klaus-Martin has been of invaluable help on the techni-
cal sidc of producing the book. More than all others, I want to
thankRuthforherunendinglovingsufferance,forsomanyweeks
and months, of a husband silent at meals while he wrestled with
the wording of a particular phrase, not responsive to any other
subject.

For all, no thanks can be enough.



1. Island Life
"Attention!" commanded the teacher; a hundred pairs of heals

clicked as one, and the new red flag with the white circle and the
black swastika in it was slowly hoisted on the pole in the center
of the school court. As it rose, fluttering in the icy eastern wind,
all eyes were fixed on the emblem that would become in a future
notfarawaytheverysymbolforcvilintheworld.Itwasablessing
we did not know. The headmastcr put a small silver tuning pipe
to his lips giving the pitch for thc flag hymn, and the clear boys'
sopranos sang it out:

We are the young folk
Free and ready for the storm
Hold your flags up higher, friends and comrades!
Our time draws near, the time of the young soldiers.
And there, before us, with storm-torn banners,
Our nation's heroes show us the way,
And high above, the hero fathers-
Germany, fatherland, we're coming now.

It was one of those late October days when everything seemed
miserable  and  gray.  All  the  boys  of Bismarck  school  were
assembled in the drab yard for the usual morning roll call which
started at s am on the dot. They formed three sidcs of a square,
each class in a group, lined up by height, the tallest boys in each
section  on  the  right. The  teacher called out  the surnames  in
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alphabetical order, class by class, and the high pitched voices of
the boys responded, "Present!''.

As always-that seemed to be my fate-I was the smallest in
my class and thus was placed at the far left in my row. By now I
was used to the strange morning routine. It had been introduced
some time ago by order of the Führer himself, so that we should
think, at the beginning of every day, of our fatherland. But on
thisparticularmorning,ithadbeenredlycoldand1wasshivering,
like everybody else,  in my short pants and knee-length socks.
My brother Claus and 1 had been pestering our mother to allow
us to wear shorts even in deepest winter. After all, both of us had
become members of our respective youth organizations: Claus,
four years older than 1, in the Hitler Youth, and 1, just s years old
in 1938, in the Young Folk. Our nation-wide motto was, "Cherish
what makes us tough". So, shorts it had to be.

Much had happened since, almost two years earlier, that man
Adolf Hitler had taken over the government in Germany from
Field Marshall von Hindenburg.  Not that 1 was intercsted in
such things. But, obvious even to me, my father, when he came
home from work in the evening, sometimes withdrew with my
mother  into  his  study,  where  they  conversed  in  low  tones.
Annemie, our older sister, Claus and 1 only knew that they were
not to be disturbed then, strictly not, and minded our own little
childish business.

My father had recently been promoted Army Major and
transferred to far away East Prussia. For the family that meant
the beginning of an  adventure when we movcd to the small

provincial town ofAllenstein, where the lnfantry Battalion which
my father now commanded was stationed.

For me, the little boy, thosc three years we lived at Allenstein
were like an unending happy dream. If , later in life, I ever felt
homesick for a place, it was for the indescribable beauty of this
former German provincc. Later, I got to know most parts of my
country, many of which are lovely and attractive in their own

particular way. None of them, however, has touched my soul so
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deeply, nowhere else have 1 felt so much "at home" as in East
Prussia. I have always longed to be back there, although 1 cannot
really say why. Maybe it was only because at eight or nine years
of age, one begins to live consciously, one discovers the beauty of
nature-forests and ficlds, trees and flowers, birds and deer-all
of which were there in lush abundance. Maybe the atmosphere
of our  small  town,  its  environment  and  its  inhabitants
corresponded so much to my emotional make-up at that time.

EastPrussiahadalwaysbecnapoorcountry,andverysparsely

populated. During the 18th century, the Black Plague had terribly
decimatedthealreadysmallnumberofpeoplelivingthere.Many
backward villages had been left deserted and vast areas had not
been farmed anymore. It remained that way until the Prussian
King Frederick the Great, around the year 1732, sent more than
15,000  German-speaking  Protestants  into  the  empty lands,
mostly farmers and artisans, to resettle and to lay the foundations
for an economy. Prussia had then claimed the province as part of
the nation-state.  It had been named East Prussia.  Ever since,
however, the Poles maintained that this had been, originally, Polish
heartland. For centuries to come, it was the object of unending
conflicts between Poland and Germany.

In 1918, the Treaty of versailles had decreed, among many
other harsh measurcs,  that defeated Germany had to cede to
Poland huge areas on both sides of the Weichscl river, including
Danzig and thc Baltic Sea port Gotenhafen.  In this way, East
Prussia had become an island, an exclave, cut off completely from
the rest of the German Reich.

When in 1934 our family traveled from Berlin to Allenstein,
the train was stopped at Schneidemühl, the border station, and
was  kept  there for long hours.  Each  train  compartment was
searchedthoroughlybyPolishborderpolice.Thenthedoorswere
closed and sealed from the outside. While the train moved slowly
through Polish territory, it was strictly forbidden for all passengers
to leave the train or to take photographs. I can still see the stony
face of my father as the lovely scenery passed by. These wide
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fields had been tilled for generations by Germans, these glorious
forests had been tended by Germans. The injustice of it all caused
deep-set bitterness.

The Victor Powers after World War 1 had even proposed at
Versailles that all of East Prussia, as well as, further south, the
Silesia province, should be "returned" once and for all to Poland
and that, at the western border of the Reich, the Saar Land should
fall to France. However, the concession had becn made that the

population of all three provinces should take a vote on whether
to stay with the Reich or not. On July 11,1920, an average of
94°/o of the East Prussian voting populace had decided to remain
German. In Allenstein it had even been 96°/o.

The loyalty of East Prussians became proverbial. They were

praised as the kind of patriots the country needed to come to its
feet again. And well they knew that only firm union with the
Reich could providc a future for them. After all, this was thc
eastern-most outpost of Gcrman civilization,  a bridgehead in
backward, barbaric territory. It was front-line country, especially
since the eerie threat of Russian Bolshevist imperialism was ever

growing. That  is  what we were  told  at  school.  We  did  not
understand what it all meant. We only used "You Bolshevist" as
an insulting swear-word.

Wé  three  children  had wrinkled  our  noses  on  arrival  in
Allenstein. Annemarie, the oldest, whom we called Annemie,
had just turned 13, Claus was 11. Seeing the modest red-brick
railway station at the end of the village, Annemie said, "Why,
this is just like Russia".

Not that she had been to Russia. But our father had fought
there during the first World War, and he had reported about the
endless loneliness, the terrible poverty of the people, the lack of
civilization he had seen there.

"They don't even have a porter here'', Annemie muttered.
"And no taxis! How on earth are we going to have all our luggage

moved?" She always worried.
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There were more horse-drawn carriages than motor-cars to
be seen on the cobblestone streets. Only in the center of town,
around the pretty town-hall, were some gas-lamps on wrought-
iron poles which were lit by hand at dusk. All the other roads,
including the one we were living in, were pitch dark at night. I
hated to be sent on errands in the evenings and 1 always ran when
1 had to go out. On the other hand, Allenstein was one of three
towns in East Prussia boastfully owning a strcet-car. It was just
one line, from the railway-station to the other end of town. It
went very slowly, the driver constantly stepping with his foot on
the clanking bell. One could hear the carriage approaching for
miles when it screeched around a bend.

Back in the Reich, where we had lived before, we had been
much more advanced, I thought. My father had told me why
this was  so.  "It  is  all  becausc  of this  cursed  rrc#9J o/S4¢mc
concoctedatVersailles",hehadsaid."Thçycalleditapeacetreaty.
But neither has it brought peace, nor was it a treaty, because we
Germans were not allowed to even participate in the talks. It was
a Diktat, in truth, by the French who wanted to take revenge
because we had beaten their armies in the War. They wanted to
destroy our country and to make sure that we would forever
remain small and insignificant. The French are our enemies, and
we must always despise them."

My father believed that France had demanded the severest

punishmentofGermany.Thecostofthecntirewarhadamounted
to  some  700  billion  Marks,  and we were  to  pay for it all  in
reparations. We were to lose our overseas colonies and to "give
away" almost one third of the country's territory to France, to
Denmark, to Poland, to Russia, to Czechoslovakia. But, worst
of all, the victorious powcrs had dcclared at Versailles that they
had found Germany Áz/o% guilty of causing the War. "It is just
not true", my father maintained angrily. "They have stolen our
dignity and they have made us outcasts in Europe. That we can
neverforget."
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Early in 1923, the French, out of the blue, had sent troops
into the Ruhr industrial area of Germany. They had said that the
Germans "purposely" had not delivered enough coal and steel,
and now France was going to enforce getting what was her due.
The feeble government in Berlin had, of course, protested against
this grossly arbitrary measure. The Chancellor had called for

passive resistance on the part of all the miners and steel-workers.
All over the Ruhr, the coal and stcel companies had closed down.
The result had been catastrophe, increased by the world-wide
financial crisis at the same time. Inflation had begun to gallop. In
October 1923, a stamp for an ordinary letter at the post-office
had cost 120 billion Marks. There had seemed to be no end to
the suffering, and the future-was there any future at all?

Then, the U.S.A. had stepped in. Charles Dawes had told
the French in Paris that "Business, not Politics" would have to
have priority in  future. Together with the new British Prime
Minister, Ramsay Macdonald, he had been able to reduce German
reparation payments to a bearable amount. Still, the French had
been reluctant and had not withdrawn their troops from the Ruhr
until two years later. But the ball had been set in motion. Even
though Germany had been accepted as a member of the League
of Nations,  it was small consolation. The sting of defeat and
humiliation had smarted on.

VeryfewpeopleinGermanyhadtakenmuchnotice,thcrefore,
when an unknown politician called Adolf Hitler had proclaimed
the program of his National-Socialist German Workcrs Party,
the NSDAP. The number ofexisting political partics was already
immense  and  confusing,  and,  above  all,  this  Hitler was  an
Austrian,  a  foreigner,  so  what  good  could  he  do?  He  had,
unsuccessfully, tried a putsch in Munich, and had been put in

prisonuntiltheendof1924.TheNSDAPhadcvenbeenbanned
by the Government.

When Hitler came out of prison, he had really started to
work and to stir up people, uncannily increasing the number of
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his followers. At the  1930 national elections, his party gained
107 seats in Parliament. How had he done it? It had been a terrible
shock to the political establishment. What made Germans run
after that man like the Pied Piper? Was there something in
our particular character that this "uncultured" wizard could

play on?
Of course, at the time nobody asked questions like these.

There was  no  reason  to  ask  them.  At  the  beginning  of his
campaign, an open letter by Hitler had been published in which
he had called for "a spiritual, moral and ethical rcgeneration of
our peoplc". Nobody could disagree with that.

The "Führer", as he wanted to be called by his supporters, had
attackedthcgwernmentandcoinedforitthephraseE#.###gpo/f.fz.Á,
meaning the poliçy of unconditional fiilfillment of the reparations
anddisarmamentclausesoftheVersaillesTreaty.Itbecameaslogan
formfllionsofGermanswhowerestrugdingforsurvivdandlonging
for an end of the general sense of injustice being done to them.
Indeed, the poliçy of Reich Chancellor Brüning had been, at the
time, to first restore German economy to profitability and then,
from a position of strength, to demand revision of the  rr£¢g/ o/
S4#7%.TheFührer,ontheotherhand,hadseen"restoringequality
ofGermanswithdlothernations"asthecomJz.#.oíz.%q##o#,asthe

priority aim for all  national policy.  For masses of people,  this
alternativehadirrcsistibleappeal.

An cvent sticks out as one of the earlicst memorics of my life,
long before 1 wcnt to school. Annemie, Claus and 1 had a small
roomtogetherwhereweplayedandslept.Ithadonewindowlooking
out on the street two stories below. As usual, we had been sent to
bedatseven-wedidnotcventrytoprotcstanymom.Totddiscipline
was expected from us, Prussian discipline. Late that night we had
beenawakenedbyloudandstrangenoisesfiomdownbclow.Inour
long, identical white night-shirts we had rushed to the window,
standing there with our noses flattened to the glass, shivering with
excitement and fear. A gang of wild looking men was marching by,
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shoutingandroaring.Thçyheldupburningpitchtorchcsandsome
ofthemwereshootingintheairwithguns.Andthçyallworebrown
shirts.

ItwasthedayofHitler'sfirstpoliticalvictory.Withhisamazing
sensefordramaticaffects,hehadorderedtorchparadcsforthatnight
in all German towns. What we children had seen were the first SA-
men, the Storm Troopers of the NSDAP the uniformed advance

guard of the movcment.  Until thcn  regarded as rather obscure
cxtremists,thçyhadnowbecomepoliticallyrespectable.Fromthen
on, I remember seeing more and more men wearing brown shirts
andblackbreeches,orthebadgewiththeswastika,markingthemas

partymembers.Fromflagpolcsandfiomhousewindows,webecame
usedtoseeinganincreasingnumberofswastikaflagsinbetweenthe
old black-white-rcd Reich colors.

My parents, engaged to be marríed,1917
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Annemíe, Chus and Hansjõrg, Rostoch 1931

My father never had much time for us. He loved his family
beyond everything else, surely, but he did not succeed in showing
or talking about his fcelings. He was a soldier and he had not
learned  any other profession. Actually,  he had  first put on  a
military  uniform  at  the  tender  age  of 14.  His  father,  our

grandfather,  a  Protestant  parson,  a  giant  of a  man  with  a
thundering bass voice, ever short of money, had applied for his

youngest son for a place at the Prussian Cadet lnstitution where
the officer cadres for the Kaiser's Reich Army were trained. The
Cadets had a school routine much like the civilian schools. But
beyond that, they were trained in Spartan modesty, discipline of
body and spirit, and total loyalty to thc fatherland.
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In  1914, he had marched, a young lieutenant and platoon
commander, with his troops to France.  From the start of the
War, thçy had been engaged in heavy battle, with many casualties
on both sides. Along the entire front-line, the units had dug out
trenchcsfromwheretheyhadlaunchedtheirattacks,accompanied
by cries of f7#m¢Á. In October, my father's regiment had tried to
cross the Aisne river near Vailly.  In the course of the ensuing
fierce battle, he had been wounded four timcs.  He was lying
between thc trenches, bleeding profusely from his head after a

grazing shot and unable to move. The shooting had continued.
A medical orderly had called from the German side, "Lieutenant,
I am coming to help", and had crept towards him. The man had
started to dress my father's wound when he was shot through the
head, dying instantly. A second mcdic had followed out, and
met the samc fate, his body touching my fathcr's, who by this
time was unconscious.

Due to the island position of East Prussia, and because none
of our relativcs and family friends had any money to sparc for
muchtraveling,wedidnothavemanyvisitorsinAllenstein.When
my Uncle Max came and stayed for a weekend with  us  one
summer it was an event we kept talking about for years to come.
He was not a real uncle, in fact he was no relative of ours at all,
but one of eight godparents my father and mother had chosen
on the event of my baptism.

Uncle Max was one of my heroes. He and my father had
been friends since their time together at the Oranienburg Cadet
Corps. He had been trained as an Air Force pilot and, during
World War 1, had flown the famous bi-wings in Freiherr von
Richthofen's group. He was shot down twice but each time had
managedtocomeoutofhisplaneunhurtandinfriendlyterritory.
He had been highly decorated for his dare-devil valor. At the
time of his visit to Allenstein he was training young pilots-
clandestinely,  because  the  Versailles  Treaty  did  not  allow
Germany an Air Force and the training had to be in civilian
aircraft.
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Thatweekendhehadjoinedusfortheregularsundayservice
in thc garrison church where the padre had remembered the
millions of soldiers who had been killed in the war, particularly
asking us to honor the French, the British and the Russian losses
and not only our own. It was very unusual and 1 remember that
for me it was quite a new thought. It had never crossed my mind
that  our enemies  had  perhaps  suffered just  as  much  as  wc.
Obviously the grown-ups had also been struck by the sermon
because there was not much talking on our walk home.

A question had formed in my mind and it went round
and round in my head until 1 could not contain it any longcr
and  burst out,  "Did you kill  any French or  British,  Uncle
Max?„

"Don't be impertinent'', chipped in my mother, before he

was able to reply. "You are far too small to ask such questions."
"No, no", he said, "let him ask. After all, he and Claus one

day will wear a uniform themselves. They should be interested in
what that involves."                                                    .

He sported the kind of small beard later to become known
as a Clark-Gable moustache, and he was stroking it now with his
fingertips before he went on:

"1 was  in quite a number of aerial battles,  mainly against

British pilots. They wcre extremely skilled and very brave.  Of
course, once you are in such action you have to shoot, try to
shoot first and from a favorable position. It's either you or the
other  fellow.  Sometimes  the  others  were  luckier,  but  a  few
Tommys 1 have downed. What happened to those pilots 1 don't
know. So 1 can't rcally say if l have killed any of them."

By now we three children were all eyes and ears. Claus even

plucked up enough courage to ask, "Were you then afraid? I know
1 would have been."

"Of course 1 was scared, each time when 1 climbed into the

cockpit. But not when we were in the air, there was no time then
to be afraid. I only remember that quite often 1 looked down
wherethosepoorguyslikeyourfatherweredugintotheirtrenches
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not able to move forward or backward. Up there, we had a much
better time."

He paused. "Did your father ever tell you about those trench-
war times, when he was almost killed? No? You know, Martin,

you should tell your kids. They have a right to know."
Uncle Max had to coax him some more, but then, slowly

andhesitantly,myfatherbegan,"Itwaswhenwehadbeenordered
to cross theAisne river . . ."

That  afternoon,  when  we  sat  comfortably  in  our  old-
fashioned easy-chairs, was the only time ever that he related to us
the story about those two men who gave their lives trying to
hclp him. He had known thcm well and he had later to inform
their families.  He said that when he had woken up in a field
hospital from his unconsciousness and when he began to realize
what had happened he could not facc it for a long time. It had
been like a heavy load of guilt on his conscience.

He said to Uncle Max, "Thçy were ordinary men, not reckless
nor particularly brave, and yet they did not hcsitate for a moment
to risk evcrything for someone else. What is it in war that makes
ordinary men ready to sacrifice their lives for others?"

"Most of us would have done the same, I know you would

have," answered my father's friend, "and that is not any special
German feature either. I am sure that what we praise as heroism
is just as common in any other nation at war."

"Agreed," mused my father, "but there must be a lesson to

learn from that: what could be, in times of peacc, a motivating
forcestrongenoughtoreleaseandmakeavailableforthecommon

good those innate virtues of personal courage, of brotherly love,
ofselflessness? I hate war, all of us hate war, we never want to be
in one again. But 1 am afraid that we might not be able to hold
the peace ifwe do not lcarn this lesson. Then all the sacrifices will
have been in vain."

Duringthatfirst,lostwarmyfatherhadalsofoughtinRussia,
in Yugoslavia, in Galicia, and again in France. From the first day
on, he had started writing a diary-a habit he kept up until 1945.
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Itmakesfearftilreadingdthough-rmaybebecausc-onlybare
facts are reported, vcry rarely an opinion, even less a feeling about
whathasbeengoingthroughheartandmind.Thousandsofpencil-
written diary sheets my mother had been able to save through
the hell she was to experience in years to come. I can draw on
them now, writing about events that had happened before my
own conscious participation. What was he living for? As a young
man my father wrote:

My comrades and 1 were trained to become
examples for the men who would be entrusted
to  us-examples  in  simplicity,  uprightness,
truthfulness, a high sense of duty and responsi-
bility, obedience, punctuality and, above all com-
radeship. The spirit of comradeship determincd
our lives. It worked from thc top downwards,
andviceversa.Itsrealitywasprovedattimeswhen
any man on his own would have had no chance
to  survive. It was not just empty words. For all
of us, it made the military "service" the most fiil-
filling way to live.

The officers of the " 100,000-Man-Army", as the forces had
been called after the breakdown of the Kaiser-Reich, had been
selected for their spirit of patriotism as much as for their military
experience. Most of thcm had been thoroughly apolitical. A law
had been passed banning any kind of political activism inside the
Army, even forbidding soldiers to be party members or to take

partinpoliticalgatherings.Thisway,onehadhopedtostrengthen
the cTP#.f ó/c corpf and to protect it from outside influences. No
wonder,  therefore,  that  the  German Army became  almost

ghettoized, and that, in it, a feeling of elitism developed. In the
social order of importance, army officers felt they were on top,
outranked only, perhaps, by the clergy.
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Cai]tain Gareis (with drawn su)ord), his Guard of Honor Com-

pany presenting arms, with Reich President u.Hindenburg
(center), Chancellor Brüníng dnd Admirdl Rdeder. Berlín 1931

My father's battalion in Allenstein was garrisoned in brick-
builtbarracksoutsidetown.Iverysoonfeltathomethereamongst
the soldiers. I loved watching their drill on the parade ground
and  1  tried  to  participate  in  their  different  sorts  of sport
competitions. The battalion's soccer team played in the top East
Prussian league. Their goal keeper, a PFC by the name of Glowka,
enjoyed national fame. They were a simple, good-natured bunch
and, generally, quite satisfied with being in thc army and with
the ordered life it guaranteed them. Their pay was ridiculously
low. But the larger part of their age-group in the country was still
unemployed at that time. Sometimes, when 1 hung around in
the barracks waiting for my father, one of the men would take
me secretly to the canteen and treat me to a 6&.rc7z/zz#g, a sweet
honey-schnapps. Did 1 feel grown-up!

It was a small world we lived in. At home, we did not own a
radio and 1 doubt that any of us read a daily newspaper. At no
time during my childhood did we,  as far as 1 remember,  talk

politics.AnunwrittenfamilylawruledthatdecentGermanpeople
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never discussed in public qucstions concerning money, religion
or sex. Wé kids had no idea whether we were, moneywisc, better
off than our neighbors. Certainly, we had less pocket-money at
our  disposal  than  most  of our  friends  and we  had  to  write
accounts for every Pfennig we spent. But we figured that it had
to be like that in a soldier's family. It was just as normal as the
accepted attendance at Sunday church service. Both my parents
weresincereLutherans.Theyinsistedonallofuswalkingregularly
the long way to the large garrison church, always filled with the
men of the battalion.

On an August morning in  1935,  right after roll-call and
hymn-singing, wc were all ordered to assemble in our Bismarck
School hall. The school director himself addressed us solemnly,
saying that we all must mourn one of the great men of our time.
Field Marshal Paul von Hindenburg had died. Ever since the
Gcneral, at the beginning ofworld War 1, had been able to defeat
the mighty Russian  Narew Army,  he had been glorified as  a
national hero, especially by the people of East Prussia, because
thevictoriousbattlehadbeenfoughtatTannenberg,avillagenot
farawayfromourAllenstein.Hindenburghadalmostbeenforced
by the German people into politics. He had been elected German
President first in 1929, and again, standing for the office against
Adolf Hitlcr, in 1932. The majority of our people had trusted
him almost blindly. "The old man knows what is good and right
for us", everybody said, even when he had obviously become
senile, unable to oversec the consequences of his actions and, on

January 30  in  1933  had appointed  Hitler Chancellor of the
German Reich.

Now, not three years aftcr this fatcful development, the old
man had gone to his forefathcrs. Our school director had even

put on a black suit for the occasion of breaking the news to us.
He announced that, by order from Berlin, every school class in
East Prussia would have to make an excursion to Tannenberg,
where an enormous, menacing monument had been erected in
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memoryofthegreatvictory.TheNazis,gratefiilforHindenburg's
act in turning over to Hitler all political power, and also rightly
assessing  the  general  spirit  in  the  nation,  had  organized  in
Tannenberg a colossal funeral service, with all the pomp and

pageantry they could muster.  Even when our school class did
travel,  a fcw weeks  later,  to pay our respects to  the hero,  the
monument,  eight squat  towers  standing  in  a  circle,  was  still
emblazoned with red swastika flags and banners.

As if thc Government in Berlin had been reminded of the
Reich's eastern provinces by the event, great efforts were made
during the following months to make up for past neglect. East
Prussia's  island  position  had  made  her  limp  far  behind
economically, also socially, but particularly in regard to thc extent
of the penetration of national-socialist propaganda. Now, streams
of tourists were directed more and more to the Baltic seaside
health-resorts, some road and railway building programs were
set in motion and much fuss was made about the famous horse-
breeding stud-farm at Trakehnen, way up in the north of the

province.
The Führer had made one of his earliest followers, Joseph

Go€k;hds,ReichMinisterfiorFolkEnlightenmentandpropagdndd.
Goebbels, a tiny, thin man with a crippled leg, turned out to be
an intellectually brilliant protagonist of Nazi ideas. Hc was the
outstanding brain of the movement, clever, ruthless, and totally
dedicated to Hitler. Nobody elsc, not even the Führer himself,
was able to so rouse thc masses as "little clump foot", when he
masterfully  played  on  the  Germans'  feelings  of pride  and

patriotism,  or  making  them  believe  in  their  excellence  of
workmanship and industriousness.

In  an  incredibly short  time  Goebbels  had  succeeded  in
G/c;.cÁrcÁ4/fzmg, bringing press and radio into line with the new
Rcich propaganda. From then on, it became almost impossible
for Germans to get hold of news from outside the country. The
Party Organ VÓ./4Ç.fcÁc 6#6#cÁf# was printed and distributed in
enormous editions and read, due to its boisterous, boring and
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boasting contents, by very few.  But there were other ways of
indoctrination.

The state took over the direction of the big film studios like
U£A in Berlin-Babelsberg, and pretty soon the most prominent
and popular German-spcaking actors produced well done but
clearly tendentious films. Most of them praised Germans as being
best and first in all things. Like the biographical bit on Professor
Virchow, who had discwered the bacillus that ffiuses Tubcrculosis;
or J?;.Jf.#g/or Gcr7%#/ with Willy Birgel, the story of a steeple-
chase  rider winning  prizes  for  the  fatherland  because  of his
unblemished character; or, the first movie 1 ever saw in a cinema,
JVo Áz%wcr/o#z FP/, in which the super-courageous hero was a
German engineer. These films transported us into a wonderful
andpeacefulworldwherewe,defeatedandhumiliatedGermans,
countedforsomething,equalifnotsuperiortoallothercountries.

To me it appeared as if something new and unprecedented   ~
happened all the time. It was exciting. Our school was re-named.
"Bismarck'', we were told, "was a great German, but he belongs

to  the past."  For us,  a new age had begun,  teacher said,  and
thereforewewereprivilegedtobemembersoffJoríf-Wrcij:íc/-ScÁoo/
from now on. Wcssel had been one of thc "martyrs" who had
lost his life for the movement, and had composed a hymn-song
named after him. Our country was the first and only with two
anthems.  At  every  possible  occasion  we  first  sang  the
Oc#£fcÁ/Áz#ó//;.cJ with  its  beautiful  and  solemn  melody,  and
immediately following, one tone lower, we fell into the aggressive
marching tune and pathetic words of, "Up with our flag, close
tightourranks,SAismarching!"Incveryclass-roomloudspeakers
were installed, so that all of us could listen to the frequent spceches
of the Führer or Goebbels. That was terribly boring, of course,
and we boys tried to imitate the hoarse, bellowing staccato voicc
and the strange outlandish accent of 4c/o% careful that neither
teacher nor parent would overhear us doing it.

Two things, however, I really liked: My Young Folk uniform,
and the many new songs we learned. Every wednesday afternoon
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we met, all dressed up, with our respective/##gz#g, as the smallest
units of the organization were called. "All the other boys have it",
I had repeated obstinately to my mother, until she bought me all
the necessary accessories for my garb: the broad leather belt with
the shiny silver bucklc on which was written, "Our Honor is
Loyalty"; the black scarf tied round the neck and held together
with a brown leather knot sort of a thing; and a shoulder-belt to
complete the outfit.

Theideaofthecountrywideorganizedgroupswastocompete
with,  and to be better than, other units.  Uniforms had to be
immaculate; performance of military commands smart and in

perfect unison; knowledge of the "basic facts" of the movement
complete; sports results tops.  One always had to be aware of
so"eFãhnhinfthrer,orcNench€Bamfthrer"€xpe;cRed+yüiirj+rys
up for an inspection of his "troops". Then there would be either
a commendation or a challenge to do even better in future. It all
stimulated our ambition and our pride. And it was done in the
same way all over the nation, an entire generation participating.
Everywhcre we were marching through the streets singing our
songs, and surely we would rouse even the last sleepy citizen.
German boys and girls had to be "fast as a gray-hound, tough as
leather, and hard as Krupp steel".

It must have been sometime in 1935 that Reich Youth Führer
Baldur von Schirach went a step further: Whenever possible,
regular youth meetings were to be held Sunday mornings. There
was a heated discussion with my mother when the first scout

game was fixed at precisely the hour when we were supposed to
go to church service. I won the argument. It was so much more
fun to march out into the woods in groups of Reds and Blues
and getting engaged in mass wrestling fights, trying to take away
from the "enemy" as many color bands as possible, than to sit in
a pew and pray. None of the people 1 knew had any premonition
whatsoever of the determined strategic planning of our leaders
thatwasbehindmanyofthenewthingswhichbegantoinfluencc
our lives.
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It would be wrong, howevcr, to say that people were, on a
larger scale, forced into something that they did not want-
certainly not at the time when our family lived in Allenstein, and
certainly not in East Prussia. On the contrary, we fclt more secure
in regard to the future. We were content, things were going well
with our country. If my father had any qualms about the new
holders of power in Berlin and their extraordinary way of using
it, he did not talk about it to us. We often had guests for meals at
home, mostly officers and their wives, and the conversation at
table-in which we children were not allowed to participate-
turned around military affairs or, sometimes, society gossip.

All  my life  1  have kept vivid memories  of long summer
evenings when we gathered around our Steinway grand piano
and my mother sang, accompanying herself, Loewe ballads or
Schubert lieder. She had a nice, warm voice and she played quite
well. My father could also play the piano, only by ear, because he
never learned to read notes. But the times when he had leisure to
sit down and play were rare. There was always some maneuver or a
course he had to take part in. Office work and the training of ncw
recruits, the pursuit of duty, were of werruling importance to him.

***

It was the period when 1 got to know my brother Claus. In other
words, I became interested in what he was doing. He was quite a
different character, introverted, never excitcd, apparently always
dreaming. As a child, as soon as he was able to hold a pencil, he
had started drawing ships on every scrap of paper he could get
holdof.Theywerealwayswar-ships,heavilyarmedwithmighty
triple-guns and canons. Ships have been his first passion in life.
When he was old enough to read, his birthday or Christmas list
of things he wished to havc was regularly topped with the latest
edition of the  WrcyÁcr,  the official compendium of all known
war-ships in the world, including data on their speed, armor,
fighting power, number of crew-as far as these were not kept
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secret. Claus learned all these facts by heart. Had thcre becn quiz

programs at that time, I am sure he would have won prizes with
his detailed knowledge. He was born with the never-questioned
certainty that one day he would be a naval officer, which he did,

preferably an admiral, which he did not.
We had our fights as brothers have them. He was four years

older and much bigger than 1.  It was frustrating to be bcaten
every time and to end up lying under him. But in our street gang
fights he was my trump card. He would just have to appear and
be there. That was enough. He had very light blue eyes, so light
that they would come out on black and white photographs as
white spots.  I  tried to copy his habits,  hoping that he might
accept me more as an equal. But he would just suffer me patiently
when 1 stood bcside his desk, admiringly watching him when he
worked with compasses and ruler at his other hobby: He had
begun to draw, on squared paper, a map of an imaginary town,
with streets and open places, lots of parks and green spaccs, little
lakes and waterways, railway and subway stations. More and more
sheets of paper he would glue to the original one, cut out parts
with a razor blade and put in corrcctions.  ``The Map"  finally
became so big that no table was large enough to spread it out
fully. It occupied him for years.

Claus was  not  a  good  f7;.£/c7.##g€,  nor was Annemie  an
enthusiastic member of BdM, the Union of German Girls. Both
of them  had  their  uniform,  of course,  and  on  First-of-May-
Parades or Führer's Birthday they felt obliged to participate in
the assemblics. After all, our father was a high ranking officer in
the small town and a certain patriotic attitude was expected from
his children. But my brother and sister did not feel at ease in the
company of all the "ordinary" boys and girls. Thcse kids were not
really#pfoo#rc4zJJ,theyoriginatedfromadifferentsocietystrata.
The more the Nazis tried to level down the class structure in
Germany the less the formerly privileged groups were ready to
relinquish their status. It was not a question of material wealth
but one of pride, one might say of a certain snobbism.
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All in unif;orm, Alhnstein 1934

Like many others, Annemie had found a way to compensate
for her lack of fancy for BdM activities. A number of semi-official
organizations and clubs had been formed with a loyal party front,
but little indoctrination inside. To be active in these groups was

generally reason enough to be left alone by eager proselytizers.
My sister had joined  the  local  C/#G /or S7%//-6orc 4f.r-Rz/7c
S4oo#.#g. Funnily, their competitions were not regarded as sports
but rather as an important contribution for national defense-

participation. Annemie was a good shot, in many different ways.
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I remember her coming home from school one day telling
the family over lunch the story about her "shot" at her most
hated teacher. For some reason or other, her placc in class was in
thefrontrow.Theunfortunateteacher,addressingthegirls,would
always stand right in front of her, almost touching my sister.
That alone would not have been so disturbing. But the man had
a "wet articulation", he spat while speaking, wetting Annemie's
hair. Her fury had mounted, so much so that on this particular
dayshehadopenedanumbrellawhileteacherwasholdingforth.
I forgot if she was punished for her insolence. It certainly did not
help to better her relation with the gentleman.

Harmless events like these were high-lights for us in East
Prussia, much more important to us than the national upheavals
happening at the same time, as we realized only years later. Like

probably most other children of my age 1 read the fantastic stories
about thc American red lndians, written by a man who had ncver
beenattheplaceshewroteabout.Thesetales,morethananything
else, formed for us the picture of that far away country. I was
evenmorecapturedbytheheroicepicsaboutourancientforbears,
the rczffo#;.cí or Germania, like Armin the Prince, who had stood
up to the mighty Roman Empire.

At school we were cncouraged to study such hero sagas. We
had to write essays about our historic roots, about our Er6#¢4ffc,
our genetic make-up, and about the great personality each had
chosenforhimselftoemulateinhislife.Therewasnosuchsubject
as geography taught at the time. We learned f7c;.m4£Á##ó# or
knowledge of our native country instead. The English language
does not have a word for the German term fJc¢.m#, at least not
one that would be ablc to express the vast meaning it has to us,
or rather still had for our generation. It was a sacred thing, next
only to Divine Providence, a motivating force. It was worth laying
down  one's  life  to  defend  f7c;.m4f. We  belonged  to  it and  it
belonged to us.

Weekend outings with  my father were rare  but glorious
occasions. We would board what looked like a little toy train



STEPPING STONES 31

with square  carriages,  eight seat compartments  and woodcn
benches, drawn by a puffing and wheezing steam engine. Our
destination might be either the endless heath country with its
moors and peculiar fauna and flora, or one of the great stately

pine forests where wild boars and elks roamed, to rest at one of
the 3,000 lonely, silent lakes. Regularly, we would return home
with bags full of all sorts of berries or mushrooms-oh, East
Prussia's ccps and chanterelles and mousserons, those tiny brown
things with their unmistakable fragrance, and the thrill of finding
them, being able to distinguish good ones and poisonous ones.
It all added up to a composition of beloved sights, sounds and
smells, of fJcz.7%4f as we understood it.

Summer holidays were spent at Cranz, at the famous Amber
Coast of the Baltic Sea. At that time one could still find even
larger pieces of the fossilized resin, with embedded insects, by

just walking up and down the sandy beaches. The coast line there
changes from steep towering cliffs to many miles of long sand-
bars and ever wind-shifted dunes. We would build our sand-
castles  and  swim,  or walk  to  the  bird-watching  station  of
Rossitten, where my father would point out and name the many
different kinds of migrating or indigenous birds. He knew them
all. I have never forgotten what he taught us. My growing love
of nature originates from that period.

***

In March 1935 Hitler had decreed compulsory military servicc
in Germany. Hc simply disregarded the respective conditions of
the Versailles Treaty, which had allowed us, until then, only a

professional Army strictly limited to 100,000 soldiers. In all of
East Prussia there was a sigh of relief because the deep-set fear of
a new attack from the East was ever prcsent. Also, the existing
units had been poorly equipped and would not have becn able to

put up any serious resistance. The mere increase in numbers of
soldiers under arms made people fcel a bit more safe.  For the
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officers  it  brought  the  satisfaction  of an  upgrading  and
rehabilitation of their status. It was a happy time for my father
and his comrades although, with the training program for the
new recruits, they were inundated with work.

Sometime in the summer of that year, the Führer made his
first visiting tour to the Eastern provinces, making a point of
inspecting every military garrison. Allenstein was buzzing with
excitement. The whole place was cleaned up and hundreds of
flag poles were erected along the routes his car cavalcade would
take.  On a large field just outside town, a platform had been
built from whcre 4é/o//and his uniformed staff watched my
fathcr's battalion march past, showing how well they had learned
to goose-step. The unit's music corps were there riding horses
and  1  was  amazed  especially  by  the  man  with  the  two  big
kettledrums and how he steered his mare with his feet. Of course
we were all there in our brown garbs, standing at attcntion most
of the time, a rather tiring affair.

So, now we had seen the Gc/oyGJF#.Ár# in person, although
only from a distance. It had not really been very impressive. The
enormous peak of his stiff brown cap had shaded his face, and
the way he had lifted his right arm bent at an angle had made
him appear to be bored all the time. After all the circus around
his visit we somehow had expected more, especially since he did
not make a public specch.  But 1 had been really proud of my
father when he headed his troops, sitting on his parade horse and

presenting  his  drawn  sword,  while  the  music  played  the
J?c;.fcrm4!rfc4. I thought he was just wonderful and, indeed, my
friendswerejealous.

It was very late that day when he came home.  Hitler had
wanted to talk with my father and four other troop commanders
andthcy,justthesixofthem,metinthebattalion'sofficers'messfor
scveral hours. Years later, my father wrote about this mceting:

Since Hitler talked all that time almost with-
out interruption, I was able to watch him closely.
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His outward appearance and his manners did not
leave any impressions with me. It was his face,
his eyes and his exprcssion that fascinated. He
appeared to be a fanatic, possessed by something
unpredictable, something that was lending him
a powerful dynamic. When he spoke in a more
lively manner about a meaningful subject, one
felt that not Ác spoke but f.f spoke out of him, /f
was pouring out of him, an eerie demonic power.
Its sparks and currents made him react like a sen-
sitive apparatus. He did not dominate this inner
force, it dominated him. His face could suddenly
change to a grimace. Thcre was nothing noble
and uplifting in the man. But he was able to cap-
ture even strong characters, carrying them away
with his personality. I had to resist this force with
all my strength. It filled me with apprehension
and anxiety. I clung to the fact that cverything he
said  during  the  entire  conversation  had  been
abouthisvisionofastrongcountrylivinginpeace,
respected by her neighbors. If he could lead us
there,allhissinisterandfear-inspiringsidescould
be accepted.

Across our street, in another largc apartment-building, lived
anarmycaptainandhisfamilywithwhomweweregoodfriends.
My parents valued the captain as a "decent soldier", and that was
theirsupremecomplimentforaperson.HisnamewasSchmundt.
I do not know whether it started with Hitler's visit to our town,
but Schmundt later became one of the Führer's closcst associates
and, in the end, served as his personal ArmyAid de Camp, soon
overtaking my father in military rank. In years to come, during
the war, Schmundt and my father would meet several times. On
one of these occasions, he was to confess in private that he had
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not been able to stand up to the dominating influence of this
Hitler. He had been turned around, "changed" by the dictator.

Obviously, Hitler himself had been impressed by the people
he had met and the landscape he had seen in East Prussia. Not
long after his tour, he ordered a large military headquarters to be
built in an inaccessible area deep in the Rominten heath. It would
later become famous by the name 1%/jc44#zc. At the same time,
our figure-head Chancellor, Reich Marshall Goering, known to
us  as  f7crm4##  Á4c Fzzf,  annexed  East  Prussia's  forests  for  his
hunting fcasts. The Nazis had come, seen and conquered; the

gap to the island had been bridged.

***

In  1936,  as  if to  demonstrate  the world's  recognition  of the
Regime, the Olympic Summer Games were held in Berlin. Our
county wallowed in glory and boastfulness. All the nations, so it
seemed  to  us,  came to  see what we were achieving with  our
discipline and dedication to Hitler's cause. To us it was much
more  than  just  an  international  sports  competition.  The
bombastic organization and the top performances of the athletes
served an ideological end only: to prove that Germans were better
than the rest.

My father took us children to the capital and we were able to
watch some of the sports cvents. When, at the opening ceremony,
the large group of the French participants marched into the brand
new stadium with their right hands stretched up in the Hitler
salute, it was a triumph for us. That gcsture helped a great deal to
smother many misgivings and doubts that may have been there
among Germans at the time although Hitler's political program
had been acclaimed with 99 perccnt of the votes at the preceding
Reichstag elections  in  March.  But  now European  statesmen
seemed to stand in line to declare their admiration for the Führer
and for the extraordinary speed with which the new nation rose
from the ashes of the old.
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I was in a state of ecstasy during our days in Berlin. We all
stayed in my grandmother's and my aunt's flats in the center of
town. What an enormously big city it was! Claus and 1 could
have spent days just riding in the fast subway-trains going from
one end of the line to the other, or in the fascinating double-
decker buses looking down on the busy traffic. The whole capital
seemed to celebrate with flags fluttering everywhere and shop-
windows  brimful  with  things  boasting  to  be  "Made  in
Germany".

When we entered the Olympic Stadium built in the powcrfiil
and frightening style of architecture Hitler had introduced, I was
awe-struck by the mass of excited people. We were swept away
in an all-encompassing unison as if directed by some invisible
and yet overpowering orchestra director. The cheers going up
afteranexcellentperformanceofaGermanathletegavcmethrills
of pride to be one of this nation.

After each awards ceremony we watched the gold-medalists
being escorted by uniformed officials up to the VIP stand to bc
congratulated  by the  Führer himself.  What we  did  not see,
however, and found out only thirty years later, was the shameful
scene Jcsse owcns, the outstanding American sportsman, had to

go through then. He was the first man ever to jump beyond the
eight meter mark, he won three Gold Medals and two world
records in Berlin, a prince among athletes. When Owens was
marched up through the ranks of the stadium like the other
championsbeforehim,hesuddenlysawhimselfconfrontedwith
a massive group of ss-men blocking his way. Hitler, meanwhile,
had slipped away-he obviously wanted to avoid the humiliation
of having to honor someone of "infcrior"-black-race. It was
soblatant.Butindoctrinationhadalreadypenetratedourthinking
so deeply that we would have found all sorts of excuses had we
been told about the behavior of our leader.
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***

Immediately after the end of the Games which had been so
successful and boosting the self-esteem of our people and the
Nazi  movcment  in  particular,  another  J?cz.cÁjp#fc7.f#g was
celebratedinNuremberg.Thesepartyconventionswereorganized
as  the  largest  mass  meetings  of the  time,  with  hundreds  of
thousands marching to the vast deploymcnt area that had been
created for the purpose. Like at the Berlin Olympics, participants
of these conventions cxperienced the strange sensation of mass-
hysteria and only few realized that this was a calculated part of
Joseph Goebbels' ideological strategy. The theme of that year's
Pzzrfc7.£zzg was strictly anti-Bolshcvist,  quite openly stirring up
indignation against Russia. We were told that the Soviets were
threatening our freedom and independence, and that we must
make a big effort to arm the nation in order to be able to defend
ourselves. A four-year plan was proclaimcd with the aim of a

powerful economic development to speed up thc capacity for
military armament.

Our family soon felt the consequences of this enticement.
My father was transferred to Munich where he was to head one
of the  three  main  units  of the  Military Academy.  He was
promoted to colonel at the same time. It was a challenge-not
only to him as he was becoming a slightly bigger wheel in the
military apparatus with different responsibilities, but also for my
mother  who  was  catapulted  from  provincial  small-town
AJlenstein into the sophisticated society set-up of a large city.

***

Wilhelms-Gymnasium was the most famous high-school in the
State of Bavaria. I hated it from the first moment 1 took sight of
theancientsomberbuilding.Thehigh-ceilingedcorridorsechoed
every step,  multiplying the ever droning noise.  In  the entire
College  hovered  the stale smell  of old linoleum wax and of
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generations of pupils, boys between the age of ten and eighteen.
Class-rooms were ftirnished with wooden two-seat benches with
sloping tops smothered with ink-spots and carvings. I had been
told that many famous Germans-authors, scientists, composers,
generals-had sat in these old benches before us and that it was a
privilege to occupy them. That was small consolation.

We had moved to Munich, capital of Bavaria, in the middle
of term. Claus and 1 felt thrown into another, hostile world. I
hadtrailedmybrotheronourfirstschool-day,seekingprotection.
But as soon as we entered the premises he cut me dead. It would
have lowercd his status to be caught playing nanny to a small
boy. I was on my own. Someone showed me to my class-room.
The noise was deafening.  None of the yelling boys noticed
me as 1 stood beside the door with my school-bag, frightened
and shy.

The bells shrilled through the house announcing the begin
of classes. On the dot the teacher came in and the cacophony
died down abruptly. The boys stood at attention beside their
Seats.

"Good morning", he said.
"Good morning, Herr Professor," shouted the class.

Bavarian high-school teachers insisted to be addressed as f7c"
Pro/"or although only a handful of them were entitled to that
degree. Bavarians were different. They wanted to be different. In
everything, we soon found out.

"Roll-call," commanded the teacher.
"Armbrüster"
"Present„
"Blettner„
"Present"
"Bõgl,,
"Present„

It went on and on. I still know the names list by hcart, sixty

years later. Only when the last boy, Zerbe, had answered, did thc
Herr Professor notice me waiting by the door. He was small and
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round and had no neck to support his cannon-ball head. He did
not walk, he bounced. All his movements were quick and erratic.
Hespoke,cvenduringGermanlanguagelessons,aheavyBavarian
idiom 1 found hard to understand.

"Come here to me!" he told me. "Name?"
"HansjõrgGareis".

He pulled out a snuff-box from his pocket, extracted with
thumb and index finger a large pinch and sniffed it up in both
nostrils, lifting up his frame with a deep inhalation and holding
his breath for a moment, and then sneezed noisily. He used a
largehandkerchieffiillofcolorfiilprintedAlpineflowerstoblow
his  nose,  adding  another  black stain  on  the  cloth. The  boys
watched it all in awed silence.

"So  this  is  Gareis,"  the professor announced to  the class.

Another difference of the Bavarians: everybody called everybody
else by the family name and not, as in the rest of the country, by
the Christian name.

"Gareis is new. He comes from Prussia. That means 1 will

have to watch him closely.  Gareis, you will sit here,"  he said

pointing to the first bench immediately by the teacher's place. To
the boy sitting in the other seat he added, "You, if you want to,
can move to the last bench." The fellow did not want a Prussian
as his neighbor, happily grabbed his books and took off.

***

For historical reasons, Bavarians held every German from north
of the Main Rjver as Prussian.  "Pig-Prussians"  they called us.
During the  19th century struggles  for the union  of German
speakingkingdomsanddukedoms,Prussiahadwagedwaragainst
Austria, Bavaria and sevcral of the smaller states in order to gain
dominance. The Bavarian king had only grudgingly accepted
Bismarck's courting for an all-German union, and ever since then
there had been a strained relationship, comparable perhaps to the
one between Northerners and Southerners in America. But when
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it came to the Franko-German War 1870-71, Bavarians had rallied
to the cause of Germany, and after the victory over Napoleon
111, became part of the newly founded German Reich with the
Prussian Wilhelm 1 as its Kaiser.

Adolf Hitler, being Austrian by birth, had a certain appeal to
the Bavarian people since the two states were neighbors and the
two spoken dialects are akin to each other. It had perhaps not
beenaccidentalthathehadstagedinMunichhisattempttoputsch
against the German Reich and the Bavarian State Government
on November 9 in 1923. He had failed, of course, but his first
Nazi followers had been Bavarians.

At the time when our family arrived in Munich the city had

gained  the  honorary  title  "Capital  of the  Movement".  In
movement  the  place was  indeed.  Colossal  buildings  rose  up
everywhere, a subway was dug underneath the civic center, the
opera and ten theatres had overcrowded performances.

Itwasdifficulttofindcontactwithourrcspectiveclass-mates.
The school system in East Prussia had been quite diffcrent and
wewereteasedconstantlybecausewecouldnotspeakthedialect.
I had to find some field where 1 would be able to excel.  My
fathersuggestedsomeschoolsubjectlikehistoryor,ifthatwould
be too difficult, music. But 1 decided it would be sports. I would
be  able  to  combine having fun with  my purpose  to  become
somewhat respected. It was a wise decision because sports not
onlyrankedhighinNazischoolcurricula,butgoodathleticresults
soon brought me some recognition in my/##gz#g, my unit in
the  Hitler Youth.  At  the  annual  track  and  field  athletics
competitions that were organized nation-wide by the Nazi youth
organizations and in which practically all German boys and girls

participated, I was able to achieve top ranking points.
My father had found for us a comfortable-but far too

expensive-apartment in Bogenhausen, the most noble residential
areaofMunich.ItwassituatedquiteclosetoPrinzregentenstraí3e,
one of the city's broad and splendid avcnues built by the Bavarian
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kings  with  many  representative  buildings  on  both  sides.
Prinzregentenstraí3e ended in a fine square which was flanked by
the beautiful baroque facade of a renowned theatre. It was at this
square, in a rather unassuming apartment building, where Adolf
Hitler stayed whenever he was in Munich.  It was the area of
town that the members of my Hitler Jugend unit were drawn
from.

"This is an order!", said our Jungzugführer. He was 14 and a

person to be respected with his colorful ribbons and badges on
his uniform.  "This is an absolute order.  Every single member
will  be present at our  So#ózf#z/;.cW this  coming  Friday.  I will
accept no excuse, neither stomach-ache nor aunt's visits."

So#ózf„z/;.c%f was a special meeting over and above the regular
Wednesday afternoon assemblies.

"Do you  know what will  happen  on  Friday?",  he  asked,

looking around. "You!", he pointed to a stubby little boy called
Arnold.

Arnold jumped to his feet, stood at attention, arms straight
down, the tips of his middle fingers pressed to the seams of his
black shorts:  "Ycs, Jungzugführer.  Our  Führer will  come  to
Munich, and the following day will be his birthday."

"Rjght. So it is clear what is expected from us. We will meet

on Friday 1 p.m. sharp, then march in step over to our Führer's
house and man  the guard of honor.  It should be obvious  to
everyone that our group must be there in full strength."

Now this posed a serious problem. That Friday, the 19th of
April, was Claus' birthday and my mother had made a big point
that she was not going to accept any excuses eithcr, that 1 must bc

present  that  afternoon  to  help with  the  party.  It was  a  real
dilemma. I debated in my mind whose reactions 1 feared more.
Finally 1 stretched my arm up.

"Yes, what is it?"
"Well, it's my brother's 16th birthday on Friday . . ."
"Didn't you hear? No excuses!"
"But my parents said that 1 have an obligation to my family."



STEPPING  STONES 41

TheJungzugfiihrerraisedhisvoicesothateverybodycringed,
"Your parents are out of date. Don't they know that we have only

one loyalty and that is to our Führer? Perhaps your parents are
reactionarics.Wehaveawaytodealwithreactionaries,youknow.
You better stop listening to them, they cannot tell you anymore
what to do. Youth must be led by youth!"

The last was one of those phrases that belonged to the basic
vocabulary of indoctrination. It could not be argued, it was an
undisputedcreed.Andtheboywassoself-assured,hiscyesflashed
with conviction. I had a bad conscience that 1 had even raised thc
issuc.  Obviously,  the  Führer's  anniversary was  much  more
important than my brother's.

We were all there, one o'clock sharp and, as ordered, marched
•Ln s`Ê;p oNei to Pri"zieg€"€rLpha;iz. " Heute hõrt uns Deutschhnd

##Jmorgg#ó/;.cgzz#zcWrg/f,"wewercsinging,noneofusthinking
about the meaning of the words, "Today it is Germany, tomorrow
the whole world will listen to us". Wc took up our position by
the entrance of the apartment building and waited. We were not
allowed to talk to each other, nor to step out of rank and relieve
ourselves around the corner of the house. We waited.

I had seen Hitler scveral times from a distance-in Allenstein
on parade-day, but more often now when he was driving by in
hisusualcarprocession.Hepreferredusinganopen-topMercedes
with ample room in the back so that he could stand up and
enjoy people's  jubilation  he  craved  for.  Today was  different
however. Although we were instructed to stand still like ramrods
when he would walk the few steps from the car to his house,
there would be a chance, if only for a brief moment, to see him
from quite close. So we waited.

It must have been almost thrce hours. We had sent a look-
out a bit further down the avenue to give us a sign when the cars
would come closer. The boy suddenly waved his arms frantically,
our Jungzugführer shoutcd,  "Sfz.//g#£z#ó/c#!"  and we  froze  to
statues like Lot's wifc. The checrs could be hcard coming closer
and getting louder. A crowd of curious passers-by had collected
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around our unit and when they began their "fJcz.4 fJc¢./, f7c;./.'"we
knew he had arrived.

Our  unit  leader walked  up  to  the  car,  smartly stood  at
attentionandweheardhimmakehisreport,"MyFührer,Jungzug
Bogenhausen formed up at your service!" There was a pause and
we did not dare to move our eyes to see what was happening.
Then l realized that Hitler did not just hurry past us but took his
time to look at each one of our group. I caught my brcath whcn
he stepped to the boy next to me. There he was with his famous
moustache, with his beaked brown hat, just as he looked from
millions of pictures to be seen in every office, and the men of his
entourage behind him grinned broadly. Then he came up to me.
He inclined his head and locked eyes with mine with a scarching
look that made me freeze.  He stuck out his hand and shook
mine for a moment with a firm grip, and then moved to the
next. No word was spoken during the entire procedure.

I do not know what 1 felt. I certainly was not attracted to
that man, nor did 1 feel any kind of admiration for him. But the
fact was that the most famous man of thc world as far as we
knew it had shaken my hand. That certainly was the greatest
event in the twelve years of my young life. My father had often
told me about the time when he was my age and they had lived
in Berlin, "When we saw the Kaiser ride by on horse-back, we
would take off our caps and our hearts would beat." Now 1 could
understand what he meant.

My brother's party was still in full swing when 1 came home.
I found my mother busy in the kitchen.

"He shook my hand!", I burst out.
"Who-he?" she asked, working on without much interest.
"The Führer! He shook my hand. It's exciting."
"So?", was all she replied. And then,  "You can clear away

those dishes, I washed them all alone because 1 had no-one to
help." She was in a huff. I knew 1 could not talk with her now. In
fact,Icouldnottalkwithanyoneaboutmyelationforfeartomake
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myselfridiculous.Myfatherwouldbelatecominghome,and1had
to get up early next day. I went to bed right after supper.

At six next morning, in the bathroom, I realized that 1 had
not washed the hand the Führer had shaken, and 1 took care not
to  get it wet  now either,  although  1  laughed loud and  a bit
sheepishly into the mirror.  Probably 1 got it dl mixed up in my
memory, but 1 think 1 managed to keep that hand unwashed for a
coupleofdays,andtokccpthewholethingasecret,aprivatetriumph.

The Führer's Birthday celebration was, apart from November
gth (the day marking Hitler's attempt to putsch in Munich in
1923),  the  greatest  annual  occasion  for  the  Capital  of the
Movement. Schools and offices were closed on that day so that
cverybodycouldtakepartinthemassassemblyonthelargesquare
of Kõniglicher Platz. Hitler, who claimed to be an architect, had
chosen this place as a site for some of the first of his pompous
orgy of building. Large museums on two opposing sides of the
square and, at its southern flank, two shrines or templcs built in
antique Greek style with flames burning day and night in honor
of the early Nazi "martyrs" hinted at the mcgalomania in the
dictator's character. He insisted on checking cvery detail of work
in "his" buildings. The result was a sterile ugliness, and the people
of Munich watched it all shaking their heads.

Each onc of the dozens of Nazi organizations assembled all
their members dressed up in gala on that day in different parts of
the town. Everything had been planned for months, and each
group wanted to show off with their precision and discipline.
Like from thc points of a star we then marched in long columns
towards its center until the huge open square was packed with

people. It was the same procedure every year, come sunshine or
hail, and every year the long rows, three abreast, had to stand for
hours until pain crept up from feet and hips into every bone. For
us children the colossal show provided a game as we counted the
number of people fainting and being carried away on stretchers.
We made bets  that,  like last year,  most "casualties" would be

produced by the brown-shirted SA units becausc they included
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so many older pot-bellied men who looked so ridiculous in their
tight-fittinguniforms.I.oud-speakerswerebawlingoutmarch-music,
andfromtimetotimeamasterofceremonicsinformedthewaiting
masses about the progress of the Führer's cavalcadc through town.

Then they finally arrived, the entire Party leadership: Goering
in his fantastic fairy-uniform, limpingJoseph Goebbels, Baldur
von Schirach, Himmler, all the men with their resounding titles-
and not a single woman among them. Hitler, like Stalin and so
many  other  dictators,  did  not  suffer womcn  in  his  closest
entourage. As they climbed up the many steps leading to a stand
that was built in front of Lenbach Gallery, the cheers rose up
from the crowd. "f7c;./, f7cÇ./, ffc;./.'" we all shouted and roared
until our throats were sore. It was not an ordered cheering as later
historians have suggested,  but much  more the overpowering
sensation  of being  part  of something  big,  an  emotional

phenomenon that was not directed by reason.
Of course, once the long-winding addresses of loyalty to the

``beloved Führer" began and droned on for hours, the enthusiasm

faded away rapidly. We kids could not understand any of it and 1
doubt that many of the oldcr peoplc followed the demagogic
speechcs. They only chcered again after a particularly catchy or
weHÀ-knownphia;seLlhe,``Führerbefiehl,wirfiolgendir!"-''GNe
us your orders, Führer, we will obey!"

***

About this time my father jotted down in his diary notes about
some very unpleasant conversations he had with Hitler Youth
leaders. Obviously, the incident at the occasion of my brother's
birthday had been reported higher up, because the BÁzm#.Ã#r
and his second in command came to our house and demanded
to see my father. They did not dare to confront him in his office
at the Academy.

"The arrogancc of these teenagers," my fathcr wrote, "their

high-handedsmugnesswasabsolutelydisgusting.Theyaccused
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me,  and  the Army  officcrs  in  general,  of a  lack of all-out

patriotism, and of trying to keep our children away from the`mighty rise of youth into a new age'. They were both good-

looking young men, as fresh and healthy as parents could wish
their children to be. But they were so fantastically obsessed by
thcir one-sided views, and they put them forward with such self-
satisfied insolence, that 1 was dceply disturbed."

He talked to Claus and me about his misgivings.
"What do you both think of switching to  the MHJ,  the

Navy Hitler Youth? I know the#.Áwr of their Munich branch.
He is an ex-Navy officer and 1 think 1 could manage to have you
both enrolled in his group."

"1wouldlovethat."Clauswasquiteenthusiastic.Allhecould

think of and talk about anyway was his determination to join
the Nav "The MHJ meet regularly at Starnberger See where
they have their own yacht harbor. That would be fun."

"But none of my friends are in the MHJ," I protested. "My

Jungzugführer will not like it, he won't let me go.""You will find new friends. Apart from that, Claus and you

would be in the same unit. And you necd not talk yourself to

your group leader. We can write a letter."
For Claus the matter was settled. I was not yet convinced.

"We do not have the right uniforms for the MHJ. Wc cannot go

in our brown outfits to their meetings. We would have to have
navy-blue things. "

"1 will talk to your mother about that," my father calmed

me down. "We will see what we can do."
That was the end of the discussion. I was too small then to

be able to realize the life-saving effect my father's suggestion had
for my brother and me. Our new unit turned out to be one of
the few in the nation's huge youth organizations where Nazi
indoctrination could be kept down to a minimum. Members
were prepared for a Navy career, and only very few were drawn
for service  in  the  SS.  Claus  and  1  enjoyed,  from  then  on,  a
comparatively carefree time, learning how to sail, somc basic
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knowledge of navigation, and useful things like how to make
splices and knots.

Running battles like these must have taken place in most
German families. But the visible progress in the nation's economy,
the dramatic drop in the number of unemployed, and, last not
least, astounding results of Hitler's foreign policy dwarfed almost
all opposition. People who have grown up in freedom cannot,
even  if they seriously try,  really imagine what the abscnce of
freedom  means  to  a nation  and to  individuals. The absolute
domination of all media of opinion-making which the Party had
achieved by that time made it possible for thcm to shape our
thinking as they wished.

***

On March 13 in 1938 the j4mcÁ/#/of Austria to the German
Reich was proclaimed. It was celebrated as a demonstration of
Hitler's peaceful intentions and of his genius as a statesman. All
school  children  were  marched  into  the  cinemas  to  see  for
themselves the news-reels showing the jubilation of the Austrian

people. fJc;.7% Í.#í J?cÍ.cÁ, "Austria has come home to the Reich",
titled the newspapers.  Of course we heard nothing about the
brutal  pressure  the  Regime  had  exercised  on  the Austrian
Governmentwhohadfoughtadesperatestruggleagainstgrowing
Nazi  influence.  All  wc were  allowed  to  understand was  the
overwhelmingacclaimofwhatseemedtobetheentirepopulation.
Indeed, not a shot had been fired, no blood was shed, and there
was  a  great  number  of Austrians  and  people  in  the  other
neighboring countries who were attracted to, even enthusiastic
about, Nazi ideas. All rumors about the threat of a possible war
were silenced after this event. Hitler had reached the peak of his

popularity.
An open letter that Winston Churchill had written to the

Führer  was  published  widely.  Our  Professor  in  Wilhelms-
Gymnasium read it to us during history lesson. The British leader
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said he would "pray to God to send us a man of your strength of
mind and spirit" if his country would cver have to face a national
tragedy such as the Germans did in 1918.

My father had been selectcd to serve as chief arbitrator for a
big maneuver in the Hamburg area when he received a telegram
ordering him back to Munich immediately. He confessed to his
diary:

"1 had to report to General von Leeb. I first

thought that 1 misunderstood him when he told
me 1 had been chosen for a special and secret mis-
sion, because the operation would mean a sud-
den military blitz-invasion of czechoslovakia. I
was to take command of a newly formed task
force including an lnfantry Regiment, a Tank
Squadron, two Artillery Groups, sappers and an
lntelligence Squad. The units would meet north
of Linz  and we would  march  to  Budweis  in
Czechoslovakia in order to open the border for
larger German forces ready to enter the country.
The General told me this was an action of great
importance. If it succeeded it would mean for
me extraordinary advance in military rank. He

joked, `This is a Po#r-/c-Mc#.fg oMd+ meaning
it deserved thc highest decoration possible.

"1  was  dceply shocked.  In  the  middle  of

peace, I was suddenly confronted with the order
to start a war-like action the necessity of which
nobody could accept and that had not been fore-
seeable at all. No hint from any official side had
been given, no preparation whatsoever had been
made in the Military Academy for such a move.
I was caught completely unaware. It was a top
secret mission, so 1 could not talk about it with
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my family nor with my comrades. I had only a
few  hours  to  pack  and  set  off to  Linz very
troubled and full of doubts.

"The mission was called off shortly before it

was to commence.
``Weolderarmyofficersweregreatlyrelieved

when we re-assembled in Munich. All of us had
experienced what war really means. And we all
saluted the peaceful solution which, as we be-
lieved,  the daring and diplomatic  cunning of
Hitler had accomplishcd. The exultation of the
Sudeten Germans sounded from the loudspeak-
ers and radio-sets with genuine enthusiasm. Ger-
many had thus incorporated the Sudeten Land
in the Reich, again without bloodshed and with-
Out War.

Preceding this co#p both the French and the British had urged
Czech President Benes to grant autonomy to the areas where the
majority of the population was German speaking duc to the fact
thatthçyhadbecnincorporatedintothcCzechoslovakianRepublic
onlyrecentlybytheVersaillesTreaty.ButBeneswasunabletoacc€pt
this, afraid of a fiiture ofsubordination of thc non-German part of
the people in the region. Still, British Prime Minister Chamberlain
cametomcetHitlerinBadGodesbergandbroughthisgwernment's
fiill support for the Führer's poliçy of peace. A week after this, in
Septemberl938,theMunichAgreementwassignedbychamberhin,
Ddadier of France, Mussolini of ltaly, and Hitler, settling the re-
integration of two and a half million Germans and of the Sudeten
hnd into the Reich.

The  Right  Hon.  Sir  Ncville  Henderson  was  British
Ambassador in Berlin from 1937 to 1939. His memoirs about
this  period  he  called,  "Failure  of a  Mission".  At  that  time,
Henderson must have been one of the best informcd men in the
world as far as the inside situation in Germany was concerned.
While the mighty propaganda apparatus which allowed not the
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slightest deviation from the Party Linc succeeded to hammer
into German brains that Providence had bestowed our country
with the gift of the Führer, the British Ambassador knew that a
turning point had been reached. He wrotc:

After Munich, Germany stood at the cross-
roads, one finger-post pointing towards Adven-
ture, the other towards Normality.

To the ordinary observer every argument of
common sense seemed, in Germany's own in-
terests, to indicate that the latter would be not
onlythehappiestforhispeople,butalsothemost

prudent course for Hitler himself to follow. Leav-
ing the desires of the mass of the German people
out of account, even Hitler himself, aftcr this

great but exhausting success during the past six
years, should have been yearning for a period of
tranquilcxistence,duringwhichhewouldbeable
not only to consolidate the unity which he had
accomplished, but also give scope to his much
advertised and already partially commenced ar-
tistic and constructive plans for beautification of
Greater Germany.

If Hitler had pursued a fair and honest and
constructivepolicythereafterinCentralandEast-
ern Europe, Great Britain was prepared to be dis-
interested and helpful.

If only! If only Great Britain and France had taken a firm stand
in Munich, when  thcy had a chance to do so,  to  tell  Hitler,
"Enough!" Yet not only the German people, an entire generation

of statesmen who themselves have made eminent history, seemed
to  be  lulled  by the  diabolic master deceiver.  Many observers
believe,  and  they are  able  to  support  it with  overwhelming
documentation, that at the time of the Munich Conference, thc
combined military and economic strength of Great Britain and
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France alone would have been a threat big enough to stop Hitler
from further adventure. German industry was only beginning
their massive war-production, and the number of men under
arms was just a fraction of that which the other two countries
could muster.  But too  many people wanted to believe in the
continuation of peacc. In many European lands strong factions
of pacifists put pressure on their governmcnts to try to settle all
differences  via  negotiations. Too  few-Germans  and  non-
Germans-had realized that it takes very tough arguments to
convincc ideologically beset dictators.

The man the German Army would have favored as their
Commander  in  Chief was  General  Beck.  My father and his
comrades were puzzled and sad when the General, out of the
blue, took his leave, because the reasons for his resignation were
not revealed. Today it is known that, at the time of the annexation
of Austria and the occupation of the Sudeten Land, Beck had
written  three  memoranda  to  Hitler  in  which  he  strongly
denounced the Führer's "War Policy". Gencral von Brauchitsch,
Hitler's champion for the position of cinc, was asked by Beck
to countersign the memoranda but refused to do so. After that,
the Gcneral retired. Other leading officers like General Freiherr
von Fritsch and Field Marshal Blomberg were sacked for dubious
reasons put forward by the Party. As a result, a number of Staff
officers planned, as was found out only years later, a putsch to
overthrow the Regime in Septembcr 1938. It never came to pass
like so many other attempts that were to follow. For the majority
of our people all those who tried to oppose the country's "rise to

glory" were traitors. The tragedy took its course.

***

MybenchneighborinschoolwasArmbrüsterwhosenamecame
first in the daily roll-call. He was not a friend of mine. He smelled.
His father was an SA official in the Munich town administration,
and that fact in itself was reason enough for me to avoid a closer
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friendship.OnthemorningofNovember10in1938,Armbrüster
whispered in my ear, "1 must talk to you during the break". He
secmed to shivcr with excitement.

"1wasupdlnight,didnotsleepatall,"hebeganafterdragging

me  to  a  corner  of the  school  yard  where we  could  not  be
overheard. "Thcre was a big firc quite close to our house."

"You mean an apartment house or something?" I wanted to

know.
"No, no. The Jewish Synagogue burned down."
"Did the Fire Brigade not come?"
"Yes, it was there. But they did not let it come near the fire.

They wanted to let it burn down completely."
"But that is terrible," I protestcd,  "who were Á4Çy?" There

was something badly wrong. That must be the reason why he
was so secretive about it all. "Nobody could want to stop the
Fire Brigade from putting out a fire in the middle of town!"

Armbrüster was uncomfortable: "1 don't know who they are.
I guess it was the same group who put fire to the synagogue in
the first place, perhaps SS or Gestapo people. They must have
orders from Berlin."

"Were people in the building?" I asked him.
"No. It would have been only Jews anyway. But 1 know for

sure that none of them were inside. Because some of us went in
when it was already in flames. You should have seen all the gold
and treasures thcy havc collectcd. They must be terribly rich."

The boy was pathetically proud of his heroic action. I had to
admit that 1 would have been far too afraid to enter someone
else's property, especially when it was on fire. But 1 did not want
him  to  know.  I said,  "1  don't believe you.  You did not go  in

yourself.""Of course 1 did!" Looking left and right if someone was

watching, he pulled out a small leather box and opened it. In it
was a collection of precious stones. He told me that he and a

gang of youths had robbed the synagogue of everything they
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thought to be valuable, while outside uniformed rogues made
sure that the old building would be totally destroyed.

The break was over.  I was unable to give attention to the
following lessons.  Queer  thoughts went  through  my mind.
Armbrüster had said that if people were hurt in the flames it
would have been only Jews.  O#/y/cg4Ü.' There had been Jewish
boys in our class, in Allenstein and here in Munich as well. The
only thing different about them was that, whenever we separated
for Catholic and Protestant religious instruction, they had a free
hour, and we were jealous. Apart from that we had played with
them like with everybody else. But thcn, I suddenly remembered,
all of them had, one after the other, disappeared in the course of
time. We had not taken notice, at least 1 had not, but now there
was no Jewish boy with us anymore. O#/y/cc"'

"But the people who laid the fire-they are criminals," I

thought. "They must be punished. I must ask father about that."
After school that day 1 did not go home straight away. I was

really disturbed.  I walked to the city center and came on to a
frightcning scene. Some of the most beautiful shops had their
windows smashed and crude six-pointed stars smeared on their
doors. The entrances were guarded by black SS and brown SA
armedmenwholetno-oncpassinorout.Therewerelargegroups
of dangerous and brutal looking toughs roaming the streets who
kept shouting,  `/#óZ¢ zJcrrcc4c.'", "Juda must perish!" Some police
were there, too, but they seemed to just look on. I ran home in
terror.

The previous night became known as J?c¢.cÃfÁ#.ífzz//#4!cÁf. It
had been organized nation-wide byJoseph Goebbels as a kind of
declaration of open war against all things Jewish. Hostilities and
incriminations had been there for some time, of course, but one
had not dreamed that the Regime would go as far as this brutal
and abominable action of all-out destruction.

Myfatherwasbesidehimselfwithanger.Theyhadameeting
with all officers of the Military Academy to discuss the events. It
was reported that in other German citics there had been similar
acts ofviolence to those in Munich. The outrage was unanimous.
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But no general resistance was formed, no public outcry was
heard. Not in the published opinion, of course, but also not in
the universities, nor in the churches-not powerful enough to
halt the evil-and certainly not in the army. Ever since then, it
has been impossible for the outside world to understand why we
Germans as a civilized people did not rise as one strong body in
those late November days in  1938, when it was obvious to all
that our country moved on a terribly wrong track.

I have come to believe that it was in the period immediately
following Kr;.í£zz//#4cÁf that we, the German people, all of us,
have  become  guilty.  Later,  when  the  crime  grew  to  its
unprecedented magnitude, during the last years of the war, we
were far too enmeshed in the steel web of dictatorship. Then
there was no way out.  It was in the autumn of 1938 that we
missed our historic chance to show human greatness.

The pogrom was quickly forgotten or suppressed.  It was
explained  away as  a  rather  unfortunate episode.  Life  became
normal again. Most peoplc had their jobs and went after their
careers likc anywhere else in the world. At the family table we
talked  about  ordinary  things  such  as  our  school  marks-
Annemie's were mostly good, Claus' average, and mine bad, very
bad, except in Sports, Music, Drawing and Religious lnstruction.
We discussed the first-and only-car we ever owned as a family.
My father had bought it second hand for  100 Reichsmark. It
was a square, wine-red vehicle which devoured gasoline. When
we approached a slightly steeper hill with it, the family had to

get out of the car and push. But we loved j?oGcrf /c Of.464 dearly
and only regretted that the chances for joy-riding were so rare.
My father just could not afford the time.

***

My mother had two sisters. One of them had married a Navy
officer who  later became Admiral with  the submarines. The
other's husband was a farmer, a tenant of a large State-Farm in
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one of the most fertile agricultural parts of the country. There we
spent our most memorable holidays.

The estate, including a village of some thirty small houses,
belonged to the State, but my uncle managed it as if it was his

property. For us children, the wide fields were Áf.j fields, and thc
men and women who worked on them Á;.f people. The farm
house was quite a large building with more than twenty rooms
including a big ball-room and such usefiil places as billiard-room,
flower-room and all sorts of other chambers which we thought
to be absolutely luxurious and grand. The house opened in the
back to a huge lawn on which sheep grazed and, in the distance,
a soggy pond with carp in it and ducks and a rowing boat on it.
A paradise for swimming, hiking, horse-back riding, fox and hare
shooting-cverythingouryoungheartscoulddesire.

My uncle and aunt had four daughters, my cousins, of my
age and younger. They and the kids from the village were my

playmates, because both Annemie and Claus would already take
their meals with the grown-ups while we children were served
separately at the "cats-table".  I liked this arrangement since it
allowed us to escape the constant stern surveillance of our elders.
Especially in the mornings, we had the breakfast table with all
the delicious home-made bread and jam and fresh butter all for
oursclvcs.

It was harvest time,  and it promised to be a rich crop of
wheatandrye.Aneasyatmosphereofsatisfactionmadecverybody
look forward to the last carts, piled high up with sheaf, to be
drawn by sturdy horses to the thrashing barn. My cousins and I
werc chattering and giggling away at our morning meal when,
unexpectedly and suddenly,  my uncle came in  to get a mid-
morning snack. He was a quiet and comfortable man, normally.
But this morning, September 1 in 1939, he barked at us on the
top of his voice, "Stop your baby-babbling, at once!"

And then he said the words that instantly altered the course
ofthelivesofmillionsroundtheglobe.Asabruptlyastheypushed
us children from innocent happiness into fear and confusion, so
the meaning of these few words shattered the hopes and plans of
every family in our country and beyond.
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``We are at war!"

What would that cntail? would we be involved? would my
father have to go to Poland where our troops were advancing
since early that day? "We are at war!" I could not imaginc how it
would be. We had all read the legends of the Great War of 1914-
1918.Then,therehadbeensomethinglikepatrioticenthusiasm
when the first troop transport trains rolled, flag-bedeckcd, towards
France. It was not like that now. The inflaming propaganda that
soundcd from thc radio-sets created only a spirit of worry and
depression.  Had a glimpse into the future been permitted,  it
would have been despair.



2. At War
A  summer  night  in  1940  saw  the  first  scrious  bombing  of
Munich.  For many weeks before, we had not one full night's
sleep.  Generally,  around midnight,  the sirens  began  to howl,
threatening and frightening. I was never to get used to the sound.
There was something unrelenting to it. One of the sirens was
situated on the roof of the nearest academy building. In summer
it roared through the open window right into my room and it
always kicked me out of bed. Wé all had our survival kits packed
ready to be grabbed, and rushed down to the basement. Until
that day, however, it had always been false alarm. Although my
mother regularly protested,  I  had,  after a while,  most nights
climbed to thc roof of our three-story house-it fclt much better
there than in the claustrophobic confinement of the coal cellar.

But this time 1 had just put my head out of the skylight,
when all at once hundreds of flak cannons, small ones and big
ones, began to bang and bellow, and 1 could hear the deep hum
of approaching planes, many planes. I almost flcw down the stairs
and plungcd down on the wooden bench besidc my mother,
trying to hide my shivering fright. Then hell broke loose and
everybody grabbcd  his  or her neighbor's  arm  trying to  find
comfort. The rising whine of falling bombs and the deafening
blasts all round made us think at first that our house had been
hit. The ground shook, dust trickled from the low ceiling and
thclonelybarebulbhangingftomawircforlightbegantoflicker,
and  then went  out  completely. A candle was  lit.  Good  old-
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fashioned candle-stick! So much more rcliable these days than
electricity.

We soon learned that thc high-explosive bombs one could
hear coming down for several seconds, although sounding fear-
inspiring, were of no immediate danger, because they would drop
some distance away. Those falling closer would only produce a
short violent hiss, immediately followed by the detonation. The
long octagonal incendiary sticks which were dropped in masses
one could not hear at all  coming down. They were made to

penetrate the roofs and to start fires inside the buildings. But if
they were discovered soon enough, one could throw them out
withashwel.Tcrriblewerewhatourpropagandaapparatuscalled
"phosphorous bombs". Their petrol-benzole contents splashed

on impact and, combined with the oxygen of the air, ignited
intense fires that could hardly be extinguished.

When the all-clear sounded we all stumbled out into the
open to find the entire slqr red from burning fires, so bright one
could have read a newspaper. There was no visible destruction,
though, in our immediate vicinity. I remember standing there in
the court yard with my mother, arms clasped around each other,
not speaking, just watching,  for a long while.  Of the family,
there had been just the two of us that night. Annemie was away,
in hcr "year of duty", working on a farm somewhere in central
Germany. Claus had becn promoted to navy ensign some while
ago and went through another training course. And my father
was  in  Bohemia,  re-shaping his  troops  after  the  end  of the
campaign in France.

There was no more sleep that night. Early in the morning 1
took my bike and pedaled to the center of town. It was a sunny
day, but the sun could not penetrate the thick, heavy smoke that
hovercd  like  a  London  fog over  the entire  city. The  reek of
burning houses was overpowering-all my life 1 could not get
that smell out of my system anymore. Many roads wcre blocked
with rubble. The first hours after a big earth quake must be like
that. Fire police and ambulances with their horns going full blast
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constantly rushed through the streets like in a disturbed ant heap.
I saw bleeding people being carried out of ruins; there may have
been dead ones among them. Familiar buildings were not there
anymore, they were just gone, leaving piles of stones and a maze
ofsteelandwireintheirplaces.Onecouldlookintothebedrooms
and kitchens in houses whcre the whole front had come down.
There were pictures on the walls, ftirniture in their places. Strange
tothinkthatpeoplehadtheirhomes,theircomfort,theirseclusion
there just a few hours ago, and now it was all laid open, as in a
museum, for all to peep into.

Since we had moved to our house on the campus of the
Military Academy, most of my pals lived on the other side of
Munich, in Bogenhausen, where we had stayed before. I made
my way there, my mind confused, my feelings numbed. I had to
talk with someone. My best friend, with whom 1 had trained
track running only the day before, lived in a strictly residential
area. His family was quite wealthy. They owned a beautiful villa
surrounded by a well kept flower garden. I was regarded there as
another son, always welcome to share a meal or spend a night
with them. Coming closer, I realized that the area had suffered
especially hard from the raid. My friend's house had had a direct
hit.  It had vanished; not one wall was left standing while the
flower beds around it seemed unharmed and peaceful.

"Most of the family have survived," a neighbor told me. She

was  clearing  away with  a  brush  the  broken  glass  from  her
windows. She seemed to be the only living person around. I was

glad shc talked to me. I did not want to look at the dead pile that
had been a place of life and laughter.

"What about Manfred?" I asked her, and noticed that she

half turned away at the mention of my friend's name. She busied
herself with her broom.

I repeated, "What about Manfred?"
The neighbor looked at me hard, "Manfred is dead! He did

not feel so well last night and stayed in his room upstairs when
the raid came. They have found no trace of him. The others left
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in the morning to stay with their relatives in the country. All
they took with them was their survival kits."

It flashed through my mind that 1 had discussed with my
friend yesterday to spend the night with them. "But it cannot
be," I stammered. "1 was here last evening! Had 1 remained here
it would have been the end of my life."

"Well, you were lucky," said the neighbor.  She wanted to

end the conversation and go on with her work. "You better go
home now.''

"But we are only boys!" I could not comprehend it, I was so

bewildered. "We are just 14! We have not really lived yet!"
The lady slowly shook her head and walked away, leaving

me standing there.

Little did we know that the horrors of that summer night
were just a relatively harmless overture to what we would have to
live through in the years to come. But it was astounding how

people took catastrophe in their stride. When 1 came home with
my bikc my mother scolded me for not having gone to school as
would have been my duty. Did 1 have no sense of discipline at
all? And indeed, business, administration, the factories, schools,
continued as normal with almost no interruption. The rubble
fromthemainstreetswasclearedawayquickly,oftenneatlystacked
on the road side. Repair teams had fixed the overhead cables of
trams where they had been broken, and soon the town hummed
with traffic like before.  People did not complain about losing
loved ones and often all they had owned. On the contrary: there
was a strangc sense of having joined the battle,  alongside our
front-line soldicrs, a determination not to be beaten. Munich
had become part of the Home Front.

I had built a little detector radio with some copper coils and
astiffwirewhosetiphadtobescratchedovertheirregularsurface
of a crystal. Earphones that squeezed ones head completed the
apparatus. If you were luclqr you could hear some music from
the closest wireless station, and in the evenings, I would strain to
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listen to the news. A large map of Europe covered one wall of
my room. Every day 1 would move colored pins marking the
advance of the front lines in the different theaters. My father's

pencil-written diary arrived each fortnight or so and 1 would lap
up every word when my mother read it to us. My father jotted
down the events of each day, simply reporting and hardly ever
usingemotionallanguage.Althoughncvcrintended,inthecourse
of the campaigns his notes became an epic story of the untold
hardships of the ordinary infantry soldier, of courage, human
endurance, of loyalty and comradeship. For me, these men were
heroes defending our common fatherland.

A letter arrived from Claus from somewhere on the French
Atlantic coast. I was quite excited because he was not allowed to
disclose  the  name  of the  town where  he was  stationed  and
thereforc used all sorts of deviations to let us know where he
was. Top secret. Everything regarding the war and the forces was
secret. The Ministry of Propaganda had issued posters which
appeared all over the country, showing
of a person,  obviously a criminal,  an

st a sinister black shape
the words, "Shh-the

enemy is listening in!". 7lúc E#cmj+who was that if onc had to
be careful about what to say, even at home? Probably, the term
comprised not only "The Bolshevists", who were supposed to be
our allies, but who were always mentioned in one breath with
"TheJewishcapital"ofwhomweknewforcertainthat,whoever

that was, they were out to destroy Germany; the enemy was not
only the British, French and Americans, who for reasons 1 could
not comprehend had decided not to rally at our side and in our
cause  to  defeat  once  and  for  all  the  deadly  tidal  wave  of
Communism. Obviously, the enemy was also right in our midst,
it was all the critics of the Führer and ofwhat he was achieving
forourcountry.Inmyeyes,peoplelikethatwerejustnotpatriots.
They would listen in secret to the BBC radio news-a strictly
forbidden criminal act-and they would belicve the British rather
than our leaders. Of course, they had to be silenced.
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Claus wrote that the war would soon be over. The effect of
both the German bombers destroying the British arms industry,
and of the tightening blockade of the lsland through our navy,

particularly our submarines, would leavc the English no other
choice but to give up. And once the British were defeated, we
would be ablc to concentrate all our efforts on the other fronts.
Claus talked about his plans of what he would do after the war,
the countries he would visit, the books he would read, the concerts
he would listen to. I began to glow with envy for him since he
was old enough to do a man's job, for his smart navy uniform,
for the adventure of being trained for submarine service. Why
had 1 not been born four years earlier! The war would be finished
before 1 could join. But anyway, war or peace: I was going to be
anavyman.Inspiteofmyfather'scrcedthattheonlytruesoldiers
were the infantry.

***

While 1 am hacking this into my typewriter, more than half a
century after the events, I am looking at a photo on my desk in
front of mc. It was taken in the back yard of our dark-red brick
housc in ScÁwc#-4r£z./##.c-S#zz/c in Munich, around Christmas
time in  1941. The picture shows our family of five and our
beloved long-hair dachshund Pz/rzc/. We were luclqr then not to
know that it was the last time ever that we werc all together. In
the photo,  only my mother gives an impression of complete
happiness.  In a way, she carried the heaviest burden of us all,
havingtofearforherlovedonesdayafterday,monthaftermonth,
year after year. For her, it must have been heaven to have all her
men at home. My father in the picture looks small, all too thin
and worn out, and Claus almost lost in his ensign uniform-as
if he had not grown into it. Annemie, with P#rzc/ in her arms,
still a teenager, seems to have a good time. And 1 look like the
small boy 1 was, with my broad Hitler Youth leather belt with
the silver buckle saying "Our Honor is Loyalty".
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Ldst fimily Picture, Muních 1941

Wejustenjoyedthosedays,endlesslysingingourmany,many
old Christmas hymns. We did not talk about "serious matters"-
my parents may have bctween themselves, but not to us kids.
Beforc hc left, my father gave me a copy of onc of the last lectures
he had given to his officer candidates, "National-Socialism and
the Army". I studied and kept this document as one of my most
precious possessions for a long time. Unfortunately, it got lost
later. Still, the content has remained clearly in my memory; in
fact, it has influenced my own thinking more than anything else.
"National-Political  lnstruction"  was  the  only  subject  the

commanders of military academies had to teach in person. For
all the other, military subjects, written instructions existed clearly
outlining the curriculum. But the ideological doctrine of Nazism
was so vague and confused that it could never be described in
understandable textbooks. On the other hand, political instruction
was strictly forbidden inside the army. Lessons therefore were a
balance act and teachers had to make up their own philosophical
structure.
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In preparation for this lecture, my father had asked each one
of the 200 officer candidates in his group to write down the one
thought or phrase uppermost on their minds at the time. To his
surprise, for two thirds of the young men the question of the
relationship of the armed forces to Christianity was the most
important onc. Second were the misgivings of many about the

growing strength and influence of armed SS-Troops besides the
regular army. Hitler had, after the proclamation of compulsory
military service in 1935, ordered the creation ofthis Black Guard,
a party organization, for "special tasks inside the Reich which
would not collide with those of the army". From the beginning,
however,  the  Wrzz#mss became  a serious  rival,  by far better
equipped with the most modern arms, superior training facilities
and a constant, hypocritical, derisive attitudc towards thc old-
fashioned conventional soldiers. Their members were the "elite"
oftheHitlerYouth,mostofthemtrainedinthenewOMiz#zfG#rg€#
or JV4po4z, exclusive colleges.  Wzff€#-SS were under the direct
command of Heinrich Himmlcr, a sinister personality not much

given to public appearances, but later turning out to be the devil
incarnate,  the  monster,  for  all  times  symbolizing the  evil  of
Nazism,  the  prototype  of the  heartless,  cold-blooded  mass-
murderer.

For many of the Gcrman youth at that time it was still the
dream to be part of that elite. It was mine, anyway. They were
always portraycd as shining cxamples of young patriots ready to
lay down their lives for Führer and Reich, tall, strong, blond and
blue-eyed, the warriors of the nation. Yes, I wanted to be part of
that blood-brothers order.  It was only many years later that 1
realized it had been a blessed fate not to have been asked to join
the  WÍ¢#mss.  Many others were not so  fortunate and later
committed  indescribable  crimes,  obeying  orders  from  other
obedience-machines. Had 1 been in their place, I know that I
would not have had the strcngth to disobey. I had to live with
the fact that 1 belong to the vast majority of human beings who,
facing a crowd of hooligans manhandling or killing a fellow
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human being, would rather turn away than risk one's own life.-
Of course, my father would have never permitted my joining
any of the more violent Nazi organizations, and his position as
high-ranking military officer would have enabled him, during
the first years of the war, to stop any such attempt.

Studying his lecture in 1941, I began, also, to have a diffcrent
attitude toward Nazi institutions. Not that my father developed
any anti-tendencies-that would have been too dangerous and it
would have been contrary to his own convictions at the time.
But he talked to those young men passionately about the need of
a Christian faith at the core of any army. In his religious faith the
oath they had all sworn was of the utmost importance, and the
allegiance to serve and defend the fatherland the supreme order.
He even quoted Hitler, a Catholic (on paper) till his ignominious
end, who ever so often talked about his faith in "Providence".
Anyone, according to my father, who tried to diminish, ridicule
or even attack this all-important Christian belief could not, at
the same time, be a true German patriot.

***

In June 1941, Germany declared war on Russia. Nobody knew
of the theoretical "war-game" which Hitler had played a long
time before that date, with a closely selected group of loyals and
some generals. It was called ``Barbarossa Case", we heard later.
While to the world at large the Führer boasted truthfulness to
contracts and loyalty to allies, in his mind the attack on the mighty
Soviet Union had long been decided. His lust for power was by
far greater than his capacity for reason. He could not bear the
idea of the existence of a mightier God than himself. But all we,
the people, knew was from the headlines in the papers about the
ungodly Stalin, with whom we had a treaty of non-aggression,
now playing false! We read about Bolshevist massing of troops
and plans to invade Poland in order to use that poor and beaten
country  as  a  huge  deployment  area  for  the  fatal  attack  on
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Germany. Dreadfiil visions of another Ghengis Khan, of another
ageofredHunsdominatingEuropewerepaintedininflammatory
speeches byJoseph Goebbels and others. We had no alternative
but to believe it.

We entered into a dramatically different dimension of the
war. My father, now Major General, soon wrote about fabulous
victorics and unheard-of forward movements, of the superiority
of our new arms and weapons. But he also wrote about painful
losses in his own ranks, caused mostly not in open battle but by
theSoviettacticofpartisanwarfareandbyruthlesspolit-comissars
who forced masses of unarmed Kulaks at gun-point to attack the
German  lines,  wave  after  wave  dying  like  flies.  They werc
supposed to take the guns from killed Germans and then advance
again.  But  our  men  were  invincible,  I  thought.  Soon  those
C/#f€rmc"cÁc# would all be thrown beyond the Ural mountains,
and one day the entire world would be grateful for the sacrificial
fight of our soldiers.

In the following winter Annemic wcnt for a skiing holiday
in the Alps, and she returned home somehow different. I could
not figure out why she gave that impression. She had softened in
her attitude to me,  I  thought.  She seemed to live in another
spherc, with a soft smile in her face, and she showed much less of
that benevolent sufferance toward her six-years-younger little
brother which 1 had come to dislike thoroughly. What was it?
She would not give away anything, not to me anyway. Perhaps
she talked with mother. It bothered me that the two obviously
shared some  knowledge  about  things  1 was  not  included  in.
Women! I did not have the experience yet of how somebody
looked and bchavcd when in love. So that thought never crossed
my mind.

The sccret was lifted when one day Hans-Joachim appeared
at our house. Annemie had often  brought men home-her
partners  in  dancing-classes  and  quite  a  number  of officer
candidates from thc academy. They all had been harmless flirts.
This one was different.  It was "serious".  He came in his navy
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captain's uniform and his presence filled our flat in a way 1 had
not experienced before. He was tall and strong and he looked
simply smashing. He owned a natural courteousness and good
manners, a balm to my mother, and he gave me the feeling of
being taken seriously as a real person. He laughed a lot, and he
laughed with his eyes. Many of his predecessors had more or less
accepted my being around just as one of those bothering extras
that come with getting to know a girl. Hansjochen, as we were
allowed to call him, was vcry different. I took to him the moment
1 set my eyes on him. I had not known Anncmie had it in her to
attract such a man. I wanted to bccome like him.

Strange that the impressions of the few days Hansjochen
stayed with us on his first visit should have been of such immense
importance to me, so much more important than the multitude
of world events happening around us at thc same time. Now,
almost a life-time later, details from Hansjochen's looks, his views
on life, the stirrings of my imagination for my own future which
he aroused, all this is vividly present in my memory. Not realizing
it then, I needed my father badly. But he was unreachable, endless
miles away. To my letters to him 1 committed nothing of what
went on in my mind and heart. Those letters were full of phrases
meaningtobeencouraginganduplifting,abouttheFinalVictory
and  God  Damn  our  Enemies.  It  must  have  been  heart-
rending to my father to be out of touch with the real me.
Hansjochen, on the other hand, became my confidant, or
so 1 imagined.

Of course, there were no men older than myself left at home.
There wcre only the Nazi officials who ran the administration,
but we had hardly any real touch with them, and socially none
whatsocver. All our acquaintances, the male ones in particular,
were away in the war. To my mind comes only one grown-up,
apart from Hansjochen, whom 1 trusted: the pastor who gave us
religious instruction preparing us for Confirmation which for
German Lutherans is always celebrated as thc feast of a person
becoming accepted  as  a member of the  Church.  He was  an
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interesting personality. He had been a high-ranking Hitler Youth
leader until, for reasons he did not talk about, he had left the
Party to follow his calling to become a parson. He was a military

padre, in officers rank, one of the thousands like him who served
in the armed forces. He knew our language and he knew the

problems and questions of a youth for whom the extremity of
Hitler'sGermanywasnormality.Therewassimplynoalternative
for us. We had no access to comparison with other nations or
cultures. If, at that time, I had any faith in an Almighty God, it
must have been laid therc by that pastor. He was the only male

guest in our home on my big day. All the others were ladies-the
wives of my father's fellow officers at the Academy. They had
collected money among them and gave me, as their present, of
all things a German version of Shakespeare's works. The bible
text the parson had chosen for my life as a Christian was, "Blessed
are the pure of heart for they will see God".

In spite of daily attacks by British planes on our largcr cities,
one could still travel in Germany at that time. Of course, time-
tables were not reliable any more and trains were unbelievably
crowded.Mosttimesonecouldentercompartmentsonlythrough
the windows after heaving and pushing in all the baggage. On
the engines and on many of the wagons it was painted in large
whitc lctters, "Wheels must turn for Victory". While traveling,
trains often stopped for longer periods because rails were being
repaired, or stations had just been bombed, or because stationary
objects would less often be targets for low flying fighter planes.
All this did not excite people anymore. My mother and 1 had a
subscription for concerts played in the big Odeon, the Munich
Concert Hall, directed by some of our best-known conductors.
It happened several times that in the middle of some symphony
the sirens sounded and a thousand people, and the orchestra,
moved silently and disciplined,  as if rehearscd,  into a nearby
bunker. And after the all-clear, the concert would continue.
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I  loved  those  concerts-Bach,  Beethoven,  Brahms  and
Bruckncr, my favorite ``Four B"-and the atmosphere of so many

people  finding joy  and  comfort  and  gctting  lost  in  sound,
forgetting all hardships for a few hours. To help my small budget
ofpocketmoney,IalsoregularlywenttothestatelyOperaHouse,
acting as one of many extras in mass-scenes. I got to know many
big operas that way from back-stage. We were not allowed to say
anything on stage apart from producing the famous murmur.
But we were beautifully dressed up with ancient helmets and
halberds or slouch hats and shepherd's crooks. When no children
were to appear in the crowd, I had long beards pasted to my chin
to hidc my callow face.  It was just great,  and 1 was paid one
Reichsmarkforcverynight.Munich,thec4PÍ.f#/o/Á4cMwc7%#f,
of course had to allow for the Führer's musical taste and therefore
felt obliged to produce at least one Wagner opera every year. I did
not appreciate those very much,  they werc too pompous and
enormous for my liking.

***

"We are advancing towards Moscow",  my father wrote in his

diary. "We have orders, early to-morrow morning to attempt to
cross the Nara river. The last days have been a constant enormous
stress on officers and men, and the numbers in the division have
been painfully diminished. Visiting each one of the advanced

positions which 1 try to do every day, I was able to see through
my binoculars the hazy shades of the Moscow sky-line on the
horizon. But we will have to pause. After marching for several
thousand kilometers, constantly fighting, the boots of the men
are used up and there is no replacement in sight. The mud period
has  begun.  For  tanks  and  armored  cars  there  is  hardly  any
movement possiblc. We arc stuck. Field Marshal von Kluge came
to  my command  post at Uspenskoje  in  order to  inspect  the
fighting force and the morale of the division. I told him in clcar
terms-it took me half an hour-about the condition of the



STEPPING  STONES 69

menandtheequipment,thelackofofficersandbattle-experienced
soldiers. I told him that 1 saw no chancc whatever to carry forward
any attack. The division must be taken out from the front-line
for recuperation. Kluge agreed. Thus encouraged, I wrote down
my report and sent it to General Schmundt to be passed on to
Hitler so that he might get a picture of the reality at the central
front-line. I doubt, though, that it will get through to him."

The report did not reach the Führer, like countless others.
On Christmas-Day, the middle section of the German front in
Russia had-for the first time-to retreat in a massive way. On
that very day, organizing the withdrawal ofhis division, my father
drove  through  the village  of Tarutino.  He  stood  before  the
monument on the village square marking the battle ofTarutino
in  1812 when  Napoleon's  mighty army had suffered its  final
defeat. Then,  like  in  1941,  a  terrible winter had  broken  the
strength of a so-far-invincible army. Then, as now, thc men had
not  been  equipped  for what  Stalin  called  his  strongest  ally,
``Marshal Winter''. Deep snow made cvery movement a colossal

effort, and thousands froze to death. It was the hour of the winter-
hard, cold-resistant, tough and durable Russian Kz/4zÁ with his
life-timeexperienceofsurvivingiçysnow-stormsandtemperatures
of 40  and  more degrees  below zero.  At  home  in  Germany,
millions of mothers and sisters and aunts were feverishly knitting
socks and gloves and woolen underwcar-but all the tons of
material did not reach  thc far away front-line anymore. The
fortune of war had turned against us even if we did not realize it
yet.

When in the following February, at the mighty Ugra river,
the Soviet advance was stopped and our armies were able to rc-
cstablish a solid line of rcsistance, my mother and 1 read between
the  lines  of my father's  letters  thc  first serious  doubt  in  the
soundness of the strategic concept of the Supreme Command.
My father and the other senior front-line officers, /o#f-w;.#c
they were called, knew that something must be terribly wrong
"up there". Could it be that Crõ/zzz (from grõ/fcr F€#4c# Áz/4r
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ZcÍ.£€#, -greatest strategist of all times) after all was #of the military

genius which the great victories all over Europe and in Africa, on
land, on sea and in the air, suggested? Was it still justified that an
entire nation put their complete trust and faith in one single

person? Rumors about his irrational and autocratic behavior we
heard more and more. Who, for instance, was responsiblc for the
orders  to  hold  out  to  the  last  living  man  in  advanced  and
vulnerable positions, ordcrs that consequently led almost to the
annihilation of many divisions, that caused the senseless loss of
so much blood? Again, as often before, the only answer to such
nagging doubts that troop-commanders were able to find was
that they, submerged in local battles and without knowledge of
the situation in other sections of far-away war theaters, could not
have an overall picture of the general strategic concept.

But there was rcally no time to think and nourish misgivings,
not for the fighting soldiers nor for us at the home-front. If you
are in the middle of a boxing match you don't pause to ponder
about your own lack of battle preparation or about the qualities
of your trainer. At school, we competed with each other telling
stories about the heroic deeds of our fathers and brothers and
what we would do ourselves once we were old enough to join in
the fight.  Hansjochen had been out in the ocean for the first
time as submarine commander.  He came on leave and wc all
celebrated his engagement with Anncmie. I was full of questions
how it had been and how many tons of enemy ships they had
drowned. But he had changed and was short of words. They had
been through attacks with depth charges, an experience which
affected the nervous systems of submariners for the rest of their
lives. Many went round the bend and others had to be given

psychiatric treatment. Hansjochen had lost some of his lovable
care-freeness. But during the few days he was with us he became
even more than before a second brother to me.

Due to the circumstances, their engagement time was very
short. The Führer and the regime encouraged young couples to
marry early and to produce as many children as possible. New
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blood for the fatherland. There were a grcat many long-distance
marriageswhenmencouldnotgethome-leaveforthecelebration.
My father,  as  troop-commander,  had  to  conduct many such
ccremonies while, at the same time at home,  the brides went
through a similar ritual and became officially wed. It was weird,
but in countless cases children were not born out of wed-lock
this way, even if they never got to know their fathers who werc
killcd in action before they had a chance to see their offspring.
Women with four children and more were decorated with the
MOÁ4c# Croíí, and quite a fcw wore it like a war medal when
thcy sat in the front-row of party functions. It was a general fad
to show off with ones patriotic merits by wearing some kind of
uniformwithallsortsofchcvronsandstripesandcolorfiilinsignia
of rank,  or badges and medals.  I boasted with some of those
myself.

Luckily, Hansjochcn was able to attcnd his own wedding to
my sister in Munich. It must have been a marvelous occasion
with "peace-like" food and even enough alcoholic bcveragcs, many

guestsandmusicanddances,afteramovingserviceinthegarrison
church. My own memory of it is blurred because 1 had come
down with one of my frequcnt inflammations of the middle ear.
My eardrums must look like a crater-field from all the piercing
and bursting. I was so much in pain that day 1 had to withdraw
to my room after church and hide my head under the pillows.
We had no aspirins or other pain-killcrs, and even doctors were
so rare one could not expect a visit unless one was dying. The
only thing 1 remember is that, late at night when the party was
almost over, my new brother-in-law came into my room and sat
down on my bed, put his head into his hands, wept, and kept
sobbing, "Everything is so dreadfully sad!" Of course, he was in a
state of total inebriation, and next morning proclaimed that it
hadbeenthemostwonderfiildayinhislife.Annemiewasradiant,
more beautiful than ever.

A week before thc wedding, news had come of my father's
promotion to Lieutenant General and commander of the 98th
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Infantry Division. His troop's valor had bcen mentioned in the
radio bulletins of the Army Supreme Command, and 1 was no
end proud. Before thc war, all army gcnerals and members of the
diplomatic corps and cabinet ministers had to be addressed as
Eccc/##Çy. The Nazis had abolished this custom, but in my letter
of congratulation to my father, I started with Excc//c#Çy and told
him how proud 1 was and promised that in my life 1 would hold
up the traditions he had brought me up in. We had come to style
our letters, all letters, in the knowledge of the fact that they were
all opened and censored by the almighty control apparatus the
Nazis had installed, and that more oftcn than not whole passages
were blackened out, even in private messages.

Claus had sent a number of films to be developed. He had
taken the risk of taking pictures of his own submarine. It passed
control  unnoticed,  and  1  was  fascinated  to  see  it.  He was  a
lieutenant now and second  in  command on his ship.  Dated
September8,hewrotethatheandhiscrewwcreeagerlyexpecting
their first action in the Atlantic. I still have the letter. It is heavily
smudged as if someone had walked over it with wet boots. It is
written in the funny navy slang, consciously using misspellings
and idiotic idioms, boisterous, so one can feel almost physically
his relief now, finally, to start doing the rcal job.
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Chus as Nauy Lieutenant

Three weeks later my mother received a telcgram by special
delivery from Navy Supremc Command, telling her in two terse
sentences that my brother's submarine was missing and that it
had to be assumed that he and his comrades had died the "hero's
death for Führer, Volk and Fatherland". When 1 came home from
school, I found my mother in our living-room, sitting rigidly in
the old dark leather easy-chair.  She gave me the telegram but
otherwisedidnotmove,juststaredintothedistancewithafaraway
look in her pale face. She had no words and no tears, but she
kept herself upright, not slumping. I could not fathom what 1
read. I was simply unable to comprehend what it meant to have
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lost my brother and, for my parents, their older son. My soul
was empty and the one thing 1 noticed was my mother suffering
so terribly while 1 was unable to give her any consolation. Claus
had been only 19. For days we all walked on tip-toe in the house.
My mother,  when  the  finality began  to  sink in,  showed  an
astounding composure. Never before had 1 loved her so much.
But 1 could not talk to her about it, and hated myself for it.

***

There was no time for mourning. The bombing attacks became
more and more frequent.  Especially since the Americans had
entered the war, the raids came in broad day-light now and not
onlyunderthecoverofdarkness.Thewintcrwasvery,veryhard
with so little heating fuel available and so many homeless people
forced to live in draughty basements and crowded camps. All of
this was dwarfed, however, by the news of the catastrophe of
Stalingrad. 284,000 German soldiers, the entire 6th Army, had
been encircled in the completely devastated city. Hitler had given
strictest orders to General Paulus to hold Stalingrad, a city of
ruins, "to the last man". No appeals, cven threats, from the military
leadership, would move the Führer in his apparent madness. He
was willing to sacrifice the blood of a quarter million men for his
"strategic concept" to bind as many Russian forces as possible to

this one place, hoping thus to relieve the other parts of the eastern
front. In November, Stalin announced to the world that " 146,000
German bodies had been collected and burned." The survivors
started their death-march to the POW, prisoner-of-war camps in
Siberia. Only a fraction of the once proud army was to reach
home after many more years. It took months before the details
of this blow becamc known. The official Nazi propaganda would
not admit defeat, not even this one. Nobody could foresee thc
consequences of this development. The regime now had to draw
on all the reserves. We were told that we must all be unshakable,
like the Führer, in our belief in the final victory. All the sacrifices
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would not be in vain. Our engineers were working hard on new
"miraclewcapons"sopowerfiilthatthcywouldfinishourenemies

in no time.
All through the winter months rumors had it at school that

soon we boys would have our chance to prove our patriotism.
Nobody knew anything for certain but that only added to our

growing excitement. Then, in January l 943, all over Germany a
proclamation by the Führer was published in all high schools
thatonFebruary15ththeclassesof16yearsold(likemanyothers
1 was still 15) would be drafted as "auxiliary" troops to the flak
batteries situatcd around the larger towns, in order to play our

part in the defense of the country. Our school hall shook from
the shouts of jubilation after the bulletin was  read.  What an
adventure.Wewereissuedrealair-forceuniformsincludingparade
outfits and long gray-blue winter overcoats with rcal military
leather belts round it-all thc works. To distinguish us from the
regular soldiers, our uniforms had a small trianglc on the left arm
with the letters "LH" on it, for £#ft##mf7c//w. Of course we
joked from the beginning that in truth the letters stood for Last
Hope, that we were the last rcserve contingent of the nation.

We were all ready in our new outfits and with our cardboard
boxcs long before the buses camc to take us out to the barracks
in thc flat marsh country north of Munich.  On the way,  the

jabber and singing was so loud you could not understand your
own words. But the battery commander, a young captain, had us
sober in no time. He took our group of fifteen boys round the
emplaccment whcre we would be trained during the coming
weeks. I was awed by the size of the six 8.8 cm canons, although
they were not the really big 10.5 cm ones which some others of
our grade were to handle. Each canon was enclosed with a man-
high protection wall which contained the ammunition bunkers.

At  a  little  distance  was  the  radar  position-finding
equipment, also hid behind a big wall. Wé were to have our
meals from field-kitchens called  Go#/4!JÁ Cúz#o#J.  It was the
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real thing alright. That night none of us slept much in the
wooden one-floor barracks.

Luf iwaf f ln-Helf ;er, Munich  1943

Next morning we were marched in step to a nearby public
restaurant where we would have our school lessons. Our math
teacher was there, an old, round Bavarian with a heavy dialect.
To start with he ordered a liter stein of beer for each one of us,
and then continued lessons as usual. It was all rather unreal. In
the aftcrnoon, training began. We were divided up for the various

jobs: those good in mathematics went to the radar station; Pzmgo,
the biggest and strongest of our group, was to be "K  1", first



STEPPING  STONES 77

gunner, whose task was to take the heavy shells and push them
into  the  barrel  until  the breech-block clicked shut-a back-
breaking job;  the rest of us were to sit on small stools on the

gun-carriage. Each had in front of him a dial with two pointers,
one ofwhich would indicate the direction of the gun barrel, and
the othcr moved according to the data coming from the radar,
and then, winding cranks, we had to bring and keep the two

pointers in line. I was "K 3", responsible for the angle ofelevation.
At first, it was a game, it was fun. Several hours later it was not so
funny anymore. At each gun were, apart from one regular flak
soldier and us boys, only one or two Russian POW's who were
forced to do the heavy work of providing new ammunition from
the bunkers.

Fortunately, we had only a number of false alarms at first,
and no shot had to be fired. Our jobs had not become routine,
we were not a team yet, all our actions were uncoordinated. The
big raid came much too soon. The increased alert was given at
half past midnight. Soon we heard the familiar drone of many

planes at a great height, the slqr was suddenly lit up by marking"windows" which we called C4#.jfm4f rM€c:í, and by many search-

lights, and then, all at once, the pointers on our dials became
alive. We all knew: this is it. We frantically moved our cranks
and as soon as the two pointers looked as one we shouted "K 3
ready!", "K 2 ready!", and somebody yelled "Fire!". The whole

gun seemed to explode, the blast deafened our ears, the barrel
spat out the empty brass shell, making it clatter on the concrete
floor. I was frightened to death. Our two poor Russians threw
themselves down shrieking at the top of their voices and refused
to carry on until the gun commander drew his pistol and fired
some shots next to their heads. It was havoc.

The attack lasted only less than half an hour, but it seemed
to us like an eternity. Our bodies were shaking, our heads drawn
deep between the shoulders; we were trying to do our jobs as we
had learned them, waiting for the next blast. For the first time
we experienced the infernal scenario of a big air-raid with all our
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senses, and not passively and powerless in some ccllar. We could
see the slqr alive with flashing search-lights, sometimes a bundle
of them concentrating on one plane that had been found; we
could hear the rattle of smaller and the bellowing of bigger guns
and the muffled dctonations of the bombs; we could smell thc
acrid smoke of gun-powder; we could feel the decompression
waves of nearer exploding air-mines. When it was all over there
was sudden silence, but the slqr over the city had turned into an
ever brightening red. Had our house been hit this time? Were my
mother, my sister, my friends alive or were they buricd under
tonsofrubble?Isuddenly-forthefirsttimeinmylife-feltalivid
hatred against those anonymous pilots up there. I was not able to
control that feeling. And, like the others, I was utterly exhausted.

Next  day,  school  continued  as  normal.  But  algebra  and
trigonometry,  Schiller's poems and Caesar's War in Gallia did
not fit into our livcs anymore. Somcthing had happened to us
kids. The war had caught up with us. We thought we were now
battlc-seasoncd soldiers who would boast with our deeds, but in
fact we were still just fear-filled small boys. During the night,
with my ears still ringing with the echoes of battle, I had been
arguing with myself: I was dceply ashamed to be such a coward.
All the legcnds of manly courage and cold-blooded reasoning in
themidstofdeadlydangerswhichtheheroesweallpraisedseemed
to own and which, in my drcams, I had decorated myself with-
there was none of it in me. I was afraid that all my comrades
must havc noticed my fright.  1, the son of a general, a sissy. I
thought of my father, of his unassuming gentleness, of his small
anderectframewhichhadenduredhardshipsbcyonddescription.
How did he do it? So many men under his command had told
usthattheysawinhimtheirgreatexampleforallsoldierlyvirtues.
Was it that he first thought of others and only last of himself? I
remembcred what he had often said:  mcÁr íc;.# 4Á fc4cj.#c#.'-
you must strive to become a greater person than can be seen
from the outside.
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Our captain sent us out into the surrounding country-side.
We had to look for mini-explosives camouflaged as fountain-

pens or children's toys. The Ministry of propaganda had declared
that the fiendish British had thrown such things mixed with their
bombs as another means to terrorize the population. Of course
we  did  not  find  any.  It  was  just  one  more  mean  trick  of

propaganda to kindle hatred. While out in the field, my name
was called out over the loud-speaker. I reported to the quarter-
master and thcre was Annemie.  She had walked the  15  or so
kilometers because no train nor bus was functioning. She was
very pregnant and at the end of her strength, and she still had the
way back before her.  She told me that many of the academy
buildings had been hit this time-the lovely swimming hall, and
three of the four main blocks of buildings were quite destroyed,
andalsotheanimalquartersofthenearbyCircusKrone.Annemie
said that the moaning cries of hurt elephants and lions could still
be heard when she left in the morning. Our mother was safe. I
stopped my question in mid-sentence: I wanted to ask if there
was any news from Claus. There would be no more news from
him, never.

We got used to the extraordinary, even to our own feelings
of fear and panic. I closed myself against the pain and suffering
around me. We went through some direct machine-gun attacks
from low flying planes, and 1 watched some of my comrades

getting wounded.  Nothing seemed  to  be whole  and  sound
anymore. Even when we were told that probably we had hit an
enemy plane and downed it, it did not create any exhilaration.
Still, I wanted to prove my worth better than it was possible in
this flak battery. I wrote a letter to the navy draft office. There
was a law that barred the last surviving son in a family from
compulsory draft to military service. So 1 lied in my application
to be accepted for a volunteer career as a navy officer, saying that
it was the expressed wish of my father, the gcneral, that 1 would
be exempted from the law.  He was far away in Russia,  so he
could not prove me wrong. I had an almost immediate reply and
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was ordered to appear, on May 15, before the drafting board in
Stralsund for a three-day "psycho-technical test". I failed miserably
in most fields of general school knowledge but came out tops in
all sports tests. The board members were inclined to accept me.
But the report from the medical doctors was devastating. They
found me not only retarded in my physical development but
also "totally under-nourished". I was told to get some good food
and to steel my body. What a cynical suggestion!

The doctors also diagnosed that 1 must have my nasal septum
operated on. Otherwise the navy would not have me. The only
surgeon available was a learned veterinary doctor. He gave me

quite a short shrift. I was put in an ordinary chair and two nurses
with all their strength held my head back. An anaesthetic was not
felt necessary. Then the doctor got to work in my nose with a
hammer and a chisel. Once in a while he held an extracted splinter
of cartilage triumphantly before my eyes. When he was finished
he told me 1 could rest for five minutes and then go home.

Medical and sanitary conditions werc bad in our barracks. A
case of typhoid resulted in our cntire platoon being put under

quarantine in an isolation ward. I fell seriously ill with what they
called "bloody dysentery". One night 1 had to run about forty
times.  After  that  1  was  transported  to  a  military hospital  in
Garmisch-Partenkirchen in the Bavarian Alps. On arrival therc, I
weighed 54 kilos. The four weeks 1 had to stay there were for me
the most wonderful experience of all the war years. The food was
absolutely delicious and always enough, and the beautifiil scenery
around us, the peacefiil atmosphere, made me realize that life on
earth, after all, was worth living.

AntjewasborntoAnnemieinApril.Inthemiddleofaworld
deteriorating  to  dust  and  rubblc  and  lives  being  brutally
extinguished like candles, it was a miracle to watch this tiny little
healthy and rosy new life come into existence. I thought Antje
was the most exquisite and lovely crcature on earth, and 1 was
allowedtowatchherbeingfed,tobatheherandtoputherdiapers
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on. It was like sun rays breaking into our flat out of black thunder
clouds, an unexpected gift, a healing balm for the sore heart of
mymother.Thebabyjustifiedcverysacrifice,everypossibleeffort
to protect her.

***

With great relief we rcad that my father had-finally-been or-
dercd to collect the rest of his division and lead his men out of
the heat of retreating battles of the middle section of the front in
Russia. They were put on trains and were transported south for
six days and nights, to the Crimea peninsula in the Black Sea.
German troops had advanced far into the Caucasian mountains
to the east of thc Black Sea, aiming for the huge oil-fields around
Tiflis. The drama of stalingrad had, after the Soviet victory there,
freed a number of Russian armies to strengthen their Southern
front, and those fresh contingents had driven back our forces
until we hcld only a bridge-head on the Taman peninsula on the
Asian border of the Straits of Kertsch. My father's division was
taken to that bridge-head to replace other units there that had
been almost wiped out. They were able to hold the outpost for
many weeks, but it cost the lives of several hundred men. Then
the order came to retreat to the Crimea proper.

The only German division between two Romanian units,
they were to defend the Eastern coast-line on a length of 110
kilometers  against  fresh  and  well  equipped  Soviet  troops
outnumbering them by ten to one. Behind them there was no
morc defcnse line. A Russian break-through would have created
another Stalingrad on the peninsula. There was practically no air-
support,andhardlyanysuppliesofammunitionandfoodreached
them. They were isolatcd.

When the storm of thc invasion broke loose, on October 3,
and enemy forces landed on sevcral points of the coast, my father
knew that it was not a question of courage or the will to defend
anymore,  that  the lines  could  not  be held  much  longer.  He
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reportedtoGenerdJãnicke,CommandingGeneralofthecrimea,
and directly to Hitler's head quarters, that it was a matter of a
few days only before the strength of resistance of the bled out
contingents would  be broken  unless  fresh  replacements were
brought to the front immediately. He could as well have talked
to a brick wall.

The Russians had total air-superiority and were therefore able
todirecttheirartillerybarragcandairattackswithdcadlyprecision.
Prisoners disclosed that the enemy forces were commanded by
the famous Marshal Timoshenko and that he had at his disposal
tenfreshdivisionsdedicatedtore-capturetheCrimea.Thçylanded
simultaneously at three different placcs, at onc location with sixty
ships.Thedefenseline,onemancverysixtymeters,hadnochance
to prcvent the building of strong bridge-heads. And yet, countless
rolling attacks were stopped.

The diary reads:

Novembcr 9.  During the past threc weeks
the Division has lost 91 officers, 469 NCOs and
3.419 enlisted men. At hill  175 the Soviets at-
tacked with a strength of twenty to every Ger-
mansoldier.Continuousartillerybarragefor216
hours. But the main defense line was held.

November 1 1. Three enemy divisions have
started a full scale attack. I report to General A.
that three of my companies have been reduced
to fifteen men each. We must have artillery and
air support. He tells me that Hitler himself has
issued the order to hold the Crimea by all means.

December 24.  Only bad weather saved us
from  more  attacks  today. A complete ban  on
leave for the entire peninsula has been issued. For
weeks  the men had almost no sleep. We have
been abandoned. Christmas-the Feast of peace.
We are so far away from peace. Not Christianity
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has failed. But Christians have proved to be un-
able to live up to their creed.

January 11. Report to GHQ: The toll of ir-
replaceable lives must be stopped at once. The
troops' suffering is going beyond the human ca-

pacity of enduring. General A. answers that the
lines must be held. I doubt that my reports are

passed on "higher up". Even if they are, on the
way from one staff to the next, the urgency of
themessageseemstogetlostandwithitthegrasp
of the reality of the situation.

January l 7. Generd A. calls me on the phone.
The line is bad. Interfering sounds make the con-
versationdifficult.

"1 order you to attack hill 115,5 at day-break

and re-capture it," he says.
"The situation has not improved since my

report  yesterday.  The  men  do  not  havc  the
strcngthnorthepossibilityanymoreforanykind
of forward attack. I urge you with all my convic-
tion to withdraw the attack order, and to con-
sider the fatal consequences of a failure."

"1  cannot  withdraw  the  order,  it  is  a

F#.Ár#Gc/íÁ/ coming straight  from  Hitler.  It
must be followed."

"With all respcct: as the commanding officer,

I alone am in a position to comprehend the situ-
ation.Thclimitofourstaying-powerhasalready
been passed.  In this condition of the troops I
cannot justift an order to attack. I beg you to
withdraw the order."

"No. The order must be executed."

There was a pause when only the crackling
in the telephone line could be hcard.

Thcn 1 said, "Will you please entrust anothcr

83
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officer with your order, Sir. I cannot square with
myconscienceanyfiirtherpointlessbloodshed."

"Is this your last word?"
"Yes, Sir.„

January  18. At  2.30  a.m.  General A.  calls
again. Our earlier conversation is repeated. Then
he says, "1 must accuse you of cowardice in the
faceoftheenemy.Yourattitudesuggeststhatyou
intend desertion. Are you aware of the conse-

quenccs?"
It was  as  if the FZ*.Árcr himself was  on  the

other end of the line, who had tried many times
to blackmail military commanders with such un-
bridled accusations into blind obedience.

At 3.15  a.m.  General A.  rings me another
timc.Thedialoguecannotbecompletedbecause
1 collapse into deep unconsciousness, the receiver
in my hand.

My father knew the consequences of his action. Disobedi-
ence in an army at war is like a death sentence. It was his life or
the lives of thousands of his men. He was not the only troop
commander to take this risk. We knew of many who had been
court-martialled and shot. Their offense was called "Cowardice".

30 years after this event, at a conferencc, the man sitting next
to me askcd me if l knew a general with my name and, hearing
that 1 was that officer's son, he said, "1 was the telephone operator
at your father's headquarters on the Crimea and, apart from the
ADC, the only one present at those telephone convcrsations. Of
all my many experiences in five war years, this was the strongest;
it altered my philosophy of lifc. We all admired your father for
his attitude in this conflict of conscience. He has remained to be
a model for my life."

Early next morning, General Reinhardt was flown in to take
overthecommandfrommyfather.Theattackorderwasexccuted
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and failed totally as had to be expected. The losses were terrible.
Orderly retrcat was no longer possiblc, it became "run and save

your skin ifyou can". The entire Crimea was lost as a result. My
father's division ceased to exist.

He had been ordered to fly to  1%%rcÁ¢#zc in East Prussia,
Hitler'sfortifiedHQ.Therehereiteratedtotheassembledleading
officers his conviction that the received order had been against
every strategic rcason and that his conscience had not permitted
him to obey.

Why he was not tried and sentenced before a military court
there and then we have ncver found out. It may have been thanks
to  an  intervention  by General  Schmundt,  his  comrade  from
Allenstein  times.  My  father was  transferred  to  the  so-callcd
F#.Á~cr-RcícreJc, sent home to Munich and had to be treated in
hospital.  Hc received two letters.  One, from Schmundt, said,
"The Führer has decided to give you anothcr chance to prove

your physical and mental fitness as a troop commander, after
yourrecuperation."Intheotherletter,GeneralAllmendingertold
him that he had, at General Headquarters, testificd to my father's
qualification for the position of a commanding gcneral.

He had even been decorated with the Knight's Cross while
still in the middle of the Crimean campaign. When we, belatedly,
congratulated him for the medal, it was painful for him because
it marked the end of the troops he had commanded.  He felt

guilty. At the beginning of the war,  the regime had created a
whole series of additional orders for the traditional lron Cross:
There was  the  Knight's  Cross,  the  Oak Leaves,  the  Crosscd
Síwords, ímà chi€ Kmigws Cross of the Order of the lron Cross with
OakLeaues,CrossedSword§andBrillídnts.N€xi,we.)ohÊ;d,wouLà
be the electrical lighting of it all.

***

It took a great deal of courage and trust in God for my mother
and me to travel, for a Christmas visit, right through the war-
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torn country, from the Southern to the Northern border, from
Munich to the Baltic Sea military port of Gotenhafen. Annemie
hadmovedtherewithlittleAntjebecauseHansjochenwastraining
submarine officers in this city which had been in Polish territory
between the two great wars. I do not remember how many days
and nights we spent in hopelessly crowdcd and yet bitterly cold
trains, most of the time standing up, with no chancc to reach a
toilet. The destruction of the cities we passed was unbelievable.
Passengers would murmur under their breath, "the swine!", not
addressingtheircursestoanyoneinparticular-theirobjectmight
have been "the enemy" or, just as well, the regime. But they would
never come out with what they really felt. One could be certain
that there were spies or Gestapo  agents  in the crowd. We all
remained  strangers  to  each  other,  even  after  days  of close
companionship.

We reached Gotenhafen station in the small hours of the
night in total darkness. There was nobody to pick us up. In no
time the ugly station buildings were deserted, people had just
vanished, and wc were alone on the platform, not knowing our
bearings in a strangc town.  Outside, a snow-storm was going
with the flakcs blown almost horizontally in our faces. We felt
like unwanted aliens in a hostile ghost-city when we heaved our
baggage through empty and pitch-dark strcets in the general
direction of the harbor.  It seemcd hours before we found the
address and were able to ring the family out of sleep.

Hansjochen immediately pulled his daughter out of her cot,
"You must admit that she is the most beautiful baby you have

ever seen. Isn't she adorably lovely?"
He decided to take me, against all rules, with him on a three

days run in the Baltic Sca on one of the submarines. The ships
had to go through a routine for de-magnetisation to protect them
against Russian magnetic mines. Hansjochen found me one of
the treasured blue-gray leather navy jackets, a pair of trouscrs that

grew wider and wider towards the feet, and a knitted woolen
cap. I rehearsed what 1 thought was the right sailor's swagger, and
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at 5 a.m. one morning we approached the heavily protected war
harbor where, with my heart thumping,  I saluted the guards
"correctly but casually" and passed unchallenged. Once on board

1 was immediatcly sent bclow deck, and then 1 had a chance to
see it all-the greasy "eels", the torpedoes, the gauges and gadgets
for maneuvering, the cramped quarters of the men, a technical
wonder world. Everybody was patient to answer my questions.
It was obvious that the crew loved Ocr4/fc, their captain, who
would do things like this. I was allowed to climb up to the conning
tower and lcarned how to spit down-wind in the right direction,
andthenwedivedtoahundredfeet,theelectricengineshumming
low and steady, and 1 thought it was just glorious. If there had
beenanydoubtleftinmymindaboutjoiningthenavy,itvanished
now without leaving a trace.

A few months later, Hansjochen was transferred again to the
Atlantic Coast. Annemie had returned to Munich when, during
a beautiful warm spring time, my brother-in-law came for a few
days leave before taking his ship into action again.

"Let's have none of this sentimental public good-bye-show

today,"  he said when  it was  time to  leave.  "We will say 4#/
lwç.ciJc#€Ác# here, and," he turned to me, "why don't you come
along with me to the station?"

Annemie  made  a  face,  but  her  husband was  not  to  be
contradicted and would not allow any fiiss. So everybody put up
a brave smile and a strained kind of cheerfulness. As far as 1 was
concerned, I could have wished nothing more than to walk next
to  my adored  brother-in-law through  the streets  of Munich.
Everybody, especially the young girls, would turn around and
look after him, and some of the glory of it all would fall on
me.

"1 wanted you to accompany me," he said, "because 1 must

tell you something 1 cannot talk to your sister about."
"You mcan something betwcen man and man?" I wondered,

hoping he would let me in on some amorous adventure or such
like.
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"You can see it that way, if you want to. Promise you will

not tell Annemie?"
"Not a word!" I said, gctting more and more excited.

Hansjochen returned the snappy salute of a group of soldiers
we were passing and continued in a matter-of-fact way, "1 know
that 1 will not come back from this operational tour."

I thought 1 had misunderstood him: "What do you mean,
not come back?"

He said, "The enemy have developed a new kind of radar,
and we have no means to protect ourselves against attacks from
the air. The crude fact is that 80 percent of our subs going out
these days do not return. I am not going to see you all again."

Just likc that. I wanted to flood him with encouraging things,
that one must be positive, expect the best and not the worst. But
1 could not bring out a word. He was so sure in his conviction.
It was clear that he did not speak out of a passing mood-he
hneu,.

And he was right. Some time later, Annemie got the news
that the submarine's last message had been that enemy planes
were coming from "out of the sun" attacking them. Annemie
was a war-widow at 24. Antje was not a year old.

***

In the spring of 1944 the war was still going with undiminished,
fierce strength. I was still working hard on getting my body into
shape and had not given up hope to "see action". Our flak service
1 did not consider as the "real thing". I took part in a pre-military
sailing training at one of the lovely Bavarian lakes, a camp which
was organizcd by my Navy Hitler Youth unit. I was no end proud
whenmyparentsvisitedmethereandwhenmycomradeswatched
me walking beside the general-hc in gray with the bright red
double stripes on his trousers and golden epaulettes, and me in
navy blue with the round hat and long ribbons fluttering in the
wind.  He was to take off for a new task in Dalmatia, on the
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Adriatic coast of Yugoslavia. There, the enemy would be Tito's
communist forces. My father was as serious and indrawn as 1 had
never seen him before.  Something he did not talk about was
eating him up from the insidc. I am afraid 1 was no help to him
with my easy languagc and my jokes.

A letter arrived from Navy Supreme Command telling me 1
had been accepted as navy officer candidate. I was to report for
my recruit training on June 1. In Stralsund. In my brain from
then on there was no room for any other thought. I was 16 and,
like most others, I had not completed my school schedule. The
Germaneducationalsystemiscomprisedoffouryearselementary
school, and then eight years high school, at the end of which one
has to pass 46¢.f#r, a final examination to prove one's maturity.
j46Í.fz# was  and  remains  to  be  the  precondition  for entering
university or a professional career.  During the war, boys were

granted a JVofzz6f.fz# without any tests,  a document testifting"maturity" for military servicc.

There was none of the usual celebration. The day after 1 had
been given my papers 1 said good-bye to my mother who was
loath to let her last man go to war. But you had to know her well
to be able to discover any outward sign. "Bc careful'', she kept
saying and "take along your woolen underwear." She knew 1 was
not the manly grown-up 1 pretended to bc.

A great number of air-raids again forced the trains north to
takc cnormous detours.  But these also brought two welcome
interruptions on my journey, in Dresden and in Bcrlin. I had
been in Dresden before, but this time 1 had leisure to takc in the
uniqucbcautyofthc"GermanFlorenceontheElbeRjver",where
some of the ablest architects and builders in the course of several
centuries had given their art to create a jewel not to be compared
with any other town. Dresden was known to be the safest place
in Germany. People told me when 1 marveled at the absence of
any destruction, that the Führer had a secret agreement with the
British to safeguard the treasures of the city for posterity. We, in
turn, would not attack Oxford for the same reason.  Dresden
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would not be bombed. It was crowded with children sent there
fromthemoredangerouscities.Mostoftheflakbatteriesoriginally

posted around town had been withdrawn and taken to places
where they were urgently needed.

Nine months later Dresden would be no more. The attack
on 19 February 1945 would become the final triumph of British
Air  Marshal  Sir Arthur  Harris who,  together with  military
scientists in England, had brought to perfection the creation of
fire-storms. The right mix of high explosives bombs that would
destroy electricity supplies and water mains,  and incendiaries
creating more fires than could be extinguished, had been tried
out  and  perfected  in  places  like  Hamburg,  Kõnigsberg,
Darmstadt, Brunswick or Heilbronn. By February 1945, Bomber
Command was able to forecast the average number of casualties

per ton of bombs dropped and thc percentage of destroyed built-
up  areas. The tornado  of flames  in  Dresden would reach an
unprecedented force, making a huge bonfire of the entire central
ancient city. Unfortunately, on the day preceding the blitz, the
wave of flooding in refugees from the advancing Soviet troops
would  reach  its  absolute  peak,  doubling  thc  number of the
600,000 residents. Most of these homeless people would seek
refuge in the huge Central Park. But two hours after Dresden
was ablaze,  the second wave of attack would come,  this time
executed by American bomber and fighter air-craft. The latter,
finding no resistance, would be able to fly low and shoot with
machine-guns, cannons and rockets in the crowds in Central Park
and along the banks of Elbe Rjver, assuming, so it was explained
later, that they were regular troops. In fourteen hours a treasure
of civilization  would  be  wiped  out,  about  130,000  people
killed-more than later in either Tokyo, Hiroshima or Nagasaki.

It is one of God's greatest gifts to man that he cannot foresee
the future. When 1, on my trip to Stralsund, had watched the
Dresdeners leisurely strolling up and down the busy shopping
streets and by the baroque and renaissance castle,  the famous
Za4Ü.#g#andtheOperaHouseandthemanychurches,Isatdown



STEPPING  STONES 91

and wrote a post-card to my mother, "It is so beautiful here, this
is what the world must look like in peace time."

Dresden,  1945

0n our way to Bcrlin we were told that we would have to
spend the night in the capital. An outgoing train to the North
was not to be expected before noon next day. There was ample
time to see my grandmothcr, my father's mother who, like hcr
sister, Aunt Betty, and her brother, the former general, Uncle
Hans, had her flat in the heart of the great city.  She was our
beloved "Little Oma". My mother's mother, "Big Oma", was a
full foot taller. Little Oma was a tiny and delicate person, but she
owned a huge and outpouring heart. When 1 was a small boy 1
especially loved hcr laugh which was different from all other

people's 1 knew-it had such a silvery ring to it. She knew and
taught us all the old German  Vo/4f/f.ciJcr and all verses of the
Christmas hymns, and fairy tales. Being the widow of a country

parsonwhohadleftherhardlyanymonçyatallandastatepension
not worth  talking  about,  Little  Oma  had  to  live  extremely
modestly. But she would ncwer complain. "Child", she said, "there
are numberless people far poorer than 1." She told me the only
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thing really bothering hcr was the lack of soap and the break-
down of the water supply after another raid. She hated not to be
able to keep herself clean and proper.

I was probably the last one of the family to see her and Aunt
Betty. The destruction of Berlin by thcn was so great that the
city government had decided to evacuate all the old people soon
afterwards. It was a compulsory evacuation. I am sure that Little
Oma would have patiently endured all manner of hardships if
she had been allowed to remain in her flat. Thcy were transported
to the city of Dessau and all three of them, Little Oma, Aunt
Betty and Uncle Hans, found refuge in the house of a distant
cousin. Only long after the end of the war we discovered the rest
of the story. Dessau was blitzed soon after their arrival. All three
old people were dug up and dragged out from the burning house
by fire fighters and, after an odyssey through mass quarters and
basementlodgings,separatedfromeachother;theyweredumped
in obscure public old peoples asylums. Those in charge of the
institutions were unable to acquire enough food for the inmates
nor, later, any heating fiiel. One after the other, our beloved ones
literally starved and froze to death; their bodies were cremated
without a funeral service.

***

A long caravan of silently moving people stumbled on the rails
leading out of the station to the local train waiting a mile or so
outside,thesteamenginepuffingandhissingandemittingbulging
clouds of black, sooty smoke. No looks were cast on what was
left, on both sides, of the Reich Capital, so intent everybody was
to find a space in one of the wagons. I discovcred, walking right
in front of me, a good friend from the sailing camp, and it was
for both of us a marvelous relief to be able to spend the rest of
our journey with somcone friendly. Walter was also heading for
the navy recruiting barracks and so were a great number of other
boyish looking young men on the train. In Stralsund we all had
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to take a ferry because our barracks were situated on Dãnholm
lsland. From Kaiser's times, the buildings and parade grounds on
the island had served to train generations of officer candidates
and to drill the fear of God and of their platoon commanders
into them. Because of the pressures ofwar, the normal six months
of basic recruit training had been reduced to three months.

It  was  an  impossible  task  for  the  officers  to  make  us
undernourished,  skinny and bony early-grownups  fit for the
demands of navy service in times of cruel warfare, and to teach us
allwehadtoknowaboutmaintainingandusingweapons,Morsc
and signal codes, elementary principles of navigation, survival
techniques, and hundred other things. They would accept no
nonsense and we all were soon at the end of our strength. Some
broke down completely and had to be sent home.

But it was not the physical stress 1 remember. After wc wcre
handed our guns and steel helmets and uniforms, we had the
chance to takc part in a service in the magnificent Jakobi Church
in town, wearing our new navy blue for the first time. Almost all
of us were there, from my room of ten every single one. The

preacher wanted to prepare us for thc next day for the ceremony
of being sworn in. He told us that this was no juvenile scout-boy
adventure but a deadly serious affair. It was the privilege ofyoung
men in all nations to offer their lives for the defcnse of their
country. Next morning, when the entire crew stood at attention
in an open square on the parade ground, I spoke the words of the
oath with fervor and the voices of the comrades next to me were
loud and clear. I was struck when we talked in our room during
the following days about the predominant conviction of the need
for the Church and of a personal faith in God. All these young
menfeltanunbrokenallegiancetoourcountry.Allwereconvinced
about the justification of the war we werc in and that we would
win it in the end. Critics were ostracized.

Every Sunday 1 met with Walter in the canteen and we were
handed our ration of Schnapps-Aquavit-a water-clear affair
called lw4;.f€ 0€4£4, and we would talk and talk and talk. Later
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we had our first shore leave and went to Stralsund to find the
address of a distant relative of mine which my parents had given
me. At the door of the house we were received by a gray and
haggard looking elderly woman who never looked in our eyes.
She was sort of furtive in her manners and said she had coffee for
us,  E#í4fz coffee of course. Would we come in and meet her
husband. On the clothe rack in the corridor we saw a black hat
with thc silver scull of the SS on it. Coming into the living room
we found my relative standing in the middle of the room. He
clicked his black booted heels,  stretched out his  right arm in
front of him and shouted, "Heil Hitlcr". It was the timc when,
by order of the Führer, the armed forces had to abandon the
traditional  military salute:  Sharp  angled  arm  and  finger  tips
touching the forehead. Instead, soldiers were to use the Hitler
salute. When we saw the man there with his black uniform and
the swastika armband and the shiny long SS boots, Walter and 1
looked at each other, smartly and as one greeted him with the
traditional salute, said Halloo and stepped forward to shake the
man's hand. It was the first and only time 1 met and talked with
an SS man, and 1 hated him from first moment. He was an able
bodied man-why was he sitting at homc and not out with all
the others defending our country? Why had we to be afraid, cven
with a relative, that every word we said might be reported to thc
Gestapo?  The  afternoon  went  by  in  a  rotten  and  hostile
atmosphere.  Both Walter and 1 were confused about what to
think of it.

Two other events broke up the dreary routine of drill, boring
lessons and-much more welcome-sports competitions. One
week in July, we had to help with the summer harvest and were
divided up to many Mecklenburg farms. During that week the
news spread like bush-fire that a handful of military officers had
attemptedtoassassinatethcFührer.Thefarmerwithwhomthree
of us stayed was furious. Hc cursed the whole gang of generals
and admirals, and he would hang them all. "And you kids, don't

you march in their foot-steps. They are all traitors." I did not
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dare to disclose my father's rank to the man. I believe that an
overwhelming majority of ordinary Germans felt the way that
farmer did, even in the middle of 1944. My father noted in his
diary after talking with other officers in Dalmatia, that front-line
fighters were appalled about the attempt to murder Hitler. They
could not understand what had motivated those men. Even if,
for reasons unknown to them, there had been the necessity to
eliminate the Nazi leadership in order to bring the war to an
end-why had they, the top ranking military, not been included
in the plans? Without the armed forces behind them, so my father
argued, a successfiil assassination would have led to catastrophe.

My mother wrote that she and Annemie had stored most of
our furniture and belongings in the basement of the Munich
house and that they had moved to a flat in an officers casino
building in some town in thc South which had been offered to
them after living conditions had deterioratcd. They had been

just in time. Shortly aftcr they had departed the heaviest air-raid
of the entire war had struck Munich, and this time our house
had been hit and it had burned down to the ground level. Most
of our things were gone.

Then Strdsund had an attack. We were driven into the middle
oftheburningancientcity.Wehelpedtocarrycharredandroasted
bodies to the streets and to hcave bleeding women and children
out of escape outlets and to thrash with carpets at licking flames.
Corpscs were put on wheel barrows and pushed to hastily dug
mass graves, some chlorine chalk spread between the layers. A
fish monger had put up a table in front of her totally destroyed
shop and on it were all her stock of smoked herrings and eels
which she cheerfully handed out, encouraging us helpers. It was
all unreal, like in a stage play. We did our work, but-without a
consciousactofwill-wehadshutoutfromourheartsanyfeeling
of pain and misery.

After a three day maneuver with long marches in heavy new
boots, both my feet had "broken in". It was so painful that 1 was
unable to walk and had to move creeping on all four. I was taken
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to the sick-bay. A medic fingering my toes diagnosed that 1 had
broken my metatarsus bones or 1 had an inflammation of the
sinews in my feet or 1 was ill with something quitc unknown to
him. He could not help me at all. Later, in hospital, the doctor
told me that 1 had developed very ordinary flat feet from the
strain of marching, and that 1 would not be able to walk for
some weeks. I simply refused to belicve him. If he was right it
wouldmeanthat1wouldhavetorepeatthedamnedrecruitcourse
and that 1 would not go with all the others on board a war-ship.
It would be the end of my only aim in life at that time. I fell in
deep desperation and wept for days. Little did 1 know that but a
handful of my crew of officer candidates going into war scrvice
then would come home as survivors. Of those who wcnt with
my friend Walter on one of the big cruisers only thrce were left.

***

Slowly and very hesitantly the ministry of propaganda had to
admit that our forces were retreating on all fronts, even our allies
thc Japanese were loosing, although news from the far Eastern
end of the j4x;.f was very scarce. No more Wagnerian fanfares
wereheardintheradioannouncinganothervictory.FieldMarshal
Erwin Rommel and his famous dcsert forces had capitulated long
sinceinNorthAfrica.AlliedcombinedforceshadoccupiedRome,
andtheltdianfascistbrothers-ncververypopularinGermany-
seemed to bc at their end. Most thrcatening however was the
apparently irresistible forward thrust of the feared and hated Red
Army. They had been able to retake Finland and most of the
Baltic states, Romania and Bulgaria, and thçy had advanced as far
as Poland. And then we heard that Americans and British had
comeovertheEnglishChannelwithaninvasionforccintoFrench
Normandy, with a military effort unknown in history. The whole
world seemed to have banded together in the one common goal
to crush us Germans, like an enormous octopus with countless
tentacles.
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Since Hitler had decided that it was no longer of interest to
occupy the  Balkan  countries-that was  the  official  version
anyway-myfatherandhisstaffweretakenoutfromYugoslavia
and,whilespendingacoupleofdayswithmymother,hereceived
thetelegraphicmessageofhispromotiontoCommandingGeneral
and that he was to take over the X"VI Tank Corps. In Poland.
Immediately. I did not know any of this until much later. My
mother may have written about it. But more and more letters

got lost on the way or were simply held back by the intelligence
organizations.

My father reported to his new superior, General Schõrner,
better known as fi4c S4z#g4fcwr. Without so much as a greeting,
Schõrner accosted my father, "The first thing 1 want you to do is
to take General Frics (who was until then commanding the tank
corps) under arrest, put him into jail, immediately, and then start
a counter attack against the Russians right away." Obviously Fries
had, similar to my father in the Crimea, refused that order. As
soon as he had first impressions of the serious situation in his
section,  my father telephoned  the S4z#g4fc#r reporting that
counter  attacks  were  an  absolute  impossibility  and  that  he

proposed an "orderly retreat" to the area around Danzig. Hitler
and his gang had by thcn retreated to their bunker in Berlin,
from where  he  continued,  like  on  a  chess  board,  to  move
around  on  his  maps  armies  that  did  not  exist  outside  his
confused brain.

Somehow  1  got  through  my  second  training  course  in
Stralsund. On January 15,1945, I was, together with five other
navy cadets, transferred to Stettin, the town where 1 was born, to

join the crew of rorp6Jo 6o4f 7-3. I had made it! Finally! I was on
board a warship. It hardly mattered that the ship was not afloat.
It was high up in a dry dock being repaired after colliding with a
Russian submarine in the Baltic Sea. Nevertheless, I fell in love
with her at first sight. She was beautifully built and, when her
full bulk loomed over you in the dock, she looked very large and
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strong. The crew consisted of 120 officers and sailors. Wc six
were taken in the care of a petty officer, an old hand, who told us
that  he  hatcd  both  ;.#fc//ccf#4/f  and  ranking  officcrs.  Wé

greenhorns all had 46z.f#r and therefore to his mind belonged to
the intelligentsia and, even morc abominable, we attempted to
become career officers.

From  the  first day on we were  included  in  sentry duty,

preferably in the ``dog's watch" after midnight. I was posted one
night at thc open end of the dock, just a foot above the water
stretching out into obscure darkness. It was very cold and lonely,
and  1 was  terrified  in  case some enemy would  come  out  of
nowhere attacking our ship. After marching back and forth the
available space of some twenty yards for two hours 1 was so tired
that 1 leaned against the wall and rested the butt of my gun on
some piece of wood.

Of course, the mate had chosen that very moment to creep
on me from behind on tip-toes. He shouted on top of his voice,
triumphantly, "1 caught you! You slept while on guard! This is
high treason! 1'11 see to it that you will be court-martialed, you
little louse!„

I had to march into the captain's cabin with my steel helmet

put on and my gun shouldered, and expected at least three days
in the brig. The captain, whom 1 met personally then for the first
time,  was  not  inclincd  to  punish  us  youngsters  that  hard.
However, our petty officer was ordercd to "drill him to collapse".
He loved doing just that. He had me run in full gcar, made me
hold out the gun horizontally in front of me on outstretched
arms, "down you go!" and "up and run!" He knew all the tricks.
Nature has provided me with a head so small that in the entire
navy no steel helmet could be found to fit. While running and

jumping the gizmo would constantly come down in front of my
face  blinding  me.  Finally,  I  dropped  down,  exhausted  into
unconsciousness, and my comrades carried me to my cot.
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Regarding it on a map,  the  Baltic Sea is really not much
more than a big lake.  But just try it out on a small vessel like
ours. As soon as the last land-mark disappeared on our first trip
and there was only water to be seen on all sides, we felt like being
on an ocean, it could havc been any occan. The only differcnce is,

perhaps, in the size of the waves. On the Atlantic or the Pacific
you can have these huge water mountains as high as a house
heaving even the biggest ships up and up and then rushing down
in abysses. On the Baltic, waves are much smaller and shorter,
and they comc, as cross waves, from all sides. Ships will not only

pitch in their longitudinal axis but, at the same time, roll from
one side to the other. It is much more uncomfortable. But we
soon found out that we six youngsters did not get sea-sick at all
while almost all the officers were regularly violently ill, which

gavc us a kind of moral advantage. Still, it took us a while to
grow our "sea-legs" and to be able to carry bowls of hot soup or
cocoa ovcr thc slippery deck without shedding a drop.

"T3" had a triple set of torpedoes amidships, a 10.5 cm all-

purpose canon aft and a smaller flak gun on the bow deck. It was
so cold on our first trip that every few hours some of us had to

get out to the bow with hammers and clcar the gun from a thick
icc crust, getting very wet from the splashing surf in the process.
The six cadets were trained as gunners on thc big canon and,
apart from that, were included in the battle routine of eight hours
look-out guard  on  the  bridge,  eight  hours  gunner-training,
cleaning the decks and washing-up pots and pans, and eight
hours-supposedly-watch below.  "Free time", however, was
filled with desperately trying to get your things dry and repaircd,
cleaning your small-arms, and hundreds of other things so that
there never was enough time for sleep. And yet-I loved it all.
The spirit on board was like 1 had always dreamed it would be.
There was a rough language all right, but there was also the kind
of fellowship needed in the confinement of a ship if you don't
want to be swamped. I had special permission from thc captain
to take my small accordion with me and was asked to play on
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requests from the crew on the ship's radio circuit, all the popular
songs about fJcÇ.m4f, about brown-haired sweet girls at home
and the same stars looking down on them as we saw them at sea.
At one time the concert was interrupted by an air-raid alert, and
we were able to chase away three Russian planes shooting likc
mad.  But for several wecks we heard no outside news and did
not know what was going on. I did not mind. For me, life on
the ship offered all 1 wanted.

Our second trip's destination was the small harbor town of
Libau in Latvia, where the Soviets had not come yet. In the roads
there were some forty vessels, some of them large hospital ships,
waiting to be loaded. Their cargo would be people: refiigees trying
to flee from the Russians, about one hundred thousand of them.
The ships would be able to take just a fraction of the multitude
and bring them across  the  Baltic Sea to  Denmark.  From the
distance, we could only suspect the terrible scenes of people trying
to scramble on the smaller crafts, trampling others do death in

panic, families getting separated from each other. Climbing to
the top of our mast one could see on the far horizon more and
more coming towards the town: Many were pushing the rest of
their belongings on a cart or were leading a cow or a goat. They
would have to leave it all behind and even then for most of them
there was no chancc to get away. When the passenger and cargo
ships  were  full  and  the  pressure  still  mounted  the  military
authorities decided that the war ships accompanying the convoy
would also have to take their share of refugees.

Our crew was ordered to leave their quarters and then these
stricken folks, mostly elderly farmers and thcir wives and children,
climbed up on rope ladders and then were immediately shoved
bclow decks like in a slave ship. There must have becn sevcral
hundred  of them,  and  conditions  down  under  were  soon
unbearable; it began to stink out of every hole. However, thc big
convoy started out to sea in the early morning and we did not
dare to look back to the desperates left behind. A cruiser, several
boats from our T-Flotilla and a number of smaller motor torpedo
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boats tried to protect the rest of the ships against expected attacks
from the Russians.

The raid came in the early evening when we werc slowly
moving off the Danzig Bay. Normally, they would pick out the
big vessels first. This time their subs started with the warships.
Against the evening slqr we saw one of our sister ships explode
into a mighty fire ball and sink in less than a minute. I do not
think that any survivors were picked up.

It was still very cold. I had been on my way to the bridge to
take over the watch from my comrade when 1 was stopped by
the explosion on the other ship. I asked him if he would hold on
aminutesothat1couldgoafttogetanothersweater.Themoment
1 had pulled the warm wool over my head, a torpedo hit our ship
directly under the bridge. The explosion made the boat heave up
like a very big wave would, and then there was a moment of
total  silence.  The  big  mast  came  crushing  down  burying
everything undcr it in the debris of the super structure. When the
ship  settlcd,  the  bow was  under water,  but  the water-tight
compartments held and kept her afloat. A sound like a primal
scream came from down below, and then they were all streaming
on  deck,  in  panic and  terror. The  torpedo had hit the main
ammunition hold and the detonation had started a fire which in
turn made more grenades explode and send fiery tails into the
night sky. I saw a young nurse in her uniform who was blinded
by the heavy diesel oil splashing all over, her arms stretched out
as she tried to calm the screaming people around her. I remember
being absolutely peaceful myself, not afraid at all. We all had life-

jackets that could be blown up with compressed air, but 1 thought
tosavethatforarcalemergençyandblewupthejacketbymouth.

Then somc of the smaller ships came alongside and took our

people.  But  many,  senselessly,  jumped  over  board  and  were
crushed  between  the sides or drowned  in  the  ice cold water.
Shrieking heads came out from some bulk-heads too small to let
their bodies pass. We thought that the ship could be saved and
decided that seven of the crew would stay on board. Some of us
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were able to dig out our captain. A piece of the mast had fallen
across his abdomen, and he still lived. But he later died, just as
everyone  else  had  been  killed who  had  been  on  the  bridge,
includingmycomradewhohadgivenhislifetosavemine.When
the seven of us were alone, waiting for a tug, I went down to our

quarterstryingtofindmyaccordion.Somebodysuddenlyshouted
from above, ``Jupp"-for some rcason 1 was called so in the navy,
"Come up quick, she is going down!" By sheer fortune, one little

speed boat was still alongside, and 1 was able, as the last one, to

jump on it. We were some fifty yards away when, with a mighty
sucking sound,  7'3 lifted her tail end high up into the air, the
lights in the aft cabins still burning, and leaving behind a big
whirlpool, she took only moments to shoot down into her grave.
We watched it in silence, took off our caps, and 1 was not the
only one who wept.

All survivors were taken to the nearest port, to Gotenhafen,
where, not so long ago, I had visited Annemie and her family
with  my mother.  Coming  in,  our  life  boat  had  to  navigate
carefullyaroundthewrecksofmanyshipsthatweresunkblocking
the entrance to the harbor. I noticed a huge one that had been the

pride of the Nazi organization Kmf c/#rcÁ Frc#ó#-"Strength
from Joy", which had been transformed into a hospital ship. I
did not recognize the city any more. It looked like one enormous
dump heap full of smoking debris and litter and was crowded
with refugees running around in rags. The Soviets had bombed
the place massively and were now shooting into it with long
rangeartillery.

Of the six cadets from our boat thrce had survived. Somehow
we found each other. "Let's get out of this hell." We walked out
of the town. Nobody stopped us. We came to a small deserted
suburban village which consisted of just one street.  From the
trees standing on both sides dangled the strung-up corpses of
some men and women, each with a poster on their chest saying,
``1 am a traitor" or "1 am a desertcr".
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We came to the marshland around the Weichsel river delta
and we found some more from our crew. A lonely horse was

grazing there. One of the boys shot him dead with a pistol, and
another one, a professional butcher, carved him up. We made a
fire and fried us some big steaks. When the shelling came closer
we all ran for cover towards town. The Russians now used Sfzz/J.7¢
Orgzz",  rockets  fired  in  rapid  succession  which  produced  a
terriftingwhineandhowlbeforeimpact.Thepsychologicaleffect
they caused was  much  greater  than  the  actual  damage  they

produced. We found a very large basement with a low ceiling,
completely dark and already full of people. The only bit of light
came in through an open door frame. Everybody was silent, not
in a mood to talk. One could smell fear in the air.

During a pause in the shelling, a shadow darkened the light
intheentranceandavoicecalledout,"IshereanavycadetGareis?"
When no answer came, the man repeated, "1 am looking for a
navy cadet Gareis." Only then 1 realized that he meant me.

I  pushed my way through the tightly packed crowd and
reported to the caller who turned out to be an infantry officer.
"Cadet Gareis present, Sir."

"Thank God 1 have found you. We heard in the news that

your boat had been sunk. I am ADC to your father. He has his
head-quarters in Zoppot, not very far from here. He does not
know 1 am looking for you. Do you want to come along with
me and see your father?"

Of course 1 wanted to. We went in his open jecp along the
coastal road that 1 remembered well from peace times when we
spent our summer holidays in Zoppot. At the entrance to the
undestroyed familiar pier which reached far out into the bay, I
saw my father standing there with a group of officers. It could
not be true! He did not recognize me. I must have looked like a

ghost,averydirtyghost,nothavingwashednorshavedforweeks,
and was dressed in a conglomeration ofwarm things that did not
have much resemblance to a navy uniform anymore.
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Wé  had  three  days  togcther,  only gradually realizing  the
miracle that it was.  My father explained the situation to me.
Several army corps had been herded together by the advancing
Russians into a small area around Danzig. There was no way out.
A number of armorcd German vehicles had run out of fuel and
made one last attack rolling down a hill towards the enclosing
enemy.Thecrewshadshotawaytheirlastammunition,destroyed
their tanks and cars and then had given themselves up. It was

gó.#mz#.7###r##g. My father asked me if 1 wanted to remain with
his staff. But 1 begged to be allowed to join my gang again, and he
let me go. I did not belicve that 1 would see my father again.

My f;ather as General,  1945

Back in Gotenhafen a spirited senior officer had managed to
bring some order to the chaos. The survivors from our boat had
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been  collected  and we were  transported  to  the  tip  of a long
stretched peninsula called Hela, across the Danzig Bay. There we
found a picturesque but deserted fishing village with a pretty
little harbor. Divided up in groups of five or six, we were to man
thesmallfishingvesselsthatwererollingsoftlyattheirmoorings.
Since all our officers had been killed, an army captain was put in
our command. He called our outfit "Hela Harbor Protection
Flotilla''. Each crew got one Hungarian-made gun and a handful
of cartridges and then we had to go out patrolling the coast line
or to watch it in shifts from the tall light house. Before we had
left Gotenhafen, we had plundered the wreck of the hospital
ship and had found tons of good food including rarities like
chocolate bars  and  tinned meat.  I was made ship's cook. We
actually lacked nothing. The world and the war had forgotten
us, so it appeared.

One day we had seen across the water Danzig and Zoppot

going up in flames. It was a ghastly spectacle. I thought of my
fatherthere,andofthemultitudeofpeopledyingwiththctowns.
Years later 1 was told that on the day preceding the inferno an
order from the Führer had reached the cncircled troops saying
that one of the armies was to leavc the town to be transported to
the "central front". The lot fell on my father and his troops.
Theyleftwiththelastoutgoingship,leavingbehindalltheothers
for a future in Siberia or, much more merciful, in the ruins of
another ancient German city.

***

It must havc been on one of the first days of May, a warm and
sunny spring day with no cloud on the sky, when 1 was walking
on the Hela harbor quay towards our boat. Only little ripples of
waves burbled against the wooden planks, it was so peacefiil that
it might have been Sunday after church service. It was so much
more surprising when we heard a plane approaching-it had to
bc a Russian one, because the German air force had ceascd to
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exist. The plane flew low and rather slow and right on towards
the harbor. Dead on top of us he dropped a "Christmas Trec"
and we knew what that mcant. Everybody rushed for cover. I
droppedintothespacebctweenourboatandthejettywall,stand-
ing on a small ledge above the water level so that 1 could just
look out and see what was happening. And then they came: A
full wing of planes flying in precise formation-completely out
of proportion in regard to the sizc of the object of their attack. I
could clearly see the bomb bays of thc planes open and the many
harmless looking things trundle out and down towards us.

I  know  it was  only  moments  before  the world  around
exploded. But 1 had made up my mind that this was the end of
my life. I found myself praying to a God whom 1 had banned
from my heart, "Lord, if 1 live through this, I know that You
have a plan for the rest of my life. If not, please take me as 1 am."

Inside fractions of seconds the peacefiil place was turned into
furious hell. Exploding bombs caused high fountains rising up
and flood waves which crashed the small vessels against the basin
walls. Direct hits ripped some of them to smithereens, and from
the little village of Hcla came the sound of buildings falling to

pieces. Having done their work, the planes turned, still flying in
orderly V-lines, and then again, as 1 had experienced it before,
there was a time of deadly silence.

Into the stillness broke a first cry of ``Help!" and then the
moaning of many wounded comrades. I clambered up the wall,
surprised to be alive and unharmed and that there were others
who lived. Our captain came running to the quay waving wildly
with his  pistol.  He had obviously gone off his  rocker,  madly
trying to stop us from tending to our wounded, and ordering
"his flotilla"  to  run  out of harbor immediately.  Next day the

man had disappeared. Perhaps one of our group had shot him.
We did not fcel the need anymore to obey anyone's orders.

One radio set in Hela was still functioning. On sth May,
1945 we heard the grave voice of Admiral Dõnitz saying that
Adolf Hitler was dead, "fighting against Bolshevism to his last
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breath", and that the war was over. Germany had surrendered
unconditionally. D-Day. It did not impress us very much. We
could not believe that it was all over for us. The fear of being
taken prisoners by the Russians blocked all other thoughts. We
saw the Danzig Bay filling like magic with many ships of all
sorts. Three of our fishing vessels were still afloat and seaworthy.
Taking along some refugees who had appeared out of nowhere,
we soon went out with chugging engines to join the gathering
convoy that would try to escape the Russians.

A storm came up during the first night of our journey. At
first, we kept touch with the rest, blinking with lamps. But then
our motor went dead and we were alone  in  a wild sea.  Our
"machinist" was not able to rcpair the engine. We found a dirty

and oily piece of sail and hoisted it on the little mast. I was the
only one who knew how to sail a ship. So 1 was made "captain".
Ourciviliansallhungoverthedeck-rail,terriblysickandretching
because their stomachs held nothing to bring up anymore. We
steered in the gcneral direction West and hoped for the best.
Somebody suggestcd that we needed something to drink-aftcr
all the war was over and that called for celebrating. We opened
up the ship's little gyro-compass because we knew that the needle
in it floated on 98 percent pure alcohol. This we took out, heated
it a little and added some water and jam to it to make it palatable.
We could not wait for it to cool down, and drank the stuff when
it was still lukewarm.

The result was awful. It was methyl alcohol. Many people
have gone blind after drinking it, and many have died. We were
all totally drunk, some of us getting deliriously happy. They told
me later that 1 became quite sad, like Hansjochen on the day he
was married. I did not remember anything. Suddenly someone
shouted, "Man over board!" It was one of our sailors. We sobered
up in no time. I turned the wheel as fast as 1 could, yelled "Tack!",
and slowly the ship turned in a large circle, reaching the man, who
wore his bullqr seaman's boots, just in time before he drowned.
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Welostoursenseoftime,notknowingwhereweweregoing.
On the fourth or the fifth day, it was, "Land ahead!". I hoped
that it might be the southern coast of sweden. When we came
closer, turning around a tongue of land, we saw a German landing
vessel coming out at high speed. They hailed us with a loud-
speaker, "Go away, this is the island of Bornholm, the Russians
have landed on the other side." We were able to negotiate with
them that they would take over our refugees, and then tow us
away. After a few miles the tow-line broke, but now we knew
the direction. Two more days, and we reached the bay of Kiel
where we knew for certain that the British were. We had got
away from the horror of a Soviet labor-camp in Siberia.

Meanwhile, my father and his corps had been engaged in
retreating battles which caused again heavy losses. The German
troops, knowing that the war was lost, had only one more aim
that kept them fighting: to keep the Russians from conquering
more German territory. Thcy did not know about the agreement
between Stalin and Roosevelt that Soviet and American forces
were to meet along a clearly defined demarcation line through
the middle of Gcrmany that would mark, in future, the border
of their "spheres of interest". They did not know anything about
the conference of Yalta where thc Big Three, expecting the final
victory over Germany,  had  already divided  up  the  European
continent along the lines dictated by the Soviet dictator. They
only knew that Allied forces were advancing towards Germany
from the West, and they knew that an occupation by "civilized
Western" armies would be the smaller of two evils.

On reconnaissance in an open Jeep, my father was taken

prisoncr by an American advancc unit. He asked to be brought
to the general in command of the area and with that officer he
was able to negotiate that, on his word of honor, inside 48 hours
he would lead his entire corps behind the American lines where
they would  lay  down  their  arms  and  surrender.  Gencral
Eisenhower, abiding by the Allied governments' agrecment, had
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strictly forbidden such actions. It was a risk for the American
officer whom  my father had  met.  But  it  saved  the  lives  of
thousands of German soldiers. Heaven will have to reward him
for his attitude because we never were able to find out his name
to do it ourselves.

Montgomery, Commander in Chief of the British forces,
had, on 4th May, reccived the unconditional surrender of the
German troops operating in Denmark, Holland and in the North-
Western part of Germany. "Monty" was held in high esteem by
all of us. Being in charge of a great number of German POWS he
had enormous problems  on his  shoulders.  He asked for two
German generals to serve as liaison officers. General Kinkel and
my father were chosen to join Monty's staff, and he asked them
to tour all POW camps under British charge regularly and to
report directly to him "bluntly" about the conditions they would
find. While on this task, my father looked for me in every single
camp. He could have looked for a needle in a haystack just as
well.

In the large roads outside Kiel harbor there were so many
ships  that onc could not see from one end of the bay to the
other.Wesailedclosetotheshoreandanchoredincallingdistance
of another trawler. We were told that British troops were posted
all around and that we were not permitted to go on land. That
was bad news because we were running short of drinking water.
During the following night, some drunken sailor on one of the
ships shot a tracer bullet into the air, and suddenly, from all over,
thousands of navy men did the same, creating a fire-works as 1
have never seen it again. The whole bay reverberated from the
cheers and the singing that went up from thc defeated armada.
The British must have thought that the Krauts were starting thc
war all over again. We watched hectic movemcnts on the shore
lines, guns brought in position and search-lights darting their
beams in every direction. But none of us wantcd fighting any
more. It was just one big out-cry of relief.
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It was shouted from ship to ship that we must all go ashore
and pass over to the British the weapons we still had. We threw
them all into the water instead. War-ships were sunk in the bay
by their crews. On land, the discipline that had been drilled into
ourbodiesmadeuslineupinrowsofthreewithoutbeingordered
to do so, and we bcgan to march in step toward town, the column
becoming longer and longer until it grew to a lindworm snaking
its way through the streets of Kiel. We were madc to march the
whole day without a pause and without food nor drink. Toward
evening we wcrc herded into a large fenced-in open field, our
feet, unused to long marches, full of sores and blisters. Like many
others, I had carried a big kitbag with precious warm clothing.
When we left next morning the wide field was littered with all
the left-behinds we were not able to carry any more. Finally, we
reached a small coastal village called Strande where our camp
would be. There were many thousands of us.

It was  for the  British a massive problem to  organize and
supervise thesc huge camps, let alone to try and find some food
because they had littlc themselves. For the first few days there
was nothing to eat. We collected nettles and grass and boiled it
over little camp fires,  and we went wading in the sea to find
mussels  and  little  fish.  Soon  there was  nothing  to  be  found
anymore. At night, we crowded together in the few available
barns like sardines in a tin. We were so beaten that we did not
brush away the rats anymore who would run across our bodies
and faces. Lice and bugs became such a plague that we went into
the salty water, cleaned ourselves with sand and shaved off all our
body hair. And then,  all at once,  the morale of the prisoners
broke to pieces. Suddenly everybody was everybody else's enemy,
ready to kill for a crust of bread. All differences in rank were

gone, the law of the jungle ruled. Officers turned out to be swine
while men who had been termed "bad soldiers" became examples
ofhelpfulness.

For me,  the experience of German soldiers, even officers,
behaving worse than animals was absolutely devastating, much
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more so than the realization that as a nation we had suffcred the

greatest defeat in our history. It crushed every ideal 1 had clung to
like a life-belt until that moment. With all my heart 1 had believed
in the spirit of comradeship which 1 thought had made us better
soldiers  than others.  It was all crumbled,  it was a sham. Was
everything else we had believed in also wrong? For the first time
in years there was now time to think and ponder.

***

Not long ago, on our torpedo boat, we had joked, "Comrades,
enjoy the war because peace will be tcrrible". We had not known
how true that was to come. It was in the camp in Strande where
for me the war ended and with it the country and the world as 1
had known it. I did not dare to look to the future. I could not
discover anything that it could hold in store.



3. Aftermath
The only thing that mattered was the present moment. Every
last bit of energy that was left in body and mind was invested in
the unending struggle for survival. If it served to stay alive you
would lie, you would steal, you would cheat, you would grab.
You would not plan any next move, your mind would not work
that way anymore. Just react to whatever you were confronted
with next.  Life was  reduced  to basics  like  finding something
eatable, or a better place to sleep, or avoiding to be hurt-any
more pain afflicted on you by another human being would be
unbearable. In the camp milling about with men who all looked
alike with their shorn heads and their haggard faces, there was
but one general urge: get out of this madhouse and get home!

Only a few men stuck out like lighthouses from the crowd.
I was ordered to appear at the camp commander's barrack for
interrogation. In the office 1 was surprised to find a good looking
German naval officer dressed in a clean uniform from which all
insignia of rank had been ncatly taken off. He introduced himself,
and his name was familiar to me as a good friend of my brother.
He served as interpreter for the interrogating British captain and
he did his job quietly, efficiently and straight.

The Englishman was reading in the questionnaire 1 had filled
out  like  all  other  prisoners.  The  camp  jargon  called  the

questionnaire D# f74#c/fz#4, the towel, because its pages unfolded
to an extraordinary length. There were 134 items to be answered,
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questions  40  to  98  asking  about  membership  in  Nazi
organizations many of which 1 had never heard about.

"Sit down," said the Captain when he looked up. He seemed

to be wcary.
"In item 101," he came straight to the point, "you are asked

to list names and addresses of all relatives who have held office,
rank or post of authority in any of the organizations mentioned
in numbers 40 to 98. The only name you give is that of your
father being member of the General Staff. That cannot be all.
Arc you aware that there will be harsh punishment for not saying
the full truth?"

I was startled. The SS man my friend Walter and 1 had visited
in Stralsund flashed through my mind. But then, I did not even
rememberthatman'sname,andhereallywasaverydistantrelative.
``It is all there is, to my knowledge."

"1 think you lie," said the Englishman. He was obviously out

for something quite different. "Let's talk about your father. Is he
still alive?„

"1 don't know."
"When did you see him last?"
"That was last February, in Danzig, by chance."
"Is your fathcr a Nazi?", he asked. "Of course he is. Every

member of the German General Staff, every military officcr has
sworn allegiance to Hitler. That makes them part of National
Socialism."

I did not know what to say. To thc Captain it seemed logical,
but for me it was a new line of thought. All soldiers, not only
German soldiers as far as 1 knew, had sworn an oath. I had. But
that alone did not make us believers or adherents of Nazi ideas.
Or did it?

"What about the rest ofyour family?", the interrogator asked.

When 1 had gone through the fJ4wé/f#cÁ 1 had debated if I
should mention my mother's membership in one of the women's
organizations. Shc had done social work, helping refugees and
bombed-out people, and served in hospitals. Surely that could
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not be incriminating. I became defensive: "Our family are no
Nazis. None of us have been in the Party."

"1 do not believe you," he said. "With the rank your father

has you all must have had special training and positions in Nazi
organizations. You are not saying the truth, you are holding back
things. Do you have any brothers and sisters? What about them?"

I said, "My brother was a Navy Lieutenant, and my sister's
husband was a submarine commander. They both were killed in
action, and 1 am proud of them. They held no Party functions.
Theywerejustpatriots."

At that, the Captain looked straight at me, screwed up his
eyes and said softly,  almost under his breath,  "1 am sorry for
them." The interpreter did not have to translate that. After a
while he continued, "If you werc the last surviving son in your
family you would have been exempted from military service.
Why did you join the Navy then?"

The Captain made clear that in his mind this attitude was

proof for my support of Hitler and the Nazi creed."Because 1 thought this was my patriotic duty," was all 1 was

able to answer.
My  brother's  friend  had  seen  my  name  on  the  list  of

prisoners-that fact in itself was close to a miracle-and he made
surc  that  1 was  one of the  first among thousands  to  get  my
certificate of discharge. On July 10, an RAF. FL/IT T.E.Carter
signedundertheovdrubberstampstatingthat1hadswornbefore
him not to have been a leading Nazi, and that 1 had rcad in his

presence the "Instructions to Personnel on Discharge in Control
Form D.I". Those of us to be dismissed had to stand, stark naked,
under a DDT shower,  while our underwear,  socks,  a pair of
trousersandashirtwerede-louscdseparately.Disinfectedclothing,
a tin spoon and a fork was all that was left to us. Everything else
was taken away. The only thing in my pockets was the discharge
certificateandanotherpicceofpapersayingthat"NavymanGareis
is legally entitled to receivc military pay as from July 1,1945".
The paper had the old Reich eagle on it with the Swastika etched
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out. It was useless-I never received the money due to me and if
1 had, I could not have bought anything for it.

Many of those on discharge were in tears. The only home
address they had was situated in the East where the Russians were
occupying the country. Terriblc rumors had it that the Red Army
was out of control, looting everything that could be taken, raping
females of any age, torturing German soldiers or deporting them
to slave labor camps in Siberia. Bad luck, but 1 had no compassion
for them nor for anyone else. I had survived the war, now 1 was

going to survive for peace, for my own personal peace. The last
mail 1 had from my mother was some eight months old and
from it 1  knew that shc was last living in  the small  Bavarian
village Lenggries, where the family had been given shelter after
being evacuated from destroyed Munich. Lenggrics was about
650 miles away from where 1 was now and 1 had absolutcly no
idea how to get there short of walking all the way, when 1 came
out of the POW camp gate into freedom. Freedom?

Therewasnopublictransportavailable.Privatecarsandtrucks
were confiscated without exception and there would have been
no ftiel for them anyway. Our lives had so far been caged in such
a rigid framework of organization where in evcry sphere strict
rules werc followed, rules of order and obedience, that it was
very confiising to find no authority anymore, nobody to tell you
what to do next. There were no papers, no radio ncws except
broadcasts from the Military Government,  to explain to you
what was happening. You just had to follow your instinct. A

group of us found our way to a cargo rail station near Kicl where
a freight train was loaded with coke, under surveillancc of British
Military  Police.  Nobody knew  the  destination  of the  coal.
"South'', was all we were told.

It was a long train with a steam engine both in front and at
the  end. The  coke was  covered with  thick,  filthy tarpaulins.
Nobody stopped us when we climbed on top of the carriages
once they finally started to move. There were masscs of home

going men. At night we loosened the  canvas  covering,  crept
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underneath and shifted some of the angular pieces of coal so that
lying on  them became just bearable.  Soon we all  looked like
chimneyswecpsattheendofaworkingday.Whocared.Nobody
dared to leave the train for fear of loosing this only means of
transport. We rather went without food and drink. It took us
more than a week to roll from Kiel to Munich.

On  one  of the  first  evenings  when  the  train  stopped
somewhere for the night, I noticed another one pulling up next
to us in the same position where it had been the night before. It
transported American Gls. There they were, "the enemy". The
Germans  stared  at  them  uneasy  and  silent.  The Americans
appeared to be terribly self-assured, not hostile, but just aloof.
One of the passengers on my carriage had somehow saved his
accordion. I borrowed it from him and began to play some tunes
like "Lilly Marleen", and then the only English tune 1 knew, "It's
a long way to Tippcrary". At that, thc U.S. boys grinned and one
of them reached behind him and threw me a tin of sweetened
coffee cream. I had ncver before tasted such delicacy and downed
it in one long gulp. My stomach, not treated with any food for
many days, rebelled violently. But the milk sustained me for the
rest of the journey. The first personal confrontation with the
victors had been not bad at all.

Two miles out of Munich Main Station we were chased off
our train by armed guards who were to watch the precious load.
In the distance 1 could see the roof-less hulk of the big station
building. I was quite weak. When 1 started walking my knees
buckled and 1 could just manage to stumble forward slowly on
the rough stones between the rails. Only a hundred more yards,
I told myself, then you must rest. Everybody else seemed to be
better off than 1 and soon 1 was limping on alone. Only fifty
more yards.

There was a small railroad crossing hut that scemed to be
undestroyed.  I pushed open the door and found an old man
sitting there at a little table. He had not shaved for a long time
and his face was hidden behind a grizzly, gray beard.  He was
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dressed in the dark-blue rail-men's uniform with the round peaked
cap, and he looked vcry old and tired. We stared in each others'
eyes and neither of us said a word. He had his breakfast in front
of him, a radish and a bottle of beer. After a while, he pushed
both to my side of the table, still not saying anything. I ate and
drank, not hastily but slowly, cherishing the first real food since
1 did not remember how long. The old rail-man watched me in
silence. When 1 had finished 1 saluted him.

Then he said, "May God keep you, son''. I knew he meant it.
There was a  tiny local  milk-train going from Munich  to

Lenggries. In the village 1 found the town hall and was amazed to
seesomeGermanstryingtostartadministrativework.Theycven
knew my parent's old address. But they told me that American
occupation forces had moved into the military buildings where
my mother and sister had stayed.  Our flat had become their
headquarters. They had taken what furniture they could use and
the rest was given free for plundering. A large bonfire had been
kindled in the yard, and from it my mother and sister had been
ablc  to  save  my father's  diary,  our  family pictures  and  some
documents-as much as they could carry. Then they had movcd,
the village people told me, to Tegernsee, bcyond the mountains,
some  forty  miles  away.  However,  they  did  not  know  any
forwarding address.

The human body has more reserves of energy than can be
described if there is a will and an aim to mobilize that strength. I
do not rcmember how 1 managcd to march those endless miles
over steep mountain passes and through wide pine forests. But
the beauty of unharmed nature, of little streams with glass-clear,

pure water,  and of a warm summer sun sending rays of light
through thc tall trees were feeding their mysterious energy in my
bones and kept me going. And then, coming over the last ridge,
there was the glorious lakc below, nesting like a perfect blue pearl
in  its green shell,  a picture beckoning harmony and serenity.
Down in the village, the first person 1 asked for the way flung her
arms  around my neck embracing me and fell  into soundless
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sobbing. She was a close family friend, her husband a general like
my father, her son killed in the war like my brother. Shc of course
knew where my mother could be found.

It was an old villa that had belonged to a former cabinet
minister. It stood back a bit from the lake-shore behind a big,
softly sloping front garden where people had planted vegetables
replacing the original flowers. A circular drive meant for horse
carriages led up from the road to the three-story building. The

garden was separated from the street by a high fence made of
wooden planks. The two-winged gate, wide enough to allow
cars to pass, was locked. There were a number of bell buttons,
and one of them had our name on it. Later, my mother told me
that on her way down to unlock the gate the only thing she had
seen was my navy boots peeping underneath the door, and then
she knew it had to be me.  She had had no news from me for
many months, she even had not heard that our ship had been
sunk. No letters from my father either. In fact, we had to wait
until the following November for the first Red Cross card saying
that hc was alive. But my mother had never given up hope and
all the waiting did not matter that moment when wc all were in
each others' arms-Annemie and littlc Antje were there too. I
had never been at the place before. But my family was there and
1 was home.

***

Like a Marathon Runner giving all that is in him for the single
aim of reaching the goal 1 had gone on and on for this precious
arriving. But now body and mind reftised to function any longer.
I was seriously ill with jaundice and bad stomach troubles that
left their traces for the rest of my life. I was all skin and bones,
and for days 1 was not conscious of what was going on around
me.But1wasinaredbcdwithcleanlinenandinwakingmoments
there was the familiar face of one of my loved ones. Later 1 was
able to take hot baths and shave with soap, even if it was ersatz



STEPPING  STONES 119

soap, and warm water-heavenly things 1 had almost forgotten
since we had taken off for our first trip in the Baltic Sea.

"Where have you bccn?'', I asked my mother when she had

been away for almost an entire day.
"Oh, just visiting", she said.
"But whom ? You were out so long,  did you have a meal

with someone?".
She did not answer. Her hair has become all gray, I thought.

When have 1 last seen her? In my mind 1 went back over these
last months-prison camp, the flight from the Russians,  the
bombing attack in Hela, the refugces plight in Latvia and the
drowning of our torpedo boat, recruit training in Stralsund. Yes,
before leaving for the Navy, just a year ago, we had last been
together. What a year! We had gone through more extraordinary
experiences during thesc twelve months than many people in
their entire lives. I realized how much it all showed on my mother.
She looked so thin and fragile.

"Where have you been?", I insisted.
"1 tried to find something to eat," she said.
"Can't you just go and buy something in the shops? We must

have cnough coupons now that 1 came back. Or don't we have
enough money?"

Mymothersmiled,slowlyshakingherheadindisbeliefabout
my ignorance. She told me how shc had gone, like many times
before,withalittlehandcart,fromonefarmintheneighborhood
to the next, trying to get some potatoes and a few carrots for "her
soldier who had come home''. I had not realized that she and
Annemie wcre constantly on the move to find food-they had
to bc because shops were empty. Each of us were entitled to buy
for our coupons so and so many ounces of meat and bread and
fat, ridiculous amounts that were meant to provide a person with

just enough  calories  to  stay alive.  But you could not eat the
coupons. They were worthless if there was no meat, or if the
available milk was blue and thin like water, or if you could buy

just a little ersatz egg powder instead of the real thing. So the two



120 HANsjôRG  GAREIS

women found the most ingenious, if tiring, ways to get enough
food for the stomachs of growing little Antje and an insatiable

young man. And they cut down even more in their own rations.
People in Germany had learned what it meant to go hungry.

Actually,  we were  quite well  off in  our  Bavarian  village
compared with people in the ruined and crowded cities. The
Tegernseevalleyhadnotseenanymilitaryactionduringthewar.
Rottach-Egern,oneofthefourvillagesplacedoneachsidearound
the lake, had been a quiet resort for the wealthy. The lake and the
valley were commonly known as £4go c/Í. Bo#zo becausc here all
the Nazi big-wigs, in their brown uniforms resembling Buddhist
monks-Bonzes-,  had  built  their  pompous  villas. At  its
Southern tip, where we lived, the lake had a picturesque small
bay, almost round in shape, the shores at the entrance coming
close together and leaving only a small passage for ships to come
through. There was a ferry across the straits in a wooden, flat
boat rowed by an old Bavarian with an enormous black beard
and wearing the typical greasy leather shorts and a Tyrolean hat
with a big tuft of chamois hair. His name was Scpp and he was
an institution. To hail him one had to ring a cow-bell placed at
thc landing stage on either side. Sepp's boat was vital because for
Germans there was no other transport and the distance around
the bay was quite long.

I had to learn to walk and to use my senses again, to take in
the surrounding world with small, groping steps. The strength
inmylimbscamebackonlyslowlywhen1wasstumblingaround
in the garden or a few paces along the lake shore. Meeting the
members of the other four families who lived in our villa and the

people in  the  neighboring houses  took my mind away from
feeling so  utterly lost in  a life different  from anything 1  had
experienced before. Almost all of these new acquaintances had,
like us, lost their homes and most of their earthly possessions,
and there was no family that had not one or more of their number
killed in the war. It gave us a sense of community, a community
of the defeated, although we realized only vcry hesitantly the
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magnitude and the totality of our defeat. If anything, it was the

peace and the sheer beauty of the environment, of God's creation,
that nourished our courage. If lake and mountains, flowers and
forests could not be destroyed by either man or war, then not
everything was lost.

When 1 went to the village for the first time 1 almost turned
around and fled home. There were far more uniformed U.S.
soldiers on the strects than German civilians. Jeeps and army
trucks were speeding around and people had to jump aside if
they did not want to be hurt. The men laughed and talked loud
in a language 1 could not understand except constant shouts of
"Halloo Frãulein" at the sight of any woman on the road. These

were the forces that had beaten Gro/!df#£rc4/4wJ ? I could not
believe it. They seemed to have no discipline at all, they saluted
eachother,eventheirsuperiors,onlycasúlyifatall,thçyappeared
to be unable to walk by foot, and in thc open Jeeps they had
their feet up on the dash board, leaning back in their seats and
chewing gum. They all  looked  terribly healthy, wcll-fed and
happy, they had ironed creases even in their shirts. I thought they
were warehouse-soldiers who would not have lastcd a week in
our German discipline and drill. We had known hardly anything
about America and Americans. The experience of meeting these
first   representatives   of  that  unknown   country  was
disappointing.

The U.S. Military Government had declared the Tegernsee
Valley to be army recreation area. Groups of soldiers from the
occupation forces alternated for their vacations so that there was
a constant coming and going. In Rottach-Egern there was only
one larger hotel at the time which was situated right next to our
back  garden.  It  could  not  hold  enough  guests,  and  so  the
authorities  had  confiscated  most  of the  private  houses  and
mansions in the area in order to put up Gls in nced of recreation.
The  owners,  if they were  still  around,  were  moved  in  the
basements and outhouses even if just one or two army-men at
the time stayed in the properties.
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To prepare the soldiers for their stay in our country they
were given small brown booklets, "Pocket Guide to Germany",
with the sub-title, "HÓw to Handle the Natives". It stressed as its
main theme, ``There must be no fraternization with the enemy.
This is definite! They must never be taken into your confidence."
Anditsaid,"Thesepeoplearenotourfriends.TheGermanpeople
had all read Hitler's Mc;.# KÁzm2/and still they voted him into

power. They cannot come back into the civilized fold by merely
sticking out their hands and saying `I'm sorry'. Be careful. Don't
take chances."

Of course we did not know about these orders. As we saw it,
thevictorsweresnubbingus,stressingallthetimetheirsuperiority
in  all  things  and  trying  to  put  us  in  our  place.  The  only
communication  with  the  occupation  forces  were  the
announccmentsoftheMilitaryGovernmentonthenoticeboards.
There we were told, in English and German, that a curfew had
beeninstitutedbywhichcveryGermannationalhadtobeindoors
from s  p.m.  until 7 a.m. Trespassers would be jailed; or that
there would be MP check-points on all outgoing roads where we
would have to show whatever papers we had; or that,  by the

grace of the military commander, town-hall would be open for
civilians at such and such a time and that the administration would
be serviced by hand-picked trustworthy men and women. One
of those, we knew, had gained the authorities' trust by betraying
some Nazi activist to thc U.S. forces. But the people at town-
hall had no power of decision at all. "You want to have a pass to

go to Munich? You'll have to apply at U.S. Headquarters." In
fact we were detained. The laws of war still ruled and would
continue to do so for many years.

The  lady  living  upstairs  burst  into  our  room  without
knocking, an unheard ofbehavior. Something out of the ordinary
must have upset her: "A new announcement is up on the notice
board," she cried. "The 4m;.j say they will start a program to rg-
có/#c#f€ Nazi Germany!" She spat out the rc-ciJ#c#f€ with such
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indignation and contempt that it was abundantly clear how she
felt about it.

"What do you mean, JV4z¢. Gcr%#y,  that does not mcan

us," I retorted, "we are no Nazis, are we? And who are £4gv to
want to re-educate us? They are not half as civilized as we! Just
look at them, they do not know the simplest rules of behavior,
they don't even know how to eat properly with knife and fork,
they have no c#/f#»c!" I was shouting by now, working myself
uP.

"But they have won the war," the lady said. "They can do

everything they want. Perhaps we must all go to school again
now and those pretty soldiers in the village will teach us how
thcy think we must live in future. Like thc British have taught

people in their colonies."
We were quite upset, all of us, and did not realize the blatant

self-righteousness we were building up.
"It is true, you know," I said, "The Americans are quite un-

cultured.  Or  do  you  know  of a  single American  poet,  or
composer,oreducationalistcomparabletoours?Theyarewealthy,
that is their only asset, and therefore they were able to produce
superior military arms, that is all. But that does not make them
bettcr human beings who could teach us anything."

From the open window came the sound of saxophone music.
Themilitaryauthoritieshadplacedhugeloud-speakersatstrategic

pointsaroundthelakethatwereblastingouttheAmericanForces
Network broadcasting program  all  day long,  "Gonna take  a
sentimental journey'', and "Chattanooga Choo-Choo". Was that
the superior culture we were going to be educated in?

One day the door bell rang, and when 1 went down to the
road to open the gate 1 was shocked to see a uniformed U.S.
sergeant who wanted to know if this was "the house of Mrs.
Annemarie". Had my sister done anything illegal, was she going
to be arrested? What would we do with little Antje if her mother
would be taken away from her? It turned out that the man just
wanted to pay a friendly visit to Annemie, thus disobeying the
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anti-fraternization rule. After all, she was a very attractive young
woman, a true member of what Americans called the Frtz#¢;.#-
1W##ézfr. The sergcant had fallen for hcr on first sight. He was a
tall, fat giant of a man and he was as good-natured as a little
child. He came many times. He used to sit very upright on our
sofa, legs spread far apart, his beeft paws resting on his khces,
and he goggled Annemie  in  a love-sick but  kind way. Their
relationship  was  quite  platonic.  Conversation  was  awkward
because none of us knew much English and he had no German
at all. He showed us pictures of his family, a cute tiny lady and
three kids just as fat as their daddy.  I felt my hostile attitude
towardsAmericansingeneralebbingalittle.Themanreallycared
for us, each time bringing food from his ration, delicious things
we had never tasted before.                                                              .

Annemie was our source of news. She was very active and
met with all sorts of people. There were still no newspapers, no
German radio, the mail service broken down almost completely,
and we had no chance to travel. All the news we had was from
mouthtoear.Annemiefrcquentlywentdeepintothesurrounding
mountain forests where a great number of German soldiers lived
in hiding, afraid to be imprisoned if thcy gave themselves up.
She brought civilian clothing to them, and food if she was able
to get any, and servcd as an errand messenger. She took great risks
in doing all this, but from the bits and pieces of news she brought
home we were able slowly to get a picture of what had happened
sincethebombingandshootinghadended.Itwasagruaomepictue,

gettingdarkeranddarkerasmoredetailswereaddedtoit.

***

On July 16, just a few days after 1 was discharged from prison
camp, the BÇ.g 714#cc, Truman, Stalin and Churchill, had met in
the  Prussian  castle  Cecilienhof in  Potsdam  near  Berlin  for  a
conference that marked both the end of world War 11 and the
beginningofanotherwar,latercalledtheColdWar.Theydecided
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about the suffcring fate of millions of people round the world.
WeknewaboutStalin,ofcourse,wethoughtweknewhimbetter
than anyone else. The Nazi propaganda had made it abundantly
clear that he was world enemy number one. We had also often
heardaboutfatcigar-smokingWinstonChurchill,tousapathetic
figure, master of big words, but abused by our regime like no
othcr person alive. About Harry S. Truman we only knew that
he had succeeded Roosevelt as President of the Unitcd States.
When Roosevelt had died,  hope was nurtured for a while in
Germany that the man after him might case down the U.S. war
effort as far as Europe was concerned, and that America would
concentrate on Japan, our ally in the Far East. We knew better
now.

Bit by bit it became clear that Stalin had bullied the other
two big nations into accepting almost all his dictatcs. It had started
already in November 1943, whcn the BJg 714rflc-then including
Rooscvelt-had met in Teheran and had decided to pull together
both during the war and afterwards. Stalin had come up with a
thought-through  strategy  to  divide  up  the  world  among
themselves in sphercs of interest. In Teheran the Russian dictator
first suggcsted thc division of Germany along the lines of the
laterlronCurtain.Rooscvelthadoriginallyendorsedtheinfamous
A4lorg€#Á4Áz#f}4#whichhisTreasurySecrctaryhadthoughtup,a
cynical attempt to cut up Germany into small fragments and re-
form it from an industrial country to a weak, subordinate rural
entity with agriculture as its main occupation. But due to strong
opposition  from  former Foreign  Secrctary H.L.  Stimson and
Cordell Hull, who was Foreign Secretary until 1944, and other
influential men, the President withdrew his signature to the plan
and it ncver played a role in the discussions.

AttheirncxtmeetinginFebruary1945,inYdtaontheCrimea

peninsula,  President  Roosevelt was  already a very sick  man,
severelyweakenedbythestrainofwar-timetraveling,anditmust
be doubted that he was still able to see through the consequences
of giving in to Stalin's demands. He was a great believer in the
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value of treaties and he wanted Stalin to accept him as a personal
friend, so much so that he did not heed the warnings of the
British  Prime Minister. Winston Churchill had  the strongest
misgivingsaboutanyallianceotherthanthemilitaryco-operation
(with the one purpose of defeating Germany and Japan) with
the Russian bear.

At the time of the Yalta Conference,  Stalin was in a very
strongpositionwiththeRedArmyalreadyoccupyinglargeparts
of German soil while the American and British armies were just
fighting to cross the Western borders of the country. Decisively
more important, though, was the fact that Stalin was by far the
best informed of the thrce statesmen, and he had a strategy for
theentireworldwhilehisopponentswereatbestconcernedwith
the interests of the nations they represented.

It was decided that Germany would be divided into four
Zones of occupation, a Russian, a British, a U.S. and a French
one. About Poland, Stalin got all he demanded. The country was
ruthlessly cut up, for the fourth time within two centuries, and
had to  cede to  the Soviet Union almost half of her territory
including  large  hunks  of Ukraine  and  White  Russia.  In
compensation, Poland would get from Germany the Southern
halfof East Prussia, all ofwest Prussia and the industrial province
Silesia. It was agreed that the new polish borders would be subject
to  a peace trcaty after thc end of the war. The fact that  this
colonial-stylc poker gamc about land and borders would involve
the fate of eight or ten million people, both Poles and Germans,
did not seem to play an important role in the negotiations.

At Potsdam, after the unconditional surrender of Germany,
when all the previous deliberations were to be confirmed, Stalin
had,disregardingtheYritaagreements,alreadycrcatedirrcversible

/zz;.fr Ázccomp/;.ff: He had encouraged millions of Poles who werc
forced to leave their homes to follow in the wake of the advancing
RedArmyandtooccupyGermanterritory.Thedisplacedpeople
would, so to say, step into beds still warm from their former
owners who had fled from the terror of the Russians. Together



STEPPING STONES 127

with his armies Stalin had sent a group of communist-trained
civilians to Warsaw who had immcdiatcly formed a new Soviet-
type Polish government.

We did not know the details of what was decided about our
future-of course not. But wc were to fcel the crushing results
very soon. At first only a fcw people arrived in Bavaria and in our
villageRottach-Egern,somefamiliesandadozenorsoindividuals
who were all put up by their relatives or friends. They were the
advance group ofwhat would become the biggest migration the
world had seen since the historic e;Ó./4cya4mJcr##g. Nobody was
able to foresee the gigantic problems this tidal wave was going to
create, not only for those immediatcly affected-the refugees,
the displaced have-nots, the expellees and expropriated people,
millions and millions of them-but also for the four Military
Governments who were, in the absence of any German authority,
responsible for avoiding mass starvation and unemployment, a
threatening apocalypse and a possible resulting civil war.

Duringthewintermonthsagrowingnumberoftrucksarrived
in Rottach-Egern filled with refugees. The Military Government
had ruled that cvery town and village must take up, in proportion
to the number of its inhabitants, their share of refugees. They
were divided up to the smallest hamlets and the most isolated
farms, often they were dumped there without warning. They
were a terrible sight at their find stage of odysseys that had lasted
for many months and that had started in places as far away as
Hungary or the Baltic countries or Russia. Their arrival caused

growing unrest among the locals, and then anger, and then out-
right revolt. Thcse people owned nothing anymore and the only
thing they brought with them was the tragedy of a wrong and
lostcause.Theyaskedforthesolidarityoftheircountrymenwho
had suffered much less and at least still had their homes, but
more  often  than  not  all  they  got  was  hostility  and  more
humiliation.

Wé met a lady and her two sons aged 5 and 8, who had been
among the earlier arrivals. They had been given a room in a hay
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barn just outside the village. The farm belonged to some distant
relatives and it had been the only address they knew in the West.
One day the three of them had simply been therc asking for
help. None of us will ever forget the story that lady told us in the

presence of her little boys. She was a lady in the true sense of the
word,ofaSilesianlandownerfamilyofnobility.Althoughmarked
by great hardships,  she showed no bitterness.  She talkcd in a
matter-of-fact way  in  an  even,  low voice,  giving no  signs  of
emotiononhcrdrawnbutstillbeautifiilface.Iwasveryimpressed
by her attitude.

The lady and her family had refused, on their farm, to obey
the SS evacuation order when the gunfire from the approaching
front-line could already be heard.

"My father said that we were going to stay. He said that we

had done nothing wrong, and none of us was a member of the
Nazi party. The Russians, when they came, would have no reason
to treat us badly. He was an old man and he had always scoffed at
Nazi propaganda as a thing coming straight from hell."

When the first Red Army soldiers had arrived at their castle
thewholefamilywasassembledatthefrontentrancetowelcome
the victors with food and beds.

They were rudely pushed aside. The Russians streamed into
everyroomofthelargehouseandcarriedoutcverythingmovable.
"In the kitchen and the bathrooms they screwed off the taps

from the walls because they also wanted to have running water at
home.  They  tore  the  chandeliers  from  the  ceilings  and  the
wallpaper from the walls and the toilet bowls from the sockets."

Then the lady's father and her two boys were forced to watch
her being raped for thc first time. "1 soon stopped counting how
often 1 was raped, by many ordinary soldiers and officers alike,
sometimes they took turns."

Her father and all othcr older men from the staff were then
marched away, ``and that was the last we have seen or heard from
any of them." Her husband, serving as reserve officer, had been
killed earlier in the war.
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They were then driven out from their home like cattle, all of
them, from the neighboring estates as well. In the whole province
hardly any German was left. They were not allowed to take any
valuables with them.

``But," she said, "we wcre gratefiil to be alive. Coming through

avillagewesawthecorpseofaladywehadknown.Ourguardians
made a point of it that wc all saw her. She was quite naked and
nailed to a barn door. It was quite obvious what had happened to
her before she died. My own little baby daughter wc buried on
the way coming here. My milk had dried up and there was just
not enough to cat to go round for all of us."

Despite  all  the  efforts  of my  mother  and  sister  to  find
nourishing food beyond the sorry stuff the shops would offer,
my physical strength did not come back, not fast enough for my
taste. Even worse was the impossibility of finding any job in the
village.SomepeoplehungaroundallthetimeneartheAmericans
hoping to be sent on an errand or something and to be rewarded
with a bar of chocolate or a piece ofwhite bread. Rumor had it
that young women  were  offering  their  bodies  for  the  same

purpose. What a shameful business! We got all worked up about
thegirlswhoshowedoffpubliclybeingdrivenaroundbysoldiers
in theirJeeps, even with black ones! But in our heart ofhearts we
wereprobablyjealous-wasitnotbettertocastawayone'sburden
of pride than to starve?

Annemie,blcssherconnections,lmewaformerinfantryofficer
who was now managing the farm of a certain Baron von der
Tann, somc 30 miles away in the foothills. Arrangements were
made for me to work there as an auxiliary farm-hand. The Baron

governed his estate in feudal style. He and his family, including
two grown-up sons, were the Lordships who had ncver done-
and would, hopefully, never do in future-a stroke of work with
their own hands, and we six or eight helpers were trcated as their

personal property. We received no wages but were paid for our
labor in kind with lodging and food. None of us minded the
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arrangement. The satisfaction of being allowed to do something
worthwhile was  like  an  uncxpccted  gift.  We  felt  like  chosen

people.
On Sfc7.#Gcrg4o/ that was thc name of the farm, they grew

cattle famous for their rich milk from lush mountain meadows,
and they bred fJÁz/f.#g# horses, a sturdy pony-like breed with

qualities comparable to mules. Although, at first, I had not enough
strength to manage the tough ten-hour working day, I had the
feeling of having been moved straight into heaven, and the good
food of farm-made bread and cheese soon worked wonders. We
had our bunks in an ancient building that must have been built
for slave workers, with low wooden ceilings and doors you had
to bow to come through, and minute, blind windows. Five men
and three women lived there, door to door, and we had our meals
there too, and our own kitchen. Wé would all sit around a table
scrubbed quite white, a smoke-blackencd iron pot in the center,
no plates, and cverybody would spoon out soup or potatoes from
the big bowl in the middle.  Generally, we wcrc too tired to
talk much, but rarely before had 1 been so much at peace and
satisfied.

There was not much machinery on the farm, a tractor for
which  there was  no  fuel,  and an ancient electrically powered
threshing machine in thc barn from times whcn more rye and
wheat was grown. The two dozen black-and-white cows had to
be milked by hand. I failed miserably in my efforts to squeeze
out more than a few drops from their udders. But 1 was good in
washing the beasts tails and in cleaning the stable, carting out the
dung on the enormous, deliciously smelling heap, and 1 loved to

go out at five in the morning whcn the dew was still on the
meadows and mow with a scythe the day's fodder of clover.

In autumn 1 would lead one of the farm's three big working
bulls into the steep mountain woods where we had felled trees.
Thc bulls had a yoke fastened to thcir foreheads, and with their
strength of five horses they were able to pull up the hills even the
largest trunks and then roll them up on waiting trucks. Later 1
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was allowed to look after the f7Áz/f.#g# foals, a wild bunch, and
soon my body was full of bruises from their kicking.

Crowning my farm career was caring for the Baron's pride: a

gorgeous f74/z.#g# stallion  to whom the farmers and stable-
owners from far and wide brought their mares to be covered. I
helped teaching the proud animal to be led by the reins and thcn
waspromotedtothebosses'coach-man.Wewouldgooutvisiting
his fellow noblemen in the area with a two-seat buggy and, when
the first snow covered the land, with a sleigh. It was an experience
like in  a  fairy tale gliding through the glistening,  untouched
countryside hearing no other sound but the trotting stud's jingle-
bells. The only flaw in the story was that while the Baron had his
schnapps in the ncighbors' warm houses 1 had to wait outside for
hours freezing stiff.

Farm animals do not know week-ends or holidays. Working
hours on Sundays were the same as during the week. But every
other Saturday 1 was free to walk the 30 miles to Rottach-Egern,

provided 1 would be back on the farm before Sunday midnight.
Since the curfew began at eight p.m., I had to find secret by-

passes so as to avoid the MP-check-points, but that was not very
difficult. On each trip 1 was able to bring a rucksack full of food
to the family, I got more than 1 needed on the farm. It was a
blessing for us all.

For almost a year now German soldiers had no pay, and state
officials no salaries. No state existed to pay them. Everywhere in
the country the majority of people had to live off their savings if
they had any. Most of the refiigees did not have cven that. Outside
the industrial areas and also in the cities that were more than half
destroyed, jobs were critically scarcc, and of course therc existed
no fiinctioning welfare organizations or relief fiinds. In Rottach-
Egern one could watch decent looking fellow countrymen going
through the American waste bins, sometimes coming out with
hunks of bread as white as we had never seen it before. I rcmember
the day when 1 first swallowed down my moral inhibitions and
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picked up a stub from a C4cJfc#c/J or £#cÁy S#z.Ác and turned
my own cigarette from the crumbs.

My mother had not cried for a long time, at least 1 had not
seen her doing it, until that particular day in late Novembcr. A
letter had been in the mail, which in itself was a rare thing to
happen in thosc days, from an aunt who lived somewhere in the
British Zone of Occupation. In the envelope was a Red Cross

postcard, a so-called S¢.g7¢-o/-£f/g C4rJ, on which my father had
written, printing each letter individually, "1 am alive and safe in
POW camp in England". Prisoners were allowed to send three
such cards, but only the one addressed to my aunt had reached
the addressee. Seeing his unmistakable handwriting, my mother
broke down in uncontrollable sobbing. Anxieties had mounted
in her month after month and she had never let them come out.
Our family friend, the lady who had first greeted me when I
came to Rottach-Egern, had ncws only a few days earlier that her
husband, the general, had died in a labor camp in Siberia. She
suffered, of course, and we all tricd to console her. But shc told
us that she was grateful for the certainty. Waiting in uncertainty
is so much harder to bear than knowledge of the truth, however

painful  that  truth  may be.  Fear of catastrophe,  of death,  or
sickness, or loss of material wedth can affect a person much more
harshly than the catastrophe itself. For my mother, her sense of
duty, her idea of the image of a perfect soldier's wifc had made it
impossible to  talk about hcr fears.  Now, when shc knew my
father was alive the anticlimax came and she admitted that she
had been at the end of her strength.

I had been the last of the family to see my father during
those memorable days when we met in Zoppot after the Soviet
Army had takcn East Prussia and were pressing forward in the
direction  of Berlin.  What he went  through  during the  timc
following the Gcrman breakdown, the turmoil that went on in
his soul, was sharcd by many Germans who had been in positions
of responsibility. Fighting a dcsperate war had for all of us taken
every last fiber of our lives and had left no pause to ponder. Now,
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suddenly, for millions in camps or idling around for lack of any
occupation,  there was  ample  time  to  take stock,  facing our
country in ruins, our Hcz.m4!f lost, our future hopeless, yet much
more terrible than all this: our Wr€/fzz"44%#g, everything we
had believed in, shattered. It was judgment time. Many could
not face it. In my father's camp in England one after the other
senior officer committed suicide. He tried to put on paper an
honest account ofhis military life, and of the ethos ofthe German
soldier as he had seen it. It was as if he was answering to God
Almighty Himself. About the first weeks after being captured by
jherican troops, he wrote:

On the sth of May, the day of Germany's
final and unconditional surrender,  an English
CaptaintookmeinaJcepfromLüneburg,where
about 20 other generals and 1 had been herded
together in a small and dirty factory shack under
inhuman   conditions,   to   Field   Marshal
Montgomery's HQ somewhere in the heather
country. General Kinzel received me and told me
that the two of us were to act as German Liaison
Officers. Monty wanted to have another general
besides Kinzel who had been officially delegated
for the task by the German Supreme Command.
Kinzel then had to leave for another job and I
was left on my own with the  12 officers who
served as my staff. For the following six weeks I
was given a job that made me feel to be of some
little value to my miserably broken down, deadly
beaten and starving people.

During that period 1 was given information
which could not have been more disturbing and
depressing. I felt like Robinson Crusoe return-
ing to the world after years of solitary island life
andhearingaboutthingsunbelicvable.Kinzelhad
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hinted certain things to me, but he had, due to
his position in the central general staff, access to
knowledge that had been kept secret to those of
us serving at the front lines throughout the war.
Therefore the disclosures made by several offic-
ers of Montgomery's staffwere for me far more
devastating,especiallywhatthechiefofstaffcolo-
nel Ewart told me. I believed it could not be the
truth. It was simply not comprehensible. Now,
when 1 am writing this there can be-unfortu-
nately-no  doubt about it anymore  that the
chargesagainstthecrimesofHitlerandhishench-
menwhichthecolonelhadbroughtforwardonly
in a gencral way, were fully justified.

We were about 20 German officers, former
officers  1  must  say,  who  on  my orders went
around the entire area occupied by the British
army. I was given my own orders directly from
Montgomery when 1 first reported to him: He
wanted me to inform him regularly about the
true situation in the large camps where the sol-
diers were interned, but also in the towns and
villages  among  the  civilian  population.  He
wanted  to  know especially about  the  general
mood, the food and health situation, and about
the effectiveness of measures to cope with the
flood of German soldiers streaming back from
Denmark.

Visiting the provisional mayors in Hamburg,
Lübeck, Schwerin and dozens of other cities, and
meeting with the commanders of all the camps
that had been hastily installed under the open
sky, I was able to put together a quite complete

picture and to send written reports of a very criti-
cal nature to Montgomery. I related about the
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impossible situations  created  by Russians  and
Poles who had been set free and let loose; about
the nonsensical refusal to provide any arms for
the auxiliary German police; about the preven-
tion of any initiative coming from Germans to-
wards rc-organization of the administration or
reconstruction of the basic means of transporta-
tion; about deploring shortcomings in some of
the camps and in Hamburg city; about the bar-
baric, inhuman, Asiatic plundering, murdering
and raping 1 had scen beyond the Line of De-
marcation  in  the  Soviet sector of occupation.
Montgomery let  me know through  Colonel
Ewart that he agreed with my critical way of re-

porting.
The teamwork with the British officers at

HQ, especially with thosc few who knew some
German, was free, open and businesslike. That
was so until news was spread about the libera-
tion of concentration camps by U.S. troops and
the  unbelievable horrors  they had discovered.
From that day on communication between the
British and us was broken off abruptly. The En-

glish could not and did not want to accept that
we soldiers had not known about thcse horrible
torturing and murders. The only exception was
a captain Rockcliffe who kept touch until the
end of my work.

The following description of the beginning of my fathcr's
imprisonment is a tragic tale. Prisoners of war around the world
will be able to tell similar stories. Nobody can expect to be treated

gentleman-like when captured by a war enemy. My father talks
about hardships while being shifted from one camp to the next,
about pin pricks from individual guardians, about being kept in
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solitary confinement for no apparent reason or in ovcrcrowded
mass quarters. But he does not complain about these things that
hadtobeexpectcd.ItwastheconfrontationwithwhatthcBritish,
and obviously the world, thought and felt about him and his
comrades which plunged him into despair.

At the day of his arrival in "White Housc"  camp not far
from London where hundreds of high ranking officers had been
collected, Field Marshal Busch had died. He had been my father's
immediate superior during the last actions of thc war. They had
knowneachotherformanyyearsandtherehadbeenarelationship
between  them  marked  by  mutual  respect,  almost  personal
friendship. The funcral was arrangcd at Aldershot and my father
was permitted together with scven other generals to participate.
"For us and for the two accompanying British officers it was a

shameful affair. No German word was allowed at the gravc. Field
Marshal von Rundstedt was denied to say a few last sentences to
his old comrade."

They were moved to four different places in Great Britain in
the course of half a year. In each one of these stations they were
instructedaboutmoredisclosuresofthingsthemindwouldreftise
to grasp. "Painful step by painfiil step we came closer to the truth
about Hitler and his Regime, about what had been done and
whathadbeenkeptsecrettomostofus.Eachoneofusindividudly
now had the chance to deal in heart and mind with mountains of

problems,  accusations,  guilt,  the loss of faith, and honor and
decency. It was a struggle that called for more courage of onc's
convictions than even the war had claimed."

Those must have been lonely battles the elite of German
soldiers had to fight through because they did not discuss them
openly. Whcn it comes to the core of one's belicfs, to the basic
motives directing the coursc of one's life, it is difficult to analyze
thcm honestly, but much more so to lay them open to others. In
his personal diary my father noted:

A man who has sworn the soldier's oath, a man
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for whom obedience is the very cornerstone of
his calling and for the entirety of his actions, will
betiedtohisallegianceineverypossiblesituation
except  in death and in one other:  when he is
ordered to commit a crime. About this, Dietrich
Bonhõffer, who was murdered by the Nazis in
April 1945, said this:

In our long history we Germans had to learn about
both  the  need  and the  strength  of obedíence.  In
submittingtooursummonseuerypersonalwishand
thought  we  found  the  uery  meaning and  the

gmtnessofourliues.Wíeloohed"uF'tothesuperior
authorities not in slauish fiear but in that fiee trust
u)hich  accepted in order a profiessíon,  and in the

profiessíon a caíííng. A portíon of justífied místrust
against one's own heart results in the uiíllingnes to
trust the order fiom "aboue" rather than one's own
whims, justified mistrwt against one's ouin heart .
Who  would want to  deny  the  Germans  th¢t in
obedience, in loyalty to their calling, thy have again
and again accomplished the utmost of courage and
offlring their liues. The Geriínan tries to maintain
hisfieedom-andwhereelseíntheworldhasthere
been more talh about fieedom, fiom Luther to the

philosophyofidealism-bysearchingtobefieefiom
selfiwill in the service of th whoh.  Calling and

fieedom uJere to him tuJo sides of the sd,me thing.
But uJith this he f;aihd to recognize the u)orld. He
had  not  dppreciated  that  his  preparedness  for
submíssíon, fior offlríng hís  Íífie ín the pursuít of
seruice, could be misused-touiard euil.

Yetifthismisusehappened,thenf;ollowíngour

prof;ession became doubfiÀl ín itself then all ethical
standdrds u)ouH fiounder. Then it would become

137
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cledr that one fiindÁimental recognition was stíll
missing amongst Germans, ndmely the necessity of

fiee dnd responsible dction directed euen agdinst
callíng and order.

Vme Germdns are beginning only now (u)hen ít
is too hte) to discouer the medning of responsibiliy
in fieedom. It is bdsed on a God uiho is cdllingfir
theddringdctionofunf;etteredfiithanduJhoofflrs

fiorgiueness dnd consohtion to those uJho fill in sin
because of it.

In other words, if a German soldier-general, officer, or en-
listed man-was ordered to commit a crime it would have been
his duty before God and his own conscience not to carry out the
order, thereby taking upon himself every possible consequence
of his disobedience.

Field  Marshal  Montgomery  talked  to  the  prisoncrs  in
Portsmouth on the theme, "Nation and the Armed Forces". He
said, "First, the nation is of eminent importance. Second, the
Army is the nccessary arm of the nation. Third, the soldier's duty
is to obey, not questioning any order which the army, i.e. the
nation, gives him."

And Thomas Carlyle, the renowned historian and author
wrote, "If a man becomes a soldier he belongs, soul and body, to
his commanding officer. It is not up to him to decide if the cause
he is going to war for is good or bad. His enemies are chosen for
him, not by him. His duty is to obey, not to ask."

This had been our creed, it had indeed been the creed of the
armies in all the civilized nations everywhere. The realization that
we Germans have been cheated, misused, that in our name unheard
of crimes have been committed, is cruel, terribly cruel. Perhaps it
can never be atoned.

From the victors we hear that a new phrase, co/¢cfz.wc gz#./f,
has been coined for the German people. It means that the world
holds responsible as criminals all of us because we are German
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nationals,  and  because we 4//owc/ all  these  terrible  things  to
happen. It means that we will have to expiate collectively. I cannot
accept this. To my mind it is a defamation of our peoplc.

Any thought of a collective responsibility came up only in
retrospect, in judging events and actions which happened mainly
inthelateryearsofthewarandwhichwerediscoveredbymaterial
laid open only some time later. Can our entire nation, millions
of soldiers, can we all really be guilty of atrocities which became
known only after the unconditional surrender? In my opinion,
three factors must be considered:

1.   The power ofstate propaganda dominating evcry means of
communication,incombinationwithterrorexecutedbyParty
and Gestapo in order to form public opinion and the think-
ing of the masses.

2.   The tendency ofhuman nature to act "in good faith" even if
it is thus deceived and mislead.

3.   The spirit ofutter desperation ofthe German people, at the
front lincs and at home, caused by the obvious determination
of the enemy to totally and finally annihilate our country as
demonstratcd by thc methodical destruction of our cities and
the civilian population.

Considering  all  this,  it  is  my  firm  conviction  that  the
overwhelming mass of the German people has in truth been
subjected to deception, misleading, terror including Sf2!Pc#ÁÁzf
(punishment of all family members for crimes committed by
one  member),  imprisonmcnt,  shooting  and  hanging,  to
desperation in fear of the destruction and loss of their homeland.
It has acted to the bitter end in good faith, it has fought, suffered
and sacrificed. By human standards the majority of our people
are free from guilt. In fact, they have shown true greatness.

If now human judgment from other nations wants to accuse
our people of their shortcomings, then those judges arrogantly
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adopt the attitude of infallibility while they and their people
might be subject to such shortcomings themselves.

On this bitter note my father ended his daily diary. However,
the pro-cess of his thinking, of going to thc bottom of his own
conscience had only just bcgun.  It went on  for many of the
following years.  In his heart of hearts he knew about his own

personal guilt and that this, before the Almighty, was all that
really mattered. But he was not able yct to find a way out of the
labyrinth of his bitterness and disappointment. The attempt to
exonerate the German people from guilt did not satisft him at
all. Deep down it was clear to him that this was only a half truth
if even that. At the same time, his determination grew not to
accept human judgment, especially not from "the enemy", and
to bow to the divine judge only.

This kind of spirit was predominant in our country. As a
result  of the  London  Agreement  of the  Allied  Control
Commission,  the Nuremberg lnternational Military Tribunal
started its work in October 1945. The tribunal was a novelty in
the history of mankind and, to this day, it has remained unique.
Based on the assumption that Germany as a wholc was guilty
and  must  be  tried  accordingly,  the  victor  powers  endowed
themselves with the mandatc to draw up the constitution of the
court and to act both as prosecutor and judge. Within two or
three months new principles and definitions for "war crime" and
"crime  against  humanity"  were  hastily  added  to  established

international law, ncw scntences for such crimes wcre invented.
Neither the Gencral Peace Resolution of The Haguc nor the
lnternational Court of Justice that had becn instituted by the
League of Nations knew of sanctions against "genocide" or other
crimcs  the  Germans  had  committed.  Such  definitions  were
introduced to international law only three years later, in  1948,
by resolution of the Unitcd Nations.

The trial against 24 top Nazi lcadcrs lasted for almost a year.
During that period we saw first tentative signs of a return to
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"normality" in our day-to-day life. In Rottach-Egern, the first

public cinema was permitted to show old films that had passed
censorship of the Military Government.  News reels reported
regularly  about  the  progress  of the  Nuremberg Tribunal.  I
remember being terribly disturbed and upset when 1 saw a Soviet

general among the judges. It had becomc clear to most of us that
those who had led us to disaster must be punished for their deeds.
But with my understanding of justice, I could not believe at all
that a representative of the communist terror regime was in a
legal or moral position to sit in judgment on our lcaders.

This opinion was shared by many, not only in Germany.
George Kennan, the outstanding historian, wrote, "Including a
Soviet judge in  the Court . . .  made a farce of the  trial. This

procedure  left  but  one  conclusion:  That  such  crimes  were
understandable  and  forgivable  when  committed  by  one

government under such and such circumstances, but that they
were  unforgivable,  unjust and  to  be  punished  by the  death
sentencewhencommittedbyanothergovernmentunderdifferent
circumstances."

The victor is always right. We know now that the intention
of the Allied Powers was laudable when  they defined for the
world German national-socialist fascism to be a crime, and when
they undertook to punish the chief Nazi actors with the aim to
createanewbasisfordemocraticthinkingandlivinginGermany.
But nobody could assume that a trial likc this would create in
our people a sense of guilt nor a preparcdness for remorse or,
evcn less, repentance. The contrary was the case. Everybody in
the country declared to have been from the beginning and always
against Nazism.  Suddenly one could not find a single person
who would admit that he had been prepared to follow Adolf
Hitler ``to thc end". A friend of mine who served with British
lntelligence in Germany during that timc and who talked-
speakingourlanguageperfectly-withhundredsofGermanstold
me later that one might have come to the conclusion that the
F#.Ár# had bcen the only rcal Nazi.
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***

In November  1945 my father had been transferred to a large
camp for generals, admirals and senior staff officers in Northern
Germany.  It was situated in  the British Zone of Occupation.
With  the greatest of difficulties,  first my mother and then  I
succeeded to get an /#fc7izo#c#P", a document allowing us to
cross the border to another Zone, and to visit him one at a time.
Prisoners were allowed to meet one visitor a week. I was shaken
by the change in my father. He was a different person from the
one 1 had known. He had become a loner, mistrusting even many
of his life-long comrades in the camp. He seemed to be a hermit
in the crowd, walked with his head bowed, and therc were lines
in his face which had not been there before. And yet, he yearned
for love and understanding from his  family.  I was somewhat
overwhelmed by the intensity with which he reached out with
his heart for my trust.

For. my 20th birthday he wrote a long letter from camp. I
still have it and regard it as one of my most trcasured possessions.
He implored me to accept him as my best friend, talked about
the deepest things in his life, and closed with Polonius' words to
his departing son Laertes in Shakespeare's fJ47#/cf,  "And these
few precepts  in  thy memory look  thou  character:  Give  thy
thoughts no tongue, nor any unproportion'd thought his act . . .

givecverymanthyear,butfewthyvoice:1àkeeachman'scensure,
but.reserve thy judgment . . . This above all: to thine own self be
true, and it must follow, as the night the day, thou canst not then
be false to any man." But 1 was in a state of turmoil myself and
did not respond in a way he had hoped.

My father then was ordered to appear as a witness before the
Nuremberg Court. He was cross-examined about atrocities from
GermansinYugoslaviaatthetimewhcnhecommandedadivision
operating in the Dalmatia coastal area.  He was able to  prove
beyond doubt that,  at least in the part of the Balkan he had
access to, the only barbarian and criminal acts were committed
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by Yugoslavs among themselves-Chetniks, Ustashniks, Croats,
all fighting as partisans against each other, united only in their
hatred against Tito's communist brigades.

It was  not  the  accusations  and  the  questioning  but  the
atmosphere my father found himself in that again pushed him
down in desperation. He was put in solitary confinement in a
cell guarded by a Jewish Polc who had suffered in a German ÁZ,
a  concentration  camp.  For  this  warden,  naturally  and
understandably,  a person wearing  the  uniform  of a  German

general was 4 p#.o#. a villain.  He took away my father's belt
and  suspenders  and  treated  him  with  insults  and  hateful
Contempt.

Whenthe24topNazishadbeentricd-12ofthemsentenced
to  death-the Court  continued  its work in  the  fortress  of
Landsberg until 1950. The only difference was that now it was
not an international jury anymore, but only Americans acting as

prosecutors and judges. At the same time local Denazification
Courts were established in the three Western Zoncs in order to
deal with the Nazi movement at grass roots. Every German ovcr
18 was to be categorized in one of five lcvels ofNazi involvement.
The efficiençy of these courts left much to be desired. Their
German  members  were selected  and  named  by thc Military
Govcrnment, and so it happened quite frequently that they were
themselves more involved in Nazi activities than those they had
to judge. The story went round about a man who left a Munich
tram carriage:  "That one was a Nazi", someone remarks, and
none of the other passengers dares to sit on the empty seat. "No

problem", says a uniformed Gl and sweeps with his behind a few
times over the place. "It's OK. now, denazified!"

The local court responsible for the Tegernsee valley was in
the nearby small town Miesbach.  I do not know if the same
thinghappenedelsewhereaswell,buttheMiesbachcouncilforced
all the defendants in the area to assemble in a cinema and look at
a film that had been made on Auschwitz Concentration Camp.
It was meant to prepare  us for our own  trials. The facts and
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figures givcn and the pictures shown were far more horrible than
any of the rumors we had heard until then. They verified that
hell had come down to earth, to our country, and those acting as
devils were Germans. At the end, we filed out of the cinema in
total silence. We could not look in each othcrs' eyes anymorc.

That day 1 dissociated myself from that ``other Germany",
from those wild beasts who had bccn able to do such things. I
decided that 1 had nothing to do with them, that 1 had been far
too young to have been part of it all.  In fact 1 did not know
anybodypersonallywhohadbeenanactivepartofit.Anydoubts
that would come up were pushed aside. I was not guilty, I had
not been a Nazi. Life, or more precisely, my life, had to go on.
We did not talk about the recent past, not even among friends.
But to fortift our position, we developed a strange hunger for
new.s about atrocities committed by o£4crí. The idea that only
we Germans were so bad was simply unbearable. The numb
feeling lasted in us that we were now the most hated nation on
earth, and that the world had united in the effort to make us
suffer. Rather than conviction of sin, a spirit of utter self-pity
began to take hold of us.

***

Suffer we did. The winter of 1946/47 became the hardest in

post-war  history.  Most  of all  the  millions  of expellees  and
expropriated  people,  and  the growing wavc  of homecoming
POWs who were collected in huge camps or returned to the
ruins of their homes-they all paid the most for what had been
done in their name. In most towns far more than half of civilian
housing was destroyed or damaged beyond repair. Thcre was
hardly any heating fuel. Food supplies and medical service had
dropped to a level causing great anxiety. I remember times when
we looked forward all day for the evening because then wc would

put fire to the small cast-iron stovc in the corner of our room
and heat it up with the rationed pieces of wood for a while. Like
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everybodyelsewehadbuiltaflueforthesmokegoingoutthrough
a hole in thc window so we would not suffocate. It was the time
when 77¢.mmc%zz#€# in Berlin and other cities became famous-
the women who worked to clear away the rubble, brick by brick.
Tuberculosis spread like fire and there were far too fcw hospital
beds available.

An incredible thing happened then. Perhaps the thousands
oflettersAmericansoldierslikeAnnemie'ssergcanthadsenthome
describing the situation in the lands they were occupying had

played their part. One day a heavy, square parcel was delivered to
our  family.  It had  the  large letters  CARE printed  on  it  but
otherwise no sender. Why we had been chosen to be receivers of
it remained a mystery; we had not donc anything to deserve it.
Writing about the moment of opening that wonder box still
now, half a century later, brings tears to my eyes. Many tins and
boxes came out, all of them the same olive-brown color, with
strange but delicious and nourishing food. Tinned 'corned-beef
and butter, real coffee and sugar-it was like Christmas, Easter
and birthday all happening at the same time. We felt like Alice in
a dream-like wonderland. To think that anybody in this world
should care enough,  perhaps somebody to whom our people
had done great harm, to simply help us at a time of real need,
was overwhelming.

I never read any statistics about it, but we heard later that
about 16 million CARE parcels were sent to European disaster
areas, mostly to former "enemy" countries. The organization was
formed by 26 different American social and relief groups who
collected gifts from countless private persons and companics and
then bought those standardizcd parcels. No-one who received
one of them will ever forget it. Perhaps it is not possible to measure
infactsandfigureshowmuchthisactionhelpedtoalleviatehunger
on a large scale or how many people were saved from starvation.
But much more than that, the spontaneous willingness of the
war victors to aid the defeated after a cruel war built bridges of
humanity which in future became of imminent importance.
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It must be said that of the four powers occupying Germany,
only the U.S.A. were in an economic position to carry through
such a campaign. Neithcr the European nor the Asian war had
taken  place  on American  soil.  In  France,  Great  Britain,  and
especially in Russia, on the other hand, Germany had caused
enormous destruction and suffering, and consequently created a
need for immediate revenge in those countries. In Potsdam, the
Big Three had agreed that occupied Germany should be legally
regarded as one country. But failing to arrive at a united policy
about  vital  subjects  like  war  reparations  and  the  political
development of future Germany, authority was given to the four
Military Governments to deal with these questions individually
at their own liking. Naturally, national interests became dominant
for each one of them. It seemed to us that thc Four had only one
thing in common: not to let Germans take into their own hands
the political, economic and social reconstruction.

It was a peculiar, light-less time, a period somehow taken
outofthesequenceofthecvolutionofhistory.Apartfromdecrees
by the Military Government there were no functioning legal
institutions  and  we  had  no  permitted  political  parties,  or
independent  newspapers  of our own  that  might have  given
direction to our thinking. The nation was non-existent anymore.
We lived in a time in between. For the older Germans who had

grown up in a country that had, perhaps, been loved by nobody
but respected by many, it was hard to bear to be so out of power
to do anything constructive, not to be able to contribute even
first steps to regain any decency. During the regime most of us
hadforgottcnthemeaningoffreeinitiativeorwehadncverlearned
it. Public morale which we used to be so proud of disintegrated
even more now. In the towns, the black market became for many
the foundation for their existence. Our money was worthless,
American cigarettes became the actual currency  "One Luclqr
Strike for a pound of flour."
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What was 1 to do with my life? I really had no idea, nor had my
mother and my father whom 1 asked for guidance. The only
intention 1 ever had was to follow, like my father, the military
officer's career. That was out now, definitely out. The Allied let
us know in no uncertain terms, again and again, that no German
army would ever again be allowed to threaten her neighbors and
the world. Other interests 1 had not. The Third Reich, meant to
last for a thousand years, had existed just twelve, but these had
been all 1 had so far experienced. Now what? Many of my age

group had the vague idea of "university", of studying any given
subject at any college, and then go on from there; something
would evolve. We heard rumors that in Tübingen the ancient
Universityhadalreadyre-openedforalimitednumberofstudents.
But! Tübingen  was  in  the  French  Zone  of Occupation  and
therefore out of reach for us, likc in a foreign country. Moreover,

precondition for any further study was a qualified j46;.fzM The
graduation certificate we had been given during the war without
examinations was invalid. The Nazis had found us old and mature
enough to give our lives in the war, but now we were not mature
enoughforpeace.WewouldhavetogotoHighSchooloncemore.

S&.#gg#cÁ/Ó."cÁc# was  the proud name of a neat castelette
situated in the foothills above Tcgernsee village. It was painted
ochrc and boasted with somc balconies and bay windows, and
with a number of ill-assorted turrets and chimneys. Its twenty or
so rooms were empty-the former owners had disappeared like
somanyothers.TheMilitaryGovernmentinMunichhadagreed
that the little castle should be used, as a temporary measure, to
be the home of the first official  06c#cÁ#¢ in the area which
would be qualified to hold valid final j46z.f#r examinations. So
far so good. But there was no German education authority yct.
Every step  to  found a new school had to come from private
initiative,andhadtopassscrutinyofthesuspiciouslocalAmerican
administration.
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Teachers had to be found who had already been de-nazified
and shown no brown color in their curriculum vitae. Thçy would
also have to be prepared to work for almost no pay-the small
available  funds  would  be  used  to  furnish  class  rooms  and  a
rudimentary administration  set-up.  Syllabi  of most  teaching
subjectswerefoundtobebrimfiilofopenorhiddenNazidoctrine
and had to be "cleansed". A committee of volunteers worked
with devotion on this task for many months. What a job a future
ministryforeducationwouldhave-ifwewouldeverbeallowed
tohavearedgovernmcntofourown.Itwaspioneeringworkasfar
astheunderlyingdemocraticphilosophyoflifewasconcerned.We
redized very soon that we would have a long, long way to go.

It was like a bit of returned "normality" when about thirty
boys and girls from the villages around the lake walked up the
steeproadleadingtoSZ.#gmc%"c4c#forourfirstdayasmembers
of the new 146Ç.f#r form.  I should have said "young men" and

girls, because our female colleagues all had visited their schools
without much interruption while we men had served for two or
three years as soldiers, definitely marked by the experience and
also matured.

The previous day we had participated, together with the kids
ofthelowergrades,intheopeningccremonywithalotofflowers
and music and speeches by people we did not know. The new
director  had  addressed  the  crowd,  and  some  obviously very
moved teachers, who nevertheless had not bcen able to impress
the pupils much about the importance of the occasion. Some
U.S. officers had been there too, in flawless uniforms with bands
of colorfiil medals, smiling benignly with the air of accomplished
benefactors. A string quartet had offered a Haydn sonata, but the
lovely tunes had often been drowned out by the loudspeakers
down in the village blaring out some Benny Goodman rhythm.

We felt really awkward,  not yet knowing each other and
seeking somc security in the crowd. That is why we had met at
the railway station . Wé wanted to walk up together to the castle
that did not look at all like an ordinary school. Everything was
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different. What would be expected from us and how should we
react? I realized that so far 1 had gone to school because that was
the rule, because the system and also. my parents expected it from
mc. I had learned for no other reason but to pass the next exam.
But now? The whole set-up seemed to be turned around: I had
yo/##fccrciJ to  attend  classes.  I  expected  something  from  the
teachers now. I knew that 1 needed more knowledge if l wanted
to make something of my life. If this was so, what should be our
attitude to those from whom we wanted to learn? Should we

play tricks on them like we used to in the old days? Would they
try to re-establish the old authority-obedience relationship? Thcre
were so many questions.

A fellow called Lulu passed around American cigarettes, the
real thing,  and we smoked reverently. The German stuff one
could buy for coupons we called "Embankment Crop" because
it contained no tobacco but just straw and hay and would rough
up onc's lungs. Lulu also posscssed chewing-gum, that symbol
of the American way of life, and he was the only one of us men
wearing trousers not made of the drab military uniform material
ingeniously transformed by our mothers into all sorts of "civilian
cuts". He had even adopted that particular air of casualness in his
manners which for us was typical for the GI, and his hair was
crew-cut "U.S.-style".  I observed with silent envy that all the

girls' attentions were concentrated on Lulu. Had he seen the signs
of the time and the rest of us not? And what about Vera who,
unlike all the other girls, had daringly painted her face with a

garish red lip-stick. That was an unheard of thing. I thought it
was obscene. That sort of make-up was only to be had from the
occupants who to my mind were still our adversaries. Had this

girl really "degraded" hcrself that low?
It  was  not just  the  first  day  of school.  Everything was

beginning anew, every aspcct of life, even a new calendar, so it
seemed. This was not the year 1946 AD, it was for us the year
two A.H., after Hitler. We had to learn from scratch, which did
not seem to be so bad at all as far as Mathematics, or Latin, or
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Chemistry was concerned. I had forgotten cverything 1 may have
known earlier. But we had to change basic things like our hand-
writing. Wc all had learned to write S#.#€r/;.# style, particular
German letters with lots of stiff straight and pointed lines. But
S¢.#€r/Ç.# was linked with the German past, and that past was
evil,  and therefore we had to adopt Latin letters in our hand
writing.

Day-to-day German language had to be "purified". Countless

phrases and words had been defiled by Nazi use and misuse. Thçy
had to be banned from our vocabulary. It was obvious that thc
word F#.Árcr could never be used again in its original meaning of
a person giving leadership. It was more difficult to accept that
terms like  Wz£€r4z#ó/, E4M€,  rwz# would be suspect in our new
land-the German people had no fatherland, no honor, no loydty
anymore, not in the sense these terms had in prc-Nazi timcs.
Now they were all tinted brownish. If you talked about f7c;.m4f,
that epitome of former German patriotic feeling, you might be
regarded as a revisionist who wished to restore pre-war national
boundaries including such provinces as our beloved East Prussia
or Silesia, or the Saarland which now belonged to France. The
victors of the war had dccided in Potsdam that these parts where
Germans had settled and lived for many centuries would not be
fJc;.m4f for them anymore. Those were tough toads to swallow.
The Nazi past was hard to eradicate. The process which then
began is continuing to this very day.

Still, it was a beginning. We were all wonderfully young and
we found the most unexpected ways to havc fun and enjoy life as
it came. We paired up with the girls, and till about mid-term our
individual girl-friends coached us for school exams. Latcr, when
we had caught up, we took over and coached our ladies. Evi lived
two houses up the road from ours. She and 1 developed a rathcr
fervcnt, intimate friendship-for me the first timc ever. Until
then females had been a non-entity for me, apart from my mother
and sister, but they did not count.
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Evi and 1 would meet in the early morning, holler for Sepp
to row us over the straits, and then walk on to school together.
In winter, when the lake was frozen, there would bc an ancient,
rattling bus powered with wood-gas. Instead of with money the
fare was paid with a piece of fire-wood to feed the enormous
fiiming and stinking oven in the back of the bus. Gasoline-driven
vehicles for passenger transport did not exist. During holidays,
my friend  Horst  and  1 went out every day at sunrisc  to  the
mountain valleys and worked as lumber-jacks felling trees and
hauling them downwards. We earned a few Pfennigs and were
allowed to take some of the cut wood home for winter stock.
My mother would give me two or three boiled potatoes and a
carrot-that was the food for the day.

As  a  sign  of good-will  the  American  authorities  gave

permissionfortheopeningofadancingschoolinTegernsee.The
entire j46z.fz# class attended the first course. The only café where
a German band was allowed to play and where we could practice
our new-found arts was at the other end of the lake, so that cach
dancing trip on borrowed bicycles became an adventure because
of the eight o'clock curfew and the necessity to avoid the ever

present MP checkpoints. But darkness was our ally and, also, the
guards had slackened in their watchfulness.

Bordcring the back yard of our villa was a lawn belonging to
the hotel where the local military HQ resided. That picce of

ground was used as a dump for out of service Jceps and trucks. It
was guarded round the clock. Horst and 1 had reconnoitered the
situation: perhaps there might be some rcmainder of gasoline
left in the wrecked cars? One night we crept under cover of pitch
darkness, armed with a couple of cans and a length of garden
hose, toward thc trucks, our hearts thumping so loud that we
thought everybody must hear it. One after the other we opened
the tanks, sucked out what gas was left and filled almost forty
liters in our cans. We got away unnoticed and stored the loot in
the basement of our house.  It was worth gold! But the odors
were soon wafting through the whole building and my mother
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forced us to get rid of the stuff. It was exchanged for a pile of

packsofcigarettes,andwiththosewewereabletodealinprecious
material for clothing, and some good food.

***

"Ncver bow to any man, you must promise me that", insisted my

father as we wdked through the compound of a large POW camp.
He  had  been  transferred  again,  this  time  to  Garmisch-

Partenkirchen in the U.S. Zone. It was much easier for us to visit
him there. It was the largcst camp he had been in so far. Many of
the well-known military figures were there with him. He pointed
out to me some of the great men  of the war,  celebrated war
heroes, who looked like Christmas trees with the decoration taken
off in their uniforms carefully bared of all the medals and glifter.
There was  the  number  one  air-force  ace,  Galland,  who  had
downed some  150 Allied planes and had,  at 25,  become the

youngest General in history. And there were others, until recently
examples of heroism and now not to be distinguished from the
mass of prisoners.

"To my mind they behave dishonorably",  my father said,
"they are appeasing the U.S.  occupiers  and they degrade our

German honor. You must promise me never to do that! We will
bow to the Almighty only".

Ihadcomebytrain,stoppingoverforsomehoursinMunich.
The city that had been our home for eight years had depressed
meagain.Ihadhardlyfoundmywaytoourhousconthegrounds
of the military academy. The center of town was unrecognizable.
The  twin-towered  Frjz#c#Áz.rcÁc,  the  powcrful  landmark  of
Munich, was burned out, thc government buildings, the beautiftil
shopping areas-verything was gone, and the empty hulks of
formerlystatelyrowsofhouseshadmadeathreateningimpression
on me. And yet, the place had been crowded with people. A
railway-manhadtoldmethatcverythirdpersonlivinginMunich
was now a rcfugee.
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"But where do they all live?" I wondered.

He did not know. "They do not live here, they just exist",
he said.

A stiff, cold wind was whistling between the barracks. The
surroundingAlpmountainswerealreadycoveredwithfreshsnow.
I did not own an overcoat, so my father had given me one of his
two  knee-long  uniform  coats.  Wé  talked  for  several  hours,
interruptingourwalkonlyonceortwicetowarmupinhisroom.
He had saved from his rations some rci4/coffee, somc r£4/cream,
and some cookies the like of which 1 had not tasted for years.

He poured out his care for me. But he was bitter, so deeply
bitter. He told me about his time in Nuremberg: "Who are they
to sit in judgment over us? They are not better than we. The
British showed us picturcs of London and Coventry, they accused
us to have started the bomber terror on civilians. That may be
true. And it is also a fact that we have started the terrible war. But
they have made a system of total annihilation of every single one
of our big cities, concentrating on the housing areas. Isn't that
also a criminal kind of warfare? So, where is the diffcrence?"

It went on and on. He was much better informed than we in
secluded Rottach-Egern. Many of the prisoners had their families
in the British and French Zones, some even in Russian occupied
East Germany. They had fresh news all the time. I was told that
Stalin at the Potsdam Conference had demanded that all German
heavy industry as far as it had remained after the war and as far as
it had  contributed  in  any way  to  the war  effort,  was  to  be
dismantled.TheyhadstartcdtotakedownbigfactorieslikeKrupp
and IG Farben, and to ship entire plants to Russia. East Germany
had already a Communist government. They had instituted a
landreform,disowningcveryfarmerwithmorethanonehundred
acres of land and declaring them all without exception to have
been Nazi criminals. All the land and all the factories would now
be owned "by the people'', and cverybody in East Germany had
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"volunteeredtoworkashardasthçycouldtorestoreforthewrongs

theyhadinflictedontheirliberator,thegreatSovietUnion".
My father cried, "Has the world forgotten all about Stalin's

regime of terror?"
I must have grown more and more silent as he went on. I

really did not want to hear about American atomic bombs on
Japanese cities and about atrocities against German POWs in
France  and  about  mass  killings  of expellees  in  Poland  and
Czechoslovakia. All this was "big politics"  to me.  I had never
been interested in thosc. I found myself longing to go home and
have my peace, to be with my friends and make the best of the
situation we were in. We could do nothing to alter it anyway.
Historians have called us the "Count-me-out Generation". That
is precisely what we all felt. "Look at what happened to those
who have taken responsibility in the past", we said, and 1 might
have added, ``nobody will force me to go through what my father
is experiencing".

He had started a stubborn mini-war of his own against the
militaryauthoritybywritingoutcndlessformswithmanycopies,
demanding back "property stolen by U.S. Occupation Forces"
from our Lenggries flat. To a certain extent he was successful.
One piece of furniture missing was a beautiful old grandfather
clock, standing about six foot high, hand carved, and with a deep
bell striking the hours. It had been a gift to my grandfather from
his flock for a life-timc service as their parson.  Shortly after 1
returned from my visit to the camp, my mother was summoned
out to the street by four heavily armed and steel-helmeted MPs.
They showed her a number of photos, "This is a grandfather
clock as seen from the left side. Can you swear that this is your

property?". She had to lift three fingers and state under oath that
it was indeed our clock. The procedure was repeated three times,
"as seen from the top, or from the front . . ." We were told that

one American officer had felt it right to have a big wooden box
made for the ancient piece and to ship it home as a war trophy. It
had been secured in Bremen harbor just before it was loaded on
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a steamer destined for the U.S.A. While 1 am putting this down
on paper 1 can hear the reassuring sound of the old clock, every
half hour, and 1 am full of gratitude.

***

That same winter President Truman sent Herbert Hoover, one
of his predecessors, to Europe on a fact-finding mission. He was
asked to give an unvarnished report about the economic situation
of the European countries with particular regard to food, housing
and clothing. Hoover took his task very seriously. His report was

published in the spring of 1947. It resulted in the turning point
of post-war history as far as Europe was concerned. It said that
the food situation in ltaly, France, Great Britain and the Benelux
countrieshadalmostreachedpre-warstandardsagain.InGermany,
on the other hand, it was causing extremc concern. Hoover called
for immediate measures of aid: "We urgently need the recovery
of Europe,  not only for economic reasons,  but as  a primary
condition  for  peace . . .  There  is  only one way  to  recovery:
Production . . . Europcan economic strength cannot be restored
without German recovery as part of this economic strength."

The Hoover Report stated  that Germany because of the

provinces ceded to Poland and France, had lost 25 percent of her
food production, 30 perccnt of her coal mining capacity, and 20

percent of her consumer goods production. Compared with 68
million population in 1936, the number had grown to 71 million
through the influx of displaced people. It was an illusion, it said,
to believe Germany could be relegated to a merely rural state.
"For that purpose one would have to exterminate or remove 25

million Germans." If it was not the aim to let Germany starve to
death, she would become a heavy burden on the Allied nations'
ta]payersifthepresentpohçy(ofdismantlinglargepartsofherindutry)
woúdbepursued."ItispossibletocontinuetokeepGemanyinchains,
butasarcsultauofEuopewillbereducedtorags."



156 HANsjóRG  GAREIS

Twenty years after this event Konrad Adenauer wrote in his
autobiography, "1 want to thank President Hoover for the great
deed  of humanity  he  accomplished with  his  report  on  the
situation of defeated and outlawed Gcrmany. He deserves my
andtheGermanpeople'slastinggratitudeandhighestadmiration.
It must have been the first time in the history of the last centuries
that the spirit of humanity has so inspired a victorious nation,
that the vanquisher wantcd to hclp the vanquished to rise out of
misery in such a grand manner."

Even if the creation of ERP, the European Recovery Plan,
was  motivated  to  a  certain  extent  by American  political  and
economic self-interest-for us, the recipients in Western Europe
it marked indeed a historic turning point. Marshall Aid, as it was
to be called, became the ignition spark for our recovery. For us
Germans it was even more than that: The American people gave
us the gift of their confidence in spite of the past.

Of course it took some time before first impacts of the action
would be felt. However, into the atmosphere of resignation and
dcsperationinoucountrythefirstsun-beamsofhopewereentering.
We could dare to think that wc would have a fiiture again.

Unfortunately my father and many of his comrades were not
able to share in this spirit ofhopeful expectation. The U.S. Forces
HistoricalDivisionhadaskedtheformerrankingofficerscollected
in Garmisch-Partenkirchen Camp to write down their strategic
and tactical experiences ofwar against the Soviets. It was to help
them in their effort to put together an authentic historiography
and also, they said, it should serve as a kind of recognition of the
"mutual spiritual and political values of the West". In truth, I

think, the United States regarded with growing apprehension
the hegemonic striving of their former ally, Stalin's Soviet Union.
There might even be war again.

My  father  refused  any  sort  of co-operation  with  the
Americans. On my next visit to the camp he told me his reason:
"They-theenemy-havetakenawayfrommeeverything1had:

My mother, my son, my son-in-law, my house, my belongings,
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my fJc;.7%f,  my honor.  My knowledge about Russia and the
Russians is about the last thing I "posscss". I am not going to give
awaytothevictorsthislasttreasure."Poorfather,Ipitiedhiminhis

plight, but 1 was completely unable to console him in any way.
Germans are said to be thorough in whatever they do. Many

of the imprisoned generals complied with their guardians' wishes
and began to write, thoroughly and extensively. They had not
even finished their first chapters when my father, from whom no
contribution could be expected, was releascd into freedom.

He was among the first to come home. We celebrated, of
course, but for none of us his home-coming was a change for the
better. The two small rooms we shared became too crowded. I
had to work for my 4GÇ.fz# examinations and had no time for
my father which  deeply disappointed  him.  Besides,  he  was
difficult to be with. He was gloomy and so hopeless. Annemie
left with little Antje to be with her in-law family far up North.
We missed their happy and easy disposition. What should a man
do who had learned a profession that was of no use anymore? A
man whose life spirit had  been  broken, whose services,  so  it
seemed, were unwanted? Our timc of sorrow continued, both
for us as a family and as a nation. We could not yet discover a

passage leading out of the abyss.



4. Road from Ruin
Most of our family's forbears from my father's side had been
Huguenots. They had come to Berlin after Louis XIV, Catholic
King of France during the 17th century, had waged a cruel war
on the French Protestants that caused hundreds of thousands of
theProtestantHuguenotstofleethecountry.ThePrussianElector
had given refuge with very favorable conditions to 20,000 of
them. That had been a rislqr but wise move-rislq7 because the
Prussians with it gaincd the eternal cnmity of the French, and
wise because thc refugiés became the most loyal citizens of their
new homeland, and because they brought French culture, their
highly  advanced  artisanship  and  new  crafts  to  Prussia,  thus
contributing greatly to  her growing stand  in  the  concert  of
European  states.  In  Berlin,  some  time  later,  a  third  of the

population was of French origin, and among educated people
and in the court of the first Prussian king, French became the

preferredlanguage.
My father had always been very proud of this heritage. He

haddrawnabigfamilytreeandheusedtopointouttouschildren,
when we were smaller,  all the French sounding names of our
forefathers. One of them had been the closest personal friend
and Secretary of State to King Frederick the Great, others had
been famous generals or prominent gold-smiths. All of them, as
far as we knew, had been staunch Protestants and loyal Prussians.

At the time when my father had come home from prison
camp  and  1  had  finishcd with  my j4GÇ.f#r,  the  U.S.  Military
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GovernmenthadagreedtothcfirstGermannewspaperstoappear,
most of them weeklies. They had to be "licensed", meaning that
everything printed had to mirror American views. Still, it helped
to be better informed about what was going on in the world,
and how four foreign nations were trying to govern what was
left of Germany. We did not have the money to subscribe to one
of the papers, but more fortunate neighbors were passing around
back issues.

OnedaybigbannerheadlinestoldusthattheAlliedControl
Commission of Germany had decreed that "the State of prussia
has been abolished". Just like that. Prussia, like Bavaria, Saxony
and  the other provinces  had been  independent kingdoms or
dukedoms before they formed the Union of the German Reich.
The Kaiser had at the same time been King of prussia. Hitler had
then replaced the State Minister Presidents with Nazi C4#4;.f#
and reduced the States to mere administrative units. Now, in the
new Germany, however the political structure would develop,
there was  to be no  Prussia anymore,  that was thc will of the
victors.

For my father it was a blow that almost drove him crazy.
"They cannot do that! Nobody can dissolve a nation, just as you

cannot forbid a religious creed by law." For him, this was not

just a political act intended to root out what appeared to the
world to  be the  breeding ground of German  militarism and
imperialism. My father was a Prussian by birth, by conviction,
by confession and by faith. Everything hc had cherished in his
life had been built on Prussian tradition. Now he felt that the
world tried to cut away his very roots.

My mother hated hcr men's arguing. Our financial resources
were dwindling away fast and we had been forced to look for
some work we could do at home. The three of us would sit
around a table in our small living-room and produce hundreds
of color samples of nail varnish on little pieces of cardboard for
somenewcosmeticcompany,orwewouldwater-colorengraving

prints of Munich city scenes which later would be shaped to
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lamp screens.  For a while these things sold quite well and we
were  able  to  earn  enough  to  sustain  an  extremely  modest
livelihood. But it was pathetic to see the general who had all his
life carried large responsibilities diligently trying to put precise
blobs of nail varnish on sample cards. And then we would argue
about issues that meant so much to him and so little to me.

``Butvati",Iwouldsay,"thinkforjustamomentwhatwould

have happened if we had won the war. Most certainly we would
have abolished royalty in countries like Great Britain or Norway
or Holland, we would have colonized all the European nations
and made them all serve German interests."

He would flare at me, heatedly, "How darc you say such a
thing!Ourpeoplearenotlikethat.AllthedecentGermanswould
have  smashed  the  Nazi  criminals  once we  had  defcated  our
enemies, and we would have our Kaiser back and we would have

peace in Europe."
In the end, one of us would just walk out, mainly for the

sake of my mother who suffered, unable to mediate in such fiitile
discussions.

A wall rose up between us. I wanted out and to live my own
life, forget about traditions and codes of behavior and, above all,
the past which had been wasted and hell anyway. I spent more
and more time away from home with my pals and with my
girlfriend and began to pull all the strings 1 could uncover. "Use
your  vitamin  8",  was  the  current  slogan.  ``8"  stood  for
6czÇ.cÁ##g€#, connections. If you had useful connections with
important people you  could  make prosperous  arrangements.
Without them, nothing seemed to go.

Some of my classmates planncd to apply for admission as
students at several Technical Universities at different places in the
U.S.  and  British  Zones.  Perhaps  1  should  do  likewise. To  be
accepted in one of these engineering collcges, one had to do a

year of advance practical training in industry. Once again, my
sister Annemie proved to be my best "Vitamin 8". One of her
friends was director of the AEG (General Electric) plant in Kiel.
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Annemie had bewitched the man with her charm and wrotc me
that1hadbeengrantedanapprenticeshipforelectricalengineering.
She would even be able to put me up in the rooms she occupied
withAntje.

Everybody traveled hitch-hiking in Germany at that time,
and the entire country seemed to be on the road. Only two years
bcfore,  coming from prison camp,  I had made the same trip
from the other direction. What a transformation had taken place
in that short period! We had not noticed it in Tegernsee Valley
because the arca would develop only when tourism increased,
andthatwasnotpossibleaslongasitwasRecreationAreareserved
for the Occupation Force. But as we rode through towns and
villages 1 was stunned about the progress madc. There seemed to
be scaffoldings everywhere; large gaping places had been created
wherealltherubblehadbeenclearedaway.Thelandscapesaround
towns had becn adorned with Mo#f€ Sc4crGc/z.#oí, ruin-hills. Black
smoke came out of most of the industry stacks. Everybody was
busy. The roads were full of trucks and harvesting was going on
on farms and fields like in peace time.

The big ship yards in Kiel where many of our war ships had
been built were idle,  of course.  Germany was not allowed to
build ships anymore. According to the Potsdam Agreement, most
ofwhat was left of both war and merchant fleet had been taken
away as part of reparations.  But an amazing number of other
factoriesandcompanieshadstartcdworkagain,admittedlyunder
most primitive conditions.  Of the formerly substantial AEG
compound, one large hall was left with all four walls standing
and a roof on top. All workable machinery from the other shops
had been collected there and as soon as electric current was available

production of motors started again.
What struck me most walking through the city was to see

the number of Germans driving private cars, some of them huge
American road-cruisers. They were black marketers and scrap
dealers who had made a fortune in no time. No wonder, when
you saw the mountains of steel and scrap iron sorted out from
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the ruins. The steel works in the Ruhr, on the other hand, were
short of iron ore and would take all the scrap they could get.
Black market dealers were scorned and everybody was outraged
about their despicable doings. But secretly, I think, most of us
werejustplainjealousofthemforhavingfoundawayoutofthe
awful general poverty, even if their morals were rotten.

Life with Annemie and Antje was great. The road they lived
on led straight down to thc bay to a point not far away from the

place where we had left our fishing vessel after the odyssey at
war's end. Of the twenty or so houscs on the street, only four
were still partly habitable. The stair-case to Annemie's two first-
floor rooms lay open to the slqr because the outside walls had
come down from an exploding bomb. Family life took place in
the one living room where, at nights, Annemie slept on a couch
and 1 on a horsehair-stuffed mattress on the floor. Antje had her
cot in thc narrow kitchen, the other room, where we also washed,
cold water only of course, in the sink. Food, clothing and fuel
were still strictly rationed. To this day 1 do not know how my
sister managed to keep and feed us. Her many admirers brought
along rare dclicacies on  their frequent visits. That must have
helped.  One of these gentlemen seemed to have struck up a

particularly close relationship with hcr. When he came to visit,
with my innate sensibility 1 unobtrusively left them alone and
went to the cinema.

At the AEG company 1 was given a full-fledged tool-maker
training by a veteran master-craftsman called Herr Perschke. All
through the war he had served as a machinist in the Navy. He
was a member of the Communist Party and hated all capitalists.
Herr Perschke wanted me and the other four apprentices to come
to their party meetings on Saturday evenings. He was a decent
man who, like many of his comrades, believed with heart and
soul in the Gospel according to Karl Marx.

"We will soon have a revolution in this country", he told us.
"There is no other way. You better be in on it from the start".
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"That sounds exactly like what Hitler and Goebbels always

said," retorted one of the apprentices. He was two years older
than the rest of us. We regarded him as a kind of group leader.
"Why do you think Karl Marx' ideas are any better? Surely, Stalin

had as many people killed in Russia as Hitler. So where is your
famous paradise of the workers?"

Herr  Perschke  could  not be  shakcn.  He  said,  ``That was
necessary in the historical process against the reactionary Tsarist
regime. Wé are in  a different situation  now.  Communism  is
setting an example for the entire world to sce in the Soviet Zone,
in East Germany. Therc you can watch how it should be done,
how a new country is built up from scratch, a country where the

people rule."
He told us about the Land Reform whereby all the farm

land in East Germany had been taken away from the former
owners and divided up to the people. The same thing happened
with every industrial plant.

He said, "This way we will operate here in West Germany
too. In fact in all of Europe, you will see. Then, you all will not
be slaves of the Capitalists anymore. It is the only road leading to
social justice.  Once the people rule, they cannot and will not
exploit the people anymore, and cverybody will be equal and
free.„

I  went  to  only one  of their  meetings  in  a smoke-filled,
crowded pub where gallons of beer were consumed and speeches
were  madc  about  the  hard  lot  of the workers  under  British
occupation. It did not interest me much.

The  British  concept  of military  government  was  quite
different from that of the other thrce zones.  In Munich and
especially in Tegernsee, uniformed soldicrs and military vehicles
were prominent, all the time impressing the Germans with the
fact that theirs was an occupied country under foreign rule. The
BritishArmywasmuchlessobvious.Thcystayedintheirbarracks
and their officcs were strictly off limits for Germans. They also
had, like the Americans, a rigid law of non-fraternization, but
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the ordinary British soldier had no need to be reminded to stay
away from the people he had been fighting so bitterly.  Social
contacts likc Annemie had with her sergeant in Rottach-Egern
were quite unthinkable in Kiel.

***

In December,1947, the Foreign Ministers of the four countries
occupying Germany had met in London, and their meeting had
ended in total disagreement. Molotow had walked out from the
conference angry and irreconcilable. George Marshall had voiced
the conviction that they, thc four powers, had been responsible
for partitioning up Germany which turned out to be hindering
thc political and economic development, and that only they, the
Allied,wereinapositionnowtoendthedangerousfragmentation
to the advantage of all concerned. The Russians would have none
of that. They insisted on what had been agreed to earlier in Yalta
and Potsdam: full political and economic powcr over the pieces
of Germany  allotted  to  the war victors.  After  the  London
conference it was definite and final that our country, bone of
contention  bctween  East  and West,  would  be  permanently
divided,abattlegroundforincompatiblesocialsystems.Wecould
do nothing but to look on.

The point of no return had been reached much earlier, only
nobody seems to have recognized the fact. The Sovicts had been
the first to allow political parties and the institution of trade
unions in their zone, and had appointed German Communists
and Socialists on all lower levels of administration. Stalin had
been determined from the beginning not to let loose this pawn
in his hands. East Germany was to play a key part in his strategy
of conquest. The Western powers, especially Britain and France,
had no such far-reaching plans. They were preoccupied with
enormous problems at home and they were not united among
themselves. They feared, also, a come-back of the powers of evil
if the Germans were permitted too soon to take their fate in
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their own hands. Under these circumstances, the best they could
do was to try to realize their own democratic systems and lines of

policy in their areas of occupation.
All these events have been recorded by historians and the

outstanding statesmen of the period. And yet, reading the grcat
works of Churchill, Adenauer, de Gaulle and so many others,
can give to the student of a later generation only a mere factual
account, each colored by individual points of view. It is hard if
not impossible to describe the actual spirit of the time almost
half a century ago, when nobody could foresee what is common
knowledge today. I am amazed myself when 1 recall with how
littlc we were content, how limited was our expectation of what
life might have to offer, how naively unsuspecting most of us
were of future demands. As for myself, I was satisfied to be away
from the gloomy atmosphere at home, to be earning my own
money, and not to live out of my parents' pockets anymore. To
top it all, I had news that 1 would bc admitted as a student at the
Stuttgart Technical College, and that 1 would be able to complcte
my apprenticeship at the AEG plant of that city.

On  the  very day when  Herr  Perschke  handed  mc  my
certificate, reluctantly uttering some mild words of praise, my
sister married again. The gentleman whose visits had helped me
to so many agreeable evenings in the movies, had won Annemie's
heart and was welcomed to the family gladly and joyously. The
wedding was a memorable occasion. Annemie and Hendrik, my
new brother-in-law, had invited a host of relatives and friends
from all four zones of Germany and askcd each of them to bring
"coupons for 50 gram meat, 150 gram bread, 20 gram fat and 30

gram sugar". For a couple of days we all, even the older ones,
forgot our problems and tribulations, showed off with our best
dresses and suits, and enjoyed the re-union with people we had
not seen for a long time.

***
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Stuttgart is a city with half a million inhabitants, in the southern

part of Germany. It is snugly fitted into a basin, almost completely
surrounded by a line of hills many of which are covered with
vineyards. It is a charming place, and even heavy war devastation
had not been able to destroy its loveliness.

It was spring-time when 1 arrived there, full of expectations
andhungryforadventurc.Aclass-matefromtheS&.#g"cÁÁ."Ác#
put me up in the tiny room he had rented. It was immediately
underthesteeplyinclinedroofandhadjustenoughspaceforone
bed and a small table.  My friend and 1 shared the one "bed"
which actually was just a steel frame with a mattress on it that
stood on four bricks. It was so narrow that at night we could
turn to thc other side only on agreement and at the same time.
Our most precious piece of furniture was a tiny electric hot-plate
whosecoiledwiresnakeglowedbrightredwhenturnedon.Toilet
and a minute cold-water basin were one floor down.

At the AEG firm 1 earned six Reichsmarks per week. One
Dollar fetched 4,20 Marks at the time. It was far too little to live
on. My parents sent me, whenever they could afford it,  fifty
Marksoracake,butcvenwiththatwewerepcrmanentlyhungry.
As by magnetic force we were drawn to Schloí3platz at the center
of town where the black market took place. It was a wide, opcn
square with a fountain in the middle of decorated flower beds.
On its one side it opened to what had once been the magnificent
baroque town castle of the kings of wurttemberg, completely
burned out during the war, leaving only the facade with many
cmpty window holes through which shrubs and trecs had begun
to grow. Facing the castle on the other side of the square, elevated
on a long line of steps, a row of columns stretched like fingers to
theslqrremindingoneofremnantsofanancientGreekacropolis,
with the arcades and massive buildings they had oncc supported
all gone. For the black-market activities the large open space was
ideal because the frequent raids by American MP and German

policewereunabletosurprisethethousandsofdealerswhowould
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quickly  turn  into  harmless  passers-by  as  soon  as  uniforms
appeared on the scene.

My friend and 1  traded in all sorts of small valuables for
eatable things. But neither of us had the knack for big dealing. I
had no qualms about doing something illegal or immoral, but 1
hated thc idea of being imprisoned. Fear of being caught was
stronger than the rumblings of my stomach. A general sense of
being afraid spread like an evil cloud through town, not only
because of stricter law-enforcement, but because of the rising
brutality of numberless street gangs who would stop at nothing
in thcir robbing and looting. After sunset nobody was safe on
the roads anymore. The reality of this was impressed on me in a
drasticway.

Like most of the other working people fortunate enough to
have a regular job l was at AEG company ten hours a day six days
a wcek. In autumn and winter it was already dark when we left
thefirmandmadeforhome.Inthosedays,theStuttgartvinçyards
came down almost to the Central Station. I had found a secret

path that led quite steeply up through the high-grown vines,
coming out at the top close to the house where my friend and I
were lodging. One day, when 1 had just begun my climb, I heard
behind  me  the  noise  of several  people who  were  obviously

pursuing me. I began to run for my life, and the invisible gang
behind me encouraged each other shouting, "just a bit faster and
we'll havc him." I was quite a good sportsman, and fear gave me
some additional strength, so 1 thought they were not gaining on
me although 1 was panting hard and my lungs hurt. On thc top,
the vineyard was  bounded  by a  high  rising stone wall  that
supported the road going up-hill. My hopes to escape were rising
when 1 came closer to that wall and to the stone stcps 1 knew
were there leading out into the open. But then 1 saw the shapes
of two more men above me leaning over the railings who threw
bricks at me; perhaps they were part of the same gang. If they
had caught me 1 am sure they would have hurt or even killed me.
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I do not remember how 1 managed finally to reach safety, but I
was luckier than many others in that strange period of time.

We were far away yet from the age of instant world-wide
information and of a democratic system of law and order. But
on 20 June 1948, the country was rocked into a new stage with
immediate, drastic effects on the lives of cvery individual. The
three  Military  Governments  in West  Germany  instituted  a
currençy reform which devaluated the Reichsmark as we had
known it until then, by ten to one of the new Deutsche Mark.
Bank accounts were reduced to 6,5 percent oftheir former value.
Each German living in the Western Zones received, as a start,
fortyoftheD-Markswhichhadbeenprintedandcoinedinsecret,
and a few days latcr another twenty. From one day to the next,
the old money became worthless, for rich and poor, for the mighty
and for the humble citizen.

Shop keepers must have worked through that night, because
we could not trust our eyes when, on the following morning, we

promenaded along Kõnigstraí3e and saw literally every shop-
window filled to bursting with all the goods one could dream
of, from shoe laces to sausages, from razor blades to flashy radio
sets. Until yestcrday, whenever you asked for any of these rare
articles, the stereotyped answer had been, "We do not have that".
I cramped my fist around the crackling new bills in my pocket,
tempted to just enter and find out if it was real or just a vision
that would fade away when you reached for it. But most of us
left it at flattening our noses at the windows and holding on to
our cash. We did not know how things would develop and could
not yet believe that our wages would really be paid in the ncw
currency.  In front of one of the big shops a huge crowd had

gathered: the first television sct we had ever seen was on display.
Of course thcre was no network yet and the first program was to
come only a year later. But the events of that wcek had created
theimpressionthatinmanywayswehadreachedaturningpoint.

The Soviets were hopping mad about the Currency Rcform,
andthçyaccusedthethreeWesternAlliesofbreakingthePotsdam
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agreements. But earlier that year, our neighbors on the other side
of the Rhine, Holland and Belgium, had supported the vital need
to reconstruct German economic strength if the rest of Europe
were to get on its feet again. When their foreign ministers had
met in London with their colleagues from U.S.A., Great Britain
and France, thçy all had agreed that this was a question of survival.
If the soviet union would not join in this effort, the west would
have to go it alone, although the price of losing East Germany
would be terribly high. Once again, we, the Germans, were not
consulted. We had to watch with painful amazement at how the
first great battle of the Cold War was waged in our land.

ThreedaysafterthenewD-MarkwasintroducedintheWest,
Stalin had issued the "East Mark" in his Zone including Berlin.
What happened then is a matter of history. The commanders of
the three Western sectors of Berlin had vetoed ``East Money" in
theirpartofthecapital,andtheCommunistscounteredbyclosing
all roads leading into Berlin. No train, no ship, no truck could

pass the blockade. It made an island of the city and prisoners of
millions of Berliners.  It would be only a question of days,  or
weeks at longest, before the people would suffer.

Thc United States started with their Air Force, later aided by
the  British  RAF,  the  Big Air Lift.  For  thirteen  months  their
"Raisin-Bombers"landedcveryfewminutesontheBerlinairports

with food, coal and medicine, altogether one and a half million
tons of provisions. It was thc greatest ever support program, and
we and the world held our breath watching the battle waged by
the giants. The first great test of the Truman Doctrine was won
in the end byAmerica and, it must be added, by thc spirit of the

people in Berlin.
A resounding victory had been won for democracy-but at

what cost! Completely powerless, wc had to recognize how our
country was split in  two. The border between  the artificially
created  two  Germanys  became  impenetrable.  Almost  every
Gcrman family had relatives living in thc other part and none of
us could choose on which side of the Curtain we wanted to live.
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By this time,  about ten million Germans had been forced to
leave their homelands, most of them from what was now Poland
and from Czechoslovakia. Half a million had died in the process,
and the rest had to settle wherever they landed-ither in what
was to become a Communist dictatorship or, perhaps the luckier
lot, on the Western side. In both countries there would be much
talk about democracy, but the underlying ideas were as different
as day is from night. The nation that had caused the world to
suffer like no other in our century was no longer. Now, the heirs,

guilty or innocent, were punished by history.

***

The Stuttgart Opera House had been saved as by miracle from
heavier destruction during the war. While the "Small House"
next  to  it,  where  operettas  and  theatrical  plays  used  to  be

performed, had been severely damaged and remained shut down,
the actual opera building appeared,  from the outside,  almost
untouched. It meant much more to us than a visible remnant of
former glory. It represented a link to a time in history when not
all things German had been evil and despicable. A year earlier,
modest programs had been started, not lavish operas but mostly
concerts and plays with small casts. I had often been tempted to

go, but regular admission fees had been too extravagant for my
small purse.

It was a big cvent, therefore, when in October 1948, I received
aninvitationtoattendaspecidpremiereperformanceintheOpera
House.WiththehelpofacolleagueatAEG,Ihadrecentlymoved
to Korntal, a small village in the outskirts of Stuttgart, where 1
had found a room of my own which 1 could afford and, more
important, a number of friends of my own age. One of those
produced a ticket for me and announced it would not cost me
anything. Naturally, I accepted with enthusiasm although 1 did
not know at all what to expect,  except the title,  "The Good
Road", and that the performance would be in English. That was
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strange, but perhaps it was part of a cultural program for the
American Forces and they accepted a few chosen Germans to
attend. My friend did not know or rather he did not choose to
tell me. He owned a motor-bike and took me to town.

That evening became the most important road mark of my
life. A huge crowd of people was waiting outside the semi-circle
ofthefrontentrance.Everybodywasseizedbyexcitedexpectation
because the magnificent building was lit up by floodlights, a sight
we  rcmembered  from  long-ago  pcace  time. The  U.S.  Army
occupied a smaller hall adjacent to the main auditorium of the
Opera from where the saxophone doodle of a dance band could
be heard above the noise of the animated crowd who seemed to
be all Germans-many morc than seats wcre available insidc.
There was standing room only for us. Somebody pointed up to
the royal box in the dress circle,  "Look,  there is the Minister
President, I understand he has invited these people to come to
Stuttgart.„

Waiting for the curtain to go up, some people knew that we
were not going to sce a play or a concert as we kncw it but a
"revue", whatever that was. On the announcing posters it said

that the cnsemble consisted of 250 people from twenty different
nations. We watched as those with the bctter seats were handed
ear-phones-IBM instruments that worked wireless, a technical
wonder,  allowing some 200 spectators  to listen  to a  German
translation during the performance.  My own school  English

proved to be completely uscless. I understood hardly a word of
what was said or sung from stagc, and it was the same with most

people in the audience.
Other things impressed us. I did not know what to admire

more:  the smooth transition from one scene to the next,  the
ingenious effects of stage lighting, the catchy and modern tunes-
everything was  of a professional  perfection  that we  had  not
experienced before. We had known such musical films as the
Nazis had permitted with colorful décor and lavish costumes
which propelled us into a glitter world of fantasy and fairy tale,
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outside all reality.  But this was quite different and new.  Even
without  understanding  the words,  everybody  felt  that  these

people were committed to something, that they were throwing
acrossthefootlightsakindofenthusiasmwhichvcrysooncreated
a  bond,  a  "we-feeling"  betwecn  them  and  the  audience,  an
atmosphere of belonging together.

The Good Road,1948

During the performance more and more uniformed Gls were
drawn in from their dance hall. A young guy with the typical
crew cut stood next to me, listening intently. He was kneading
his cap with both hands to a formless shape, tears were streaming
down his face,  and from time to time he moaned,  "Oh,  my
God!"  In  the  final  scene  there was  a  sloping  platform  that
broadened toward the front of stage.  It filled with more and
more  marching  people  dressed  in  many  different  national
costumes, young ones and old ones, different colors of skin, and
they all joined in the rousing theme song of "The Good Road"
which-that much we all had understood-we could walk
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together in futurc. Therc was a thundering applause in the end
and no-one could rcmain in his seat. The curtain was left opcn
and the entire crew came down into the audience. It was all very,
very unusual.  Soon one could see many small groups talking
intensely. Nobody wanted to leave.

My mind was full of questions. Who were these people, and
why of all places had they chosen destroyed Germany for their
tour? Did they belong to some international humanitarian club
that could be joined? I was struck by the seemingly carefree and
natural way with which they moved and talked. Never before
had 1 seen people so much personifting my idea of "being free"
and yet purposeftil. I could not explain it, but there was a longing
in me to be part of all this.

I climbed up on stage and approached a young man in blue
overalls. He stuck out his hand saying, "Hello, I'm Bill, I come
from America". He fortunately knew some German as 1 found
myself too fuddled and unable to put forward any intelligent
sentence in English. We must have talked for more than an hour,
and it was for me thc strangest, most challenging, uncomfortable,
andyetenlighteningconversation.

Whatevermmc£4;.#gitwasthathadledeachoneofthemilling
crowd into the Opera House, that had led me at this hour to this
very place, the mmcÁ4;.#g had uncovered an approach to my inner

person like nothing else before. It was not so much the words
the young American said to me, it was the fact that he was there,
directed by the same mysterious something, at the moment when
the experience of the last two hours had opened up my heart for
some fundamental new truths to enter, that made this meeting
so special. He was there and almost from the first moment we
were no strangers anymore.

Bill explained that he and his friends and thousands more in
manycountriesweredeterminedtohelpbuildanewandpeaceftil
world. "And we need the Germans to do it, we need you!", he
said poking his  finger at my chest.  "If we want things  to  be
different the only realistic place to begin is with change in our
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own life". It made sense. "Each man can choose whether he wants
to rcmain part of the disease in his country or to become part of
the cure."

Bill did not sound "pious" at all when he talked about God.
When he had decided to travel on thc "Good Road", he said, he
very soon realized that he could not do it on his own strength.
"But God has helped me, every day anew. When you try it-if

you believe in Him or not-you will find out that God is your
best friend." What an astounding idea. It sounded so matter of
fact, so different from the mystifting approach 1 had disliked in
religious meetings 1 had attended.

The following two days 1 played hoolqr and did not go to
work.  I wanted to be with these people as much as 1 could, I
wanted to know more. I was told that they would meet early
next morning in the office of the Ministry for Economic Affairs.
I found them in a large dark hall where all the chairs had bccn
arranged in a circle. When 1 came in, some fifty people sat there
in silence and everybody was busy scribbling in notebooks they
had on their laps. What on earth was this all about? "Never be
conspicuous" had been the first commandment in thc Army. So
1 sat down and aped the others as if it was a life-long habit of
mine to converse with other people by writing letters to them.

But then things became very practical. Someone said at the
end of this period ofsilence, "What do we have?", and they then
talked about meals for thc 250 foreign guests, about questions
of hospitality and transport, about available tickets for two more

performances of the revue and who else in town should be visited
and invited. I said 1 was willing to help, was immediately given
little jobs and errands, and was busy till late in the night.

On the fourth day a big crowd waved good-by to the cast as
they  departed  in  their  gorgeous  Swiss  buses  for  their  next
engagement in Freudenstadt. My friend from Korntal saddled
his motor-bike and we accompanied the cavalcade on its way
untilourenginefailedandwesadlyhadtowatchournew-found
friends disappear around a bend in the Black Forest hills.
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Over the following weeks  1 was  amazed to  find out that
many of my acquaintances in Stuttgart, even in our small village
of Korntal, in fact all over Germany, knew and had known for a
longtimeallaboutthe"GoodRoad".Itwaspartofanorganization
called Moral Re-Armament (MRA) , that was operating on every
continent in the world. In Germany, it was better known, from

prc-war times, as the Oxford Group. Shortly before the war, the
Gestapo, probably on personal initiative of Heinrich Himmler,
had denounced the Gro#p Moycmc#f as opposed and dangerous
to the Nazi ideology and to the German Reich. The adherents
were persecuted. The Group was banned. But clandestinely they
had been able to keep in contact with their friends abroad.

Dr.  Frank  Buchman,  an  American,  had  founded  the
movement  as  early  as  1908  following  a  personal  Christian
conversion. He had been able to convince others of the need for
individuals  to  live uncompromisingly according to Christian

principles. At  first  there had been  a  few,  later  many friends,
dedicated in the same way.  In the course of many years they
conducted  missionary campaigns  and  mass-meetings  in  the
U.S.A., in European countries, but also as far away as China and
South Africa. In thc thirties, when military armament everywhere,
especially in Germany, had increased the threat ofwar, Buchman,
who was then spending some time in the German Black Forest,
had the thought that "the next great movement in the world will
be a moral and spiritual re-armament." He felt that, basically, the
crisis of mankind was of a moral nature and that wc would have
to  return  to  simple  moral  truths  such  as  honesty,  purity,
unselfishness and love if the crisis should be overcome.

As MRA the movcment had entered into a new dimension
both in its far-rcaching aims and its outreach. Buchman and his
friends were no unworldly idealists. They knew from personal
experience about thc weakness of human nature, but also about
therealityandpossibilityofdrasticchange.Thcyconfrontedeach
individual with a moral choice: either to seek in earnest for the

plan God might have for ones life, or to submit to matcrialism
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in all its blatant or hidden forms. William Penn was quoted with,
"Men must choose to be govcrned by God or they will condemn

themselves to be ruled by tyrants." We Germans had experienced
the consequences of making the wrong choicc.

Towards the end of the war, in  1944, when Great Britain
was under greatest pressure, the English journalist Peter Howard
had published a book called JJc# fJÁz% £cgf. Howard was one
of Buchman's  closest  and  at  the  same  time  most  eloquent
associates. In his book he made a point which, at that time in
history,  was  extraordinary  and  almost  prophetic:  the  actual
confrontation in the world is not the war of arms we are fighting,
but the war of ideas that will continue long after the war of arms
is ended. Oncc thc guns are silcnccd, Howard carried on, German
Hitlerism, Italian Fascism ¢#/Russian Communism will have to be
confronted with a better and convincing idea carried forward with

passion and fighting spirit, an idea for freedom and democracy.
Immediately after the war, this line of thought was taken up

by some of Buchman's friends in Switzerland. Having been spared,
because of that country's neutrality, from the destruction and, to
a largc extent, from the suffering of the war, they came to the
conviction that they must make a special contribution towards a
new world order. They decided to put at MRA's disposal a large
conference center where more than a thousand people could meet
every year, free from national, ethnic, religious or class barriers.
The  Swiss,  especially  three  couples  who  gave  most  of their
fortunes toward this end, and similar sacrifices made by thousands
ofothers,boughtanenormouslyornatecastle-likchotelcomplex,
situatedinthemountainvillageofcaux-sur-Montreuxhighabove
the Lake of Geneva. The place had been used as a refugee camp
and was sadly run down. Voluntcers serving uncountable hours
of work and a great amount of gifts of materials and furniture
had helped to transform Mo##fzz;.# fJo#c into an ideally suited
conference center.

In July 1946, Caux was rcady for the first conference. When
Buchman, accompanied by many of his American and British
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friendsarrived,hewasgreetedenthusiasticallybyscveralhundreds
in the spacious entrance hall, by men and women who had not
been able to mect for many years. His first words-so it is told-
were, "Where are the Germans? You will never rebuild Europe
without the Germans." He knew, of course, that it was almost
impossible at that time for any German to leave the country.
The Military Government would grant  no visa  for  traveling
abroad, no foreign currency was available and, above all, we were
despised by every one of our neighbors, so why should any of
them welcome Nazis in their country. Buchman, however, was
convinced that all obstacles could be overcome.

The U.S. Sccretary of state, Marshall, and the Secretary of
War, Patterson, were then informed about MRA's hopes to make
it possible for selected Germans to go to Caux for training new
leadership in democracy. It says a lot about the statesmanship of
these politicians that they immediately grasped the point: besides
and above economic aid, Germany nceded help in establishing a
ncwleadershiponherdifficultroadtodemocracy.Thebreakdown
of our ideals and values had left behind a vacuum in hearts and
minds  that made us wide  open  for destructive  ideas  and  for
anarchy. Yes, there were many individuals and the Churches, and
anumberofestablishedandnewlyformedpoliticalpartiestrying
to creatc frcsh direction. But desperately needed was a strategic
concept for the kind of leadership able to create trust and the
chance of a national atonement.

Even with the backing of American and British politicians
and military leaders, enormous obstacles had to be cleared away
before,  in  the summer of 1947,  some  150  carefully screened
Germans were allowed to take part in an international assembly
at Caux. They were the first civilian group permitted to travel
abroad. Many of them were later to be in the forefront ofshaping
the new democratic Germany. In the following year, about 400
were able to go to Switzerland, among them a number of Land
(State) cabinet ministers who in turn had asked Frank Buchman
to make every possible effort to  take the cast of "The  Good
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Road" into our country. So it was that masses of Germans like
myself were given a chance to enter into a dialogue with the
outside world, with people who came to  us with no pointed
fingers, without blame, seeing in Germans not outcasts but fellow
human beings who were needed to pursue a common objective.
And that is how 1 had found myself in the Stuttgart Opera House.

***

My hosts in  Korntal were two sisters,  one of whom was  the
widow of an officer who had been murdered by the Nazis after
the failed attempt to assassinate Hitler. She had been left with
thrce charming little children and no income at all from the state,
thus forced to use all her physical and moral strength to carry her
family through. Seeing her small, almost fragilc figure nobody
would have guessed that she owned an outstanding will-power, a
spirited temper and a somewhat obstinate mind of her own. Her

younger sister, on the other hand, from outward appearancc quite
the opposite, tall and strong in stature, was no less outspoken
and often diametrically opposed to the rest of the world. It was
amusing to listen to their heated arguing because it was obvious,
at the same time, that they loved each other dearly. They were
refugees from Silesia province which was now lost to Poland.
Their mother, a Mrs. von Cramon, also lived in Korntal. She
had been one of the first and most stalwart supporters in Germany
of the Oxford Group. A fearless person, she had tried with great

personal risks to convince some of the top Nazis of "the better
way" of thc Group, even suggesting a personal encounter between
Buchman and  Himmler.  She had  failed  in  these efforts  and,
because of her activities, had been several times close to being
arrested by the Gcstapo.

I was attracted to these folks and to their friends for their

positive,uncomplicatedways.Thçywantedtochangethingsrather
than complain about them. Thçy were interested in other people.
Amazingly,  they were interested also in mc.  Nobody had ever
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been concerned about the way 1 lived my life. I wanted to be one
of them and of that greater purpose which had fascinated me
when 1 saw the show in Stuttgart. They suggested, however, that
if l was serious about it, there were practical steps 1 could take.

Compared with other fellow human  beings  1 had always
considered myself quite a decent chap, in fact better than most. I
couldeasilydetecttheneedofchangeinmostpeople1knewand
in practically all 1 did not know. The exceptional times of war
and the resulting absence of law and order had driven  us  to
disregard the pangs and pricks of conscience. Looking around, it
appeared  to  me  that  people who  threw  all  moral  scruples
overboard were more successful and better off in life. However,
my new friends insisted that it was pointless to wait for others to
begin with the big clean-up needed in our country.

"Let's Ázffz/mc for a moment that you are right," I said to our

Korntal group when we met one Saturday evening. "Where do
you think 1 must change?"

They all laughed.  ``None of us can tell you that. You will
have to  find out yourself.  But it is easy. Why don't you take
unhurried time and draw up on paper a kind of balance shcet,

putting on the debit side the picture God has ofyour lifc, and on
the credit side the actual facts as they are when you arc absolutely
honest about yourself."

"You may think that is easy," I retorted. "But an experiment

like that is no joke, no sir! I would feel absolutely stupid facing a
white sheet of paper and thcn list up all the dark and murlqr
spots on my character, and the unsavory details about my morally
incorrect conduct. "

"It is worth`a try," they said, "unless you know of a better

Way.
Perhaps 1 tried it only because 1 knew that my friends would

certainly ask at our next meeting, "now, have you alrcady . . . ?"
It was an extended session 1 had with myself. Afterwards, I did
notfeelanybetterorinanyway"changed''.Itwaslikerummaging
through an old chest of drawers, discovering in dusty corners
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things long ago repressed from memory like a book that was no
longerborrowedbutstolen.Thisfirstself-assessmentwassobering
but  1  had  expected  from  it  much  more  of a  mysterious
transformation of my character. Bothering me was only the fact
that some items on my "balancc sheet" were marked,  "put it
right".

The master instructor for apprentices at AEG was a friendly
andyethighlyrespectedman,responsibleforaboutthirtytrainces.
He was a member of the newly formed factory works-council.
While most of the other members of that body made no secret
about  their  political  affiliation  which  was  by  a  majority
Communist,  he always  held  back with  his  own  inclinations.
Nobodyquiteknewwherehestood.Weonlyknewhedemanded
the strictest discipline of the young men under his command.
We all drcaded to be called to the small office he had in the
wooden shack hidden behind one of the factory buildings.

So it was not without trepidation when 1 stood outside his
cubicle not having made an appointment. With me 1 had a bag
full of tools and other company cquipment which 1 had, bit by
bit, taken home with me. "Everybody does it", I used to convince
myself, and, "the big company does not feel such small losses."
There were spot checks at the works exit every day, so one always
went with the risk of discovery. But that was nothing compared
to the panic 1 felt now. I tried to muster all my courage-in vain,
and 1 was about to turn and beat it when suddenly some unknown
force made me knock at the door and enter. I had preparcd a fine
speech about conscience and honcsty and God's plan and so on,
but all 1 was able to mumble was, "1 stole this from the company
andwanttobringitback."Themasterstaredatmejustasconfiiscd
and as much at a loss for words as 1. He finally said that he would
have to report this to the works council. That was all.

When 1 came out of thc officc 1 was floating on a pink cloud
and an organ concerto was thundering in my head. So high werc
my spirits, so full of excitement that during lunch break 1 burst
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out the whole story to my astounded colleagucs. Their reactions
reached from, "You must have gone off your rocker" to, "1 have
a whole trunk full of company stuff at home." Next day, one of
the boys told me in secret that he had followed my example and
returned his loot, and in the following weeks there wcre a couple
of other fellows who did the same thing. Our instructor asked
whatkindofanepidemicthiswas.Wemeteveryday,encouraged
each other and, quite naturally, began to discuss issues beyond
ourimmediateenvironmentlikeacutcshortcomingsintheworks
securitysystemandthecompanyatlargeandwhatcouldbedone
about it.

Therewasnocanteen,sowemetforourbreaksinthcspacious
hallwherethehigh-voltagcteststandfornewlybuilttransformers
was situated. The actual test area was fenced in and it was, of
coursc, strictly forbidden to enter it except for ongoing trial runs.
With the usual couldn't-care-less attitude we did not think much
about such prohibitions. Nobody protested therefore when one
of our gang went in to the stand and started to show off and play
with the high voltage equipment. Unfortunately, someone had
forgotten that day to cút off the current. With a mighty flash the
boy had a stroke that killed him instantly in front of our eyes. It
was a terrible shock. We knew that we should have stopped him.

Some  of us  who  had  been  meeting  regularly  decided
spontaneously to visit the unfortunate young man's parents to
tell them what happened and to beg them not to blame the
manager in charge. We, their son's comrades, were responsible
for allowing him to meet his death.

An act like this had been unthinkablc for me only a few
weeks  earlier.  Without  intending  it,  suddenly things  became
important for me which so far 1 had looked at with indifference.
I became interested in people around me. There was one fellow
apprentice,forinstance,anoddpersonandaÇynicwhowasknown
for his dirty language and for his keeping apart. I had the thought
to walk up to him and tell him to his face that 1 disliked him
thoroughly but that 1 much rather would be his friend. He was
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speechless, at first. Later, he bubbled out his life's story-a sad
but not really unusual story. There was not enough time over
lunch, so he continued next day.

Nowwiththisboyweallexperiencedatransformationtaking

place, visible and tangible. The wall between him and'the rest of
us came down as by magic. He bccame "normal", was able to
laugh and enjoy life. It sounds strange, but for me this person's
change was like a revelation. I had contributed nothing to it all,`except being prepared to listen to him. Obviously, forces outside

ourselveshadbeenatwork.Thelessonformewasthatyoucannot
really listen to another person unless you feel something for him,
unless you care for him. Or, saying it differently: for the quality
of relations between people, the ability to listen to each other is
more important than to offer advise however true and wise it
may be.

Westeppedonnewgroundeveryday.Oneofthesuggestions
MRA people made was to take time every day, preferably early in
the  morning,  for reflection  and  to write  down  the  thoughts
coming to one's mind. So Rosi, the younger of my hosts and 1
made it a habit to mcet at sunrise in the kitchen, read a passage
from the Bible, scribble busily in our notebooks and then tcll
each other what wc had written. To complete the session, we
would share in a cigarette and Rosi would go back to bed and 1
hurried  to  the station  to  catch  the  early morning  train.  We
considered this procedure to be very edifting and the normal
thing to do. Until two MRA full-time workers came for a visit.
They were horrified when they found out because, they told
Rosi, it was not compatible with thc idea of complete purity of
bodyandmindifayoungwomanandayoungmanwouldconfess
to each other the dcepest and most intimate subjects in their lives
unless, of course, they were married to each other. This was not

quite understandablc to me. I thought that for the pure in mind
all things are pure. But then, we accepted the obviously superior
wisdom of the two experienced ladies, and from then on 1 met
with some like-minded young men for morning sessions.
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In the wake of the performances of the "Good Road", in
several German towns, aided by several of the cast who remained
in the country, experimenting groups like ours in the Stuttgart
area sprouted like mushrooms. The ground was fertile in a most
extraordinary way for ideas of reconciliation and the possibility
ofanewstart,bothindividuallyandnationally.Theemptyspace
left by shattered ideals literally sucked in to our hearts and minds
new philosophies and ways of life. For the multitudes asking and
looking and searching, however, there were not many choiccs
offered. The role of the churches under the Nazi regime had
been a shamefiil one from which neither Catholics nor Protestants
had yct  recovered  enough  to  be  able  to  institute  a  spiritual
authority for many. Political parties, only recently permitted to
be formed, would take much more time to give direction to our
thinking. There were the Communists, of course, active from
the first hour. But their image was loaded with the knowledge of
the  brutality  of Soviet  dictatorship.  It  was  perfect  timing,
therefore, whcn we were introduced to an idea that might help
us get on our feet again.

With all the meetings, assemblies and get-togethers we soon
had no free time anymore. Every weekend, every hour out of
working was occupied. A particularly effective team centered
around a family by thc name of Helmes who lived in a town
near Stuttgart. They frequently invited interested guests to their
home in  the  top  floor of the large  building which served as
headquarters of one of the great building societies in Germany,
of which father Helmes had been a founder. The family asked
me to attend one of their meetings and to tell the guests about
my recent experiences. When my turn came 1 launched into the
storywithgusto,butafterafewsentencesmybrainwassuddenly
blank,  I  began  to  stutter  and  then  fell  completely silcnt,  so
embarrassed that 1 wantcd to creep under the carpet. At this point
one  of the  sons,  Fromund,  came  up  beside  me  and  briskly
continued where 1 had failed, "What Hansjõrg meant to say was
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of course . . ." This Samaritan act became the foundation for a
life-longfriendship.

At  another,  larger,  gathering with  an  audience  of several
hundred people 1 was again asked to speak and flatly refused. We
were sitting on the stage behind a closed curtain preparing with
the different speakers who would make up the meeting. Someone
took me to a peep-hole in the curtain and said,  "Look at the

people in the front row, one by one, and take your time. Now,
each one of them, you can be sure, longs to have in his own life
the kind of thing you have begun to find. Do you really want to
withhold that from them?" Strangely enough, the apprehension
of crowds that had always stifled me facing a new class in school
or a military unit-it fell away like shackles. From that moment
on 1 have never been shy again to address an audience.

Many of us had such liberating expcriences again and again.
There  are  epidemic  diseases,  and  apparently  there  is  some
equivalentforpositiveincidentswithacontagiouseffect.Without

/

doing much towards it the spirit that had caught us spread like
flowers in a desert after sudden rain. I found myself talking to
complete €trangers in the train, on the street, in the factory. People
flocked to our meetings and the number of acquaintances and
friends grew by the day.

Naturally, the response was not only one of approval. Even
in  that  early  stage  when  the  movement  was  not  yet
institutionalized and took momentum almost naturally, many
regarded us at the heart of it as affected, sectarian, overdoing it
and "un-German". That was due not only to the moral challenge
to begin with yourself ifyou want to do something constructive.
TheMRAmovementhadgrownintheAnglo-Americanlanguage
area, and its main stronghold was bascd on the understanding of

pietyfoundinAmericanLutheranismandalsoMethodism.There
was no such wide-spread equivalent of this in Germany. Lacking
our own terms and theological experiences, we naively took over
allthenewthingsandbrushedasidethereactionsfrominfluential
conservative Protestant and Catholic circles.
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The nation that was not yet again a nation began to look for
the causes of the catastrophe we had barely survived. Everything
that remotely smacked of.Nazism was violently persecuted and
the search for "brown" elements took on the image of a regular
witch hunt. The term j4#/#fzmg in the German translation of
moral re-armament was in its meaning so entirely occupied with
the military efforts and the terrible war we had started that the
affix moMjz/was simply overlooked by many. For us young people
it was comprehensible to call for a rousing, all-embracing idea
forfreedomstrongenoughtostandagainstthematerialisticspirit
of the  age,  an  z.ó/co/og)/ /or c/c#mc#¢cy.  Wé  believed  that  the
realization of God's Kingdom on earth might be just a question
of time if only enough people were prepared to submit every
detail of their lives under the control of thc Almighty. Wé failed
to  understand,  however,  that-especially  for  the  older
generation-the term  ;.J#/og)/,  used in excess  by Hitler and
Goebbels, was bound to cause immediate associations with the
dictatorship of evil.

Meeting with skepticism or hostility could not shake our
new-found  convictions.  On  the  contrary:  our  elders  in  the
movement told us that in all eras of history pcrsecution for the
sake of one's faith had always been the fire in which prophets
were forged. One of the items on my moral "balance sheet" had
been to let my parents know about some of the shades in the
character of their son, and to keep them informed continuously
about the transformations in my life. Their responses were sour
andnegative.Myrevelationsirkedthemsomuchthattheyreplied
with individual letters. Mother referred to a passage in which 1
had confessed my shame about an extended chain of lies told
them in regard to my girl-friend Evi. My beloved mother wrote
that  to  her  mind,  with  such  "sins  of youth"  it was without
exception the female partner that was to blamc. She had burned
my letter and asked me never to mention the topic again.

My father told me about the proved family tradition never
to talk about "such things", but to deal with them in one's own



186 HANsjóRG  GAREIS

conscience and in the seclusion of one's private chamber. Apart
from that, he failed to understand how his son, the last remaining
bearer of a proud name could betray his people and flippantly
fraternizewiththeenemyasifnothinghadhappened.Untilthen,
my parents had been the only people 1 referred to in my life,
from whom 1 had taken council. Now they felt that 1 was slipping
away from them, out of reach of their care, under the influence
of strangers and their ideas. It was only decades later when wc
had a son of our own that 1 began to guess thc worry and pain
this process of estrangement must have caused in them. At the
time, with all my enthusiasm, I did not have the vocabulary to
express  the deeper motives  in  me,  nor the kind of affection
necessary to empathize with the people closest to me.

In the POW camp in England, an officer who had served in
my father's staff had told him when they parted, "Whenever you
are in need let me know." My father had remembered this while
he was doing little jobs in Rottach-Egern, bogged down from
the absence of any future prospects. It had turned out that this
comrade  owned  a worsted spinning mill  that had started  to

produce again, and that he was able to offer my father a job.
The factory was situated in Lennep, a village on the fringe of

the Ruhr industrial area, oncc the home of wilhelm Roentgen,
discoverer of x-rays. Lennep was an idyllic little place in hilly

\ country, with narrow,  crooked lanes and lovely half-timbered

\ houses in the ancient center. My parents found two rooms in an
old stately manor house belonging to a former "Ruhr-Baron",
now out of work. The enormously high ceilings of their rooms
were richly stuccoed, reminding one of former splendor of the
wealthy, but there was no running water nor coal for the central
heating. When 1 visited my parents during the first winter they
spent in Lennep, I woke up in the morning to find the water in
the porcelain wash basin covered with a thick layer of ice.

It was office work my father had to lcarn. His company had
its  own  health  insurance  scheme which  he was  supposed  to
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manage. He was given a cubicle of an office with no windows
nor natural light, furnished with a desk, two chairs, a filing cabinet
and masscs of papcr forms. It took him twenty minutes to walk
to his office. Work started at seven in the morning and ended at
five in the afternoon. Coming homc hc was regularly exhausted-
not from the toughness of work, but from the daily realization
that any teen-age apprcntice would have mastered the matter to
be  administrated  much  faster  than  he was  able  to.  It was  so
humiliating that all his life's experience of commanding an army
and  having  to  face  decisions  that would  affect  the  lives  of
thousands, all his knowledge from thirty years of soldiering were
of no use anymore. It had all, so it seemed to him, been in vain.
To  top  this  anticlimax  came  the  disagreement with his  son's
behavior. Both my mother and my father had not much to laugh
at. They were over fifty now, grateful for a regular if meager
income, but more and more withdrawing into a snail-shell of
loneliness that had a bitter taste to it.

***

Meanwhile 1 got to know more people in a week-than 1 had in all
my life before-interesting people not only from my age-group,
but personalities who had taken responsibility at zero hour, right
at the end of thc war. They came to our mcetings, often initiated
them,  and actions and programs would be discussed to help
solving urgent problems. Therc were some lawyers and doctors,
a few university profcssors and, above all, political leaders from
different parties. Some of them had been among those privileged
Germans allowed to attend the conferences in Caux, others had
known Frank Buchman in earlier years. For many of these men
and women  the  importance and  opportunity the movement
offered lay not so much in personal conversion-that too, bemuse
one cannot pass on to others what one does not possess.  But
beyond that they saw the unique chance to lay thc ground work
for a new democratic country if it was possible that people in
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everypartofsocietywouldacceptthesamehighethicalstandards
ofbehavior.

Newvistaswereopenedtomeandmyfriends.Theexcitement
of finding a new purpose, of learning to walk upright again, of
watching people around us change their ways, it all became part
of a larger concept. I began to read newspapers and to follow
intentlythedifficultnegotiationswiththeMilitaryGovernments,
trying to grasp the magnitude of the task of building up every
aspect of a new nation from the beginning. We did not know
then  if or  when  we would  be  allowed  a  national  German

governmcnt of our own beyond the existing State Legislatures
with their strictly limited powers; we did not know how long it
would take to rebuild our cities and industries-that might take
longer than a generation; we did not know if there ever would be
a timc when Germany was accepted again as an equal among our
European neighbors. But it was clear to us, beyond all doubt,
that this tremendous work must be entrusted only to men and
womenfirmlyrootedinourChristianheritage.Thcywouldneed
the massive support of the people, of ordinary citizens. In that
framework  all  of us  were  givcn  a  chance  to  ó/o  something
worthwhile and constructive for our country. This could be, this
must be the Good Road our friends from all over the world had
been talking about.

SeveràlhundredconvincedandactiveMRApeopletookpart
in a get-together ovcr Easter lasting for five days. They did not
mind the rather primitive set-up in barracks once uscd by the
army,nowsorundownthatthçymighthavebarelymetthecomfort
standards of a modest youth hostel. But ncver before had the place
hostedsuchanamazinglyassortedgroupofdifferentpeople.

A dozen of them were having lunch together and kept on
talking for hours  afterward. There was  a professor from  the
Stuttgart College ofAgriculture, a Japanese couple of one of the
three top industrial families of that country, two girls who had

just arrived the previous day after defecting from East Germany,
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a young Norwegian and a distinguished lady from Holland, the
father of my motor-bike friend who had been one of the founders
of the Christian Democratic Party in Wurttemberg, and a few
others more.

The Norwegian had all our attention when he told us why
he was in Germany. He considered this to be a part of God's plan
for his life.  He had joined,  as  a student of 19,  the resistance
movement against the Nazi occupation of his country and, when
he had been betrayed to the SS by a compatriot, was arrested
togcther with  many others  and  put  into  the  dreaded  Grini
concentration camp. He told us about the temptations he went
through when  his  interrogator had  offered  him  immediate
freedomandprivilegesifhewouldspyandworkfortheGermans
like his countryman Quisling. Alternatively he would be shot.
As he lay awake in turmoil in his solitary confinement he had
hated that SS officer for having the power to put him up to such
a choice. But then he had experienced the reality of God's power
flooding into him, a strength so much greater than his own. "1
heard clearly in my soul that He was calling mc by my name.
When my choice was made that 1 would rather die than become
an informer for the Gestapo, I knew that only now was 1 a really
freeperson."

WhileothersinGrinicampwerecxecutedhehadbecnsparcd.
Soon  after  the  liberation  some  of the surviving  men  of the
resistance were cdled up, as part of thcir national servicc, to guard
German prisoners of war in Akershus fortress in Oslo. Among
them, they recognized their torturers from Grini. They had their
chance now to take revenge, and treated the Germans badly. Until
one day our Norwegian friend realized that he behaved not really
different from those they all accused. He told the former camp
commander that he had forgiven him and that, as far as he was
concerned, he would not speak up in court against the SS officer.

The young Scandinavian talked in German and 1 loved the
sing-song of his accent. His dramatic story had a block-busting
effect on the barricades many of us had built around our hcarts.
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But it was the animated and yet unassuming way he spoke that
made his listeners open up. When he told us about being called
by his name, the memory came likc a flood to my mind: I saw
myself again in the peaceful little harbor of Hela, saw again the
bombs hurtling towards us out of the sky, heard myself again
saying the promise, "Lord, ifyou let me come out of this alive, I
know that you have a life task in store for me."  Beyond any
doubt-this was it. I was going to try to put other people first,
to build bridges between adversaries, to play my part as best as I
could in creating a world free from hate, fear and greed. A naive,

youthful dream it was, a fata morgana pehaps. Yet just as the
skipperinaheavystorm-tornseawillgofromstrengthtostrength
if hc can keep alive the vision of thc safe harbor in quiet waters
somewhere, so the growing bclief in a divine master plan would

give direction to us as how to live our lives and what should be
®

our aims.
"There is no easy way around it. We Germans must first of

all face the depth of our guilt, humbly ask God's forgiveness,
and then courageously go on from there." The politician in our

group was  speaking now.  Paul  Bausch was  an  old warrior,  a
member of the Reichstag in Berlin until Hitler had taken over,
and had now been working on the committec formulating the
firstpost-warstateconstitutionforWurttemberg.Hisconception
of christianity was not one of going around in sackcloth and
ashes, but one of constant all-out battle against the forces of
cvil.

"If we want it,  God will make a gift to  us: The grace of

rebirth," he said. That would be our unique chance in history.
He told us about the statement of the German Lutheran Church
Council  known  as  714c  Co#/€rf;.o#  o/ G#z./f:  "Immeasurable
suffering has been caused by our people.  In the name of our
church we now confess that we may have resisted the abhorrent
spirit  imminent  in  the  Nazi  regime  of terror,  but we  accuse
ourselves to not have professed our faith more courageously; to
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not  have  prayed  more  fervently;  to  not  have  believed  more

joyously; to not have loved more burningly."
That was a beginning. But it must not be a resting place. In

these meetings we heard for the first time how the outside world
saw our country and  the  most  recent  past. Wé  had  been  so

preoccupied with our own suffering, the tremendous sacrifices
and our own terrible luck that it came like a shock to hear how
much torment we had brought to all our neighbors. None of it
could be undone. For all fiiture it would remain a blemish in our
history never to be forgotten. And yet we were given this chance
of the g7tz# o/rcG;.r£4. It was like a life-belt thrown to a drowning
nation. Countless ordinary men and women all over the country
like myselfwere reaching out for it, testing it, trying it out. Many
of those who were  beginning to  take  leadership  in  industry,
education  and  politics,  albeit yet  restricted  by the  Military
Governments, were in the forefront of those accepting thc idea
that any change for the better must begin with the individual.
Thestoriesabouttangibleresultsofthisattitudewereastounding.
The term "team work" became one of the first foreign words
accepted in our language apart from "OK" or "chewing gum''.
The philosophy of "Not wÁo is right but wÁ4f is right" became
an  instrument  of conflict  rcsolution  in  management-labor

problems or between opposing political fractions.
Still, the obstacles to scale before telling progress could be

achieved were looming up terribly high. Nazi dictatorship had
succeededindestroyinginGermansmostofthedriveforpersonal
initiative, the enterprising spirit, the pioneering and pace-setting

qualities-all essential elements for a working democracy. West
Germany was still partitioned into three zones of occupation
and therefore practically unable to develop a national strategy
dealing with  mass  unemployment,  millions  of have-nothing
refiigecs,astragglingindustrytornbyragingclass-warandastrike-
hungry labor leadership.  No person alive could have dreamt,

planncd or even hoped for thc evolution of the following five
years when a new nation rose like a Phoenix from the ashes. It
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was to be an unprecedented development with so many different
factors contributing to the process that it is difficult to describe.
Yet it became a fact and we were all part of it.

***

An atmosphere of awakening marked the opening ceremony for
the first semester at the Stuttgart College for Technology and
Engineering. The largest available hall in town could not hold
the number of students and staff, state officials and guests so that
many  of us  had  to  sit  on  the  floor  and  in  the  aisles.  Wé
remcmbered our fathers' stories about the glory of their student
daysinoldtraditionaluniversitieswhereceremonialsaberdueling
and clandestine meetings in fraternities of different colors with
unending discussions  and  enormous  bccr  consumption  had
apparently been much more important than learning. This was

going to be very, very different. The professors in their black
robes were all old and properly denazified men, and wc students
lookedapoorandhaggardlot,eagerandearnest.Theonlybuilding
left where lectures could be held was a 19th century five story
house where  the  different  lcssons  would  run  for  14  hours
continuously every day.  Even so-the available rooms were
too small. Loudspeakers had to be installed in the huge stairwell
where we would sit packed together on the creaking wooden
Steps.

Followingtheopeningceremonyeachstudentwashandeda
document stating that he, in very few cases she, was accepted as
an academic citizen of the university. It said, "The student has
solemnly promised the Dean to abide by the academic laws, to

pay respect and honor to the teachers, to go about his studies
with diligence and earnestness, and to live a moral lifc worthy of
the  university." Those were  the  times! A  College  an  ethical
institutionwheretheprivilegeof'beingtaughthigherknowledge
had to be met with real moral obligations on the side of the
students. I think most of us took this very seriously. As for mysclf,
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the  ``solemn  promise"  and  the  "moral  life"  it  called  for
corresponded with my cmotional state at the time. The new
democratic constitution of the College involved the election of a
student body representation. As 1 wanted contact with as many
as possible of my fellow students 1 stood as a candidate and was

promptly elected semester spokesman. I guess there were no other
candidates. The count-me-out attitude of our generation still

prevailed.
Apart from getting one of the restricted number of college

places it was, in 1949, chiefly an economic problem to study at a
university.  Normally,  students  had  to  earn  money parallel  to
courses to be able to meet the cost of living, college fees and,
mostdifficultofall,booksandliteratureaccompanyingcurricula.
Nothing unusual, therefore, that 1 continued working in shifts
at AEG, nor that we all had  18 hours working days and little
sleep. But even with spending hardly any money at all what I
carned was not enough. Soon 1 would have to give up my studics
for lack of funds. Then 1 had a letter from an industrialist in
Wuppertal. At some earlier meeting in the Ruhr he and 1 had
several talks touching on some delicate subjects. The man wrote
that our conversation had helped him and he had the thought
that he should show his gratitude by sending me a monthly
check for the duration of my studies. It was prcciscly the sum
1 needed.

Papers  and  examinations  were  tough  from  the  very
beginning-for me anyway. In spite of good 46;.fz# grades, I felt
that higher mathematia were made only for a brilliant genius to
understand and not for normal human beings like myself. Mainly
due to the selfless and patient prompting of a friend, a member
of our small student "team" of people intcrested in MRA, was 1
ablc to just pass the first tests. I could not help thinking, though,
that 1 was not really meant to become an electrical enginccr. Had
there been a German army-it would have been no question for
me to be in it. The situation being as it was that was an absurd
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idea,  of course.  So  it  remained  more  a  sense  of duty  than
inclination that 1 continued.

***

Out of the bluc, in the middle of term, about cight young men
and women from Stuttgart area got an invitation to attend the
conference in Caux. It came as a complete surprise because until
then for obvious reasons only Germans in key positions had been
chosen for such a privilege. None of us had an idea what or who
was responsible for the invitation, but it was real-my name,
correctly spelled, was printed on the document. Applying for
and getting a visa in a "provisional travcl document" was a steeple
chase: there was no German State yet, no such thing as a German
citizen or passport. The word Caux, however, worked like an
Open Sesame! I forget how we found the moncy to pay for thc
rail trip to the Swiss border-that much we had to fund ourselves.
For the rest of the fare and for our stay in Caux we would be

guests of MRA, so the invitation said.  Preparations had to be
made very fast with hectic activity so that we were much too
excited to think about the adventure before us when we met
carly one bcautifiil summer morning in an otherwise empty train
compartment.

GermantrainswereallowedonlytogoasfarasBasleBadischer
Bahnhof, on our sidc of the border. There everybody had to get
out and carry bags and parcels through a kind of no-mans land to
the Swiss station. We were ushered to a special counter, produced
our travel documents and the invitation and, wonders would
never  cease  from  then  on,  were  each  handed  an  envelope
containing a return ticket Basle-Caux, some pocket money in
SwissFrancsandaletterwelcomingustoSwitzerland.Whowould
welcome Germans to their country? Who would care enough
for  us  unknown youngstcrs  to  make a  gift of money in  the
knowlcdge that we lcgally could not get any foreign currency?
Fifty years later, when the Berlin Wall had come down, every
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citizen of the crumbled German Democratic Republic crossing
thebordertoWestGermanyforthefirsttimewasgivenapresent
of fifty D-Mark. They may have felt something like we did in
1949, although it was such a different situation.

Noneofuswillcverforgetthatjourncythroughswitzerland.
The contrast to our ruined, miserable and destitute country was
so overwhelming that our exuberant little group was silenced.
Thiswasatotallydifferentworldwhereeverythingappearednew,
undestroyed,  bright  and  well-ordered.  Wé  passed  through
charming villages with vividly painted houses, many new cars on
beautifully paved roads, and not a single uniformed occupant.
Above  all,  the  striking well-being of the  Swiss  people. They
lookedhealthyandsatisfiedandthçymwedaboutsounhurriedly.
Although our girls wore their best summer frocks and 1 my prize-

possession, a Bavarian lederhosen, we suddenly became aware
that we stuck out like a bunch of black sheep in an otherwise
white flock. We somehow did not belong, outcasts in spite of
the warm welcome at the border. Before the train reaches Lausanne
there is a spot, after negotiating a long stretched bend, whcn all
at once a breathtaking vista opens up-the entire Lake of Gencva
lies before you and across it the massif of the French Alps builds
up to the magnificent peak of Mount Blanc, Europe's highest
mountain. It was almost too much for us to take in these glories
as the train moved slowly down on hair-pin bends through the
vineyards covering the hills around the lake.

Geneva lies at the western end of the half-moon shaped lake,
and at thc eastern tip is Montreux, a small but busy city markcd
by a number of posh, old-fashioned palace-like hotels. When we
stepped off the train there we were able to see high above us,

perched on a ridge, Mountain House, our destination. So close
to the place we had heard so much about, we confessed to each
other some apprehension. We knew that certain severe customs
would be expected from conference participants and that each of
usmightbeconfrontedwithfar-reachingpersonaldecisionswhich
might in future infringe our freedom to do as we pleased.
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"Let's wait a bit before we go on", I said to one of the girls

from Stuttgart. We decided to first have a swim in the lake which
turned out to be the most wonderful bath 1 had in my life. We
took our time,  reverently smoking our last pack of cigarettes
before we, still very hesitantly, boarded the small rack-railway
that would take us up the last 3,000 feet. For myself, I knew that
my last line of rcsistance had been broken, that 1 would go with
all 1 had on the road MRA was showing us.

Cdux Confirence Center

During its original period as a luxury hotel, there had bcen in
Mountain House-Caux Palace it was called then-more staff
and salaried employees than guests.  Now,  there wcre no bell-
boys in the lovely reception hall, nor waiters in the dining-rooms,
nor chamber-maids cleaning up guest apartments. In fact, no
management  or  organization  structure  was  visible  and  yet
everything seemed to run smoothly and likc clock-work. There
must have been a thousand people there from all over the world.
Nobody told one what do but everyone was busy. On our first
day, when 1 wandered aimlessly and forlorn through the long
corridors of the enormous building 1 saw in the distance the tall
figure of my friend Fromund from Leonberg as he briskly strode
toward some obviously important meeting or something.

J
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I  ran  after him,  "Hello  Fromund,  so  you  are  here  too.
Marvelous! Listen, I want to Ác/p, what must 1 do?"

He looked at me without so much as a smile, "1 cannot tell

you. You must seek guidance."
He turned and left me standing there, gaping and utterly

confiised.Thiswaspreposterous.HecxpectedmetoasktheGood
Lord about such profane things as whether 1 should carry bags or
wash dishcs or whatever. Absurd, I thought, almost blasphemous.
God was competent only for lofty and great issues. Or was He,
really?

There were usually two daily full sessions of the conference,
in the morning and in the afternoon, and a show or a play in the
evening,  performed  in  Mountain  House's  own  theater.  My
memory of the content of those first meetings in Caux is blurfed
if anything. But 1 was completely fascinated by the international
chorus entering the speakers platform in between the addresses
of delegates and singing songs in many different languages. They
were such a united body of young men and women and they
radiated a conviction thcy had in common with their shining
faces and the perfect harmony of their singing. Now thcre was
something1wantedtobepartof.Itbecamemygreatestambition.
I went to a rehearsal, was allowed to takc part, eagerly learned the
lyrics and my tenor singing part, overjoycd and enthused. After
my first appearance,  a very tall  and slim American who had
impressed me earlier becausc of his piercing eyes, came up to me
and said, "Now, Hans (all Americans call me Hans, pronounced
"hands", because the second part of my name, Jõrg, sounds to

them too much like ``jerk") there was a hole whcre you stood in
the chorus.  No conviction about what you sang came over.  I
wonder why that is so?"

Like any other norm, moral standards of behavior must be
absolute in order to be true guide posts for every situation in life.
The point was not to become or to be a "better" person comparcd
with others, or try to live a saintly life for the sake of your own
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Ca" Chorus

soul entering heaven one day. If there really existed a divine mas-
ter plan for this our world, the point was to make a permanent
endeavor to become a better tool to be uscd for thc realization of
that plan. Yes, of course, "men must be governed by God . . ." ,
or else we, in fact 1, would again be abused by other people. But
the dictatorship of God's spirit, once fully accepted, would make
us free and independent from the domination of man over man.
This should be, this must be the lesson we Germans, and not
only we, had to learn from the disaster we had lived through.

During the last plenary session at Caux, a dozen young men
from U.S.A., Britain, Canada, Australia-all of us war-veterans
whoónlyafewyearsearlierhadgonetowaragainstcachother-
mounted the rostrum and spoke about our pledge to unitedly
use our strength and energy to help build a peaceful world under
God's command. Most of all this meant to me to be on an equal
footingwiththesenewfriendsalthough1representedthatdespised
country. Among these people we Germans were not in the center
of things, but we were needed like everybody else.

All of us had made our plans so we would be back home for
the 14th ofAugust. It was election day, thc first dcmocratic post-
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war elections for a West German parliament. A year earlier, after
long and tiring negotiations, the three Military Governments
had finally agreed for a Parliamentary Council to be formed with
the  aim  to  work  out  a  constitution  for  the  new  nation.
Understandably, the Allied were loath to let go of some of their
victor's  powers  and  prepare  to  entrust  Germans  with  the
beginnings of sovereignty. More than that, they failed to unite
on a conception of what future political Gcrmany should look
like.

The Americans suggested a U.S.-type federation of all West
German states, the build-up of democraçy from bottom to top
and national elections as early as possible. In Britain, there was a
Laborgovernmentatthetimewithitsprogramofnationalization
of industry. To  their mind,  this policy should bc adopted in
Germany as well. They preferred a dccentralized Union of states,
no national elections for the time being, and a very slow progress
of turning over national authority to Gcrmans. In France, the
Communistshadbecomethestrongestpartyafterrecentelections
and their influence was strong even though they did not form
thcgovernment.Withtheirdeep-rootedmistrustagainstallthings
German the French tried to stop all contacts between Germans
of their Zone and those in the other two. There were powerful
voices in Paris who favored Stalin's concept of an all-German
state including East Germany under Communist rule, and the
internationalization of the Ruhr industry.

The threat of this latter idea became the really dccisive factor.
The expansion of soviet power since the end of the war had becn
breathtaking.  Poland, Czechoslovakia,  Hungary,  Bulgaria, the
attempt to take over Greece, and then C.hina, Korea, Indochina-
there seemed to be no end of it. Stalin had openly proclaimed to
the  world  that  Germany was  the  stepping  stone  for  the
Communist conquest of the rcst of Europe. And it was not just
an empty phrase. It forced the western democracies into new
alliances of which the public often knew only strange acronyms
like  GATT,  OEEC,  MSA,  NATO,  or whatnot.  Fear  and
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uneasiness which our western neighbors still held and would
continue to hold for decades to come, were suppressed by the
neccssity to include our country and our people in the dcveloping
western block.

According to the directions of the military authorities, the

political parties chose 65 men-as far as 1 remember there were
no  women  in  the  council-to  work  out  a  democratic
constitution. They did a good job as the following fifty years
have shown. A formal peacc treaty was not in sight, in fact therc
never was to be one. For all Germans the thought was intolerable
that our country would be forever divided. What the council
after  fierce  discussions  put  forward  for  authorization  was,
thereforc, not an all-German constitution but a "Provisional Basic
Law".  It was acccpted,  however,  and proclaimed with a great
ceremonial act in May 1949. It is still valid today

The ensuing election campaign was for us younger ones the
first ever and it became an experience like entering an unknown

jungle.  Apart  from  the  Communists who  seemed  to  receive
money via dubious channels originating in Moscow, the political

parties trying to gain the favor of the voting population had little
ftinds for their campaigning. Also, there had been not much time
forthemtoworkoutclear-cutnationdprogramscomprehensiblc
to the masses. From the many divers arguments two fiindamental
opposing philosophies emerged in the end, centering around a
few outstanding personalities. It can be said that the first post-
war democratic election in West Germany was one of ideas and
individuals.

On the one hand there werc the Socialists, thc party with the
longest tradition, who were able to continue where they had been
cruelly stopped by Adolf Hitler who had sent many of their best
to the concentration camps. Like Kurt Schumacher who rose to
be the uncontested lcader of the rc-founded Social Democratic
Party,  thc SPD.  Schumacher had spent ten ycars  in different
concentration camps which left him a physical wreck having lost
a leg and an arm.  He was in permanent physical pain.  In his
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spirit, however, he was a volcano and driven by a fiery passion.
He was fiercely anti-Communist although his socialist ideas, like
his party's, were firmly grounded in Marxism. Schumacher stood
for the national unity of Germany as a whole, based on a state-
directed market economy and socialization of the basic industries.
His dream was the possibility of a particularly German-shaped
kind of socialism with equal chances for all, not tied to either of
the two ideological blocks.

The other philosophy grew out of a realistic assessment of
the post-war situation in  the world and  the place of divided
Germany in it. The liberation from Nazi terror and dictatorship,
and the resulting freedom, could be maintained only by way of a
firmdignmentwiththewesterndemocracies.Ourcountrywould
have to prove trustworthiness as a loyal partner to former enemies.
ProtagonistofthisideaandasundisputeditsleaderasSchumacher
in  the  SPD,  was  Konrad Adenauer,  head  of the  CDU,  the
Christian Democratic Union. Only two years earlier, the British
had removed Adenauer from his post as Lord Mayor of cologne
and banned him from all further political activities because, as
they said, thcy found him "politically incompetent". Adenauer
was a practicing Catholic and believed that Christian principles
were the only reliable basis for true democracy. His fundamental
conviction was that the individual as created by God owns a
uniqueandirreplaceabledignity.Allpoliticsmustbesubordinated
to this principle. On this philosophy the Social Market Economy
was proclaimed on which the fabulous rise of our fiiture economy
was founded.

In Korntal, my paternal friend Paul Bausch had decided to
run for Parliament. During the months before 1 went to Caux,
myfriendsand1hadactivelytakenpartinhiscampaigntraveling
to far-away places in his constituency, preparing local gatherings,
handing out leaflets  from  door  to  door and participating in
discussions.WhcnBauschwaselectedwithahandsomemajority
we felt this was just as much our own victory. We kncw he would
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represent our beliefs in the new Parliament, the Bundestag, as
best as he could.

***

Caughtupinallthesegreateventswhichsetthecourseirrcvocably
for all of us, I was suddenly gripped by a sense of insecurity, even
disillusionment.Allthenewdiscoveriesandcxperienceshadaltered
my course of thinking. And yet, the hectic activities of the passed
months had, so it seemed to me, been erratic and without rcal
depth as far as my own individual fate was concerned. I was 24
and 1 did not rcally know what to do with the rest of my life. I
did believe that therc was a divine plan for me but so far it had
not become clear what it might be in terms of a career. Worst of
it was that 1 felt unablc to talk to anyone about these doubts
because they were not more than a general depressing sentiment.

DuringthesummerofthatyearMrs.vonCramonhadstarted
a series of Bible studies in Korntal. She was partly paralyzed and
had to sit in a wheel-chair while a number of us gathered around
her. A master in relating biblical stories to present-day life, she
was able to make them come alive to us young folk who had

grown up as heathens. I cannot say whether from these rcvelations
1 experienced what is called a Christian conversion. I only know
that a certainty grew in my heart that Christ had died on the
cross for me,  that He had redeemed me.  It was  not a logical
conclusion that could be cxplained in words, but 1 knew that I
could never explain it away either. Whatever happened, I could
always come back to this fact like to a strong anchor. Its reliability
would never change.

The son of Paul Bausch, my motor-bike fricnd, and a few
others from our group had begun their study of theology. The

question if 1 should change the subject of my study and enter a
theological seminary became an issue of great importance. Would
that not be the best way to pass on to others the gift of a Christian
faith, in the framework of the Lutheran Church? Serv.ing as ,a
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clergyman would provide the security of an institution and of an
esteemed profession. But 1 could not come to a decision.

Among the Germans in Caux at the time when 1 was there
had been two Lutheran bishops. One of them had becn Bishop
of Mecklenburg in the thirties when our family had lived in the

provincecapitalschwerin.Thebishop'shousehadbeenjustacross
the street from ours and our two families became more than
neighbors. As a result of the K;.rcÁc#Átzm2/ the Nazi's increasing

persecution  of Christian officials  regarded as  trouble-makers,
Bishop  Rendtorff had  bcen  demoted  and  shoved  into  some
obscure parish in the country. We had lost touch. Now he was
rector of Kiel University and a nation-wide respected theologian.
I wrote a letter to him and explained the unsolved questions
about what to do in future, and asked for his advice. He replied
immediately. What the Bishop told me mirrored the spiritual
confusion of that time. Reading it today, it has lost nothing of
its relevance:

You asked for my advice concerning the pos-
sibility of studying theology  1 will gladly give

you my advice, but it cannot be more than that.
The real decision will have to be between you
and God.

Iurgentlyadviseyou4gzzz."fentcringastudy
of theology with the aim of becoming a pastor.

It is one of our greatest needs today that, on
the  one  hand,  everywhere  many  Christian
ministers  preach  about  faith,  biblically well-
founded and in the true spirit of reformation,
butontheothcrhand,inaworldtotallyestranged
from  Christian  beliefs,  we  have  lost  the
knowledge about the mc#Ç.#g of our faith in the
real world,  that is in the work-shop or in the
laboratory, behind the counter or in parliament,
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in the children's-room or in  College-in  one
word there where our actual life is.

Preaching the Christian message is and will
always be of vital importance. But it will be of
no avail without the testimony of "laymen" who
are firmly rooted in professional life. Blessed be
every layman who finds a faith and then remains
at his place in the world among his brothers and
sisters!

The Church has to find new answers to the
questions raised in this modern age, in married
life, in the home, in school, in the nation, in the
world. These answers will not be found at the
writing desk, even if a Bible lies on it. To find
them it will take men and women living both in
the faith and in the world. To my mind, it is the

greatest service which MRA is offering that it
forms and sends out to the world such people.

In your case, a study of theology could be a
form  of desertion.  It  is  difficult  to  live  as  a
Christian in our world, even in a monastery. The
Churchbadlyneedsgoodpastors.Butyoushould
becomeatheologianonlyifyouknowdefinitely
that there is no other way for you. Otherwise, if

youwalkawayfromthepathyoufoundinCaux,
you will run the risk to become a traitor to your
friends and colleagues.

I have never regretted following the advice of this farsighted man
of the Church. He clarified for me the real significance of the
movement for that moment in history. Its appeal to me and to
Germans in general was not in its doctrine, becausc there was no    \
such thing. But it offered to anybody looking for it the chance
to go into immediate constructive action on a course of personal
andnationalreconciliation.Itwasnottheinstitutionalizedstrength



STEPPING STONES 205

ofan organization but the contagious effectiveness of individuals
who simply lived in accordance with their deepest beliefs.

***

A century  ago,  Karl  Marx  had  published  the  "Communist
Manifesto". It had ushered in a new phase in world history. Its
basic conception of the class struggle with the final goal of a
classlesssocietyhadattractednotonlymillionsofordinarypeople
everywhere but also some of the great minds of our age. In the
course of time, Marxism had developed, like no other idea on
the  globe,  the-meanwhile classic-features  of a powerful
ideology: a philosophy explaining history and its logical future
evolution; a passion able to motivate people on a large scale; a
strategy to  use the generated passion of people to  the end of
realizing fiindamental ideological aims. A hundred years after the
Great  Revolution,  Communists  from  round  the world were
trained by the thousands in Moscow's academies for the final
stageofideologicalconquest.Thosetraincesweremakinginroads
to be felt in practically every country.

Not until the outbreak of the Cold War did the need for
comparable strategies become obvious for the capitalist world.
Holding on to industrial-age philosophies like the balance of

power or to the belief of the original superiority ofwestern-style
democracies  alone would  not  be  enough  to  maintain  their
freedom. Outside of the Communist realm however, no other
institution but MRA claimed to bc able to provide the nucleus
of an answering ideology. It was only natural therefore that in
summer 1949, the "College of the Good Road" was founded in
Caux, starting with a kind of all-round training of some 350

young men and women from 25 countries. It was the first such
attempt, and thc Collcge as such did not survive over an extended

period. Long enough, however, to increase thc number of MRA
full-time workers considerably.
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The invitation to participate as a student in the Caux college
reached  me  shortly  after  my  correspondence  with  Bishop
Rendtorff. There was no doubt in my mind and 1 accepted right
away, admittedly also because it was reason enough to interrupt
if not terminate an unloved course of study. Had 1 known then
that 1 would be "on the road" with MRA for the following 19

years without any other profession-would 1 have decided the
same way? I have been asked that question often in later years,
and 1 have asked it myself. The answer has always been, yes. Given
the same set of circumstances that prevailed four years after the
war, I would come to the same conclusion again today. The lives
oftheyounggenerationofthattimewerenotyetdeterminedby
mere career thinking or the compulsion to make money as fast as

possible.  It was quite out of the question to make long-term
fiitureplans.Wehadtotakeourchancesasthcycame.The"College
of the Good Road" was like a godsend to me, the opportunity
for a íf#é/f.#m g€#cm4 to widen my horizon.  Precisely this  it

provided for me and many others in a way no other university in
the world could have done.

Theonlythingbotheringmyconsciencewasthedeteriorating
relationship with my family. Our correspondence had become
very one-sided.  I  was  so  self concerned  that  1  regarded  their
arguments and objections as old-fashioned and out of date. My

parents, on the other hand, felt rejected and thought that 1 had
willfully withdrawn my love and care for them. When they heard
that 1 had taken one years leave from my Stuttgart college, my
father let me know through my mother that he would not write
to me any longer because, "1 have no son anymore:  One was
killedinthewar,theotherwastakenawayfrommebyforeigners."
It almost broke my mother's heart not to be ablc to mediate.

Lectures at Caux were for me absolutely fascinating. Many
of them were held at seven-thirty in the morning, and students
were expected to have had an hours "quiet time" even before that
early hour so as to be prepared to meet the challenge of each new
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day. We were kept quite busy. Lecture themes reached from "Basic
Forces in European History" or "The Philosophy of Marxism"
to "The Answer to Class Struggle''. We heard African and Asian
leaders speak about problems facing their countrics. We would
be urged to read such authors as Toynbec or Aldous Huxley and
to draw our own conclusions for the present time from their
thoughts. The role of the media, of the arts, music and theater in
the advancement of ideas played an important part.  Both the
student  body  and  the  lecturers  were  a  true  internationale,

providing the opportunity to learn from each other.
I remember being deeply impressed one day with the address

of a prominent Frenchman. George Villiers was the President of
the French National Association of Employers. He had attended
the summer conference at Caux, on his way to talks with the
leaders of industry in Germany-negotiations that became, as
was to be seen later, the starting point for the evolving economic

partnership between the two countries. Villiers talked about a
conversation during one luncheon with his neighbor at table. It
was Franz Boeckler, a union leader who some time later became
the first chairman of the newly founded German Federation of
Trade Unions. Boeckler said to him that the two of them should
be enemies for two reasons. First, because he was German and
Villiers French, and second, because he represented labor and the
Frenchman the employers. "There is one more reason", had been
the reply: Villiers had been condemned to death, as a political

prisoner of the Gestapo, and had seen most ofhis comrades being
executed. "But all this is in the past", he told the German. "My
one desire is now to stretch out the hand of friendship."

Encounters like these found their significance when regarded
in context with later events that no-one could foresee at the time.
History does not evolve simply like in a game of chess where one
move by one side can determine the rest of the game. Too many
factors contribute to any cvolution. But in thc unique atmospherc
of constructive goodwill prcvailing at Caux in that moment of
time, countless interhuman relations were lifted onto a higher,
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positive level, from animosity to undcrstanding, from outright
hatredtomutualforgiveness.Westudcntsheardaboutsuchevents
day after day, expericnced them ourselves.  Soon 1 felt that we
were privileged to partake in the making of history. Like many
others 1 entered this adventure with a complctely open mind.

The formation of character is an intricate business. I believe
that during the period 1 am talking about many of the long-term
associates of Frank Buchman went at the task of training a new
crop of christian revolutionaries with great earnestness and with
the best will. To provide better proctoring, trainees were placed
in  groups  of fifteen  or  twenty young people  from  different
countries and a variety of social backgrounds, each with a married
couple in charge to look after their spiritual and moral needs.
Since 1 was among the later arrivals at the College, therc was no
more married couple available for my group, and we were put
under the tutelage of several older spinsters and bachelors.

The person responsible for me was an Englishman who took
it upon himself to shape some presentable human being from
the raw material 1 brought into the deal, not without making
abundantly clear to me that he considered the material very raw
indeed.

To this day 1 think of this man with gratitude and affection.
He was for me the epitome of the English Gentleman, and 1

guess this rare brand of human being was to him the ultimate
ideal  a man  should look up  to.  He had a carefully cut short
mustache, a fast receding crown of hair and wore, bccause of
extreme  short-sightedness,  thick  glasses  through  which,
unnaturally enlarged, looked a pair of shrewd eyes able to see
under one's skin and to detect slightest insecurities or deviations
from the path of truth. Before he had joined the Oxford Group,
he had worked with the British travel agency Thomas Cook, so
he knew the world and behaved and dressed in a sophisticated
manner. I think 1 have never seen him wearing any othcr than his
dark,  needle-striped,  double-breasted  suit  and  a  strictly
conservative tie. Hc liked to be introduced as "senior businessman"
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and  he was  considered  to  be  an  expert  fund-raiser  for  the
movement.

The first thing 1 had to learn was that MRA's absolute moral
standards  meant  not  only that  a  person  must  not  lie,  steal,
fornicate, murdcr, nor live a totally selfish life. It meant that in
every detail of day-to-day affairs a standard ofperfection must be
aspiredtc+thewayinwhichyoucleanedyourbodyordecorated
a table for a meal, the language you chose and the faultlessness in
writing a letter. The young men chauffeuring Buchman's car had
to learn to shift gears so smoothly that it caused not the slightest
nod  of their  passenger's  head-and  Buchman  was  an  old
gentleman. I had to master the art of polishing shoes to a flawless
gloss and 1 had to go through my suitcase and throw out every
piece not "up to standard". My beloved lederhosen had to be
delivered to the costume team responsible for props and décor in
thc theater. As 1 was singing in the chorus, I got my first-ever
tailor-made suit, dark blue and r7tí¥ cÁ;.c, matching those of the
other tenors and basses. The art had to be learned of folding a
snow-white handkerchief in such a way that a precise triangle
would show from the breast pocket, not too much and not too
little.

busi::::::nyasnpdir:::laáeqr:i::rtraotulldm:;::,:a:n_a_lEg=to;;t;i+/
with such people". On condition that l would keep silent and      `
not  say  a  word.  He  himsclf woujd.  listen  intently  on  such
interviews, throwing in the occísional, "how clever of you", or,
"somuchtruthinwhatyou`cly",andcomeoutintheend,bowing

forwardclosetotheman'sfacc,withsomethinglike,"1wondered
whether you, being such a pitriot, would like to participate in
this work we are doing by giúng . . ." , and he would suggest an
incredibly large sum of momy.

The old truth that no mai can lead others who has not learned
in lifc also to accept a subordinate role came home to me being
with this gentleman. I have thankçd him for it all my life. He
spoke German quite well, but he insisted in me translating for
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him  every word,  and  he  corrected  me  mercilessly.  This  was
important because the comparatively small number of German
speaking  full-time  workers  all  had  to  scrve  as  conference
interpreters  and  in  countless  person-to-person  conversations.
Applying absolute standards,  this meant,  apart from accurate
scntcnce-by-sentence  translation,  also  to  pass  on  as  much  as

possible of the speaker's conviction and mood.

***

We had worked hard at Caux preparing for campaigns in several
countries to start early in 1950. A task force of 150 was to move
into the industrial centers in West Germany again, continuing
from the previous year's tour with showings of "The Forgotten
Factor". The play, advertised as an "Industrial Drama'', had been
translated into German. The realistic relevance of its plot to the
actual  situation  in  European  countrics  marked  by class-war,
extended strikes and outright bitterness and hatred, had already
•tnade  remarkablc  impact.  The  premiere performance  of the
Gcrman cast in Essen, heart of the Ruhr, had been introduccd by
the city's Lord Mayor Heinemann (who latcr became President
of the Federal Republic) and Minister President Karl Arnold who~TriniÊ€auxtogethcrwithanumberofhiscabinet.Forthis

~      ycar's campaign, Arno'id.'s government had voted a generous sum
of money to help mect thc c.onsidcrable cost.

Travelingandworkingwithacütof150inalandstillsuffering
severely from war devastation and aslow-going economy was a
heroic attempt.  I admired the for¢igners who were willing to
share in the dirc needs of our peop.c, month aftcr month, many
ofthemforyears.Almosteverywhcre,westayedinpri\'atehomes,
oftcn in unheated rooms already c[owded with too many family
and additional refiigees. None of us received any regular pay. We
lived "on faith and prayer". It became almost normal not to have
a penny in the pockct and not to know how to pay for the next
meal. But then we would meet someone who would invite us
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for dinner or to stay with him and sleep on a sofa in the kitchen.
After play performances it was generally late at night before we
came back to our hosts and often the entire family stayed up to
welcome their guest, eager to talk and ask questions how to start
and  participate  themselves.  To  my mind,  countless  personal
conversations during that amazing period were perhaps the most
meaningfiil and significant features of this work, more than mass-
meetings and spectacular public events. They were stimulus for
individuals making costly decisions or a new beginning, and they
created ties of friendship that would last for a life time.

I remember staying in an extremely modest factory worker's
two-room flat, sharing a scttce with Stan.  He was a few years
older than 1, a red-haired, quiet and taciturn Australian.  Stan
told me about his war-time RAF service as a bomber pilot when
they had hunted German submarincs in the Atlantic. I shared
with him how both my brother Claus and my brother-in-law
had been killed from such attacks. We compared times. It could
have been Stan who dropped one of the fatal bombs. During
that night we prayed together and committed to God whatever
we felt. Our host worked the morning shift, so we had breakfast
with him very early and told him about our nightly experience.
It moved him deeply. In the evening, after a crowded performance
of "The Forgotten Factor",  Stan and 1 spoke to the audience
trying to demonstrate thc reality and practicability of conflict
resolution as it was offered in the idea of the play.

My job, apart from singing in the international chorus at
many public occasions, was with the back-stage crew rcsponsible
for scene construction, lighting and sound. Also in that team was
Max, an electrician from Paris, a Jew who, during the war, had
lost almost all members of his family in German concentration
camps. With us worked Alex,  the son of the Danish Foreign
Minister. There were the two daughters of an English Lord, war
veterans from America, and so many others. Like Johnny from
Czechoslovakia, also ofJcwish background, who had to flee from
Nazi occupation of his country, joined the U.S. forces and later
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lost a leg in combat action. The mere fact that all of them had
chosen to be in our country in this crucial time, that they worked

joyously, untiringly and with a genuine love for our people, all
this was a powerful message in itself. The effect it had cannot be
calculated and, even less, be properly evaluated. As Chancellor
Adenauér later wrote in a mcssage to Frank Buchman, MRA
worked "invisible but effective" on all levels ofsociety, nationally
and internationally, for reconciliation.

Itwasnotsurprisingthereforewhenmanyoftheoutstanding

personalities of that first post-war period got involved with our
work in somc way or another.  Farsighted peoplc accepted the
necessity  of a  spiritual  renaissance,  of a  new  morale,  if the
enormous problems facing mankind were to be solved. They
appreciated the g,rass-root efforts made and said so openly, even
though some of them hesitated to allow the moral challenge to
come  too  close to  their own lives.  In  many parts of Europe,
especially perhaps in West Germany, a noticeablc change of the

general  spirit  took place,  away from  apathy,  frustration  and
bitternesstowardsamorehopefiil,confidentoutlookandagreater
individual participation in public and economic life.

Of course, national and international agreements provided
the main incentive for this. The Marshall Aid Program showed
the first visiblc results. The building industry was booming, new
companies were founded and found ample room in the vast open
rubble-cleared spaces. In March 1950, the German Government
was able for thc first timc in elcven years to lift enforced food
and fuel rationing. The Adenauer Administration claimed more
and more political autonomy in return for proven trustworthiness.
But both, the economical and political upsurge, and the new

positive engagement  of the  people  at  large were  needed  and
mutually dependent on each other.

By summer  1950  it  had  become  almost  fashionable  for
German leaders to travel to Caux. It was still one of the few if
not the only place outside our national borders where we could
"meet the world". Newspapcr and radio people came in great
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numbers in order to get the "real news" while, at the other end of
the lake, in Geneva, the lnternational Labor Organization and
other international institutions would sit in cndless meetings that

produced little progress. Large delegations including top-level
managersandworkersrepresentativesweresentbytheircompanics
to get to know the Spirit of Caux. As they could not pay for
thcir stay with Swiss money, the German Coal Board sent tons
of coal  instead. That  made sense,  because  the  Ruhr  mining
industry was the focal point of communist activities in Germany,
and already many of the best trained, active Communist Party
members had turned in their party membership booklets after
having met a superior ideology providing a basis on which the
social problems in the world could actually be solved instead of
leading ultimately to atomic war. Similar developments in Great
Britain, France and ltaly were beginning to give headaches to the
ideologists in the Kremlin.

***

With all the concentration on economic recovcry, two gigantic

problem groups in our country caused growing concern: the ten
million fJcÇ.mÁZÁ/oíc, homeless people, and almost as many soldiers
still in the proccss of returning homc from prison camps. Both
were unorganized, amorphous groups with no voice to speak for
them, unable to claim their rights, and both were outsiders to
Germansociety.Therefiigeeswerewidelyrcgardedasunwelcome
intruders. While in most other countries homecoming soldiers
were welcomed as herocs, they were criminalized in Germany as
the backbone of the Nazi Reich. In years to comc,  the world
would praise the economic miracle of our new state; to my mind,
the peaceful integration into the democratic process of millions
of outcasts has been the real historic achievement.

In  recognition  of its  supremc  importance,  Chanccllor
Adenauer had included in his cabinet a Ministry for Expellees.
The name implies the underlying problem. It was not a ministry
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for refugees, for people who voluntarily came to the country of
their choice, but one for displaced persons who had lost their
fJc;.m4f and, indeed, their human rights. The first Minister for
Expellees was Dr Hans Lukaschek, himself an expellee.  I met
him when he visited Caux. Hc was a man weighed down by the
burden of his office. He had an unprecedented task. None of the
European colleagues he was able to talk with in Switzerland could

give him any practical advise.
And  yet,  Dr  Lukaschek  said  later  that  in  the  unique

atmosphere of the international gathering he had received what
he called "the key thought" for his further political work. He had
heard Dr Buchman say that there is enough in the world for
everybody's need, but not for everybody's greed. If this was true
then the masses of refugces need not necessarily be the biggest

problem the nation was facing-they could in fact become the
greatest  asset  in  the  proccss  of reconstruction.  Penniless  and
homeless, they brought with them an abundant will to work. If
it were possible to make them all feel needed and wanted, they
could play a vital part. It was a great thought. But the important
thing was to implement it on a large scale.

One of the first important laws the Adenauer government

passed was called £4zffc7%#g/c;.cÁ. It imposed a capital levy on all
German corporate and private property and income, with no
time limit, for the benefit of those who had property losses caused
bythewar.Itactuallywasanactofestablishingsolidaritybetween
the haves and the have-nots. Capital was freed for thousands of
newly founded  companies  and small  factories.  Starting from
scratch, they were all provided with the most modern machines
and means of production.  It was a period of pioneering. The
large  majority  of the  dispatriated  from  the  former  Eastern

provinces and from Czechoslovakia were workers and farmers-
as my parents would have said, "the lower classes". Until the Nazi
era, only very few low class people had managed to send their
sons, even less their daughters, to university or any other form of
higher education. Now, the entire mix of our society was shaken
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up and the incoming new blood worked like a fertilizer. In the
new evolving social structure the elite no longer depended on
classbackgroundbuton£cí.JÁzmg,onoutstandingindividualwork

performance.
With the other large group, the professional soldiers and also

the former civil servants, the problems were much more subtle.
Theirleadingrepresentativ"hadbeendealtwithattheNuremberg
Trials.  But what should be done with the multitudc of Nazi

party cadre and fellow-travelers on whom Hitler's power had
been built? The denazification courts had merely scratched the
surface of those mountains of guilt and blame weighing upon
the nation.  How should all this be punished and, cven more
difficult, who amongst us Germans would be in a position to act
asjudge?

In  1950, a million prisoners of war were still held back in
camps, mainly in France and Russia. The flood of homecoming
soldicrs had ebbed, but a silent flow would continue for many
more years. Most of them found their former homes in ruins.
They shared that fate with everybody else. But they had been
away from their families for five, eight, ten years, often without
news from each other. They were strangers to their children and
countless wives had, in the absence of their husbands, sought
comfort and protection with other men. It has been estimated
that during five years of Military Government, half a million
children were  born  to  German women  from soldiers  of the
occupation forces.

At that time the Bundestag-the German Parliament-and
with it the nation, was torn in two parts by a violent discussion
about pension rights of former profcssional soldiers and state
officials, war veterans and war invalids. There were those who
maintained  that  the  ncw state  had  neither  legal  nor  moral
obligations  to  pay money to  anyone who  had worn  a  Nazi
uniform no matter whether it had been gray, blue, brown or
black.ThereweretheotherswhoclaimedthatalllivingGermans
including those in East Germany were part of the same nation,
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that our history was indivisible, that it would be impossible for
some to wall  themselves  off from bearing the burden  of our
common responsibility. A struggle for the very soul of our people
began that involved every single family. We were in search of
new identity. We are still sceking today! United we were only in
one fundamental resolve: Never again! Everything must be done
so that never again would a war be started from German soil. It
seemed logical, therefore, that in future ours would be a nation
without an army. President Heuss told American journalists that
he, and with him the vast majority of our people, were opposcd
to any form of "re-militarization" of Germany.

***

At Caux, in  1950, another "World Conference for the Moral
Re-Armament of the Nations" was launched. There for the first
time 1 rebelled against my friends. I had entered the inner circle
of those who made the decisions about how the assembly was
run. Nobody had asked me to do so. But 1 felt terribly important
attending all the planning and strategy sessions, even thc early
morning oncs in Frank Buchman's bedroom. I always tried to be
first in the room so that 1 could sit on the floor at the end of the
bed and out of sight of the old gentleman, lest he might ask me,
"Well,  general's  son,  what  do  you  think?"  Newly  arriving

delegations and VIPs would be discussed, what should be the
content  of plenary sessions  and  how questions  raised  from

particular guests  should  be  answered.  The  chorus  played  an
important role. We learned to sing many national anthems to
welcome groups from far-away countries and all the time special
songs were produccd to illustrate some poignant message.

One day a number of dock-workers from the British Clydc
shipbuilding industry was announced. At the chorus rehearsal
sheets with the music of a song wcre handed out which had been
written during the war aiming to boost the patriotic spirit of the
shipyard workers. The refrain was, "It's the Clyde-built ships that
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win the war". When 1 read these words 1 got up and declared that
1 was  unable to sing them.  It was just not right!  Praising the
British war ships meant at the same time to condemn our Navy
that 1 had served in and in which my brother and brother-in-law
had been killed. This was applying two different sets of standards
and 1 was not going to take sides against my own. Ursula, a girl
from Hamburg (who was later to marry my friend Fromund)
and 1  left the rehearsal in protest. The rest of the chorus did
nothing to stop us.

Chorus Líne

Hours later, Ursula and 1 were summoned to Dr. Buchman's
room. We expected harsh accusations about still being Nazis at
heart and so forth. Nothing of the sort happened. Frank, as he
was callcd by everybody, heard us out and then suggested that we
listen to God together. I forgot what thoughts were shared. Of
course, we two ruefully accepted that we had behaved foolishly,
that we must "change" on the spot and do everything to make
the British workers feel welcome. But Frank said something elsc.
Hesuggestedthatmyparentsshouldbespeciallyinvitedtoattend
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a September session on the thcme, "The Role of the Armed Forces
in the Age of ldeologies". One did not argue with him. In all the

years of knowing him 1 heard at no time anybody contradict
him. But 1 had severe doubts that my parents would accept an
invitation. So far they had declined any such attempt. Beyond
that-it would create an impossible open conflict situation when
Allied army leaders would be compelled to meet their former
German  adversaries.  The  time  was  not  yet  ripe  for  such
confrontation, I thought.

Still,  I wrote to my mother and fathcr and pleaded with
them that here in Caux they would be able like at no other place
in the world to voice all their feelings and fears, that they would
find only open ears and hearts. No answer came from them. I
had known it would not work. My sister Annemie had told me
thatourparentshadbecnableforthefirsttimetovisitourrelativcs
in Sweden. My father's only sister had married a Swedish pastor
and had born him five children, my cousins. They were our best
loved relativcs. Naturally, my parents would prefer to spend their
summer holidays with them rather than being drawn into a mass
ofstrangers and a cataclysm of feelings.

Thc news, "the Germans are coming and your parents are
among them", was a complete surprise. Unknown to me, Peter,
another German full-time worker of my age, had been sent with
a large American car to Lennep and advised not to come back
without them. Already in the car waited Gencral Hossbach and
his wife-how could my parents refuse to join them and come
along? My father told me later that he only agreed because he
was determined to get mc "down from your mountain".

It never failed to deeply move our compatriots when they
;aw,abovethedrivewayatthemaincntranceofMountainHouse,
the German flag hoisted among those of many other nations. It
is normal today.  But at that time we knew of no other place
where it would be thus demonstrated that we were acceptcd as
equals. Inside, in the lovely entrance hall, our chorus was lined



STEPPING STONES 219

up. We had no German anthem then, so a hymn-like song had
been composed, "Deutschland, land loved by God." When 1 saw
my parents and the other Army men and their wivcs come in I
was so excited and caught up in emotion that my voice failed
me.  But all thc others sang fervently. Then somebody spoke a
few words ofwelcome and the newcomers were lcd to their rooms.
They had been given all the best apartments on the fourth floor,
each with a balcony from wherc one had the most breathtaking
view of the Lake of Geneva.

For the first plenary session next morning the large assembly
hall was packed to capacity. An  unusual  tension had gripped
everybody, it was almost tangible. From my place with the chorus
behind the speakers platform, facing the audience, I could see the
frozen, suspicious faces of the Germans. They sat together in a
tight group  as  if they wanted  to  protect  each other.  On  the
rostrum were a French ex-general, one of the great figures during
the war, a Swedish and a Swiss general, and one or two others. I

guessmanyofusprayedthatsomeonewouldfindtherightwords
to break down the invisible wall.  But it was not until the last
speaker that it happencd. Rear Admiral Owen (Bill) Phillips of
the Royal Navy mounted the podium. He was a jolly, heavy-set
man with a round face and a booming bass voice. He wore big
horn-rimmedglasses,andanavy-blueblazerwithacolorfiilcrest-
he could have been nothing but a retired British navy man. He
spoke simply and to  the point with a clear,  manly voice.  He
addressed the Germans who were present in the audience.

Bill Phillips went back to the years between the two great
wars when Germany suffered from the plight of thc Versailles
Treaty  and  its  consequences.  "Wé  British  watched  your  '

predicament  from  our  island,  and we  remained  aloof,  self-
rightcous and indifferent. I have always felt deeply ashamed about
thisattitude,and1amconvincedthatourlackofhumangreatness
has contributed to create the causes for yet another war. We must
stand to our part of the blame." The Admiral said he wanted to
take this first chance of meeting responsible Germans to ask them
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to  accept  his  sincere  apologies  for his  own  and  his  country's
failures. Stepping down from the platform, he walked up to my

parents and the others and shook hands with them.  It was a
genuine gcsture. Wé all knew he meant what he said.

Hours later, I looked for my father and mother and found
that they had silently retreated to their rooms, unable to talk to
anybody. They both embraced me, a show of affection my father
had always avoided. During the following days 1 watched with
wonder the transformation taking place in them. The reason for
their coming-to get me down from the mountain-was never
again mentioned; no, now they were able to understand what
kept all of us so involved. Their bitterness melted away likc ice
under the sun, and that made free the way to clear their own
conscience. It was natural for General Hossbach and my father
to speak to the assembly, in the name of their comrades, about
theirresolvetousewhatstrengththeyhadtoworkforaGermany
the world could trust and respect again. A door had been pushed
open to a road that allowed those who chose to travel on it to
deal with the past instead of repressing it.



5. Land of the Free
Thc  RCA  telegram  from Washington  DC  caused  a  minor
scnsation when it was delivered by a messenger on a bicycle to
number 9, Poststrasse, in the quiet Ruhr village of Lennep. Never
before had a radiogram straight from the capital of the western
world  passed  across  the  counters  of the  little  post  office.  It
enhanced the feeling of importance of the handful of officials so
much that the mere fact of another first-ever event could be read
in the local paper the following day. A reporter had tried to find
out something about the content of the message and who was
this obviously notable elderly couple with contacts in the U.S.A.
But the recipients did not let out anything-they were far too
overwhelmed themselves  from what  the cable said.  It was  to
revolutionize their lives.

Dated 1  May 1951, the longish telegram was addressed to
General  and  Mrs.  Martin  Gareis,  and  it was  signed  by  the
Chairmen of both Senate and House Foreign Affairs Committecs,
Senator Conally and Representative John Kee, and by Senator
AlexanderwilçyandRepresentativesJ.PRjchardsandcA.Eaton.
It read:

As members of the Forcign  Relations and
Foreign Affairs Committee of the United States
Senate and House of Representatives, we wish
to add our support to the invitation extcnded

you to attend the World Assembly for the Moral
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Re-Armament of the nations at Mackinac lsland,
Michigan, June 1 to 12, and to the welcome al-
rcady issued by our Michigan colleagucs in Con-

8ress.
Your presence in the United Statcs, together

withotherdistinguishedleadersfromEuropeand
Asia, can do much to focus the attention of the
American people at this time on the positive steps
that can be taken everywhere to answer the ideo-
logical threat of world Communism. We need
such a demonstration of united strength in the
fieldofinspircdmoralleadership,withoutwhich
our common military, political, and economic
efforts to save the free world will certainly be less
effective.

Weareimpressedwiththepracticalevidence
of what such active moral leadership has accom-

plishedtoestablishdemocracyasaworkingforce
indangerareasthataffectthefiitureofyourcoun-
try and ours. We recognize the opportunity this
assembly offers to proclaim to the world an in-
spired experience of democracy based on moral
standards and the guidance of God which is the

greatest bulwark of freedom.
We look forward to welcoming you on the

occasion of your visit.

It was  quite a  mouth-full.  For my mother and  father it was
stunning in many ways. Coming from top-level political leaders
intheU.S.A.,themessagehighlightcdthetremendousshifttaking

place in world events. Five ycars after the war, the danger to the
peace of mankind, so it appeared, did not come from Germany
any longer, but from world Communism. Our country, at least
its western half, had become an established member of the block
of democracies,  not yet  fully acceptcd by our neighbors,  but
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definitcly on its way out of that pit of despicability. Above all,
however, my parents knew that they were needed for something
again.

Since their return, a year ago, from Caux, their lives had been
filled with a new purpose. They had opened their home to the
host of friends they had found and, whenever possible, the three
of us together went to attend meetings all over the country. We
shared with each other a harmony we had not known before. For
me, it was a miracle to watch their joy in having found what my
father called "the right road". They felt at home with all those
foreigners and became sought-after spokcsmcn.

It was, for instance, but one of countless small mosaic stones
that were bcginning to form the picture of a new Europe, when
my father was asked, with some other Germans, to attend a large
assemblyinLille,theindustrialcenterinNorthernFrance.Driving
there in a car through countryside where he had fought in two
world wars, he recognized the area so well that, when the driver
lost his way,  the general was able to guide him with unerring
certainty. Although this time, the Germans came on invitation,
among  the  French  people  the  memories  of millions  of war
casualties, of atrocities and humiliations afflicted on them were
much alive and smarting.

Only a few months before, French Foreign Minister Robert
Schuman had caused a sensation with his suggestion of merging
the European coal and steel industries-including those ofwest
Germany-while at the same time the overwhelming majority
of the French people refused any kind of rapprochement with
their hated neighbor country.

When my father was introduced as a war-time Tank Corps
Commander, the audience was stunned. He reported about the
change of heart he had experienced which enabled him to accept
his personal responsibility for the wrongs done by his country.
He begged the French to forgive him if they could, and to believe
him in his determination to work for a new kind of Germany
they would be able to trust. The warm hearted response to what
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he said was, in his own words, one of the most overwhelming
expericnccs he ever had.

Thusstrengthened,myparentshadwrittentoFrankBuchman
saying that thçy were prcpared, as their part towards a national
atonement, to be of service to the movement whercver they might
be needed. Their idea was that they could be useful, for instance,
by managing one of the action and administration centers in
southern Germany which were planned at the time. Buchman's
immediate reply went far beyond their expcctations. He wrote
from California, "1 believe as soon as you can manage it, you
should be free for the work of Moral Re-Armament. If you can
make arrangements, we would wclcome you and your son at the
Assembly at Mackinac lsland in June, and 1 would like you to
stay on in this country after the Assembly is concluded if that
should be possible." As if to confirm that this was not just a
friendly encouragemcnt, the RCA telegram from Washington
had arrived.

They had  to  face  an  extremely difficult  decision.  For  us

younger  people  it was  much  easier  to  give  up  the  idea  of a
professionalcareerandofmateridsecurityforanindefinitelcngth
of time. Critical folk called us irresponsible-it was abhorrently
opposed  to  every tradition  to  make  a living out of gifts  and
sacrifices from other people, and to sponge on society without
doing a "decent" kind of job. My mother and father were both
over sixty by now. They had no savings. The question of a statc

pension  was  still  furiously  discussed  in  Parliament  with  no
positive outcome in sight. To go traveling, cven for a few months,
would mean to give up the sccurity of my father's job and to
close down their home because they would not be able to afford

paying rent when away. Then there was the reaction of many of
their friends and our relatives who were not as open-minded to
the movement. And my mother had "nothing to wcar", and no
money to buy anything suitable. We had a lengthy family caucus
in Lennep considcring it all. I admired their courage when they
both decided to makc the plunge in faith.
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The offlcials responsible for granting immigration visa at the
U.S.  consulates in Germany could not understand the world
anymore.Acharterplaneforahundredconferencedelegatesfrom
Austria, Switzerland and Germany had been booked. Among
the Germans were some politicians officially representing the
national and two state governments. There was no big problem

getting clearance for them. But then, a number of coal miners
applied for entry to the U.S.A. who openly confessed to having
been for twenty or thirty ycars active and leading members of the
Communist Party. At that time America was at war again in
Korea,  a  war  against  Communism.  In  the  States,  Senator
Mccarthy fought his fierce battle against every possible Moscow-
directedinfluenc€,andimmigrationrestrictionsagainstCommunists
and their fellow-travelers were the strictest cver. And now this.

Telegrams went to and fro across the Atlantic between Bonn
and Washington. This Nazi General had the impudence to ask
foramultipleentryvisa.TheSenatorsandCongressmeninviting
him  obviously  did  not  know  what  they were  doing.  Thc
atmosphere in the Consulates was frosty, at one point almost
hostile. On the other hand, we were among the first to get the
newly issued green hard-cover passports of the Federal Republic.
TheGermanadministrationmillsgroundterriblyslow.Theentire
delegation was already assembled at Duesseldorf airport waiting
to board the plane when a breathless messcnger arrived bringing
thc last missing travel documents. Until then the suspense had
risen to an almost unbearable pitch.

Few of us had ever been on a long-distance flight before.
Most planes were still four-engine propellcr-driven and could
not cross the ocean in one jump. We had re-fuel stopovers in
Shannon/IrelandandGander/Ncwfoundland.Mymothergrabbed
my arm praying loud each time the plane took off or landed. In
mid-air,duringitslastlaponeoftheenrincsbrokedownandstopped.
InspiteofthecDmfortingwordsofhcpilotwewerefiightenedstiff.

TheNewWorldreceivedaworn-outpale-facedlotwhenwe
came down in New York after twenty hours of traveling. Then
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we  were  all  crowded  together  in  the  large  hall  where  the
immigration procedure took place. One by one we were called
up  over  echoing  loud-speakers.  The  strange  names  were

pronounced in an incredible way so that we often did not know
who was  meant.  Interrogations  took half an  hour  each-
obviously the officers did not trust the verdicts of their colleagues
at  the  Consulates  any  more  than  those  had  trusted  State
Department. Although we had landed early in the morning, it
was about lunch-time when we were taken to Manhattan in a
fleet of super buses.

If it had been stepping into paradise when we first entered

peaceful Switzerland, it felt now like having been thrown into
Dante's lnfcrno. There seemed to be millions of over-size cars on
eight-lane highways, crossing each other on two or thrce levels.
Everythingwasbig,enormous,fastandfrightening.Wemarveled
at the drivers finding their way between huge bill boards praising
the most extraordinary wares and services: "Why live miserably
when we can bury you for fifteen dollars?"

MRAfriendshadarrangedabuffetlunchforthewholecrowd
in  the  spacious  city apartment  of a well-to-do  businessman,
overwhelming in their generosity. I remember eating only several

plates full of heavenly ice-cream and getting sick right away. The
reception committee must have forgotten thc time-lag we were
suffering from and the fact that none of us had had a wink of
sleep for two days. The whole afternoon program with more
receptions and sight-seeing had to be canceled-we would havc
slept standing up. So we were taken to our hotels, to rooms way
up,Ithoughtitwasthehundredthfloor,lookingdownonCentral
Park with buildings all round that were scraping the sky.

***

Mackinac lsland is situated at the heart of the Great Lakes, in the
straits where Lakes Huron and Michigan join. At that time the
magnificent  bridge across  the straits joining  the  U.S.A.  with
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Canada had not yet been built. We were taken in small plancs to
Mackinaw City and then by ferry to the island. To our joy, the

pilot had made a circle around Niagara Falls en route. Mackinac
is a wonderful spot in the true sense of the word. As the City
Council cxpressed it in a welcome resolution, "History has been
madc here, where in earlier days pioneers came by canoe to seek
the treasure of the furs and forests, whcre the lndians belicved
the Great Spirit dwelt, where French, British and American sol-
diers found a fortress and a stronghold." Even today, all trans-

port is by horse-drawn vehicle, guaranteeing a unique peaceful
atmosphere.

In this ideal setting MRA owned a training center which,
however, proved far too small for a confercnce with some 1,600

gucsts. The island's largest place, Grand Hotel, had been hired
for thc purpose, which provided cnough rooms for all the overseas
delegates. The long strctched front of the hotel has 34 graceful
columns  forming an  endless  kind  of verandah.  At  the  main
entrance a modcst plaque points out, "The longest porch in the
world", and, in brackets and smaller letters, "Believe it or not!"

Grand Hotel Mdchinac lsldnd
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For us Europeans, this was the first general impression we

gotfromthelandofunlimitedopportunities:Tobeofanyinterest,
something had to be the longest or the smallest, the first or the
last,  the  biggest  or  the  tiniest  of its  kind  in  the world. The
breathtaking sight of the spacious hotel reception hall with its

pinkwall-to-wdlvelvetcarpet,theliveriedNegroattendantswith
masses of gold-braided epaulettcs on their uniforms waiting on
us during meals, the posh rooms each with its own bathroom-
everything aroused in us the feeling of dwelling in the richest
country on earth and that all Americans must be millionaires.
Undiluted Capitalism. It must havc cost vast sums of money.
And yet, not for one moment did anybody cvcn hint that any of
us were to give any material contribution. Buchman's credo that
only the bcst is good enough expressed itself in an atmosphere of
boundless generosity.

The conference centered mainly around some of the great
U.S. airlines, because earlier on, a three-year-long industrial feud
in National Airlines had been settlcd after sapping the economic
strength of the company. The agreement that had been reached
had been credited mainly to the change in attitude between the
feuding parties. National, United, and Pan American Airlines
alone sent more than three hundred of their managers, union
officials and clerks to Mackinac. Most of them came with their
wives.  It was said that the work of MRA-trained people had
saved the aviation industry, and the country as a whole, millions
of dollars. No wonder, therefore, that they were now ready to
spend some money on further training.

TheotherfeatureoftheasscmblywasthecelebrationofFrank
Buchman's birthday. The reading of messages from all over the
world took an entire day. It gavc you the feeling of being in the
heart  of an  international  community with  no  boundaries.
Everybody was  friendly and forthcoming,  even-or perhaps
especially-with the large Japanese delegation who represented
PrimeMinisterYoshida,withourGermangroupand,inaddition,
with colorful personalities from Africa and Asia.

\
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Gareis family welcomed by Dr. Buchman
Machinac 1951

We met hundreds of people-not just being introduced or
shakinghands,butgettingintomeaningfiilconversations.During
the four months my parents stayed in America, I translated for
thematalmostcvcrymealandatcountlessspeakingengagements.
Wewereall,indifferentdegrees,sweptalongbythepredominant
spirit at the conference engulfing us as the days were filled to the
brim with more or less profound experiences. While it lasted,
most of us did not think about the fact that it was an island
atmosphere, apart from the outside world, which provided the

participants, even critics and cynics, with the impression of the
existence of an ideal society of harmony and peace-ven if it
would possibly fade away rapidly when we would depart.

After twenty years ofstrict isolation, for many of the German
delegatesthefrankdiscussionswithpeoplefromsomanydifferent
countries were sometimes shockingly revealing. Underneath the

general impression of bonhomie and neighborliness we often felt
we were regarded as creaturcs from another star. Gcrmany was
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equated with  Nazism,  and  Nazism  stood  for  many  as  one
enormous incomprehensible myth, as a phenomenon whereby
in a mysterious way the evils of mankind had bccn concentrated
in one particular people.

"Tell me, because 1 really want to know and understand: how

could  it  all  happen?",  asked  a  textile  businessman  from  the
American mid-west, a tall and distinguished looking gentleman.
We were sitting in one of the hotel's comfortable conference
rooms around a table: my parents, a German textile manager
from Hamburg and his wife, a coal-miner from the Ruhr who
had  been  responsible  for  training  and  propaganda  in  the
Communist Party in his area, and a journalist from Alabama
who had been scveral times in Germany after the war and now
considered himself to be an "expert" in European affairs.

"What we read in our magazines," said the textile man, "is

the argument that it must have been some unknown deformity
in the German genes which produced monsters able to think out
technical contraptions for mass murder and advanced means of
torture. Would you agree that it is some ungodly streak in your
race? It must be so because we all in the rest of the world are
utterly convinced  that  `it'  could  not  happen  anywhere  else,
ccrtainly not here in America."

I was translating for our group and saw my father wince and
look at the other Germans in disbelief. Only our miner friend
seemed to be unperturbed. He was in his element. He said, "1 am
aGermanmyself,but1waspersecutedbytheNazisformybeliefs.
You,  Sir,  and  obviously  big America  in  gencral,  have  not
understood a thing about what went on in Germany nor, for
that matter, in the Soviet Union, just as you do not comprehend
the nature of the Cold War."

He  went  on  to  say  that  to  his  mind  many  of the
contemporary western statesmen believed that the evolution of
the Nazi  regime had becn something entirely specific to  the
German people, a kind of Germanic disease caused by the historic
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roots of their particular brand of militarism and imperialism. If
the germ carriers could be destroyed, the sick body would heal.

So when the Beast, and its far-eastern counterpart Japan, had
been killed the nations rejoiced and fifty of them had signed the
Charter of thc United Nations, convinced that the great sacrifices
of the world-wide war would not have been in vain. Surely now
an era of peace and prosperity would evolve out of this united
bodyofnationswhosestrengthwastwofold:Acommonmorality
of those who had defeatcd evil as epitomized by the Nazis and
their satellites, and the unparalleled power of the American atom
bomb.

But now, such a short time later, there was deadlock again.
Almost  suddenly,  the western  world  found  their  hopes  for

permanent peace shattered, confronted with the hostility of an
ever growing Communist block who would never accept the

philosophy of Capitalism as a basis of a future One World, nor
would it be threatened by the Big Bomb because it had developed
their own.  During  that  summer  of 1951,  the  U.S.A.  found
themsclves forced to send their soldiers into war again, a war that
was not their own.

***

For my parents the question of guilt, of national and personal
culpability, became central. It was heatedly discussed among the
delegation. Obviously, the assumption of a particularly evil Ger-
man charactcr was ridiculous, and thc suggestion of collective

guilt of all members of one iniquitous racé preposterous. But the
Alabama journalist had told our little group, "It must be crucift-
ing for you Germans to live with these unspeakable crimes on

your conscience." How should we, how should each one of us
individuallydcalwiththis?Theworldwasnotinterestedwhether
any one of us had personally committed atrocities or not. The
world held us all responsible, as debtors for a capital that had
been squandered. The world would not tolerate us trying to si-
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lcntly repress our most recent past, nor any attempt on the part
of any one of us to declare himsclf free from blame.

The three of us were asked one day to addrcss the Assembly.
For my father and mother it was like a trial, but they were both
ready to publicly rcvcal some of the issues deepest in their hearts.
They expressed their gratitude to Frank Buchman for his cfforts
to make us welcome again in the family of nations, and to men
like Admiral  Phillips whose action had opened for them and
many others the chance to actively participate in an atonement. It
costmyfatherdearlytotdkabouthisshameabouthiscountry'sand
hispeople'sdeeds.Attheend,thçywcrebothpde-facedandshaking.

As we stood together in the milling crowd after the scssion
was closed, a younger American dressed with a loud tie, whom
we had not met before, came up behind my father, forcefully
banged him on the back and, as he walked on, called over his
shoulder, "Well done, gencral. Carry on with the good work!"
He could have hit my father in the face-the effect would not
have been any stronger. Obviously he meant well and did not
know any better way to show his appreciation.

When 1 saw my parents again later in the cvening, my mother
said,  "We want to leavc and go home with the others on the
charter plane. We cannot stay on in this country. People just do
not realize what we are going through. Your father felt terribly
humiliated when no-one thanked him for what he said, only
that awful Áw/. hitting him in the back."

I thought for a moment. "What did you cxpect," I asked them.
"1 don't know what 1 expected," answered my father. "But 1

find it intolerable that we Germans scem to be the only oncs
who have to ask the others to forgivc us. We are not the only
ones who have done wrongs to others.  It does not work this
Way.

We were walking along the shore line of the island. It was a
lovely summer evening with only a light breeze coming in from
the lake, causing the samc rustling sound in the trces that we had
loved so in East Prussia. That seemed to have been in another
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life. But the sounds and sights of nature again had their soothing
effect. We calmed down.

"Ofcourse we do not know what your words caused in those

who listened," I said. "Remember how deeply you were stirred
in Caux, and that it took you quite a while to be able to respond."

"There is something in that."
"What is more," I went on, "If 1 say sorry to someone for

something 1 have done, and if l say it just for the reason to coax
him to admit his own faults, then that is not the right motive, it
seems  to  me.  Like  making a  gift  to  someone  and  expecting
something in return is not really a gift, it is a deal."

Forawhilewewalkedinsilence.Thenmymothersaidsoftly,
``The Good Lord put us on this track through these people. They

have done so much for us and for our country. We have an
obligation to carry on. We must learn from our mistakes and try
to pass on what we have learned."

MyparentshadbecomeclosefriendswithaProtestantbishop
who was a member of the Swedish delegation. With him they
had a long conversation. I never knew what they talked about.
Butobviously,thcyhadmadetheirpeacewithGod.Thçyaccepted
thcir part of the blame as far as thçy could see it, mainly the lack of
enoughcourageandcare,andtheíruncondítíondnccdtobeforãven.

Peter  Howard  told  them  that  with  the  reality  of their
experience they could play an important part in the U.S.A.-not
only in gradually removing traditional anti-German sentiments
with origins reaching back long before the Hitler area. Moreover,
he said, the moral defeatism that enabled Hitler to come to power
in the first place, was just as rampant at present in the western
democracies as it had been in the Germany and Europe of the
thirties.  Our common  task was  to fight materialism in all its
forms, the militant materialism of communism just as much as
thesubtlebutnotlessdangerousselfishnessoftheCapitalistworld.

For me, these issucs did not carry much weight, at least not
at the time. For one thing, the movement wanted to be regarded
as  non-political  and  tried  not  to  take  sides  in  national  and
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international  conflicts,  or  to  formulate  programs  including

practical suggestions for the solving of acute problcms. Although
inourpublicationsmassiveachicvementsoncvcrycontincntwere
claimed, questions like the rapprochement between France and
Germany, or the national restitution of our country, were never

part of the action program. Whatever did happen on that scale
was the result of individual action on the part of involved people,
rather than that of planned movcment action. What my parents
and,  I  am  certain,  to  different  degrees  most  of the  other

participants, went through on Mackinac lsland was very much
their own personal affair.

***

Most of the younger full-time workers like mysclf were fully
occupied with details of the organization and running of the
conferencc while it lasted. I had bcen accepted as a member of
the"MackinacSingers",aquiteaccomplishedinternationdchorus,
and 1 had also been invited to join the cast of a newly created
musical play called "Jotham Valley``. The plot of this play was
about the feud over water-rights betwccn two brothers managing
neighboring ranches. Blind self-righteousncss on the part of the
older brothcr who has the law on his sidc, drives the youngcr one
to  morc  and  more  drinking  and  moral  breakdown  thus
threatening to ruin the economy of the entire valley. A change of
heart in  the drunkard brothcr and his saying sorry results  in
avoiding serious trouble. It is a story ofAmerican day-to-day life
that  was  unusually effective  bccause  of its  simplicity  and  its
emphasis  on  some  very American  sentiments  and  sense  of

patriotism.
Chorus, cast and back-stage crew worked closely together

over a longer period and became a close-knit unit. I thoroughly
enjoyed the company of these young men and women, most of
them of my own age, and the spirit of comradeship prevailing
among  us.  We were  all  committed  to  the same  ideals,  if for
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different reasons and motives, and honestly tried to live up to
them. It was for me the happiest and most satisfting period of
all my years working full-time with the movement. I will never
forget the  moments when we  removed  the make-up  after a
performance, or rode in a bus to the next engagement, and when
somebody would hum a mclody and we all fell in to the tune,
harmonizing. I cannot explain it, but 1 was always overcome with
a sense of belonging and happiness.

Today it is easy to be derisive about our idealism, to call it
naive and unworldly. At the time, everything scemed so clear and
simple, so near at hand.  It was intoxicating to be able to add
something constructive to the living flow of events, to partake in
the organic build-up of a philosophy which, if it proved to be
right and valid, would give meaning to everything one thought
and did. It should be possible, we believed, to find solutions far
beyond  the  day-to-day problems  leading out  of the  terrible
deadlock between the world's great powers.

Schopenhauer, the German philosopher, was convinced that
the character of man is unchangeable. He wrote, "The naturc of
man will remain the same all through his lifc. The outer frame,
the  circumstances  of life,  the sum  of his  knowledge  and his
opinions, all that might change. But underneath it, like the crab
in  his  shell,  will  remain  the  identical,  actual  individual,
unchangeable and unmistakable, always the same. "We were out
to provc Schopenhauer wrong.

And we were given chances like few other people in those

years. While at the same time several groups were active in some
of the world's danger areas, we criss-crossed the United States by
car, train, Greyhound and plane; we staycd in humble worker's
homes and palaces of luxury; we spoke in colleges and industrial

plants, in churches and union locals; we showed our plays and
films to large audiences. We met America, the vast lands, the
multitude of her people originating from everywhere, but also
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the magnitude of the problems facing a country thrown into a

position of world lcadership.
In June  1951,  after the end of the Mackinac Conference,

most of the European delegates flew to Washington before going
home. Attending a Congress session in the Capitol, a speaker

pointed out our group sitting in the gallery and explained what
we were representing. Later, we had a Senate reception in the
famous  MacArthur  Hearing  Room.  Some  of the  delegates,
including my father, were asked to address the Senators who had
invitedustothecountry.WedidnotseePresidentTrumanduring
this time. But to be heard in America's centers of power, and to
be treated with respect and interest by men who wielded that

power, was heartening.
Two days later, in New York, a few of us were to speak at a

luncheon given by the Bankers Club in Wall Street. A number of
top bankers, the epitome of Capitalism, listened fascinated to
some veritable Communists and to a retired general of Hitler's
army. The Ruhr mincrs told them how brutal persecution and
concentration camp  torture had not been able to shake their
beliefs. They had been convinced of the historic necessity for the
final triumph of the idcas ofMarx and Lenin and for the ultimate
realization of true social justice in the world under the leadership
of the workers.  Only when they became aware,  in their own
lives, of the discrepancics between the claims of their idcas and
thewaytheyactuallylived,weretheywillingtotestthepossibility
of a better way.

"Wé are now neither anti-Capitalist nor anti-Communist,

butweareoutforradicalchangeonallsides,"thçytoldthebankcrs.
"Because class-war, carried forward to its logical conclusion in

our modern age, must end in atomic war." They talked about
the  challenge  it  had  been  to  meet  people,  even  full-fledged
Capitalists, who not only professed but lived up to their ideals.
It had forced them to rethink their philosophy of life.

"Some of our comrades accuse us of having turned soft on

the class enemy when we suggestcd that hatred of and blaming
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the other side does not solve our problems. But don't you believe
that! It is far more rcvolutionary to fight against one's own moral
weaknesses, and to love the other fellow so that he can grow in
spirit,  than  to  live  for myself only and  to  hell with  the  rest.
Capitalists will havc to learn to put people before profits. Then
and only then, might they be able to win over Communists. The
democraciescanpossiblywinthewarsinlndochinaandelsewhere
because of superior arms and greater resources. But they will be
able to win the people of the world only when they are ready to
care enough for all and to share enough with all."

***

In September that year we were all gathcred in San Francisco for
the occasion of the conclusion of the Peace Treaty with Japan.
The leaders and foreign ministers of 48 nations were there to
sign it-the two Germanys not among them, of course, because
neither of them was accepted yet as a sovereign nation. Like our
country, Japan had lived until then under martial law, with the
occupying U.S. forces ruling until, so the official interpretation
went, "all military, plutocratic and authoritarian forces will be
smashed and the process of education for democracy will be
completed." Japan was to lose most of her former empire and
was barred from all re-arming. They had their war-crime trials
like we had them in Nuremberg.  But beyond that,  far more
humiliating and devastating than all other measures, the victor

powers  forced  the Japanesc Emperor to  step  down  from his
traditional powers.  In  1946,  under tremendous pressure,  the
Tenno had declared that he was no longer to be worshipped as of
divine origin. For manyJapanese the cvent was like an ultimate
blow, perhaps comparable only to a forced abdication of the Pope
from the succession of st.Peter.

For the Soviet Union, however, the sum of the Peacc Treaty
measures was not enough. They rcfused to sign it. Thc state of
war between Moscow and Tokyo was ended only in 1956.
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During the weeks preceding and following the Peace Treaty
Conferencc, daily showings of/o£447% Vz//çy were presented in
San Francisco's Curran Theater, and they were sold out most
days. A great number of the overseas delegates came to see it, and
many of them asked for talks with Dr. Buchman. In later years,
in the Middle East and Africa, I was privileged to meet several
statesmen who had never forgotten these interviews and referred
to them with gratitude and respect. It was disclosed to us that
Robert Schuman, then Foreign Minister of France, on meeting
Buchman at that time, had voiced his conviction that he, the
MRA leader and his associates, had made pcace with Japan long
before it was signed at San Francisco.

Of all the statesmen assembled in California, I believe Robert
Schuman's came closest to a saintly life. In fact, many Catholics
today hope for his beatification in retrospect. He once told some
of our friends that morc than anything else he longed for the
tranquil life in a monastery. He became a politician not so much
by choice but by calling to be a peace-maker. A devout Christian,
humble and modest, he believed in the direction God can and
wants to give to the individual man. In his foreword to the French
edition of a collection of Frank Buchman's speeches, he wrote,
"Democraçy and the freedom of democraçy will stand or fall

with thc quality of living of those who speak in her name." The

plan for a European Coal and Steel Community that was named
after Schuman was actually not conceived by him but by a group
of French experts around Jean Monnet. But it was the Foreign
Minister'shumangreatnessthatheimmediatelygraspedtheplan's
capacity  for  reconciliation  and put  it  forward  to  Chancellor
Adenauer at a time when all diplomatic efforts had come to a
dead-end.

At a  dinner party given  by the City and County of San
Francisco in honor of the delegatcs to the Japanese Peace Treaty
Conference, my father was introduced to Robert Schuman and
used the chance to thank the Frenchman,  in the name of all
German compatriots, for his efforts to reconcilc our two nations.
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It would always be remembered. Schuman replied, "1 think we
have progressed on a good road."

The Peace Conference made the headlines not for very long.
Cease-fire talks had begun in Korea which were to be continued
for two further years, while the French encountered ever more
fierce battles in Vietnam.  Senator Joseph Mccarthy's crusade
created in America an atmosphere of almost unconditional anti-
Communism. Although President Truman had denounced the
Senator as a "saboteur of u.S. foreign policy", thc exposure of
super-spies like Algcr Hiss, Klaus Fuchs, or the Rosenbergs, and
the defection of British diplomats Burgess and MacLean, seemed
to underline the necessity of the witch hunt. The Communists
had, more obvious than their other strategies, tried to infiltrate
key positions of the powerful Labor Unions CIO and AFL, and
they were not scrupulous in the means they used. They played
on  the  long-standing  rift  of rivalry  between  the  two  huge
organizations. Agitation and unrest in the American steel industry
began which were to erupt, a few months later, into the most
devastating strikes in the history of the country. And to top it all,
thecentury-oldsuppressionoftheAmericanNegroandtheracial
segregation commenced to lead to the frightening convulsions
oflateryears.

TheproverbialordinaryAmericanoftheearlyfiftiesappeared
not so terribly concerned with all these upheavals. The longer I
stayed in the New World the more 1 admired the American Way
of Life. Wherever we came, we experienced an almost limitless

generosity as people opened their homes with natural hospitality.
I envied them for their ability to be proud of their nation and of
their history while such sentiments were denied to us Germans
forever. All of humanity seemed to come to this country, from
all corners of the world, and they all became loyal patriots and
American citizens. The unalienable Rights of Life, Liberty and
the  Pursuit  of Happiness,  as  stated  in  the  Dcclaration  of
lndependence  of 1776,  were,  so  it  appeared  to  me,  firmly
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established.Eachtimewhenweattendedoneofthegreatfootball

games or other mass occasions, it tore up my heart to watch all
these people, when the National Anthem was played, stand up as
one and place the hand over the heart. The land of the brave and
the home of the free.

One  day,  my  parents  and  1  stood  at  the  New  York
Embankment  facing  the  Statue  of Liberty and  regarded  the
memorial with the thousands of names of Americans who had
lost their lives in the war. "People in this country do not realize
howprivilegedandfortunatetheyare,"saidmyfather."Forthem
it is a birth-right to honor their heroes. We Germans are not
allowed to mourn our dead."

I thought that was a rather profound remark. I did not realize
it  until  much  later,  and  1  guess  the  outside  world  never
comprehended the significancc of the fact, that most Germans,
eager to prove that they never had been and certainly were not
any longer Nazis, forcefully refused to deal, even less come to
terms with, our recent past. V#gzz#g€#Ácf.£r6cwjz./fz:g%#g is not only
one of thosc tape-worm words so loved in our language. It also
signifies a trauma pursuing us to this vcry day. In every Wcstern
country 1 visited one would find that even the smallest villages
reservedaplaceofhonorfortheirwarmemorials,oftendecorated
with the national colors, fresh wreaths and flowers. In Germany
most efforts to this end havc been successfully prevented. The
likelihood that among those to be remembered had also been SS
and other criminals contaminated the mass of innocents so much
that we denied each other first the right and then the capacity to
mourn. Such things leave indelible marks on a people.

Wé  were  given  an  article  by  Marguerite  Higgins  titled
"German Generals" which had appeared in the £"4#g€4f rç.mcí.

Thewellknownjournalisthadinterviewedanumberofformerly
toprankingofficersinGermanyaboutthegrowingapprehension
of another war,  this  time launched by the Soviets in  Europe.
Higgins wrote, "American soldiers who know thcy will bear the
brunt  of any  immediate  Red  attack  in  Europe  are  paying
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increasingly  frequent visits  these  days  to  the veterans  of the
German campaign against Russia. They are the only group who
havecxperiencedtodwaragainstmodernRussia."Shehadtalked,
among others, with ex-Col.Gcn. Franz Halder, Hitler's chief of
staff during the German conquest of France and also during the
German attack ofJune, 1941, against the Soviet Union. My father
knew the general. They had becn in the same POW camp. The
article reminded him of his own refusal to cooperate with the
U.S.  Historical  Division when  asked to pass on valuable war
experiences. In the meantime, his sentiments and his thinking
had been transformed. He was not only willing to talk, but hc
felt it was of the utmost necessity for the free world to understand
and ncver underestimate the driving power behind Communism.

One of the fcw American hosts able accommodate all threc
of us  at  the  same  time  had  his  house  in Washington,  near
Arlington. Colonel S. and his charming lively wife became good
friends of my mother and father. We admired the spaciousness
and graciousness of their household. Mother was fascinated with
all the electrical equipment in the kitchen-for us a washing-
machine was at that time still an object ofwild dreams. But here,
she experienced for the first time the blessings of an apparatus
especially for washing dishes. That was the ultimate luxury.

Mr. and Mrs. S. were not really wealthy. But their bungalow-
style house was, in our eyes, very large. There were three cars in
two garages. The massive oak furniture had an expensive look to
it.  But  there was  no  trace  of boastfulness  or  nouveau-riche
mannerism to be felt. All the affluence was used in a practical,
functional and efficicnt way to make life more comfortable and
enjoyable. Conversations with the Colonel turned around general
things like our impressions of America. But we always felt that

politeness restrained him from hore searching questions. So we
werenotsurprisedwhenheinvitedanumberofhisfellowofficers
and their wives for a Saturday evening in order, as he said, "to
come down to brass tacks".
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My father expected that the army men wanted to talk about
the subject Marguerite Higgins had written about, and he had

prepared a lot of notes on his experienccs in Russia. But when,
after a gorgeous buffet dinner, the ladies had retired to another
room, thc officers immediately launched into a different theme
that they were quite concerned about. They wanted to know
why there was such strong reaction in West Germany against the
idea of a new German Army as part of NATO. These men, like
my father, were professional soldiers and no politicians. One of
them had fought in France and Germany in 1945, and he assured
us of his high esteem for the valor and bravcry of the German
soldier. But, likc most other Americans, thcy were not very well
informed about the world situation outsidc their country except,

perhaps, about developments in Korea. Many of the things we
told them that evening were new to them.

"To be candid, and 1 hope you don't mind if l am," said one

of the officers, "we understand that your government in Bonn is
very hesitant to put up a German military contingent for NATO
in our joint effort to defend the world against Communism.
Now, isn't that a show of gross ingratitude? Aftcr all, our boys
liberated you from Nazi dictatorship, we send you Marshall Aid
toputyouonyourfeetagain,wehavethousandsofmenstationed
in your country. And now you don't want to help defend your
own land!"

Neither my father nor 1 have ever been good partners in a
discussion. Both of us lacked the necessary quickwittedness and,
moreover, Germans in general had yet to learn that to talk out
issues at hand is a vital precondition for a living dcmocracy. Nor
did it help the flow of conversation that cverything said had to
be translated, sentencc by sentence, and that my vocabulary was
still very restricted. We were glad, therefore, to have a number of
issues of FMjz#ÁÁrf# 4//g€mc;.#c, Germany's leading paper, and
were able to refer to some recent articles and commentaries. So
we knew that less than a year earlier, the Foreign Ministers of
France, Great Britain and the U.S.A. had agreed in New York
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that in the foreseeablc futurc there was to be no re-militarization
of west Germany.  Only the war in Korea and the aggressive
attitude of Moscow-they had stationed twenty-two divisions
of the Red Army in East Germany and had recruited a massive
force of well-armed Pmp4f Po/z.ccL-made the poliçy in the West
swing around by 180 degrees.

Now, suddenly, the young government in Bonn was under

pressure from all sides.
My father said, "Let me tell you first of all that since 1 came

tothiscountry1hadtocompletelychangemyopinionofAmerica
and Americans. The years of one-sided indoctrination and the
lies we were told about you have created among us enormous
barriers of prejudice. I admit that 1 came full of bias. The many

people we have been privileged to meet here, their generosity and
theirmarkedsenseoffreedomandjustice,andalsotheexperience
of established democracy, have convinced me that 1 must use all
my energy, when 1 return home, to take down the existing walls
ofmistrust."

There was an appreciative murmur among the officers. "May
1 suggest, however," he continued, "that bias exists not only on
our side. One cannot help noticing this, for instance, in almost
all the films shown in your cinemas-they are predominantly
about the war and depict, without exception,  the Japanese as
little murdering sadists, and German officers as pompous SS beasts
who act big, wear a monocle, play Mozart, but are basically fools
without human feelings. I know you gentlemen do not see it
this way,  but if this kind of material is offered to  the soldier
serving in the Occupation Force in Germany or at war in the Far
East, it does not rcally help to strengthen alliances."

The Colonel agreed, "We must work on that. But you have
not answered our question. Aren't the Germans a fighting people
with  a  much  longer  military tradition  than we have  in  this
country? Why should you now be against having your own
soldiers?„
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"1 can give you a dozen reasons," said my father. "The most

important one is, that the decision to have an army can only be
made by a sovereign nation and a free people. We have neither
sovereignty nor freedom." He had difficulty to rcmain calm now.

"But West Germany is a Republic now with a freely elected

parliament and government, and Chancellor Adenauer appears
to be a very able statesman."

"In actual fact, however, the Allies continue to maintain the

state of war against Germany. The rM4ó/f.#g wÇ.Á4 £4c E7##zy4cf is
still in force. Only last week, Prcsident Truman declared that he
is not willing to discuss the question of a peace treaty with our
country. Basically, the policy of occupation has not been altered.
Six years after the end of the war,  East Germany is governed
from Moscow, and the real government of west Germany still
resides on the Petersberg where the High Commissioners sit, on
the other side of the Rhine, 900 feet above the Bundestag. As
long  as  this  situation  lasts,  German  soldiers  would  be  mere
mercenaries of foreign powers."

We talked at length about other factors like the psychological
effect  the  Nuremberg Trial  and  the American  re-education

program had, especially on the younger generation. The barricrs
against a participation in any kind of responsibility were much
more  in  our  souls  than  in  our  common  sense.  Also  to  be
considered was  the still  catastrophic  economic  and  financial
situation in our country, whcre forty percent of the federal budget
went into paying for the cost of occupation. During 1950, West
Germany'sGNPperapitahadbeenabout$409asagainst$1,713
in the U.SA. No other nation on the globe had been so destroyed
as Germany and had, accordingly, to finance such immense means
for reconstruction. And then therc was the fear that in a new war
in Europe, West German soldiers would bc forced to fight against
East Germans.

"So what do you suggest must be done?" our host finally

asked. ``We all seem to agree that to maintain our freedom and
the freedom in the world, we will have to muster all our combined
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forces. West Germany has decided to side with the West. There
is a price to pay for that."

My father replied, "It will be our first and foremost task to
convince our own people and the world that Germany today is
an entirely different country from the Germany of the past. We
are cured from any dictatorial and hcgemonic endcavors. On the
other hand,  the distinction  between victors  and vanquished,
betwcen first rate and second rate partners, must be overcome. I
believe that our deep desire to regain respect in the eyes of the
world is the main reason for so many of our leaders to embrace
Mord Re-Armament and what it stands for with the enthusiasm
of a drowning man clasping a life-belt. I believe that these ideas
must become the Wrc/fzz"c4¢###g, the philosophy of life, of all
free peoplc. It may be a long process of education in our country,
but 1 am certain that in the end we Germans will be able to play
our part and share in the rcsponsibility of keeping the peace in
the world."

Conversations like these wcre not regarded very favorably by
some of the leadcrs of the movement. A few of the inner circle
around Frank Buchman, pcople who had been with him from
the very beginning,  felt that there was only one possible and
acceptable way for the advancement of our work and that was
the personal conversion of individuals. Those of us dedicatcd to
bring about that change should leave what followed from it in
the life of nations to God Almighty. We were not to get active
ourselves in politics, in industry, in the professions.

When 1 reported about our evening with the Army officers,
one of these men, a noble character who had left behind him all
earthly possessions and whom 1 greatly respected, asked me, "Did
any of the folk you talked to make a moral decision to be different
from now on?"

"1 don't know", was all 1 could answer.
"Surcly you agree then," he argued, "if nobody changed all

your talk last night was of no avail. Our job is to change people.
When men change, nations change. That is the secret."
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Of course, the great majority of those who set thc pace at
that time,  including,  so 1  believe,  Dr.  Buchman himself,  had
visions  that went  far  bcyond  such  limitations.  They would
encourage people everywhere to get involved in their own realm,
to dare taking initiative and to try out new conceptions. They
had no doubt that an Almighty God had more than one way
leading to His rule on earth.

***

My mother and father did not have an altogether easy time in
America. It was no holiday for any of us, and none of us wanted
it to be a holiday. But my parents had until then only experienced
the atmosphere of the great international conferences of Caux
and Mackinac where, extraordinary and unique though these
assemblies were, they had felt part of the crowd of interested
newcomers who outnumbered the organizing staff by far. To be
traveling with "professionals" only was an entirely differcnt life
altogether.

Frank Buchman had invited them to be part of his team and
he had, so it appeared to them, welcomed and acccpted them as
they were. To some of his associates, however, this was a privilege
that had to be carned. Nobody could be part of the founder's
elite group and thus represent the image of the movement unless
he proved to have taken certain steps much like those 1 had gone
through back in Korntal. Measuring up one's life to thc absolute
moral standards, confession of recognized sins, habitually taking
time at every possible occasion to listen to the inner voice and
writing down the thoughts that came to mind-acts like these
were more and more institutionalized and became the hallmark
of the movement.

Years later, when she was able to talk about it with a smile,
my mother told me how, at the time, two married couples, 0ld
hands from Oxford-Group times and firm in the faith, had taken
it upon themselves to guide my parents through this phase of
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initiation, sometimes together, at other occasions individually.
For days my father and mother had searched their conscience for
instances which might be regarded as moral failures or sins of
commission  or omission.  But all  they came  up with did not
really satisft thcir spiritual advisers. In fact, as long as they lived,
my parents were never regarded as fully committed to the cause
although they saw themselves as absolutely loyal supporters and
carricrsofthemessageandduringthefollowingyearsparticipated
in many smaller or larger actions.

After six months  on  the move  in  the  U.S.A.,  they were

physically exhausted and asked Dr. Buchman to be allowed to
fly home for a rest to which he readily agreed. It was in Miami,
Florida, where another conference for and with the great airlines
took placc. A wonderful,  heartwarming good-bye  party was
arranged for them, with a hilarious touch added to it because of
my father's first attempt to make a speech in English. When he
wantedtotellthccrowdthatmymotherwasquiteanindependent

personality of her own, he said, "Now 1 give you a backview over
the life of my very selfstanding woman." The German language
hasonlyoneword,FMjz#,whichstandsforboth"wife"and"female

person".Ncverbeforehadmyfatherdrawnsuchroaringapplause.
He also  used the occasion  to  report  about letters  he had

written  to  two  of the  men  who  had  been  asked  by  the
Government in Bonn to work out the conditions for a future
German army, generals Adolf Heusinger and Dr.Hans Speidcl. It
must be clear from the very beginning, hc had written to his
former collcagues, that never again can a German army be allowed
to become a state inside the state. His experience in the U.S. had
convinced  him  that  democracies  can  only  be  defended
democrats.  Dominant theme of all German efforts should
thereconciliationwithherneighbors,andourlcitmotivtheethical
and moral values we had in common with the civilized world.

Itwasthebeginningofalong-standingcorrespondence.Gen.
Heusinger, who had been Hitler's Operations Chief, and Gen.
Speidel, called by the British press "one ofRommel's henchmen",
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were put in charge, in November 1955, of the first nucleus of a
hundred  soldiers.  Speidel,  another  ten  years  later,  became
Commander of NATO ground forces in Europe. When, in 1956,
the first thousand volunteers moved into their barracks, thcy were
c;.fz.zc" z.7¢ #7%/orm, and their officers were trained in the newly
developed philosophy of /#fcr#Áz/ £c#é/c#Á;¢.  Even  the  most
reserved and restrained observers outside the Fcderal Republic
had to admit by that time, sometimes grudgingly, that there was
a chance even for German military men to mend their Nazi ways.

At the time of their departure there was an article in one of
the Miami papers that called our family "ambassadors of a new
Germany".

Thefollowingdays,wecksandmonthswerefilledwithalmost
unbroken activities. We moved back to California, trying among
other  things  to  çnlist  students  of the  great  universities  like
Berkelcy, UCIA and USC. People continued to come in throngs
to showings of/oÁ44m Vz//gh ln order to demonstrate that the
cast were not professional actors but ordinary men and women
from various backgrounds, some of us used to step forward at
the end of the play to say a few words to the audicnce. Each time
1 would be introduccd as "the only German cowboy in /o£Á4#z
Vz//gv". This quite frequently resulted in my being invited to

peoples' homes and all sorts of partics of people who wanted to
know more about our work. There was hardly an evening when
we were not visiting.

Generally, such meetings would be carcfully prepared as to
who should speak and which points should be emphasized. I do
not remember the reasons why on this particular day 1 was told
who our hosts would be only when we were already sitting in a
car driving to a San Francisco suburb. It was a shock that took
my breath away. Had 1 known beforehand that the members of
a Jewish community were expecting us 1 would probably have
refused to go. We wcre six young mcn in a station wagon, and
we wcre briefed that the Rabbi of the community had been asked
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to invite us for a discussion with his flock about the applicability
forJewsofMRAideas.Myfriendswhoarrangedthepartythought
it was a good idea to take along a German, especially bemuse thçy
had heard that some of the Jews came origindly from Germany.

ThelargeroominaseparatehouscnexttothelocdSynagogue
was full with men only, about forty or fifty of them. My mind
had been crowded with conflicting thoughts ever since 1 heard
whom we were going  to  meet.  Had  thcse people  personally
sufferedfromtheNazis?Hadthcyperhapssurvivedconcentration
camp? How would they receive me? Would they be hostile-
they had every rcason in the world to be. What could 1 say to
these Jews? This was different from all situations 1 had been in
before. My friends who had come with me would be able to talk
with  them  and  behave  as  usual,  as with  any other group  of
Americans. But 1 was Gcrm4#, I was stigmatized. Terror crept up
in my body and 1 felt all my limbs become stiff from a general,
nameless kind of anxiety. I was quite unable to deal with this and
wishcd to be far away from it all.

We were seated,  facing the audience,  on  a slightly raised

platform with a lectern-like desk on it. The Rabbi opened the
meetingtellingusthattherehadbeenaheatedcontroversyamong
thccommunitybefore-handbothabouttheusefulnessofhaving
a bunch of christians on strictly Jewish territory, and especially
about  the  question  whether  it  could  be  expected  from  the
members to welcome a German. He said that they had finally
decided in good American democratic tradition to hear us out
and then have a discussion. As 1 regarded them sitting there in
rows 1 was greatly relieved that they looked like very normal
human beings. There were no black caftans and long beards and
curls dangling from the temples like it had been my image of
Jews. These people were dressed like anybody else.

I tried to concentrate on what to say when my friends, one
after the other, had their turn, and 1 was unable to listen to them.
It was as if two different persons were arguing in my mind. One
said,  "Tell  them you  had  no  part  in  all  the  murdering  and
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torturing, you were too young, you want to dissociate yourself
from the bad people. Ask them to forget the past, how else can
ftiture generations livc with thc unspeakable on their conscience."

And the other person would say, "The past must never be
forgotten or else it will happen again. It is part of you and you
are part of it. And you cannot beg these men to give your people
absolution because that is not in their power to do. It is up to
God alone. Nothing can undo what has happened."

"Perfect love casts out all fear," I jotted down in my note-

book and, "If you want to you can open your heart and simply
love them, each one of them. Have no fear and be honest. Tell
them what you are going through and what you decided to do
with your life."

When the Rabbi introduced me 1 was calm. He said that 1
had been a member of the Hitler Youth and later served in the
German Navy; that my parents had also been in America taking

part in our campaign, and that my father had commanded a
Tank Corps in the war. One could feel almost physically how a
stone-wall was built up in the room. But 1 was not afraid anymore.

Only a few clapped when 1 sat down again and the applause
died down quickly. Nobody wanted to ask any questions. There
was no discussion. The Rabbi closed the mecting and thanked us
for coming. He said, what the young German had told them
had made them thoughtfiil. He obviously made an effort to keep
down any emotion and to remain impartial. The usual animated
conversation following such gatherings did not develop this time.
We seemed not to have reached the hearts of our audiencc. It was
sad.

As we filed out from the hall a man stood in my way. He
was about fifty, an unobtrusive kind of a person whom one would
not have noticed in a crowd. When 1 stopped, he hesitated for a
moment and then, as if he had made up his mind, stretched out
his hand and gripped mine. We stood there, hands locked, for

quite a while. Then he said, in German, "In  1939, I swore an
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holy oath never again to defile my mouth with your language. I
have been wrong."

"Don't answer," he went on. "1 have listened carefully to what

you said. Would you give me the pleasure of coming to my home
and meet my family and have a meal with us?" He would first
havc to ask his wife if she agreed, and then give me a call and
make a date.

He kept his word and a fcw days later picked me up in his
car.  His wife and son stood at the entrance of their house to
receive me.  She was an outgoing, happy lady with the gift to
make one feel at home right away. Their son had his Bar Mizwah
celebration recently and proudly showed me some of the gifts
which relatives and friends had brought. The parents told me
that he had been just a small baby when they had been forced to
flee from their German home. They were grateful that the boy
knew nothing about the tcrrible circumstances into which he
was born and that he was able to grow up in freedom. Before the
meal, my host prayed in Hebrew. I felt that God was present and
blessed this moment.

Later,  I  had  the  chancc to  meet  many more Jews.  Some
became friends, others did not. Onc old distinguished gentleman
who had to be pushed in a wheel-chair for the rest of his life after
the torture hc had gone through in Nazi Germany, said after we
had been introduced, "I'm so old now, I might forget what was
done to me and to my people. But 1 cannot forgive, I am simply
unable to forgive." And yet, as we got to know each other a little
more, one could find no trace of hatred or bitterness in him. So
often, the un-forgetting, violent antagonism is kept up much
more in people who have not really suffered personally.

Formyself,thecveningwiththeJewishfamilyinSanFrancisco
is a priceless treasure that nobody can take away from me. It was
the gift to realize that God can direct the hearts of men, the
knowledge that reconciliation is possible cven between the hardest
adversaries.



6. Allah'u Akbar
The Al-Misr Airline flight to Cairo, Egypt, had reached cruising
level in a cloudless slqr over the Mediterranean. Minutes before,
in Athens, it had taken on board a few more passengers filling
the aircraft to capacity, and now the silhouctte of the ancient
Greek Acropolis was disappearing fast in the haze of a hot early
summer day. I tried hard to control my excitement and appear to
be the cool, seasoned traveler lest people around me might notice
that 1 was shivering in anticipation of the unknown before me. I
was going to enter the Orient, the Arab countries, the realm of
lslam, and 1 felt totally unprepared.

My mind was going wild as imagcs from childhood memory
c;ropped up l:+h€ Arabian Nights, Hdrun al Rashid, Sheherezdde,
and S¢.#d64/. Camel caravans in endless sand deserts, Bedouin
warriors and mysteriously veiled womcn mixed with figures of
more recent days like Rommel thc Dcsert Fox, or Lawrence of
Arabia.  But the kaleidoscope of pictures would have little in
common with the reality 1 was bcing dumped into.

It was Spring in 1954. I was to complete an advance group
of five men about to operate in the Middle East countries with
Cairo as a base. Senior member of the team was Gcorge, a British
ex-General who had served with the famous Gurkhas in lndia
and was  now, with his wife and two sons, working full-time
withMRA.HarrywasanAmericanwiththeexperienceofseveral

years as a missionary in countries around the Persian Gulf. His
fluencyinArabicprovedtobeavitalasset.ThentherewasGérard,
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a French  Count who,  as  a young war-time officer had  been
decorated with the Cross of the Legion of Honor. As a result of
an accident he was partially paralyzed so that he had to harness an
extraordinary amount of energy to be able to cope with the strain
ofthemonthsahead.I.astbutnotleastwasFrancis,anEnglishman
who  mastered-unusual  for  a  Britisher-many languages
including Persian after working for an extended period in lran.

All four of them were at the airport to receive me, but hours

passed before we could shake hands. The terminal was situated
several miles East of the capital in the flat desert, and served at
the same time as a military garrison. Buildings and the airfield
were swarming with fierce looking armed soldiers all brandishing
their guns at random. I thought that the U.S. Immigration officers
in New York had been thorough, but that was harmless compared
to the ridiculous procedure the Egyptians subjected us to. Every
last item contained in our baggage was taken out, fingered and
turncd around several times; a group of officials were carefully
studying the triangular rubber stamp in my passport with the
incomprehensible Arab signs and figures that permitted entry
into a country apparently in a state of emergency-a sensation
that was strengthened when we finally drove along kilometers of
barbed wire fences protecting the entire airfield.

As soon as we entered the outskirts of the vast city, however,
we were engulfed in an indescribable chaos of deafening noises,

penetrating smells and hopelessly crowded streets and alleys. At
that time, in  1954, there were still heavily loaded camels to be
seen strutting along Cairo's main avenucs as they haughtily lifted
their noses high above the heavy traffic of ancient buses, all kinds
ofcartsandcars,donkçysandmassesofscurryingpeople-mobile
street vendors of water and colorful lemonades  flaunting the
excellence of their wares. Their main mcans of navigation were
horns and sirens and bells, shouting and yelling. One soon got so
used to the constant bedlam that, as a pedestrian, one would
turn around startled at a momentary lull in the noise.
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We drove to the Semiramis Hotel where, for the time being,
we were accommodated and allowed to  use the facilities of a

planning office and reception rooms. Good old Semiramis! It
was situated on the southern bank of the Nile, quite close to
Kasr el Nil, the only big bridge crossing the mighty river at that
time. The hotel had been built during the cotton boom, at the
height of British colonial dominance, mainly for the comfort
and benefit of Englishmen and a few other tolerated Europeans.
From every niche and corner the largc building still breathed that
unmistakable Empire-fragrance, stubbornly hanging on to the
image of past and long forgotten glory. As their contribution,
the management had granted us a considerable discount on all

prices, very generous. It meant however, that we had employees'
rooms under the roof, facing the drab and ugly courtyard way
down below. Every morning at four a.m. we were wakened by
the eeh-aah shrieking of countless donkeys waiting in the yard
for their working day. On the ridges of nearby houses sat vultures,
body by body, letting out their hoarse cries before they grecdily
struck downwards for the masses of garbage littcring the ground.

The hotel personnel were mostly Sudanese who could be
recognizedbytheirdarkerskinandtwoorthreeparalleldecorative
scars on their cheeks. Along with their liveries they still wore the
old-fashioned red fez with the black tassel which was gcnerally
already scorned at as a symbol of centuries ofTurkish-Ottoman
domination. In the dining room and the reception hall one fclt
transported into the atmosphere of a London gentleman's club
with conversations in low, almost whispered tones and a blasé
attitudetocverybodyandcverythingoutsidetheclubmembership.

When onc stepped outside the hotel's confines, the contrast
to Egyptian reality was remarkable. This was a country in the
middle of total upheaval reaching far bçyond the political changes
into the very soul of the people. A year earlier, a military Junta
had forced the incompetent and corrupt King Farouk to abdicate
the throne, thus ending the constitutional monarchy which, so
the official version of the Junta read, had becn a creation of the
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British  Protectorate  Power. The young  officers  had  chosen
GeneralMohammedNeguibastheirleaderwhohadproclaimed,
in 1953, the Republic of Egypt. At the time when we arrived in
Cairo, a hitherto unknown thirty-six-year old officer, Gamal Abd
an-Nasir, steppcd into history when he outmaneuvered General
Neguib  and  made himself the  undisputed  spearhead  of the
revolution. Hc was to become one of the outstanding figures of
what was to be called Panarabic Nationalism. Nasser, as he became
known,  had  published  in  1952  his  "Philosophy  of the
Revolution". It opened with the sentence, "In the cvolving drama
of the Arab Nation the role of leading hero is roaming around
and has yct to be cast." Nasser left no doubt who was going to

play this part.
Egypt,inmoderntimesbyfarthelargestoftheArabcountries,

has a recorded history of more than four thousand years. Bccause
of its strategic position at a point where Europe, Asia and Africa
meet it has always been a melting pot of contrasting cultures and

philosophics. Wherever you look you can see evidcnces of the
earlieststagesofhumancivilizationmixingwithtwentiethcentury
influences. Oriental traditions are kept alive against the onslaught
of European  materialism.  Cairo  is  both  metropolis  and
cosmopolis.  Quite  near herc,  in  the  fertile delta of the Nile,
Pharaohs had built their first capitals like Babylon and Memphis,
as early as 3,000 BC.

Thcre was little sleep for us in those days. One morning I
woke up feeling lost, utterly confiised from the mass of disturbing
impressions. What on earth was 1 doing in this strange land? We
had  been  out  from  morning  till  night-fall  seeing the  sights,
dwarfedbythemonumentalsizeofthewallsoftheancientCitadel
and by the colossal and yet graceful Pyramids, overwhelmed by
the treasures from Tut Ench Amoun's grave collected in the Cairo
National Museum. It had been hot and so humid that shirts and
underwear  did  not  dry overnight.  My stomach  had  reacted
violently to the unaccustomed food.  I felt tired, hopclcss and
exhausted. The five of us had agrecd that our task was to attempt
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to inform as many as possible of the Arab leaders about the MRA

program. But how should we go about such a job? It was like
facing an enormous ball ofwool and trying to find loose ends to
unravel it.

My friends tried to lift me out of the pit into which 1 had
allowed myself to fall. But they had to admit that they, too, had
no idea as to how we should operate. Harry suggested that we
should trust God to lead us step by step and that we should hold
each other to our faith and commitment. In the course of twenty
years of traveling 1 have been, like most of us, many times in
such situations when one has to admit and accept the fact that
there is so little that can be done on one's own strength. But the
experience we have in common of being part of a band of friends
who would care enough to stand by each other no matter what
happened resulted in an amazing fellowship which 1 have found
unparalleled in any other group of people 1 know. A bond was
created that held through the years even when life has led us on
different paths.

***

Without  our  doing,  our  little  group  was  entering  a  truly
astounding chain of events.  But bcfore that 1 had to learn an
important lesson. Instrumental for it was a young Egyptian whose
name 1 remember to be Abdel Aziz. He was a film-projection
operator  in  one  of the  numerous  down-town  cinemas.  His
workinghoursbeganaftersunsetwhentheeveningbreezcbrought
some relief from the brooding daytime heat, and masses ofpeople
enjoyed seeing films-their favorite pastime. In order to place
the two projection machines at the right angle in this theater, a
hole had been broken into the outside wall of the building some
twelve feet above the ground. Like a cave in the middle of a rock
face the small room hung in the air. It was accessible only from
the outside by way of some steep  and  narrow concrete steps
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plastered to the wall. Abdel Aziz not only worked there, he lived
there. He was an orphan and had no other home.

He was a tall, lanlqr boy who always looked hungry.  Like
most other ordinary men he worc the long, striped, nightgown-
like shirt going down to the feet.  It was the only garment he
owned. But he had a job and therefore, like the one-eyed among
the blind, he was a chief among his fricnds nonc ofwhom seemed
to have work. They wcrc really poor. Obviously, they all did not
expect much more in life and were almost happily content with
what it offered.

TheseyoungstersaroundAbdelAzizweredldcvoutMoslems.
I went  to  see  them  quite  frequently and  through  them was
introduced to the always impressive spectacle of their common

prayers. Five times a day-dawn, mid-day, mid-afternoon, sunset
and night-fall-work in the factory and debating in Parliament
is interrupted, traffic in the streets slows down, and the faithful
Moslems gather in self-arranged rows, turn their faces toward
Mecca, and recite their prescribed prayer, performing in unison
the same bodily postures and genuflection. Millions of Moslems
all over the world are united in this ritual and in the choice of

precisclythcsameArabicwordsofprayerwhatevertheirmother-
tongue may be.

AbdelAzizkncwenoughEnglishsothatwccouldunderstand
each other. He and his cronies were of course curious about what
we  foreigners were  doing  in  their country. There was  much
appreciative laughter when 1 told them about my stolen tools,
and when we discovered that, in many respects, our human nature
was redly the same, that our conscience pricked each of us because
of very similar little sins and misdoing.

Five or six of us sat onc evening on the concrete steps. Our
friend had just put another reel in his projecting machine, and
the bantering and leg-pulling went on as before. I felt that this
was  not getting us anywhere.  Somehow these boys were not
reacting in  the way 1  thought  they should.  I  must have said
something to the effect that they really ought to start putting
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things right in their lives and do something worthwhile for their
country instead of going on with their good-for-nothing ways.
Whatcver it was, it must have hurt Abdel Aziz's pride because all
of a sudden he turned on mc with an edge in his voice, "You
know, you are a typical Nazi, nothing else."

I was stunned. "What makes you say such a terrible thing?" I
asked him. "This is the worst you can say to anyone."

He  replied,  "Well,  as  1  see it,  the Nazis like all  the other
lmperialists and Communists, they always think they know what
is best for other people and try to push it down their throats. In
Egypt,  we  have  lived  for  ages  under  the  domination  of
foreigners-Turks, French, British and all the rest. We know what
it is like when dictators pronounce that all is for our own good
and in truth they use us for their own interests."

Bull's cye! Instantly 1 knew he was right. I had indeed felt
rather superior to these young Arabs, having seen so much more
of the world than they, being part of a powerful movement that
was pointing the right way for all men everywhere and, most of
all, being a Christian and therefore endowed with the only true
faith promising redemption to man. I was reminded of my own
reaction against the way the American Re-Education Program
had been forced on post-war Germany, and of the attitude of
"effortlcss benevolent superiority" which imperialists of all shadcs

are  being accused  of.  It was  all  in  me  and  1  kncw  1  had  to
acknowledge the fact.

Later, Abdel Aziz told us that the episode of the European
Christian admitting his arrogance and being wrong had meant
much more to him and his fiiends than listening to the intercsting
stories of thc great changes taking place in distant lands.

In future years, when 1 was privileged to work in many parts
of Africa, Latin America and Europe, the need arose frequently
to re-assess my own motives for doing what 1 did. A new country
or a new set of circumstances should be entered on the basis of
appreciation and not one of comparison.
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***

Francis and Harry had compiled long lists with the names of all
Arabs who had ever taken part in our assemblies or had other
contacts with our people. Contacts reached back as far as the
thirties when Buchman had held so-called house-parties in Gizeh
Hotel at the foot of the Cheops Pyramid. Ever since then some
members  of the  former  political  establishment,  by  now
distinguished elderly gentlcmen,  considered themselves  to  be
supportersofthemovement.Theyoftenmaintainedsuchcolorfiil
titles as Pasha, but the time had passed when they were able or
willing to exert influence in public or social affairs.

There were others,  however,  who were disturbed  by the
frightening escalation of the Cold War and by the aspect of the
Third World countries becoming more and more play-things at
the mercy of thc two super powers. They were army officers,
professors, businessmen or state officials who had been abroad
and regarded Moral Re-Armament in a much larger concept, as a

possible agent in overcoming internal and external strife.
Chief among these men was Dr. Abdel Khalek Hassouna,

for a short period Foreign Minister of Egypt,  and long-term
Secretary General of the Arab Lcague. He had been in Caux, and
it was at his request that our group came to his country. We saw
him several times at the Foreign Office and were then invited to
come to his beautiful home to meet his family.  I took special
delight  in  this  event  when  1  discovered  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.
Hassouna had employed, many years ago, a German nanny for
their children so that they had learned to spcak my language as
well as Arabic.  In most other conversations 1 could not really
takepartbecausetheeducatedEgyptiansspokeonlyFrenchapart
from their own tongue and 1 was unable to follow what was said
unless one of my colleagues cared to do a running translation.

Dr. Hassouna went to work and arranged for us to gct in
touch with a number of key personalities. One day word came
fromtheForeignOfficethatHisEminencétheRectorMagnificu
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of al-Azhar University and  Sheik of al-Azhar Mosque,  Sheik
Abdur-Rahman Tag, had agreed to receive us at the university's
Auditorium Maximum. Al-Azhar, founded around the year 970
during the first great westward drive of Moslem expansion, is
the  foremost  purely lslamic  place  of teaching  in  the world.
Accordingly, the Sheik al-Azhar is considered to be the supreme
spiritualauthorityforthehundredsofmillionsofsunniMoslems.
The entire curriculum of the college is based on the Koran, the
Holy Book of lslam.

It  took  me  a  long  time  to  grasp  the  significance  of this
invitation. Not only was it, at that time, unusual for the Sheik
to officially receive Christians in his institution no matter whether
they represented thcir church or not. In fact, so we were told,
nothing comparable had happened for quite a while. Also, the
international  political  development was  causing widespread
undiffcrentiated mistrust in the Middle East against America and
Europe. Newspaper articles carried violent attacks against Great
Britain in particular as it had to fight retreating battles on many
fronts  during  that  transition  period  from  Empire  to
Commonwealth-British interests in the Persian oil industry were
being crushed; the Mau-Mau movement in Kenya caused great
concern; in Egypt Col. Nasscr dcmanded 100,000 British troops
to withdraw from their control of the Sucz Canal. Mighty France,
meanwhile, whose armics were under siege in Dien Bien Phu,
was harshly criticized for its imperialist policy in lndochina and
Africa. And the U.S.A., of course, was only good as long as it
sent enough Dollars and again Dollars.

Even when 1 re-read the reports we sent to our families and
friends about the one-hour reception in al-Azhar, my memory
cannot bring back a clear picture of it. It secms to me that it was
almost chilly insidc the thousand-year-old walls, and that the
large auditorium with the inclining rows of seats lay in semi-
darksinceonlylittlesunlightpenetrated.Thehallwasfilledwith
noiseless students, one could more sense than hear or see them.
Sheik Abdur  Rahman  Tag  was  an  older  patriarch  with  a
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magnificent full white beard. He wore an artfully wound turban
on his head, moved only slowly with hardly any gesture, and
spoke with such a low voice one had to strain to hear him.

George, the General, translated by Harry, told the Rector
about  Dr.Buchman's  conviction  that  the  mighty lslamic  belt
ringing the earth from Morocco to lndonesia must play its unique
roleasabulwarkagainstthedeadlymaterialismthatwasdividing
mankind. We in the West needed all the aid we could get in this
struggle.

The Sheik's reply was a prepared statement, a full lecture on
lslamic doctrine on God, man, the state, industry, war and peace,
but also on social structurc,  capitalism and communism and
ideologies in general. At the end he said, "Egypt in general and al-
Azharinparticularwelcomeanyactivitythatworksforthespread
of good character and sound morals. I repeat to our visitors my

great pleasure at their visit, reaffirming my profound delight that
they are calling men to this ideology, an ideology that works for
thespreadoftheprinciplesofpeace,loveandsoundmordsamong
all  men  without  distinction  between  individuals  or  between
nationalities. Thc ideology they are working for is thc essence of
what lslam calls for and the true interpretation of its main points."

Next day Egypt's  two main papers,  E/ Go#mÁo##.4-the
ófficial government organ-and j4/Mz.Jrj6 carried the full text of
the address with four column hcadlines. We had it printed in
small brochures both in Arabic and English. It served as a perfect
door-opener for all our future activities in the Muslim world.
The pronouncements of the Sheik al-Azhar were dogma.

The impact was felt almost immediately as we went,  two
days later, to the Embassies of lran and Saudi-Arabia. The lranian
officials, waving all restrictions, granted us visas free of charge.
One of them said,  ``What a joy to be able to  issue a visa for
Englishmen.Wencversaw,afterthewar,FrenchmenandGermans
travel and work together until you came. You must give us thc

pleasure and come to our country as soon as you can."
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The Saudi Ambassador was astounded. He told us that, some
timeago,hisKinghadissuedadecreeforallChristianmissionaries
to leave Saudi-Arabia saying, "Go back to your own countries
and preach Christianity there where there is need for it." And
now the same ruler had invited us to be his guests in Rjyadh, the
capital. A royal planc would pick us up in Cairo and bring us
first to the Red Sea harbor ofJeddah. Through his Ambassador
the  King  let  us  know  that  meeting  Frank  Buchman  in  San
Francisco at the time of the Japanese Peace Treaty Conference
had imprcssed and moved him and he had not forgotten.

King Saud lbn Abdul Aziz had followed, in 1953, his father
Abdul Aziz lbn Saud who had been one of the most remarkable

personalities of our century. His life story reads like one of the
Arabian Tales. As a young man of twcnty he had, with only a
handful of his tribesmen, re-conquercd the hcavily armed and
walled-in town of Riyadh, in a lightening surprise attack under
the cover of darkness. His family, one of the most powerfiil ruling
clans in the heart of the Arabian Peninsula, had bcen expelled
from their palaces and lands by rival tribes who were supported
by the Osman Sultan. For eleven years, the older Saud's fathcr,
his  wife  and  children,  had  suffered  from  humiliating
circumstances in their exile in Kuwait.  Until, in  1902, young
Abdul Aziz, who would rather die than continue to live in shame,
had madc his coup.

In 1952, Ibn Saud as he was known later, had celebrated thc
fiftieth anniversary of his reign. A rare feat in any part of the
world, it was absolutely unique in lslamic countries. During that
half century when lbn Saud built up his kingdom, twenty-four
other Muslim  rulers  had  lost  their  throne:  Six  of them were
murdered, nine others de-throned by foreign powers, and the
rest had to abdicate forced by their own people or armies. Ibn
Saud had been a Bedouin warrior but also a wise leader who
found his strength in strict compliance with the rules laid down
in the Koran. He was "Keeper of the Holy Places" of Mecca and
Medina. When, after World War 11, along the eastern coast line
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ofArabia, the world's largest oil deposits were exploited he began
his rise to be one of the wealthicst men on earth.

With the oil came of necessity the influx ofwestern experts
and engineers. And yet, Saudi-Arabia still had, like the ancient
land of Sheba, the aura of the wild unknown, hidden behind
endlcss deserts, hostile towards infidels as all non-Muslims were
called. That was still so when lbn Saud dicd and Saud lbn Abdul
Aziz was made the new King. Unlike his legendary father who
had only once in his life left his country for a state visit in Egypt,
the new monarch had already traveled widely. He was the oldest
surviving of forty-five brothers (it is unknown how many sisters
thçyhad)and,asheir-apparent,experiencedingovernmentaffairs.

***

On this journey we were joined by a sixth member, the Egyptian
ex-Army General Hussein Farrag, who was now president of a
Cairo trading company. Hc was a faithful friend, enthusiastic
about the purpose of our mission. Farrag enjoyed for this venture
the  official  blessing of the Revolutionary Council who,  so  it
appeared, wanted to demonstrate their good-will toward their
oil-rich neighbor. Our new companion intended to combine the
trip with his obligation as a Moslem: his first pilgrimage to Mecca.
He proved to be an idcal guide and teacher for the f€m¢ z.%og7%.fzz
wc were about to entcr.

The Saudis had  informcd  us  that we would  be flown  to
Djeddah where we were to expect the special plane that would

pick us up "straight away". We had arrived, however, in a land
where time meant nothing.  "Straight away" turned out to be
two full weeks which offered enough time to Hussein Farrag to

prepare for and perform his sacred pilgrim rituals.
We were all put up in the Djeddah Gardens Hotel, at that

time the most prestigious in town. There would have been no
other available rooms for us as Djcddah was the assembly point
for hundreds of thousands ofMecca pilgrims at the peak of one
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of the two annual holy periods. They came by plane, ship, bus,
donkey and on foot, throngs and individuals arriving every day
from all corners of the globe. The most extraordinary mix of
humanitycampedateveryfreespacc,milledbodytobodythrough
the narrow bazaars and filled the air with a babel of languages.

Mixing with the crowds, we could not discover any policc or
army-they were not needed in this heartland of lslam where
the strict rules of the Koran were still the law.  Nobody,  even
when starving, would have attcmpted to steal from the open-air
shops  in  the  bazaar. There werc  brutal  penalties  for  the  few

perpetrators when they were caught. Our royal escorts offered to
take us to a public punishment where a thief was to have his
right hand cut off with a sword. But wc declined to take part.

The King's secretary, Abdullah Bil-Kheir, had providcd us
withtwobigsnowwhitechauffeuredcarssothatwecouldexplore
the surrounding area. They took us out of town and we walked
on foot into the desert, soon mecting somc of the genuinc Saudis,
tough and wary looking Bedouins amidst their camel and goat
herds, who turned out to be very hospitable and asked us to their
tents for a tiny cup of sweet tea.

Another time we were driven in the dircction of Mecca to
the point where the Holy Area began.  Huge signs warned, in
many different languages,  all  non-Moslems  to stop  here.  No
infidel was allowed to enter the sanctuaries. Until  1954, when
we were there, no more than fifteen recorded non-Moslems had
been into Mecca and come out alive.  I am sure that, had we
walkcd on that day, we would have been lynched by the fanatic
masses.

Every evening when the sun was setting beyond the Red Sea
and temperatures became bearable, we had oursclves taken out
to the endless sandy shoreline to have a bath. The water was so
salty that even handicapped Gérard was able to enjoy a bit of
swimming. Regularly at this time rich Djeddah families would
come out to the beach in their posh automobiles, and there one
could observe the Arab ladies as they opened their black veils
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facing the sea in order to catch the last fading sun rays. Otherwise
one would  notice these women  only occasionally when  they
hurried, small black shapes, to the shops or when they peered
through the elaborate wooden grills of their harem windows and
all one could see were their black eyes.

Meanwhile,  Hussein Farrag allowed us to take part in his

preparations. In the early morning he would read to us from the
Koran and intcrpret the revelations of Mohammed. Hc explained
the meaning of ritual prayers and ablutions to cleanse body and
soul. He took off his clothing and put on the customary pilgrim
dress: one white, seamless piece of undyed cloth wound around
the body in traditional ways, and simple sandals. Farrag told us
about  the  five  pillars  of lslam,  the  religious  duties  of every
Moslem: the profession of faith summed up in the formula £Áz
f./ÁZÁ4 ;./4z-/4Á, There is  no  God but Allah;  the five prescribed
daily prayers; almsgiving the amount of which is laid down in
the Koran; the keeping of M4m4ó/4Áz#, the month of fasting; and
finally, the pilgrimagc to Mecca, at lcast once in the lifetime of a
faithfill.

An amazing period of learning it was for us when our friend
revealed the very depth of his faith. Sharing with each other the
things that meant most to us was by no means a threat to identity,
much more it was a completion of spiritual identity resulting in

greaterhumility.Allofusdiscoveredfarmorewehadincommon
than what might divide us.

Wc  accompanied  Farrag  in  the  midst  of a  huge  crowd,
uniformly dressed and incessantly singing prayers, an army of

pilgrims. We walked up to the point whcre we had to turn back,
awed by the force these people represented.

ThedayafterFarragreturned,deeplystirredbyhisexperience
and not very talkative, a mcssenger arrived telling us that the
royal plane was waiting for us at thc airport. There were hardly
anyotherpassengers.Theflight,includingastop-overatthedesert
village of Taif,  took four hours over rugged mountain ranges,

parched, hostile, without any signs of life.
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Rjyadh is a natural oasis in the center of a high, level plateau.
When  approached  from  the  air,  lush  green  outlines  emerge
miraculously abrupt and sudden from the surrounding stone
desert. The fertility comes mainly from artesian wells which have
allowed human habitation there since ages past. Some years earlier
the Saudi capital had been not much more than a large, haphazard
collection of huts and mud buildings around the widespread
walled-in palace city. Now, after the sudden immeasurable oil
wealth, a super modern city began to explode out of nowhere
with already 200,000 inhabitants.

Sheik Abdullah Bil Kheir waited for us in the scorching sun
on the airport tarmac with two white,  custom-built Daimler
600's and had us whisked over to the reception lounge although
it was only a few steps away. We were served coffee in tiny cups
withouthandlcs.Servantsliftedelaboratelyengravedbrasspitchers
with long, pointed beaks above their heads and poured a jet of
the hot liquid precisely into the small cups. They would refill
rapidly until you shook it to make clear you did not wish any
more.  The  King's  secretary welcomed  us  in  the  name  of his
Sovereign and briefed us about the program he had worked out.
It made our heads spin.

On the way to the guest house within the palace city walls,
the sheik pointed out some of the ongoing building projects.
The whole  place  as  far  as  one  could  see was  one  enormous
construction site. One of the social programs the new King had
initiated was to settle a large number of migrant Bedouins in
urban conditions, which did not meet with much enthusiasm
on their part. We were told that many of these descrt clansmen
brought their camels into the new concrete houses and lit their
camp fires in the living rooms. It was a Sisyphean task to raise a

people living in medieval circumstances into a modern age. It
would take morc than money to achieve it.

The palacc  city covers  a very large  area.  It  has  to  be  big
considering that the forty or so brothers of the King all had to
have their own palaces, and the number of growing-up princes
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was increasing. Brown mud wdls rising up to twenty feet encircled
the entire town, interrupted only by massive, squat watch towers.
All the fortifications and most of the imposing buildings inside
had been erected by the ancient Saudi warriors and remained
unchanged  ever  since.  The  interior,  however,  was  totally
modernized.

Gérard and 1 shared an apartment the size of a minor dancing
hall.  It was completely laid out with several layers of precious
Persian rugs and lavishly furnished. We noticed the latest model
of a Blaupunkt radio set. There was a big bathroom with a lot of
marble and all golden fittings. In the hall, in front of each of our
rooms,  huge African slaves were  posted  as  guards. They had
scimitars and daggers sticking in bulging sashes wound around
their waists. Sheik Abdulla assured us that these men would be
ready to die to protect us. I asked Gérard to pinch me hard to
make sure 1 was not dreaming.

At some point the court tailor came in to fit us for an Áz66Áz,
a  full Arab  dress with  gold  embroidered  braiding,  cashmere
Á##y#Á, a scarf for a headgcar, and all the trimmings. The father
of the present King had not permitted anyone to come under his
eyes unless dressed in Arab style. We werc given to understand,
however, that we would be allowed to wear our European suits
and the "modest" gift was just to make us feel welcome. On top
of each parccl with the drcss was a gold-plated wristwatch with a

green dial, green being the color of the Prophet.
King Saud received us in the afternoon audience. Wc were

brought into a spacious L-shaped hall the walls of which were
lined with a hundred or so light blue easy chairs that made a
woosh-sound when you sank into their depth. In this room the
King met with state guests and petitioners from his own people
alike. The higher one's assumed rank the closer to the Monarch
one was seated. We were given places right next to our host. The
far ends of the line of chairs wcrc crowded.

WhenwemarchedincverybodyroseandHisMajestygreeted
each of us shaking hands. Back in Cairo, we had Frank Buchman's
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message to the King translated into classical Arabic and written
by a renowned calligrapher onto a choice piece of parchment.
We knew, of course, that lslamic tradition and the Koran do not
allow any reprcsentational expression of art like the portrayal of
humans or any other creatures. In fact, through the centuries, the
only trend  in  art  besides  religious  architecture  that  has  been
developed to supreme completion in lslamic culture has been
calligraphy and the unique flow of rhetoric language.

Our two Generals read the message, first in English and then
in Arabic. It spoke of the vision that under the King's reign the
moral and ethical strength inherent in lslam would play its full

part to bring unity and accord to thc nations in East and West.
Each of us then had a chance to say a few words, translated by
Sheik Abdullah  who  was  kneeling  in  front  of his  King.  At
occasions like these, Gérard and 1 would talk about the growing
rapprochement between our two countries and the evaluation of
men like Robert Schuman and Konrad Adenauer of the ideas we
were propagating. King Saud then asked us to convçy his gratitude
to Dr. Buchman and to assure him that the thoughts expressed
in the message met with his own conviction. He wanted to do
everything in his power to live up to this great task. He said that
his  and  his  government's  engagement  in  the  projected  fast
industrial and economic devclopment could only succeed if at all
times the highest traditional moral and spiritual values would

guide them.
We met him again later, with othcr state guests, when we

took part in the royal mg./;.j in another, completely azure painted
hall with mighty crystal chandeliers. At this occasion the latest
world news was read out loud for all to hear, and we had the
chance to meet some of the Princes and visiting politicians from
other Arab countries, contacts that would be valuable in future
events.

These were well-informed people, wide awake to the power
struggle going on. The Saudi Monarchy, so it seemed, with all
the bizarre and strange aspects it offered, broke with century old
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traditions when it opened the visor for non-Oriental and non-
Islamic influences. Western-style democracies would still regard
the ruling system as stone age feudalism. But King Saud had, in
thc short time of his office, made first tentative steps toward
reform by instituting a government. Evcn so, most members of
his cabinet were his own step-brothers.

That day in Rjyadh was crowned with a magnificent eight-
course dinner when servants brought in large silver platters with
mountains of rice and, on top of it, whole roastcd sheep complete
with  hooves  and  heads  with  goggling dead  eyes.  Our Arab
neighbors at table tore out for us choice chunks of meat with thcir
barehandsandweallatewithoutknivesandforks,withthefingers
oftherighthandonly-thelefthandwasrcgardedasunclean.

***

On our way back to Cairo we had two more days in Djeddah
which were used to pay respects to our accredited Ambassadors.
"Can you tell me who is sponsoring you?" asked the German

Chargé d'Affairs. "Is it the U.S. State Department? Bonn had no
intelligence on your visit, and yet, the program laid out for you
was one for top-ranking diplomats. How do you do it?"

Our post-boxes at the Semiramis Hotel were bulging with
mail collected during our absence. At that time, about twenty

groups like ours, most of them larger, were working in some of
the world's hotspots, and all of them produccd news letters just
as we did. There was also  a telegram from Teheran asking us
again  to come to  lran as soon as convenient,  and there were
interesting openings from Jordan and Bahrcin. We would have
to go on traveling right away with practically no time to rest or

prepare. Air traffic to Teheran from the West went mostly via
Baghdad in those days. We decided to fly to lraq and try to make
arrangements for a reception at the Royal Court at a later time
there,  and then continue to the neighboring country of lran
whenever we got seats on the regular flight.
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***

ApproachingtheflatcountryofancientMesopotamiawerealized
that the lands between Euphrates and Tigris had been stricken by
catastrophe.  Extraordinary  torrential  rains  in  the  Kurdistan
Mountains in the North, the headwater region for both great
rivers,hadmadealltheirsourcesswellupatthesametime,causing
a dreadfiil flood fiirther downstream. Baghdad appeared to be an
island in a muddy brown ocean that stretched to the horizon.
Half a million people from the surrounding areas had fled from
the waters  into  the  already crowded  capital,  and  the entire

population was  feverishly working  to  build  up  a  last line  of
defensetosafeguardthetownwhilethewaterlevelwasstillrising.
We drove in a car on thc only road leading out to the South
toward Kuwait and the Pcrsian Gulf, and came to the point where
the highway dipped into the occan. One could observe the dirty
water, noiseless and threatening, eat up more and more dry land
while driving all sorts of snakes and desert animals in front of it.
It was not a good time to visit in Baghdad.

However, there was in lraq a stalwart ally and friend, Dr.
Fadhil Jamali, who, at the time of the great flood, was Prime
Minister of his country.  In his earlier position of Director of
Foreign Affairs,  he  had  been  a  member  of the  preparatory
committee and a signatory of the Unitcd Nations Charter at San
Francisco in 1945. While in the States he had met Dr. Buchman
and  some  of his  associates,  seen  one  of thc  MRA plays  and
conducted a number of searching conversations. It all had made,
as he told us, a lasting impression on his mind and spirit because
it showed him that "violence is no way;  the road to just and
lasting peace lies in forgiveness and in the admission of mistakes,
both in families and in politics." Like few other political leaders
in this ccntury, Dr. Jamali has made this philosophy the guiding

principle  of his  public  and  private  life.  He  was  to  play  a
constructive and bridge-building role both in UN poliçy and thc
evolution of non-aligned nations.
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Amidst pressing duties at this period of crisis, Fadhil Jamali
found the time to arrange for us to meet some members of his
cabinet and the directors of the two major Baghdad colleges.
The five of us must have been an exotic sight as we hurried from
one appointment to the next through the anxious crowd. It was
an  unwritten  law of our work that we must  never give  the
impression of being tourists on a sight-sceing tour. So we always
moved around in our dark summer suits and hats, and we dared
not take cameras with us, which 1 regret to this day because we
were unable to documcnt the uniquc experiences we had. We
were out on the streets even in the early afternoon when "normal"
and reasonable people in these lands stayed indoors because of
the unbearable heat, leaving only "mad dogs and Englishmen" to
work during siesta hours.

***

Everybody warned us about the unstable and dangerous situation
in lran. Following the enforced nationalization of the Persian oil
industry in the Gulf, Britain had enforced a blockade causing a
severc economic crisis. Negotiations about the fate of the Anglo-
Iranian Oil Company were still going on. Shah Reza Khan, the
father of the present Emperor, had tried to modernize the country
buthadbeenforcedtoabdicateduringWorldWar11whenRussian
and British troops had occupied Persia. The heir to the throne,
Mohammed Rcza Pahlevi, Western educated, had opened lran
massively  to  Western  influences,  capital  and  know-how.  A

powerful  upper  class,  the  so-called Thousand  Families,  had
amassed fabulous wealth and introduced growing secularization,
and with that went corruption and the fanatic enmity of the
traditional lslamic leadership. At the same time, the ambitious
nationalist  Prime  Minister  Mohammed  Mossadcgh  had
successfully worked for a restriction of the Shah's constitutional
rights and to make him unpopular, until the loyalist Army had
removed the politician from office in 1953.
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For us, the picture was not so clear at all, at least not for me.
We had been swamped with so many new observations for weeks
now that 1 felt my mind could not grasp any more. On the plane

going to Teheran 1 confessed to Gérard that 1 was out of my
depth and afraid to be of no use to my friends and to our cause.
I had no training for this kind of work. My only relief was that 1
had met, at last ycar's Caux assembly, some of the lranians who
were expecting us. Thcir familiar faces would help the hope that
we were entering friendly territory.

The cable we had sent to our contact at the Teheran Foreign
Ministry arrived there only a day later than we did. There was
no-one at the airport to receive us. We packed our luggage and
ourselves in two age-old taxis and were soon shaken up on the
bumpy roads, and freczing. The lranian capital is situated quite
high up at the foot of the Fujiyama-like Mount Damarvand, in
the East, and the Elburs Mountains in the North, with peaks
rising up to 18,000 feet. Coming from the tropical temperatures
in Baghdad, thc cold hit us hard. The only hotel we were able to
find in town was a fifth-class Khan by the name of La Bonboniêre
which  boasted  pre-used  bedclothcs,  broken  toilets,  bugs,

permanentnoiseandnumbingodors.Ofcouse,cventhen,Teheran
had hotels meeting international standards, but we had hardly any
cash and no idea if our hosts would be willing to pay our bills.

They were horrified whcn they found out where and how
we had spent a sleepless night. They rushed us over to very decent

prepared quarters and showed us an office flat they had rented
for the  time of our stay.  Professor Abol  Fazl  Hazcghi was  in
charge of making the arrangcments. There was even a Senator
who had been appointed Executive Chairman for MRA Affairs.
A typed-out two-week program was ready for us with so many
items on it that it would have taken two months to go through all
ofthem.Thefollowingdayswereprobablythefiillestinallmylife.

It started off with a two hour press conference covering the
wholc history of the movement, recent events on all continents,
the evaluation of our work by known personalities, and each of
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our personal backgrounds. I suffered with poor Francis who had
to  do  all  the  translation-which  he  carried  through  with
admirable  eloquence  and  precision.  At  the  end  he was  near
exhaustionalthoughthishadbeenjustthebeginningoftheaction

program. Next day the reports in the papers almost dwarfed the
real headline news like the oil-crisis negotiations or the ongoing
nation-wide  preparations  for  thc  thousand-year  anniversary
celebrations of lbn Sina (Avicenna) the great Persian philosopher
and eminent medical authority of his age. The fuss made about
our small dclegation seemed completely out of proportion.

Teheran in 1954 was a sprawling giant of a city with almost
1.5 million inhabitants, a stronghold of the lslamic Shi'a sect.
On lran's State Shield the lion holds in his paw the Zulfaqar, the
sword of Ali,  son-in-law of the  Prophet Mohammed, whose
descendants, Shi'as, believe, are the only legitimate successors of
the Caliphate, as opposcd to the vast majority of Moslems, the
Sunni, who see their leaders in the line of the first Caliphs who
were chosen by general consensus. Most lranians we met made
clear to us that thcy had their faith in common with all the other
lslamic countries, but that in their view, the Arabs were an inferior
race and not the true belicvers. Thcse differences are as old as
lslam itself. They have erupted violently in modern days. At the
timc, fifty years ago as 1 write, World Communism tried to use
the  rift  between  religious  groups  and  denominations  for  its
expansionist purposes. At their reccnt  Party Convention,  the
Soviets had declared that in their strategy lran was for the Middle
East and Asia what Wcst Germany was for Europe.

We met both the lranian Prime Minister General Zahedi
andForeignMinisterEntczam.Theinroadsmadeintheircountry
by communist infiltration were their main concern. Zahedi was
intrigued by the thought that the world needed the common
denominator of a greater idea founded on moral principles, that
mereanti-Communismwasnotenoughforcountriestomaintain
their  freedom  and  that  died-in-the-wool  Communists  and
Capitalists could change.
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The Foreign Minister told us that he had spent a number of

years studying in Stuttgart and was therefore eager to know how
things were going in Germany. He said, "1 am a practical man.
Tell me what you think 1 can do." We suggested, as a beginning,
two things: To send representative delegations for training to Caux
like the German  Government was doing,  and to  induce His
Majesty the Shah to invite a larger international team to lran for
the kind of grass-root work we had experienced in the Ruhr.

Entczam then asked us to take part, two days later, in a State
Banquet given in honor of the cntire Diplomatic Corps. For this
occasion 1 wore for the first time in my life a tuxedo and black
trousers which was lent to mc by a friend in the German Embassy.
FranciswithhisabitpudgystaturegothisfromafatlittleSenator.
The French Ambassadors to all the Middle East countries were
there-they had a convention in Teheran that very week. In later
years  1 was  to  attend many such diplomatic reccptions  and 1
disliked them thoroughly from this first one on. They always
seemed to me like a Hollywood show with everybody putting
up a front of bonhomie that they did not feel at all.

The Minister of Education was a young, lively man. He told
us that higher education for his country's young generation was
taking place  mostly abroad.  Moscow granted scholarships  in

growingnumberssothatthelranianGovernmenthadapproached
universities in the U.S.A. and Europe to allow at least as many

young men and women to study at Western colleges. ``You know
what happened?", he asked us. "Many of these students whom
we hoped would bring us the know-how we so desperately need
returned  morally corrupted,  trained Marxist  and anti-Shah."
While we were at his office,  he called  the Rector of Teheran
University. Then one thing led to another. We talked to a number
of the college faculty and spoke before a large group of students.

The Sufis are the mystics of lslam. Their lranian leader has
the title of Qutb. This wizcned old gentleman announced at a
reception he gave for us that he planned to travel to Switzerland.
He hoped, as he said, to find at Caux a method how to deal with
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a development that puzzled him. Thc Soviet Embassy in Teheran
had by far the greatest number of staff among all the foreign
representations.  Not  only were  all  these  employees  without
ekception Moslems but also proselytizing Marxists who mixed
with all lcvels of lranian society. Two of the influential mujtahedin
had to be excluded from their public offices because of outspoken
"red" leanings. The Qutb told us that they found many more
"pink"  ones  among  their  number.  Communist  ideas  were

spreading like a disease and nobody knew how to stop it.
Abol Fazl  Hazeghi was  untiring in his efforts  to  bring us

together with every VIP he could think of. Wherever we went
wewercaccompaniedbyjournalistsandphotographerswiththeir
flashbulbs. They were there, of course, when we put our names
in the Shah's guest-book-that was the donc thing. The Minister
of Court himself gave us a chance to tour the Palace and the
famous gardens surrounding it. The grandiose Palace is built of

palepinkmarbleandcrowncdwithatrulygloriousdomccovered
with bright porcelain mosaic. Inside, a thousand years of persian
culture have been collected to complete one great work of art-
the mirror reception hall rcsembling the splendor of versailles,
the Shah's personal office where walls and furniture are laid out
with Shiraz mosaic, millions of tiny hexagonal pieces in different
shades of brown and white. All rooms have the most precious
carpets one can imagine.  It appeared to me to be onc of the
wonders of the world.

At the end of two breathtaking weeks word came from the
Palacc that His Majesty the Shah-in-Shah wanted to see us. He
received us in his private study where we saw the photographs of
Rooscvelt,Truman,HaileSelassi,KingGeorgeVandyoungKjng
Hussein  of Jordan  on  the  mantelpiece.  We sat  in easy-chairs
around a table as for an informal talk. The Shah was about thirty-
eight years old, he was serious, withdrawn, somewhat troubled.
He spoke English and French fluently,  German passably, and
insisted on talking with us in our respective languages. He opened
up saying that, a year earlier, he had receivcd Dr. Buchman in
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privateaudienceandhadfollowcdMRAactivitiessincethenwith
great attention. "1 pray to God that your work will be successful
in lran and all over the world," he said. He made us feel at ease,
andinforty-fiveminutescoveredanastonishingvarietyoftopics.

The Shah told us that he had just issued the decree for a
comprehensive land reform whereby the big landowners would
be requested, without material  compensation,  to part with a
certain percentage of their land property for the benefit of small
farmers. Imperial lands would also be donated to the poorer part
of the population. He said that he was well aware of the reasons
for unrest in lran and that the differences between rich and poor
would have to be reconciled more and more. "Do you think that
this is a step in the right direction?" he asked.

We talked about the need to make it normal in public and

private  life  to  accept  high  ethical  values  as  guidclines  for
everything. Gérard told him that he did not find it easy to practice
constant honesty and altruism, but that for him, a Parisian, to
live a life of purity of mind and body was the biggest challenge.
To which  His  Majesty answercd,  "1  know just what you are
talking about. I try it, but 1 do find it difficult." Our two lranian
fricnds who were with us kept their mouths open when they
heard their revered Monarch talk like any other normal human
being.

Nobody could have blamcd us when we sent out to  our
friends evcrywherc rcports bubbling over with amazement about
the reception this country had given to our insignificant group
and  to  thc  movement as  a whole. The  German Ambassador
informedmethathehadwrittenafavorablereportofouractivities
to Bonn urging the German government to give every possible

political support to our work. It seemed that lran was wide open
to the Wcstern Bloc, that it could be saved from Communist
ideological take-over. Future cvents have dramatically proved how
vastly we overrated our possibilities. Most human beings tend to
take their own back-yard pond to be the great ocean. We were no
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exception.  Naturally,  we  had  no  inkling  then  that  we  had
conversed with some of the very people who would, not so much
later, bring about the tragic downfall of the Shah and make his
land become one of our world's great hcadaches.

***

It was Easter when we returned to Baghdad. The big flood had
settlcd and the extent of the dcvastation could be seen. Dr. Jamali
invited us to his home in one of the nicer suburbs on the Eastern
bank  of the Tigris.  It  had  survived  the  high  water  almost
undamaged. I shall never forget that evening with him and his
family. After a modest dinner we all sat on the terrace which
extended to a lovely flower garden. The stars were so bright as 1
hadncverseenthembefore.Jamaliownedalargcrecordcollection
and we listened to some of my favorite classical music sounding
through the wide open doors. What a contrast, this heavenly

peace after the hectic hubbub of the foregoing days. Fadhil Jamali
chatted about his dream: He would rather not be Prime Minister,
but in charge of Education. Or even better, he hoped to be given
a chair in some university, outside of all politics, and teach about
religious philosophy and the principles of MRA. Only a week
later, his cabinet was dissolved, he became Foreign Minister and
was put in charge of Education in lraq.

We mct a British journalist who had lived in and reported
fromtheMiddleEastformorethantenyears.Hesaid,``Ifanybody
tells me that hc can see through thc intricacies ofArab ideologies
and politics, he is, to my mind, either crazy or he simply does
not know what he is talking about." I believe that was even an
understatement.  The  number  of ever-changing  national

governments, of inscrutable political or religious tainted groups,
of short-lived pacts and unions in Arab lands was baffling. Most
of these countries had lived for very long under foreign rule, after
World War 1 under the mandatory power bcstowed on European
countries by the Leaguc of Nations, especially on France and
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Great Britain. Nations like Jordan and lraq had been artificially
created, their borders drawn on the map with a ruler, disregarding
long-standing regional and tribal interests.

Only two currents secmed to have any integrating, if not
uniting, force: the drive for independence and freedom from the
contemptuous,  lecturing domination of foreigners; and,  even
more threatening like a devastating tornado, the outrage about
the, as most Arabs considered it, arbitrary institution of the State
of lsrael. No doubt, in the latter, injustice had been done to the
Palestinians  by  the  international  community.  In  the  famous
Balfour  Declaration, which  promised  to  the Jewish  people  a
national homc in thc land of the biblical covenant, it was at the
same time established that the national rights of Arabs living in
Palestine would not be infringed. Two promiscs had been made
and it proved impossible to keep them both. In 1948, the newly
created state ofTransjordan had been separated from Palestine,
and eighty percent of the Arab population fled from lsrael or
were forcefully ejected and not allowed to return. An issue had
been created that caused endless strife and wars, all ofwhich the
Arabs lost. The realization of defeat and infcriority, the inability
to achieve union among thcmselves, even in times of war and
catastrophe, has bcen-and still is-a deadly blow to Arab pride.

All these issues were heavily on the minds of our friends in
Baghdad.AlthoughaMonarchysince1921,Iraqhadbeenunable
to achieve inner stability. Oil discoveries both in the North around
Mossul, an area with a strong and obstinate minority of Kurds,
and in the South near Kuwait and Basra, had not yet reached a
satisfactory level of profitability. King Faisal 11 had been on the
throne for twelve months only. Like his cousin, King Hussein of
the Hashemite Kingdom ofJordan, he had been crowned on the
same day when both of them had been eighteen years old.

Dr. Jamali had requested for us an audience at the Baghdad
Court which the young King graciously conceded. The Royal
Palace could not stand any comparison with the countcrparts in
Teheran or Riyadh. No trace had been left of the incomparable
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splendorthathadbeentheBaghdadofHarunalRashidathousand

years ago. There were none of the colorful uniformed guards or
collections of artifacts which had nearly overwhelmed me in the
other two placcs. Although plenty of armed soldiers could be
seen everywhere, I felt much morc at ease when we entered the
audience hall.

King Feisal looked very much his young age. He was a shy,
almost timid boy who glanced for approval from his uncle, the
Regent Prince Abdullilah, after every word he said. He seemed
relieved when he was not urged to make a political statement.
All wc felt right to ask was his consent for his country to be
represcntedwithagooddelegationtotheinternationalconference.
In the end, he was able to laugh about some harmless joke made
in the conversation. It made him have all our sympathy. He had
not much to laugh about in the short span of his life.

Four years later-some of us had returned to Baghdad for
several  visits  in  the  meantime-Feisal  and  his  family were
murdered by lraqi soldicrs during the coup d'état of Abd al-
Karim Qasim, following a massive propaganda campaign from
Nasser-followers. Some of the corpses were strung with ropes to
cars and pulled through the streets of the town accompanied by
the jeering of fanatic crowds. Our friend Dr. Jamali was captured
along with other lraqi politicians and condemned to death (due
to almost miraculous circumstances Dr. Jamali was able to escape
and survive). Qasim was Prime Minister of the new Republic
not for very long. An attempt to kill him was made by a group
of finatics. Especiauy brutd among he assassins was reported to be a

young man by the name of saddam Hussein. It was not he first time
thismanwasinvohedinmuder,anditwascertainlynotthelast.

***

The next leg of our journcy took us to Bahrein, the oil-rich island
in  the  Persian  Gulf east  of the Arabian  peninsula.  It  is  an
independent  Shcikdom,  was  for  a  long  time  the  center  of
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profitable pearl fishing in the Gulf and now, with the Black Gold
pumped up from the bowels of the earth by innumerable drilling
stations, a country with one of the highest per-capita incomes in
the world. The ruling Sheik Sulman bin-Khalifa, had sent his
sons and nephews to Europe for their education. Six of these,
including the Crown Prince Sheik lssa, had spent some time at
Caux whcre they were treated as the royalty they were. "Meeting
the world" at such an international gathering had been a unique
experience for them.

All six werc there on the tarmac to greet us with their long
white robes fluttering in the propeller wind, very unusual, we
were told, to be out in the noon sun. Sheik lssa said, "His Highness
Sheik Sulman askcd me to welcome you in his name in Bahrein.
He begs you to accept this lsland as yours. Whatever you wish
will be granted." Flowery language like this is normal between
Arabs and a matter of courtesy. But thc way everybody during
our short stay poured out generous hospitality was much more
than politeness. It was like welcoming good friends.

Arab Potentdtes King Saud of Saudi Afabid, Sheíh of Bahrain,
and entourage
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The program was similar to  the one in Rjyadh,  only less
ceremonial and more intimate. It allowed us to get an insight
into a society run on thc strict regulations of Koran tradition.
Shcik Sulman was still the sole ruler of all affairs. His word was
the law. He allowed us to participate in a 7%g./í.j to which Bahrainis
from all over the island brought their complaints and quarrels.
The Sheik's judgment was accepted without a murmur. On the
wide spread premises of the Houses of Government and in the
clan's household he allowed not even the most insignificant of
Western ways.

Harry, who had lived with his wifc and children on the island
for several years, knew all about Sheik Sulman's resolve to keep
alive the old ways and was able to instruct us on how to move
and what to say in the Ruler's presence. He, and also the princes,
were even more surprised than thc rest of us about a first-ever
evcnt that the Sheik allowed to happen. A slide projector was
mounted in the big audience hall, and everybody with any rank
or position and masses of children sat cross-legged on the floor
excitcdly watching colored picturcs like they had never bcheld
them before. Thc slides had been taken during the princes' time
inEurope,especiallywhentheywercatCaux.Theoldgentleman
realized that the investment in his sons' and nephews' education
had been fruitful. When we left Bahrein he made a substantial
donation to our work. I became quite friendly with one of the
younger princes when we compared cxperiences with fathers and
discovcred that we had surprisingly much in common.

Only a few weeks earlier, in Rjyadh, we had been introduced
to prince Abdul Majid Haider ofJordan. He had been present at
the reception by King Saud, and cabled us now that we must
come to Amman, as it were by Royal Command. Sheik Sulman
kindly paid for our trip. We were only four now since George,
the general, had to return home for another engagement.

The  Kingdom  of Jordan,  independent  since  1946  and
foundedoutoftheBritish-createdEmirateTransjordan,isadesert
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country,  the majority of the population being Bedouins. The
first King was Abdullah of the Hashemites, the tribe originating
from the heartland of Arabs, thc clan from which stemmed the
Prophet  Mohammed.  Although  head  of an  independent
monarchy (by the grace of Great Britain), Abdullah had to accept
the continued stationing of British troops in his territory. He
was wisc enough, however, to put an English officer in command
of his own Bedouin soldiers. This brilliant military man, General

J.B.  Glubb who became famous as Glubb Pasha, had formed
from the raw material of desert tribesmen unconditionally loyal
to  the  King  the  only crack  troop  that Arab  countries  ever

produced. They were known as the Arab Legion, and it was the
Legion who conquered the West-Jordan and the Old Town of
JerusalemduringtheArab-Israeliwarofl948-49.

Abdullah had tried to come to a peaceful settlement with
lsrael. With his army's achicvements he was in a strong bargaining

position,  but  he was  unable  to  find  support  from  his Arab
brethren. On the contrary, Palestinian refugees and Pan-Arabic
nationalists had kindled outright hatrcd against the King in his
own country. When he left the Al-Aqsa Mosque in Jerusalem
one day after a Friday prayer, he was murdered by a Nasserite
fanatic. At his side watching it all had been his sixteen-year-old

grandson Hussein who, in l 953, became the new King ofJordan.
His rule was a balancing act from the very beginning.

AlmostfortypercentoftheJordanpopulationwererefiigees
from  Palestine.  They were  hcrded  together  in  large  camps
reminding me of those 1 had seen in Germany. Miserable creaturcs
werc vegetating under incredible, inhuman conditions. At first it
had bçen just a primitive makeshift conglomeration of tents and
holes dug in the desert ground, and the dream of one day soon to
be able to return home had kept the refugees plodding on. Even
before thc flood tide of the homeless, Jordan had been the poorest
of Arab countries having no oil nor any other sizable natural
resources  of her  own.  UNNRA,  the  United  Nations  Relief
Organization, had to sustain the camps in the Gaza Strip, the
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Jordan Valley, and also in Syria and the Lebanon. In the course
of time the jobless masscs became centers ofconstant social unrest
and civil war. More dangerous still was the successful attempt to
turn the status of palestine Refugee into a sort ofprofession that
would be passed on to the second and third generation,  thus
creating a permanent means to bring moral pressure on lsrael and
the international community.

In later years 1 talked to some of these professional refugees
in a camp nearJericho. I told them about the millions ofhomeless
whom Germany had to cope with after the war and how they
hadbeenintegratedinthesocietyandbecameavitalassetwithout
which our national reconstruction would have been impossible.
The Palestinians wanted to hear nothing of it. One of them said
to me, "We would have to give up our hatred. Without hatred
drivinguswewouldloseouronlymeanstoregainourhomeland."

When our group arrived in Amman, Prince Abdul Majid
forbade  us  to  go  out  alone  without  Jordan  protection.
Demonstrationsweregoingoncwrywherewithaggressivegroups
holdingupNasserportraitsanddemanding4%c4/#íwithEgypt
and another war on lsrael. We were taken with an escort to the
Prime Minister. To rcccive us was perhaps his last official act.
The following day the Cabinet was dissolved,  but the King's
choice of successor to the PM  caused more protest from the
"progressive" Arab  states.  When  we  met  Glubb  Pasha  in  his

military headquarters, he told us the Legion troops were on the
alert but he himselfwas not much imprcssed by the public unrest.
"We are used to it," he said, "the King can handle it."

Husscin, the Little King, has become one of the best known

public figures of the last decades. I admired him from the first
time 1 set eyes on him. He had the habit of speaking in a very
low voice which might give him the appearance of being a bit on
the soft side. But hc owns the personal courage of a desert lion.
He used to go unarmed in an open jeep to face the excited crowds
who demonstrated against him and his reign. He has survived
countless attempts on his life and the most vicious campaigns to
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undermine his authority and destroy his morale. Many çynical
stories have been written about his three successive marriages,
and he has been criticized because of his alleged liberal changing
of political partners and alliances. But he has stuck to his guns
and remained unbent in his character.                 `

When King Hussein granted us a first audience-some of us
met him later more often-we congratulated him on the first
anniversary of his ascension to the throne precisely a year ago that
day. His response was warmhearted and in the fluent, cultured
English  he  had  adopted  while  completing  his  schooling  at
Sandhurst. He seemed mature far beyond his nineteen years and
hadnoneoftheinsecurityhiscousinFeisalhadshowninBaghdad.

Hussein appreciated the encouraging message we brought
from Dr. Buchman. We talkcd about the lines in Áz/Fzzfz.Á4!Á, the
most  often  recited  prayer of Moslems  in which  the  faithful
beseeches God, "Lead us in the right way, thc way of those to
whom Thou hast been gracious, against whom Thou hast not
waxed wroth, and who go not astray." We said that along with
many in our own ranks we prayed that God would indeed lead
him step by step in the difficult tasks ahead. The King listened
intently. When we shook hands in the end, we all saw tears in his
eyes when he said, "1 want to be onc of you."

The Government provided us with a car and a driver, and we
were taken to Jericho, to the Dead Sea, and up the moon-like
mountains where perhaps the story of the Good Samaritan once
happened, to Jerusalem. It was latc afternoon when we left the
car and walked up the stcep slope of Gethsemane, the garden
with its two thousand years old gnarled olive trees facing the
Holy City. As the sun went down .behind the mighty walls, the
Golden Dome and the many church spires, we were quite alone
and read aloud the chapter of the New Testament about that
night in Gethsemane. What had been legend until then became
tangible reality. These things had really happened here.

Jerusalem  at  that  time was  a  divided  city with  a  line  of
destroyed nomansland running right through the middle, and
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armed soldicrs posted on both sidcs ready to shoot. We were able
to see the Old Town, walk along the Via Dolorosa and around
the wide square of the Dome of the Rock. We could even glance
down to the foot of the Wailing Wall where Jews, ceaselessly as
in eternal pain, swayed their bodies in prayer against the stone.
But we wcre  barred  at  the  borderline. The  atmosphere was

pregnant with hatred. Christians, Moslcms and Jews all regarded
this place as holy, they prayed to the same one God, and were yet
so deeply,  irreconcilably divided from each other.  It madc no
sense.  Repulsive was  also  the  obvious  rivalry between  all  the
Christian denominati.ons and sects to eke out "their" corners in
the Holy Sepulcher or in Bethlehem, each claiming to profess
the only true faith.

***

Time ran out on our tour. We had been ordered to be back in
Switzerland for the opening of the summer conferencc at Caux.
On our list of countries to be visited in the hope to arrange for
delcgationstotheAssemblywerestillSyria,TurkeyandLebanon,
and therc was still more work to do in Egypt. But we were able
to  make  only one  of these  placcs  and  decided  it would  be
Lebanon. We had the addresses of some friends in Beirut, but no
idea how to rcach pcople of influence who might be willing to
take up the idea. It was to work out in a marvelous way.

I  fell  in  love  with  Beirut  as  soon às  1  saw  it when  we
approached  it  from  the sca:  the  deep,  lush green  of densely

growing pine trees on the hills going up to Mount Lebanon, the
unusual red-brown of the earth, and the dark, luminous blue of
the Mediterranean mixed to a just beautifiil portrait. It was years
before the peaceful scene became the battle ground for one of the
most senscless, bloody and cruel wars in recent history. Lebanon
was then still a prosperous multi-national, multi-religious and
multi-cthnic country, the most developed and most westernized
of the Arab nations.
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Credit to this extraordinary position must be given, among
other influences, to the French who had been given mandatory

power over Lebanon from 1920 until 1946, when the last French
occupying troops and administration officials were forced to lcave
and independence was granted to the new nation, separating it in
the process from Syria which until then had becn the motherland.
The Lebanese had then created a dcmocratic constitution which
was the only of its kind in thc world and worked admirably for
almost a quartcr century.

Although the national language was and continued to be
Arabic,thegovernmentwasmotivatedbythenecessityofcrcating
a workable basis for tcamwork of a great variety of religions and
ethnic groups who were, in the rest of the world, at loggerheads.
SlightlymorethanhalfoftheLebancsepopulationofthreemillion
were  Christians-Maronite,  Greek-Orthodox,  Armenian-
Orthodox, all in all eleven different denominations; forty-five

pcrcent were Moslems, again divided up in Sunni, Shi'a and a
significant number of Druzes. The largest other minority wcre at
that time Jews. The consensus found was to the benefit of all
these factions and the country at large. What looked like the
brain child of some highly sophisticated legal minds, a carefully
worked  out  proportional  representation  on  every  level  of

government and administration, functioned as well and as long
as  the participating groups drew advantages from it. The law
fixed  that  the  State  President  must  always  be  a  Maronite
Christian, the Primc Minister a Sunni Moslem, the President of
Parliament a Shi'a Moslem, and so forth. For six Christian MPs
there had to be five Moslems. And it worked.

We stayed in the St.George Hotel right by the busy harbor,
in walking distance of the  center of town where shops were
bursting with goods from everywhere. Almost a quarter of all
the Lebanese lived abroad, most of thcm in the U.S.A., where
they, equipped with the proverbid Lcvantine business-sense, made
money and contributed to their homeland's well-being. At an
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obscure little tailor shop in Beirut 1 had the fascinating expericnce
of getting a new summer suit in less than twenty-four hours after
the first measurement had been taken. And it was ridiculously
cheap at that.

It was the first place we had come to without any invitation
from an official authority or an introduction to an institution at
Government level. So we went to see the people on the contacts
list.  One of these worked as a reporter for a French language
newspaper, and he took us to the office of his chief cditor. After
being introduccd, this gentleman said, "1 know all about your
work. In fact, it has altered my life style and the motives of my
work as a journalist." He told us that, a few years earlier, he had
travelcd to London for studies and had asked his British colleagues
to name for him the three most important books of thc season.
Among those his friends had chosen was Peter Howard's, "Ideas
have Lcgs".

"Inretrospect",themansaid,"1donotknowwhether1should

be glad or sad about it, but reading that book sure cost me a lot
of sleepless nights and a number ofvery tough resolutions, both
regarding my family and my job as an editor." The results of his
change of heart must have been significant because his associates
had noticed somcthing quite different in their boss and in the

poliçy of thc papcr without being able to detect the reason for it.
At the end of our interview he said, "Let's go to work. Who in
Lebanondoyouwanttosee,andwhomarewegoingtomeetfirst?
Icangetyouintouchwithcvcr)bodyyoucanthinkof.Noproblem."

Our first appointment was with Kemal Jumblat, leader of
the opposition in parliament and also head-man of the Lebanese
Druzes. He was about to leavc for the U.S.A. for political talks
but let us know that he would receive us before take-off. The
Druzes are a Moslem sect named after a renegade called Darazi
who had promoted, around the year 1,000 AD, the divine origin
of his  lsmailite  ruler  Habim,  a  thesis  which was,  of course,
anathema  to  all  the rest of Mohammedan.  Darazi's  followers
subsequentlyweremostofthetimeatwarwiththeotherMoslem
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sections and became known as a particularly belligerent people.
The  Druzes  lived  in  the  rugged,  almost  inaccessible  Shouf
Mountains south of Beirut.  Kemal Jumblat asked us to meet
him there, in his mountain hideout castle.

As a small boy 1 had read, like most German kids, almost all
sixty-three volumes of Karl May's adventure books, in fact 1 had
dcvoured them and taken their fantastic dcscriptions for bare
truth although Mr.May had never been at the scenes he so vividly

portrayedforgenerationsofyoungsters.Wefeltweknewallabout
the American Red lndians like Chiefwinnetou of thc Apaches,
or the wild Kurds of the Balkan lands, or the Arabs who were
epitomized in these books by a weird little Bedouin called Haji
Halef omar ben Haji Abul Abbas ibn Haji Dawoudh al Gosara.
So when we drove up the steep, twisting gravel roads leading up
to Jumblat's eagles nest, I imagined that certainly after the next
bend one of my childhood heroes would be there to greet us.
Sure enough, suddenly two or three ferocious looking figures
appeared out of nowherc and challenged our car. Thc driver
explained that we were expected, and told us that here was the
border to Druzc country. We had to pass several more road blocks.

We had been warned about Jumblat's Communist leanings.
In those times, anyone opposed to one's own lines of thought
was easily tarred to be a Communist, a most comfortablc way to
exclude that person from thc camp of the good. Generalizations
like this are to my mind the most stupid and at the same time
detestable trend 1 can think of. It turned out that the Druze leader
had little time for Moscow's ideology. He was a highly intelligent
and well-read politician who had studicd both the philosophy of
Marxism and the basic humanistic and Christian ideas of the
Occident, and he voiced some qualms about all of them. He was

quick to understand what we were out for and agreed that thc
need for genuine reconciliation on all levels of human society
was paramount. "But to be honest``, he said, "with human nature
being what it is, I doubt that it can be achieved to any significant
extent." It was sad that we were unable to deepen the relationship
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with this remarkable man then and in fiiture years. He, and after
him his son, were to play an important role in the tragic history
of the Lebanon as it evolved.

The  country at  that  time was  by far  the  most Western
orientated of all Arab nations, due perhaps also to the influence
ofAUB, the American Univcrsity of Beirut, where most of the

present Arab  leaders  had  studied.  Although  financed  to  a
significant extent from American sources, AUB had been able to
maintain its Arab core, and its standard of teaching could well
stand comparison with European or American colleges. When
we met some of the professors and students at the beautifully
situated campus,  we  found them fascinated with  the idea of

putting together an AUB delegation for training in Switzerland,
andwiththesuggestiontoplanforaparticularstudentconference
for the Middle East lands.

***

"You are late," one of my team-mates said in a voice soaked with

disapproval.
"Again", another one added.

The inside of my stomach churned up with dcfensiveness as
1 sat down at the breakfast table.

"What's  the  matter with you,  are you off the  ball?"  they

wanted to know.
I  knew they were going to  ask that!  It was  the standard

question when one of us was not the radiant, all-out rcvolutionary
person he was expected to be at every moment. To be off the ball
meant that your self-willed ego had gotten in the way of the
absolute moral standards, and experience taught that probably

you had indulged in impurity of somc kind."No", I said. ``I'm just sour, and 1 don't feel well."
"Perhaps you would feel better ifyou thought less ofyourself

and more about other people. Did you, for instance, carry down
Gérard's bags? You know that he can't do it himself."



290 HANsjóRG  GAREIS

"I'm sorry, Gérard", I told him.  "1 forgot.  But 1 really feel

unwell this morning. And 1 am sour because, for days now, none
of you thought of translating for me during the interviews we
had. How can 1 participate and give my best when 1 don't know
what is going on."

Thesayinggoesthattravelingtogetheristhebestwaytolose
one's friends. So far, however, we had gotten on extremely well
witheachother.Onlyduringthelastdaysweallhadbecnirritated
and let out our deadly tiredncss on each other. Several months of
almost permanent red alert had made me move at my physical
and mental limits for too long. I was burnt out and exhausted. It
was similar with my friends.

We met for our last breakfast in Egypt. Some of us would
return to Cairo later in autumn. At ten a.m. a taxi would come
to pick us up and take us to the Alexandria harbor where wc
would board a ship bound for Marseilles. We did not want to fly
to Switzerland. All of us needed a few days rest, and also, sea
fares were cheaper than air travel.

Adding to our general fatigue had been a nightmarc car-trip
from Cairo to Alexandria the day before.  Several miles before
reachingtheHalfwaylnn,withnothingaroundubutflatdesert,
a ferocious sand storm had hit us. I was driving, and in seconds
visibility became zero so that 1 had to stop the car. In no time
dust filled the compartmcnt a`nd made us cough although the
windows were closed tightly. The sound of the sand hitting the
vehicle on the windward side was frightening. It had such force
that it dulled the paint of the car and at points made the naked
metal come through as if a sand-blaster had been at work.

I  was  looking  forward  to  my first  cruise.  Ever since  our
torpedo boat wcnt down at the end of the war 1 had dreamt of

going to sea again on a peaceful journey. But as soon as anchors
were lifted and the beautiful sight of Alexandria faded away, I
developed a fever and had to lie down in the tiny cabin with the
smallporthole.Theship'sdoctorcameandsaid,"Youarccertainly
ill with something, but 1 do not know what it is. You have been
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in the Tropics, so it could well be contagious. I will have to put

you in quarantine and you will have to go to the hospital isolation
ward as soon as we reach Marseilles. Sorry, but your friends will
not be allowed to see you before the necessary laboratory tests
have been made."

That was precisely what happened. When my three friends
movcd on to Switzerland 1 was able to wave to them only from
adistance.AnambulancebroughtmetotheTropicalDepartment
of the hospital  and without  any  further  consultation  1  was
confined to a single room, cut off from the rest of the world. No
doctor camc to see me. The nurses were nice and looked after me
well and efficiently. But they spoke French only and had no idea
how long it would take to evaluate the many lab tests to find out
if l was a deadly medical danger to mankind or not. I felt perfectly
fine myself, my temperaturc had scttled down to normal again, I
hadlotsofsleepandgoodfood-itwouldbeakindofunexpected
holiday in Southern France.

As it was, the hospitalization became a landmark in my life.
There was ample time to read masses of letters, news-services
and papers, go through them at leisure and think about them. I
was amazed to realize that in five years, ever since 1 left Stuttgart
to join the Collegc of the Good Road, I had not been alone on
my own for more than a couple of hours or so. It made me quite
uneasy and was something of a shock to find out how dependent
1 had becomc on the constant close companionship with like-
minded  friends. To  be  alone with  myself made  me  fcel very
insecure. "The Team" had become the center of my being; I was

part of and followed every move of the group. I had indeed ceased
toliveonmyowninitiativeasanindividualandwasquitesatisfied
to be carried along by this amazing band of dedicated people. I
resolved that it was timc to take stock, to find out my position
in life and if l was still on the right track and where 1 should go
from here.

I began to write a diary and put down on paper every thought
that happened to come to my mind, pages and pages of it. This
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was nothing unusual because for all of us it had become a habit
to take time for reflection every early morning and to write down
our  thoughts.  But  this  diary  became  something  different
altogcther. It was astonishing to become awarc of the fact that,
during my regular times of quiet 1 had consciously edited and
censored my thoughts in the knowledge that everything written
would later have to be read to whoever 1 worked with at the
time.Itwascalled"sharingguidance",becausemanyofusbelicved
whatFrankBuchmanoftensaid,that"adequate,accurateinformation
cancomefiomthemindofGodtothemindofman",thatwhencver
we listened God would talk to us and guide us.

In the beginning, when all these ideas had been completely
newtomeandwhen1triedthemout,ithadbeenanoverwhelming
thought that the Almighty God could plant divine revelations
into my soul whenever 1 opened it to Him. Indeed, there had
beenafewraretimeswhen1hadsearchedforguidanceandsimply
knewforcertainthatathoughthadenteredmymindfromoutside
the capacity of my brain, a thought which 1 could blindly trust
to be true.  Whenever this happened,  I had regarded it as an
unexpected and undeserved gift, something 1 could not earn or
ask for like an answer in a telephone conversation. Buchman and
manyofhisclosestfollowersseemedtohavedifferentexperienccs,
however, because for them the connection was apparently always
available. If guidance would not come, they said, an un-confessed
sin or a piece of self-will not yet laid down at the Cross, was
blocking the flow. In the course of time 1 had therefore developed
the habit to note in my little booklet only what 1 thought might
impress or pleasc my colleagues.

The realization of this truth was a shock. Was 1 really that
much o#£4c 64/A My new diary filled up with critical,  even
heretical things which 1 thought 1 would ncver dare to recount to
even my closest friends.

A letter had arrived, signed by seven of the men and women
of the immediate surrounding of Frank Buchman, an epistle that
was meant to be a powerful challenge for all fulltime-workers to
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rally even closer and even more dedicated around our leader, to
strive even more seriously to reach out, in our own lives, for the
level of the founder's faith and commitment. The letter opened,
like most of our publications in those days, with a few statements
like, "The choice for mankind today is MRA or Communism",
or, "Therc has never been a world assembly (like the one closed
last week)  in which the hopes and fears of nations have been
changedsofiindamentallyanddrastically.Thetideofinternational
materialism was turned last week. We stepped on to the threshold
of a new age."

I almost did not trust my eyes when 1 read, in the diary, my
own  reactions  to these slogans,  "This  boasting language,  this
claiming of dreamt up, unrealistic results and achievements is
absolutely unbearable-this is not very different from Joseph
Goebbels' PwP4gzz#cZ¢m;.#¢.jfc#.##2.  Our friends create a leader
cult around Frank Buchman which 1 find almost as repulsive as
the one the Nazis created around Hitler."

At another point, the letter called for an inspired democracy
as the supreme, the optimal form of government on every level
of society.  It sounded really great.  But to my mind,  our own
organizational set-up and our systcm of reaching decisions had
not much in common with a lived-out democracy, let alone an
inspired one, as 1 understood the term. Every move, every action,
every wording of a letter, the content of every meal or meeting,
had to be checked with the group and needed the consent of the
leader.Thepersonwiththestrongcstpersonalityseemedregularly
to have the best guidance. In case of doubt, a question was referred
to Frank Buchman and his verdict would be accepted by all as
the right one-it was hardly possible to argue with someone
who maintained that God told him what to say.

Our leaders wrote, "Such living, like Frank's, cuts across every
scrap of impurity, ambition, competition, indulgence in moods
and sulks-very bit ofself-concern, personally and nationally."
Forfiveyearsnow1hadtriedredlyhardtomeetallthesechallenges
in my life, to renounce all striving for worldly goods and success,
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all longings for marriage and my own family, any indulgcnce in
things  that  did  not  immediately  serve  the  progress  of the
movement. In all these years 1 had not read one good book, had
nót entered a theatre except for an MRA performance, had heard
hardly any concert of classical music. Neither Buchman nor, as
far as 1 could make out, the men and womcn around him had

~  much of an artistic disposition. So 1 cut these things out like all
other  side-interests  like  stamp  collecting  or  archaeology  or

genealogy or sports. I found that 1 could not talk with people
about any subject but MRA and the ideological struggle. As an
individual, I pondered, I had not grown during this time. My

personality, to the contrary, had shrunk when measured by awM#/y
standards.

I wrote and wrote, and began to feel relicved to have expressed
it all, even if only to myself. With every "negative", every critical
thought flowing out after having been suppressed for so long,
tensionleftmysystemandwasrcplaccdbyawonderfiilrelaxation
in my spirit and a physical sense of well-being. In the diary, the
character of the entrics changed, unnoticeable at first, and then
more and more clearly. To be fair, I had to admit that 1 had been

privileged before all my former school matcs. I had been given
an  cxtraordinary education.  My horizon  had  been widened
bçyond all expectations. Each one of the "negatives" I had rcacted
against could not overshadow my fundamental conviction that,
with all our human weaknesses, we were trying to participate in
a work of God, that the basic ideas we professed wcre right and
needed in our time. Like countlcss other ordinary people, I had
found a faith in a time of faithlessness, I had experienced the

_    transformation ofmy parents and so many others, I had witnessed
how my country had effectively been  helped  in  a period  of
desperateneed.

In  my  mail  were  detailed  reports  from  my  old  fricnd
Fromund about his activities with an MRA group in lndia and
Pakistan,  and  similar letters  from  other  German  friends  like
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Frowin from Japan and Eckart from South Africa, and also from
my father and mothcr after they had concluded an invitation
tour through the scandinavian countries. Just like we had on our
triptotheArabkings,thçyallreportedaboutencouragingbridge-
building events between adversaries, about people loosing their
hatred and beginning to be reconciled. There could be no better
way, I thought, to live as a patriot and to represent, at home and
abroad, and together with all my friends from everywhere, a new
type of German, indeed a new type ofworld citizen.

When the doctors finally came to my isolation ward in the
Marseilles Hospital to tell me that 1 was all right, they were a bit
overwhelmed when 1 thanked them profusely for taking so long
with their verdict. They could not know that they had helped
me to be alone with myself long enough to renew my promise
to God to serve Him as long as and in every way He wanted me
to.

In my new resolve, however, there was a subtlc difference. I
had remembered those dialogues with my father when he was
still a prisoner of war, when he tried in darkest desperation to
fight out the soldier's fundamental conflict between duty and
conscience. He had told me then, "We must bow to God only,
never to man." That thought had come back to my memory
with powerful forcc. It was right and 1 embraced it with all my
hcart: My allegiance would be to God and not to a movement.
My loyalty would be, when all was said and done, to Him and
not to any man.



7. New Horizons
Writing about history will never come close to an exact science.
There will always be bias. When 1 am reading now, half a century
after  the events  reported,  the  diaries  and  memoirs  of other
contemporaries,  I  am  astoundcd  both  about  the  completely
different things others seem to remember from the same periods
and places in history, and also about the diffcrent interpretations

putforwardforexactlythesamesituations.TheCatholicCardinal
Bea, during the grcat efforts towards achicving Christian unity at
the Ecumenical Council, put it this way: "There is only onc Truth.
ButourindividudknowledgeoftheTruthwillalwaysbelimited."
Bea went on to say that we must accept that part of the Truth
which othcrs see without giving up what we know to be the
Truth. One of the most ftindamental Christian virtues is tolerance
towards other bcliefs.

We did not practice much Christian tolerance, half a lifetime
ago, inside our own ranks and certainly not with people who
could not fully endorse our way of thinking and living. We tried
to "fight for each other" and for the world at large. The tone of
our publications and all kinds of pronouncements became more
aggressive as the Cold War stormed towards ncw climaxes and
the Third world became the major bone of contcntion between
the power blocs. Our theme was, "Nations that will not think
will perish.„

In 1954 Peter Howard and his son Anthony had written a
musical play,  714c Vzz%.íÁf.#g/í4z#é/, all in witty verses, and some



STEPPING  STONES 297

of our best musicians had enriched it with some really catchy
tunes. It was done in an incredibly short time and put on stage in
America  with  the  help  of  somc  of  Hollywood's  best
choreographers and technicians. The play depicts thc East-West
conflict,thedeadlythreatofadisciplined,godlessandmateridistic
ideology against a Free World with no conccption for the fiiture,
self satisfied and egocentric, and just as materialistic.

The idea was born that  714c Vzzw.jÁ;.#g /í4z#J should be the
core of an "Ideological Mission" which turned out to become

perhaps the largest and most expensive action in the history of
MRA. Up to 250 peoplc and several tons of equipment were
transported  in  three  U.S.  Air  Force  planes,  starting  from
Washington,to30countriesmainlyinAsia.Castandstagecrcwof
the musical contributed the bulk of the participants. The rest were
"spokesmen" from all walks of life and many different countries.

The "Mission" started its tour in Junc  1955. It drcw largc
crowds wherever the musical was put on stage. The plan was,
after Japan, Ceylon (today Sri Lanka), India and Pakistan, also
lran, Iraq and Egypt should be visited. I had returned to Cairo,
this time with a larger group, already in January. We had hired a
house in Garden City, one of the nobler parts of the Egyptian
capital,  and  began  with  the  preparations  for  the  "Mission's"
appearances in thc Arab world.

In  May 1  was  scnt,  together with  a young American,  to
Baghdad to "set up" that city as we called it. My companion was
a most agreeable young man, I could not have wished for a better
one, but, new to this part of the world, he suffered from the heat
and the strangeness engulfing him.

We stayed at the old fashioned Zia Hotel on the banks of the
mighty Tigris river, a place 1 knew from earlier visits. The Zia
Hotel has found world wide renown because Agatha Christie
chose it as the scene of crime of one of her murder mysteries.
The owner of the hotel, Michael Zia, was a fricnd. He, like most
ofthepersonncl,wasanArmenianChristian.Theyallhadbiblical
names. One morning, it was already hot and sticky, one of the
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waiters greeted us for breakfast and said, "Sorry, no corn flakes
today, Jesus is sick and he has thc key".

Apart from Michael Zia we did not know many people in
Baghdad. There was, of course,  Dr.  Fadhil Jamali, who at the
time represented his country at the United Nations and was,
unfortunately, abroad. The Foreign Minister, Mr. Bashayan, had
let us know that lraq would be happy to welcome the ldeological
Mission in Baghdad. However, this was not an "invitation" of
the kind needed as a basis for such a major operation. It was our

job, therefore, to find the approval of the young King for his
country to formally invite the whole traveling group. But scveral
applications for a Royal audience failed or were blocked off by
some court officials. The Foreign Minister whom we wcre able
to talk to after a week told us not to worry, and to go through all
the details with one of his secretaries. We got a car and a driver,
courtesy of the lraqi Government, and went to work.

Wé  got  to  know  the  slow  grinding  mills  of an  oriental
bureaucracy,  and soon we wished we had  never come to  the
country. Iraqi officials, at least in the middle of the 2oth century,
knew no official work hours and were loath to decide anything;
nobody would take responsibility. We had to find acceptable

quarters for 250 people for three or four nights, arrange for meals
for the same number, make dates for performances of the play in
Faisal Theatre, print posters, leaflets and invitations, propose texts
for  press  releases,  find  means  of transport  for  people  and
equipment. In the theatrc an air-conditioning machine would
have to be installed if we wanted to avoid massive fainting on
stage because of the tremendous heat.

All  these things and hundreds more were supposed to be
done not by us two poor foreigners but by lraqis, and we appealed
to their patriotism and their national pride. But it was slow going
and time was running away fast. In the end, however, most things
seemed to fall into place and the Cabinet even let us know that

part of the total estimated cost of the operation would be met,
over and above the returns from the sale of tickets.
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Eight days before the scheduled arrival of the three Mission

planes-we had just received news ofan astounding reception by
the Tehcran Government-we two young men were ordered to
come to the Foreign Ministry. An official whom we had not met
before told us that the invitation was cancelled by order from
"highest circlcs". The  "Mission" was  not allowed  to  come  to

Baghdad. We must inform those responsible immediately. The

planes had no permission to enter lraqi territory. No reasons were
given. Our meek protests were to no avail. The Foreign Minister
would not receive us.

It was catastrophe. Where should so many people go and
what about their tons of equipment? We cabled the bad news to
Petcr  Howard  in Teheran  where  the  entire  group  had just
complctcd a triumphant reception by Shah Reza Pahlevi and his

Queen Soraya. The following day, in Baghdad, we were at least
able to gct permission for the planes to land and for the delegates
to go to their allotted rooms. But performances of 774c Wzw.j4z.#g
/J4z#J remained strictly forbidden-until six hours before the
planned first opening of the curtain.

Inside the movement it was an undisputcd though unwritten
lawthat"mistakes",smallorbigaberrationsfromtheGod-inspired

plan, were inevitably due to moral sin in the originator. In this
case,myAmericanfricndand1weretheoriginators.PeterHoward
sent,  on the very day he received our cable,  four able bodied
mcn, strong in the faith, to Baghdad to deal with the culprits.
For four days and nights wc were taken apart. The professional
life-changers knew their job. In the famous book 714r€cil4c# f.# Áz
BOÁzf, the threc students studying a medical dictionary come to
the conclusion that symptoms of every known disease could be
found in their bodies, except child bed fevcr.  For us two,  the
diagnosis was that we had committed practically every sin in the
book. Homosexuality (of course) and other ugly impurities, lying
and crass egoism, lust for recognition and reprehensible softncss.
We  had  been  bribcd,  we were  told,  by having  been  given  a

government car and driver and by living in a comfortable hotel,
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and thus we had been blind and deaf for what must have been a
Communist intrigue against the Work of God.

So we had to atone for it all. I had to stop wearing a golden
signet ring with our family crest (vanity),  give away my type
writer (my reports were full of selfish boastfulness), take off my
tropical suit (impure pride). We had to shed all responsibilities
and were immediately reduccd to all kinds of lowly menial work
like carrying bags and such.

***

Whathadreallyhappened?Weheardaboutitonlymanymonths
later,  mostly through  hints without  real  proof.  Naturally,  an
enormousundertakinglikethe"Mission",intheexcited,explosive
atmosphere betwecn the two ideological blocs at the time, would
find not only enthusiastic praise-not in the official evaluations
of the countries visited, and not in the world media. In fact there
was massive resistance against the actions and pronouncements
of the movement,  both hidden and blatantly open;  not only
from Communist sources but also from democratic governments
and institutions who felt challenged by the revelation of painful
truths about corruption and failures in their own ranks as they
were expressed in our plays and books.

Regularly, a few weeks before the "Mission" arrived at another
city, it secmed that negative rumors were intentionally sprcad:
the MRA people would not pay their bills; it was said that the
U.S. State Department had withdrawn permission for thc group
to use Air Force planes because its protagonists werc spreading
statements to the detriment of America's image in the world. In
Cairo, ncwspapers maintained that the message of the movement
was "imperialistic", and in Baghdad, so we were astonished to
find out, two nondescript lraqi government officials in cahoots
with a junior member of the u.S. Embassy had sent a duplicated
statement to all Members of cabinet saying that 714c Vz#Ç.íÁf.#g
/j/Áz#J was  Communist  propaganda  and,  especially,  that  its
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message was "anti-monarchist". That was a clever move, and it
almost succeeded.

At the last moment, however, the lraqi Government ordered
someone to critically read thc manuscript of the play, and this

gentleman found out that it was actually the King in the plot
who played the key part in averting the deadly danger to his
vanishing island. Peter Howard was asked if he was willing to
change  a  few  words  in  the  text  which  might  possibly  be
misunderstood. This was done, the Cabinet met and decided to
liftthebanandtheplaywasperformedbeforeacapacityaudiencc,
opening exactly on time.

Even if my American friend and 1 had lived a saintly life-
which we certainly had not-we would probably not have had
suspicions any earlier. This is what 1 would say today from the
distance  of so  many years. At  the  time,  the  two  of us  were
smothered in conviction of sin, and it was clear to mc that, when
1 met Dr. Buchman next it would be the end of my career as a
full-time worker. However, a few weeks latcr at the opening of
another conference in Caux, Frank sat in front of Mountain House
in the sunshine and all the participants of the "Mission" marched

past him single file. When 1 came up to him, my heart beating
like a drum, he just grinned at me and said, "fine, fine, fine".

Our judges from Baghdad felt that this was not enough of a

punishmcnt. I was sent, thereforc, to Britain into "exile", to find
my way back,  under  the  tutelage of trustcd,  Oxford-Group
trained  men  and women,  to  my  true  calling as  a  Christian
revolutionary. The banishment lasted for two years-and 1 loved
everymomentofit!Timewasfilledwithmeetingpeoplebetween
Scotland and Wales, London and lreland,  the Dockers of thc
Clyde,  the miners  in  the  Rhondda Valley and  the  industrial
workers in Stoke-on-Trent.

We arranged local meetings or large assemblics, took busloads
to  London  for  people  to  look  at  one  of our  plays  in  the
Westminster Theatre,  or  showed  a  film  in  a  lonely village
somewhere. We became adopted members of host families and
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founded long-term friendships. What 1 liked best about this time
was that all our activities were carried out rather unobtrusively,
we were not held to prove our cffectiveness as "a force".  I felt
taken back to my first experiences in Stuttgart when it was just
fun to care for individual people for the sake of these people.

High point of these two years in Great Britain was when my
fatherandmothercameforanextendedvisit.Overalongerperiod
we had been estranged from each other. I had been away from
Germany most of the  time,  and  the  old  family tradition  of
writinghomeatleastonceaweekwhenabroad1sawasatiresome
burden which 1 often failed to carry.  But more than that, my

parents, especially my father, felt less and less at ease with the
routine of day-to-day MRA full-time life. He thought that the
constant central emphasis on each other's little sins was ``petty
bickering" which kept us from pursuing the important national
and international tasks. He was disappointed about thc absence
of ``follow-up-work"  which would  deepen  the  experience  of
transformation in the lives of individuals as it had happened in
him and my mother. They made their thoughts known and as a
result were not asked any more to attend meetings or speak at
largerevcnts.

For me this development had been embarrassing. Our leaders
asked me what was wrong with my folks and what was wrong
with me that 1 was unable to deal with them in the right way.
There must be some sin not yet atoned! The best we could do
then was to agree to let my parents alone. My father had used
this interval to write the diary of the 98th lnfantry Division which
he had built up in  1940, led through the endless stretches of
Russia up to Moscow,  and further,  to the annihilation of the
troops, to the Crimea Peninsula. The book sold extremcly well.
It had to be reprinted twice and, in the Central Military Archive
of Germany, it equals with the works ofsome of the best known
war-time leaders.

Our re-union in Britain was a wonderful gift to all three of
us. We found a new closeness that lasted to the end of their lives.
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I regard it as one of the great treasures 1 own.  Differences of
opinion remained, of course, as it is natural between members of
two different gcnerations. But a basis of complete trust in each
other was creatcd which we could always depend upon.

I began to realize that the total break in history, tradition and
life-style in Germany had hit the generation of my parents at a
station in life when they were too old, too shattered to start all
over again. We, just 20 or a little older when the Armagcddon of
Hitler's " 100-Year-Reich" had collapsed, had our lives before us.
One could not compare. My father and mother were among the
few fortunate in their age-group who, through their experience
in Caux, had found a way out. We were indeed privileged.

After this, my parents were asked again to take part in a larger
action. A group of Chinese collcge students from Taiwan had

produced a very livcly play called  714c DMjzgo#. Thcir European
tour with this production also went to the Scandinavian countries
of Finland,  Sweden and Norway.  My mother and father had
been asked to accompany them. To accept this invitation took
courage for them. In 1957, twelve years after the end ofworld
War 11, Wcst Germany had long been a full member of NATO.
The term "Re-militarization"-which had a bad smell to it-
hadgivcnwayto"ourdutytoplayanadequatcpartinthcdefense
of the Atlantic union"

But the wounds that Nazi terror had left with our neighbors
were still not healed. They smarted on, in some countries more
than in others. When a friend of my parents, Gencral Dr. Speidel
was given one of the top jobs in NATO, Commander-in-Chief
NATO Land Forces in Europe, and announced his first formal
visit to NATO member Norway, it caused big trouble. On thc
day prior to the General's arrival, Ozzg64zc#f , one of the national
tabloid papers, camc out with:

General Speidel is not welcome in Norway.
Politicians and military strategists acted against
the sentiments of the people in countries that
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have been trampled into the mud by the iron
hcels of the Nazis when they appointed General
Speidel  to  his  new position.  General  Speidel's
visit can only be rcgarded as an invective to the
living and an insult to thc dead Norwegian pa-
triots. His hands will forcver remain besmirched
with the blood of Allied warriors for peace.

There was no opposition to these statcments, at the time, in the
Norwegian press. Perhaps they expressed what many Norwegians
still felt about their German neighbors.

Not long aftcr this, when 714c Omgo# with its cast of 80 or
so young Chinese toured Scandinavia and played before crowded
audiences they also came to the big Fo/4cÁ4ci4#gf in Oslo. At the
end of the performance a fcw speakers were announced, among
them my father. What he had to say-asking for forgiveness for
Norwegians' suffering under Nazi rule and pleading for trust in a
new, democratic GermanyL-lectrified the crowd, and thçy stood
as One.

Next day, perhaps also as a result of an extremely positive
newspaper evaluation, a number of distinguished Norwegians
took my parents, along with other prominent members of the

group, to the memorial at Akershus fortress where my father laid
a wreath honoring the 44 Norwegian resistance fighters who had
been exccuted there by the Gestapo in 1945. They were the first
Germans to be so invited for such a sensitive national event in
Norway. They told me later that of all the similar events they
had experienced, this one went closest to their hearts. To be able
to play an active part in harmonizing the relationship between
nations so divided by deep-rooted feeling, was very important to
them. It became the central motivation for what thcy wanted to
do  with  the  rest of their  lives. They wanted,  in  a  quiet  and
unobtrusive way, to be actively involved in reconciliation.
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It was a turbulent period in world history.  In May  1955,  the
Soviet  Union,  Poland,  Czechoslovakia,  Hungary,  Romania,
Bulgaria,AlbaniaandEastGermanyhadsignedtheWarsawPact,
a formidable alliance. The Kremlin had repeatedly rejected any
attempt towards  a  non-aggression  treaty with  the West,  or a
German re-unification-unless on terms of a Communist rule.
On a state visit to  London that year,  Khrushchev,  the Soviet
leader,  had  told  the  Westcrn  democracies,  "You  don't  like
Communism, we don't like Capitalism. There is only one way
out  of the  dilemma:  peaceful  co-cxistence."  A  treacherous
suggestion, designed to lull the West in the hope that all would
be well

But when, that same year, the bravc Hungarians tried their
revolt against Soviet dictatorship and were crushed down with
the military might ofwarsaw Pact countries, the West remained
helpless, muted onlookcrs. 3,000 were killed, 100,000 fled from
Hungary. For the first time we watched the terrifting pictures of
ongoing war on TV. It has been perfected ever since. In America,
at the same time, fiirious race riots flared up and held the country
breathless. And the United States exploded on Bikini Atoll the
first H-bomb, accelerating the arms race so that, at the end, the
PowerBlocshadinstorçacapacityofalmostlimidessoverkill.Russia,
on the other side, was first in space with their bleeping Sputnik.

On  another  field,  the  balance  of world  powers  shifted
dramatically into new realms. The UN-Chartcr had stipulatcd in
its Article 73, that "nations not yet fully govcrning themselves
must be granted the right of self-determination". The process
ending the Agc of colonialism had begun much earlier, in 1947,
when what was British lndia became independent having been
divided up into lndia and Pakistan. Now, with the Declaration
oftheUnitedNations,thegreatcolonialpowerslikeGreatBritain,
France, Holland, Belgium and Portugal were urged to specd up
the process. The Empires tumbled.
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In  the  decade  from  1956  to  1966,  in Africa  alone,  35
countries  gained  their  indepcndencc,  most  of them  totally
unprepared  for  the  new  responsibilities.  In  many cases,  the
transition happened peacefiilly and without the use of forcc. But
very often, as in the French lndochina possessions, terrible and
costly wars broke out because of the slowness and hesitancy in

granting the freedom demanded by the people. Malaya was the
last of British Asian colonies to become sovereign in 1957 after
170 ycars of British rule.

Only a few countries stubbornly held on to "white rule".
But when, in 1960, at the peak of the inhuman Apartheid system
in South Africa, British Prime Minister Harold Macmillan visited
that country, he told a furious Hendrik Verwoerd, the "Father of
Apartheid",  "The wind  of change  is  blowing  through  this
continent ofAfrica and, whether we like it or not, this growth of
national consciousness is a political fact. The great question of
the century is if Africa and Asia will turn to Communism or to
the West." At the time, this was a farsighted statement. Which
way the new sovereign countries would turn, so it seemed, the
world would turn.

Those of us closely associated with MRA during that period
were, perhaps, more sensitive to the consequences for all mankind
of this enormous,  ongoing transition. There were larger and
smaller groups of "committed" people at work in many of the
crisis arcas on all continents. Considering the extremely limited
influence they could wield, thcir efforts in building bridges and
filling up rifts between longstanding encmies were manifold and,
in many cases, highly appreciated.

I myselfwas a member of such groups, for instance, in Cyprus
at the time of lndcpendence of the lsland, and, later, in several
countries of southern Africa like-as thçy were then still ffilled-
Southern Rhodesia and Northern Rhodesia, the Congo, Rwanda
and Burundi and, in 1961, in thc Republic of south Africa. This
lattervisitwasthelasttimethatmyparentsand1traveledtogether
on a larger mission. We had been invited to the Republic with a
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number of German coal miners, some of them formerly for 30
years  members  of the  Communist  Party  of Germany.  The
staggering adventures we had in these lands would fill another
book, and they would be worth being reported.

Being introduced to Generdl Mobutu, The Congo

lt seems to me that Frank Buchman and his closest colleagues
felt keenly that we were not making fast enough progress in our
work and that, on the other hand, "the evil forces" werc gaining
headway.  His pronouncements to his  followers became more
and more urgent. He would say,  "Some of you have it, some
don't. You are not doing the job. I expect each one ofyou, without

pay,  to do the most difficult work in the world, it is also the
most natural work. But you don't do it."

Another time he complained, "1 suggested you ought to bc
in touch with ten persons in a day and help them change. But
that scems to be too many. Maybe you could find room for one
person. Do you think the way you live you can cure a nation?
Britain's cabinet? If you are not playing the game on that basis,

you're not doing the job. The truth is that most of you don't
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burn." He felt that Satan's host were pressing hard, and not only
from  the side of World Communism,  but from  the massive
advance of materialism in every country and on every level.

The poliçy-making group around Buchman enlarged on the
sense of urgency, of thc choices we were facing, and implored
those active in the movement:

What do we fight for? Approval or change?
We nced to recognize that in the democracies we
are dealing with a materialism as fanatic as that
of Communism. A Communist has a driving
faith in the direction and inevitable outcome of
the "historical process".

Theso-calledfreepeopleshaveadrivingfaith
in the power of money and the ability to meet
every situation with a gadget or "know-how".

In the early `60s, most of us and, I believe, millions around the

globe, believed that, in spite of all the threats and fears, there was
still enough moral substance in all countries to overcome, in the
end, the "forces of evil". If only enough people would unite in a
heroic, tremendous moral and cthical effort.

Early in 1961 a large number of committed fiill-time workers
were ordered, by personal invitation, to attend a conference on
Mackinac lsland. We were to be sworn to attempt this greatest
and final effort, each one of us, men and women, 0ld and young.
None of us must hide in the security nor the anonymity of the

group.Wewereputtothetestifwewerewillingtogivecverything
andsurrenderdltothecause.Somcwhowerefoundtobeholding
back were sent home with a one-way ticket.

I was shocked to see Frank Buchman. He was not at all well,
not just physically, but also his strength of mind seemed to be
waning.Hisspeakingwasincoherentandhardlytobeunderstood.
He was propped up in his bed and scemed to be kept awake with
strong medication. Nobody had told us about this. Why was his
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situation kept a secret? Peter Howard had written a play called
"The Dictator's Slippers" in which the death of a dictator was

kept a secret by his Party because they could not agree on his
succession. I did not talk to others about my apprehensions.

Only a few months later, on June 7th, 1961, Frank Buchman
died. He was 83. He died in Freudenstadt in the German Black
Forest where he stayed in the same hotcl where, just before the
break-outofworldWar11,hefirstthoughtofMoralandSpiritual
Re-Armamenttobecome"thencxtgreatmovementintheworld".
I was in Bonn when the news came and immediately drove to
Freudenstadt to  help  in  the preparations  for a big memorial
ceremony. More than a thousand people were to take part and
accommodation had to be found in the small town.

To many the death of the founder appeared to be incredible.
They just could not believe that this man who had provided
direction,securityandfellowshipforthemwasnolongeravailable.
They walked around in Freudcnstadt dazed and numb. After the
ceremony, the coffin with the mortal remains of the deceased
was to be brought to his home town Allentown in Pennsylvania.
I was asked to drive thc car with the coffin to Stuttgart Airport,
accompanying Buchman's personal physician, normally a man
who could cause fear in others because of his forthrightness and
no-nonsense attitude. He was unable, on the whole trip, to say a
single word. He was just quietly sobbing.

There was no election process that we were aware of as to
who  would  lead  the  movement  from  then  on.  But  at  the
memorial service and even more so at a mass demonstration in
Freudenstadt  the  following  Novembcr,  Peter  Howard  left
absolutcly no doubt that he would be the new leader. The papers
covering the event reported about the messages of support from
statesmen around the world. But the hcadlines were, "New MRA
leader proclaims JV##  críf M€cÁf,  `Now,  forward with  renewed
strength". The "world force" was, he was quoted, solidly united
in  their  resolve  to  provide  a  positive  alternative  to  World
Communism and World Materialism.
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Howard  had  always  bcen  the  most  eloquent  of our
spokesmen, and by far the keenest thinker. He had been, during
the war, the leading political columnist for Lord Beaverbrook's
British newspaper empire. Even by 1961, he had written fifteen
books and seventeen plays, all produced and published in more
than a dozen languages. He had traveled, with MRA, extensively
on all continents. I have never again met a man with comparable
untiringenergy.

After Buchman's death he exploded into an action program,
touring far and wide and keeping in contact with all the national

groupscverywhere.Heencouragedusall,cHlengingorcriticizing
us unsparingly if he thought us to be not adequately engaged. He
demandcd to be kept up to date with every activity all the time.
Andhediligentlyansweredcverysinglereportandpersonalletter,
always precisely to the point, with no unnecessary word. He kept
a host of secretaries busy, often day and night. He spoke to the

greatest variety of audienccs in country after country, having the
newest facts and figures at his finger tips. It was as if he tried,
single handcd, with arms spread wide, to hold up the hurricane
ofworld events and turn them into a positive direction. He must
have expected or at least hoped that his giant example would
make all of us give of our strength as unsparingly as he did.

Not everybody was in favor of Howard's type of leadership.
There were those who said, "now, Frank Buchman would have
donethisdifferently".Thçyfeltthattherewasnotenoughemphasis
on the Holy Spirit and too much on "political issues". Unnoticed
by most of us, in many places groups were formed differentiating
between "new team" and "old team". At a timc when chances for
real  impact  of the  movemcnt  on  the world-wide  historical
evolution became greater than ever before, we tended to fight
our small battles with each other bccause we lost a clcar direction
of where we should go from here.

Peter  Howard  knew that  it would  take strong  measures
cuttingdeepintoself-concernedstructures,measureswhichcould
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result in losing many, especially older, stalwart members of the
fellowship. In October 1963 he wrote a message, individually
addressed to hundreds of us, challenging each of us to choose,
and he made clear what, to his mind, the choices were:

Twe haue, if we are swifi and hrge enough to

seize it, the biggest chance offlred to man fior cen-
turies.  There  are  two  Schools  of thought  dt  least
which mdy  be calhd that of the "enchuers"  and
that of the "fteebooters". The enchuers dre heen to
create  a fiellowship  in  which  the  great  truths  of
morality and God dre heH secure and u)here, in
the mídst of a pldnet th¢t has turned íts bach upon
such things, they can continue to liue and induce
some others to liue in a uJdy that seems best to them.

The fieebooters are out, night and day, with

flashing swords, determined to wín back fiom the
modern worw the propery of God that material-
ists,  intellectudls,  Fascists  and Communists  hdue
stohn,triedtodestroyandhidden.Theyfight,sing,
crdwl,run,zigzag,caruingtheírwãyuihereuerthey
can. They  liue off the territory they moue ín.  Es-
tablishments hdte them. The hdnd§ of the Power-

ftl dre agdinst them. Millions loue them. Not all
understdnd them. They are on the rdmpage to cre-
dte a reuolution whereby  God will become more
authoritatiue  to  euerybody  than uiifi,  husband,
chiu, uiealth, position, Mao T!se-tung, Khrushchev,
or euen Mr.  Kennedy.

Mdybe  we  need  both  enclauers  and fieeboo-
ters. The certaín thing is that fieebooters now need
to shed euery non-essential actíon fiom their liues,
to cledue to each other with a fiar less glutínous and
more absolute honesty to sa;f;eguard heahl], strength,
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time and passion, to see that euery weapon put to
use ís of a Profiessiondlism dnd polísh that enabhs
them to hdue d better chdnce of advance befiore the

gaz£ of an earth that is beginning to pdy uery seri-
ous attention to their actiuities. The choice is Spirit
or Beast, T;echnology or the Kingdom of Heauen,
human dict¢torship or God-control.

It could have turned the tide-or could it, really? At the
same time when this message reached us, we wcre among the
400,000 Germans cheering John F. Kennedy as he said, facing
the Monster Wall in Berlin, his "/cÁ 6f.# cÇ.# 6cr/f.7¢cr". East Ger-
mans threw flowers over the Wall to be given to J.F.K. And in
St. Paul's Cathedral in Frankfurt, he proclaimed his vision of an
Atlantic partnership in and for freedom. We believed it could
happen. Only a short while earlier the threat of nuclear war over
Cuba had been averted by a daring show of u.S. might. We, the
Free World, were clearly advancing.

Peter Howard made clear what strategy he would follow. If
the strength and power of the United Statcs democracy was the
hope for the freedom of mankind, we must concentrate all our
"freebooter" efforts on America. And, because fo7#orrow wf.// 6c

foo /Á# and there might be not enough time left to swing the
materialistic establishment into a new direction, we must bc all
out to win those who would shape thc fiiture: American youth. A
mass conference for "Tomorrow's America" was called at Mackinac
lslandandwasattendedby2,400collegeandhighschoolstudents.

It was different from all assemblies we had until then. The

young crowd was led, by all our most brilliant speakers, to an
eye-opening tour d'horizon about the perspectives of mankind.
They were not told, as we had often tended to do, what a great
movement MRA was and what they all should do. Rather, they
were asked to think about and express how they saw thcir own
fiiture and what, to their mind, needed to be done about it.
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During the following months Howard toured the U.S.A.
He spoke at 17 universitics and colleges and was invited to address
53 more. He spoke to a generation that was confused about their
purposeinlife,uncasyabouttheircountry'sVietnamengagement
and about race riots at home. Thcy, like millions everywhere, had
notyetrecoveredfromtheshockofJohnF.Kennedy'sassassination.
Thçywercsearchinglikechildrenhavinglosttheirparents.

Howard and his  friends-but  Peter Howard more  than
anyone  elsc  at  that  time  in  history-made  a  revolutionary,
mobilizing impression on Young America. They came by the
thousands, from revolting campuses and rioting schools, to join
the cause. They were told that they could, if they were willing,
make a decisive difference. They could become so different that
their own dogs would bite them when thcy returned home. They
would,possibly,facethestrongestopposition,the"heavicstkindof
artillery".Butthatwouldonlymeanthatthçywereontarget.Thçy
woulddemonstratethekindofpatriotismmodernAmericaneeded.

In Europe wc received reports about these events that made
usthinkamightytectonicquakewasrumblingandshiftingthings
in the New World. Every day there were bulletins about young
men and women joining ranks and speaking up. It was the time
when violence in Watts and revolts of civil-war-like character,
and demonstrations against the Vietnam war, made the papers
speak of "Teenage Terror". Young peoplc organized "Tcach-Ins"
and"sit-ins".TheresoundingresponsefromMackinaclslandwas,
"Sing Out". In a musical show with this title the students realized

what became the legacy of Peter Howard's burning passion for
American Youth.

Howard died in February, 1965 while on tour through Latin
American countries. What he had initiated ended an era in the
history of the movement and started a mighty new one. It also
resulted in the great divide. After Buchman and Howard, there
was no man or woman big enough or gifted enough to bring
togcther thc countless adherents all over the globe. Moral Re-
Armament had passed its peak.
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***

Frank Buchman House in Bonn had been for many of us the
only home address we had.  Situated just a stone's throw away
from B##c/cíÁ##j, the West German Federal Parliament, it stood
in a small,  quiet side street.  It was originally built during the

prosperous  1920s and looked like a stately family mansion. It
could house about 14 people. We called it "The House in Bonn".
It was our national head-quarters and everything was done to
enhance its status as an Embassy. The representative rooms on
the ground floor were decorated with choice furniture and car-

pets, mostly gifts or loans from friends. Since Government cars
were at that time all black, glossy Daimler limousines, our own
car park were, if possible, of the same quality. When one lived in
The House one was supposed to dress, move, talk, behave as it
behoved high level diplomats.

I had always disliked the formal, often ceremonial atmospherc
that came with all this. When we had important guests for a
meal, as happencd quite frequently, and sat around the large,
festive table, it was a rule that there was only one conversation
and that it was planned beforehand, in detail, who would say
what. Of course 1 accepted that, to provide an example of the
kind of society wc were living and fighting for, and especially
because we lived and worked together so closely, a high level of
discipline was asked from every one of us.  But 1 despised the
kind of drilled behaviorism that made our individual personalities
shrink instead of grow.

From the very bcginning of my carecr in the movement, I
h+ad always tried, thercfore, to be sent on missions away from
Germany, and 1 had succeeded very often, more than most ofJ    my friends. Until, it must have been during autumn ofl964, I

had returned to Bonn from the Lebanon in order to try and raise
some funds to support our work in the Arab Lands and then go
back to Beirut. But my friends did not lct me go. They felt that
it was time for me to do some of the more tedious kind ofwork
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at home for a while. I had been, for some time, GcícÁ&#f#.Á#r,
Secretary of the national organization for MRA in Germany that
had  been  founded  to  guarantee  gifts  and  legacies  to  be  tax
deductible for the donor. It was decided that 1 should take on
my  responsibilities  on  this  matter which  included  not  only
supervising the accounts but also various fund raising activities.

It may have been on this kind of business that 1 drove one
day from Bonn to Basle, just across the border into Switzerland,
where  1  met  three  of four others who  came  from  different
countries  for  a  kind  of strategy  session.  Wé  met  in  thc
BÁZÁ#Áo/rcífzz##¢% I remember that it was a drab, dismal place
and that the waiter was rude because each of us ordered just one
cup of coffee although we sat there for at least two hours.

As usual, after we had discussed whatever the subject of the
mceting was, one from the group suggested to be quiet for a
momcnt and seek further direction. This had become a habit. I
believe  it was  far away from  Frank  Buchman's  experience of
heeding the still small voice within us and to open thc soul for

guidanceasagiftfromtheAlmighty.Theinstitutionalizedroutine
to stop a conversation, poise pen and book, and expect, even
demand, "God, I am ready, now talk" I consider to be blasphemy.
My  religious  credo  was,  as  Romano  Guardini,  the  catholic

philosopher,  said,  "1  don't`want  a  God who  submits  to  thc
dimension of 7%y thinking and who is formed to my image. I
want the "c#/ God, and 1 know He will break up the limitations
ofmythinking".

At the meeting in 6ÁZÁ#Áo¢r#fzz"¢#f in Basle my heart had
not really been in thc matter we discussed. I must have racked
my brain for some intelligent thought to write down in my little
book. But nothing would come to my mind. After a while one
aftertheotherofthelittleteamsharedwhathethoughtandthen
everybody looked at me expectantly.

"1 had nothing" I said and 1 felt my face coloring crimson.
"But you  did write something,  what was  it?"  someone

said.
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"Yes, but that was nothing."

Soon after that we all departcd in different directions. I got
into the car and headed for the Autobahn. I had to slow down
bccause 1 was almost unable to drive straight. My whole inside
was up in turmoil, my head spun and my heart was beating fast.
It had taken me completely by surprise: The one word that kept
coming to my mind as we were sitting there in the café, again
and again, had been "Ruth, Ruth, Ruth." And now, alonc on the
road, it was, "Yes, Ruth is meant for you!" As if someone talked
to me loud and clcar.

In all the years working and traveling so closely with many

girls of my own age,  it was natural to develop,  from time to
time, more or less intensive feelings of attraction to one or the
other. In fact that had happened to me quite frequently. If it did
happen it was expected that one talked it over with colleagues so
that they would help to find out if it was "in God's Plan". If it
was more serious, one would write a letter to Buchman-when
he was still alive-or to Howard. I had done this several times.
Andthegreaterwisdomofmyfriendshadalwaysmademeforget
my feelings again. Absolutely unthinkable, though, was to try
and talk directly to the object of one's sentiments. If anybody
did, it was considered to be great sin and the person ran the risk
to be permanently dismissed from the fellowship.

But this time it was very different. Until that moment 1 had
not taken particular interest in this young lady. I knew she was
Swiss, an excellent secretary. She also lived at The House in Bonn,
one of five or six ladies at that timc.  She was a quiet person,
warm hearted and she had a ready, infectious laugh-but that
was as far as my knowledge of Ruth went. And yet, not for one
single moment did 1 have the slightest doubt about it: she and I
were meant to be a pair. Great surprise: All my friends agreed
with me, without exception. I wrote to Petcr Howard, but his
secretary replied from Peru that he had taken ill and could not
write himself. In fact, he died within a couple of days.

I had to wait and be patient for almost six months while I
saw and watched Ruth every day and could not talk to her about
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matters of the heart. It was almost unbearable and, I often thought,
unnatural. Then,  one sunny Sunday morning in June,  I had
written a note to her, asking if she would meet me, down by the
Rhine at the corner of 6##é/cJÁÁz#J, and go with mc for a walk.
And, exactly on time, she came in her best summer dress, radiant.
I had a Volkswagen at my disposal and we drove to Vg##f6crg, to
the hills above Bonn, and then had a long hike with many vistas
of the Rhine far down in the valley. When 1 told Ruth that 1
loved her, she said that she had been in love with me for four

years or longer. And 1 never noticed!

Wé  married  four  months  later  at  Ruth's  hometown,
Wãdcnswil, by the Lake of zurich. Like Alice, we entered new
realms of a Wonderland. It was not just that a married couple
had a different status in the hierarchy of the movement, far above
the single men and, far higher again, above the single women.
One was lifted, without one's doing, into an upper class where
one had to accept new responsibilities.

Wedding, 22 0ctober 1965
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Far more exciting and fulfilling however, was the chance to
share with someone everything in life, the most banal as well as
the deepest, and to do so because it was something one wanted
and not a duty to meet the rules of a revolutionary set-up. There
was another person that one could blindly trust, that would build

youupwhcnyouweredown,thatwouldlistenwhcnyouneeded
totalk.Neitherofushadabankaccountoranyearthlypossession
apart from our suitcases and the clothing we needed, yes, and
apart from a number of wedding gifts which were stored away
until a time when we would be able to use them. We promised
each other to be prepared to live that way if and as long as we
were both convinced that this was in God's Master Plan.

***

Whilewewerecelebratingourweddingwithourfamilies,young

people from all over the United States, but also from Asia, Africa,
Latin America and Europe, came to Mackinac lsland for what
turned out to be the largest youth demonstration in the Free
World in  1965. The reports about what these young men and
women had to say and what they set in motion had all of us soon
in excited anticipation. The last time we had cxperienced such a

ground swell of response had been in the immediate post-war
years. We were to be totally engulfed and involved in the waves
that soon swcpt over the Atlantic.

The first foretaste came when six of the "New Americans"
arrivedforablitztourthroughEuropeancountries-white,black
andonelndianamongthem.Theyshowedgrcatselfconfidence,
discipline and purposefulness. They were asked to participate in
the celebrations for the 90th birthday of ex-Chancellor Konrad
Adenauer in Bonn's Beethovenhalle. The old gentleman kept the
long queue of well-wishers waiting because he wanted to talk
with the American boys and girls. He had sent a message to the
Mackinac Festival urging thc young gcneration meeting there to
help the great U.S.A. to think not only about South East Asia,
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and not to  forget the importance of Europe  in  the battle  to
safeguard peace and freedom. The Chancellor bcamed when the
young people told him that they reprcsented the large majority
of their generation who stood for patriotism and not pacifism,
moral  re-armament  and  not-disarmament.  They  thanked
Adenauer for his untiring efforts for Freedom. "We know that
freedom is not free of charge. It must be won anew cvery day."

It was not just an exchange of pleasantries. The Europeans
were troubled. Gcrman-American relations were at their lowest

point in many years. General de Gaulle of France had just taken
his country out from the military part of NATO. The American
student  revolts  and gcneral  unrest  because of Vietnam were
threatening to sweep over to Europe. Beforc this background,
the new German Government under Chancellor Erhard decided
to invite the cast of Sz.#g-O#f 66 to tour Germany and Berlin.

When the invitation became public we felt that every effort
should be made for other European countries to act on the same
level and use this unique chance to a maximum effect. The leaders
of the  national  MRA  groups  from  France,  Britain,  the
Netherlands, the Scandinavian countries and Switzerland werc
asked to mect in Bonn to plan how we should best advance. We
wcre about 40 men-I don't remember a woman taking part in
the deliberations.

We did not succeed in finding consensus on a united strategy.
On the contrary: the long smoldcring dissent broke into open
fire, not only about the question of how to deal with the Sing-
Out invitation, but about fiindamental issues of our future work.
British and Swiss friends in particular felt strongly that the new
mass movement lacked depth and would not lead people to a
truly life-changing experience. They feared, also, an American
nationalistic influence taking over the movement. And after all,
this whole developmcnt had not been chccked with them; thcy
complained that they had not been asked.

It was shocking to listen to the heat of the arguments from
both sides and to realize that none of us had thc human greatness
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to prevent MRA from breaking apart permanently. Most of us
Germans were convinced that, with the extraordinary echo of
Sing-Out among young people everywhere, we were definitely

'-   on the side of petcr Howard's "freebooters". All those who would

not join us on this side would have to stay behind.

***

The German Government paid for the travel expenses of the cast
of 150, and the hurricane, as we experienced it, stormed through
the country. We were swept with it and into hectic activity that
soon went far beyond our strength. After each performance in a
new town, crowds of young people applied to be included in a
German Sing-Out. We had neither the staff trained or prepared
for such a sudden mass organization, nor the necessary means.
And yet, somehow we were able to cope. The German National
Coal Board offered the use of their ``youth village" in the Ruhr.
Soon, the parents of a hundred and more students had agreed for
their  sons  and  daughters  to  spend  a  year  with  Sf.#g-O#f
Oc#ffc4/úz#J,  a  show  that was  written  and  produced  in  an
incredibly short time. A travcling school was founded, teachers
volunteered. The kids developed an amazing zest and discipline,
attending to school classes and, at the same time, to endless hours
of rehearsing for a perfect show.

For us, the staff, it was an exacting time. We did not mind
long working hours, often all night. We visited companies asking
them to provide show costumes, shoes, musical instruments or

just money to sustain a larger group than we ever had before. It
was the kind of work we were used to.

But with the new dcvelopment came subtle changes into our
life as a team. For instance, in America the position and title of a
"Director of MRA" had been created. Like everything else, like

the whole Sing-Out program, so also the "Director" was initiated
in Germany too. Of course this was meant to give thc movement
an official character, p get away from the image of an amorphous
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body without a clear organizational structure. But the result was
also  that  the lcadership was  no  longer with  those who were
spiritually best equipped but with those who held the position.
Ruthand1startedtofeelmoreandmoreorganized,pushedaround
and made to do things that did not grow in our own conviction.
We got the impression that the pace of events was so fast that we
could not follow. A conflict of loyalties began.

Both of us suffered from a growing tension we were living
in. Wc developed health problems. The doctor told me  that
without an immediate change of my life stylc 1 had to expect
with certainty a heart attack. A friend of ours, a gynecologist,
explained to Ruth after an examination that, if ever we wanted
to  have  a  child,  she would  have  to  undergo  a  complicated
operation the outcome ofwhich would have a positive chance of
only 50 to 50. The operation, if we wantcd it, would have to be
soon-she was then 38. We had no idca, either, where the money
for it would come from.

At some point, Ruth and 1 werc so exhausted that, from a
brief skiing holiday in the Swiss mountains, we wrote a letter to
ourfriendsinBonnsayingthatweneededatimeoutfromwhole-
time activities in order to recuperate both physically and mentally.
The answer from those in charge was a clear and unconditional
no. We were needed morc than cver before, they said. In a world
of happenings and New Morality, of talk-outs and pot, long-
hairedmenandmini-skirtedgirls,oflosinggroundagainstworld
Communism and materialist immorality, we were not allowed
to desert the one bulwark of the Frec World. Above all, it had
been decidcd just then that S;.#g-O#f Oc#£fc44z#Jwas to go on
tour to Brazil. For this venture all the trained staff available would
be nceded. We agreed on condition that, on returning to Germany
after six or eight months, we would definitely take our time out.

So we went on  this  trip  more with a sense of duty than
commitment. When we arrived in Brazil, however, wc were glad
we went. The young Gcrmans won the hearts of people in Rio
and Sao Paulo,  in Petropolis and Brasilia,  huge audienccs,  by
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storm. We were so proud of them as they simply swept away
preconceived ideas that not much good would ever come from
Germans. With typical Latin enthusiasm exploding, groups of
teenage Brazilians joined their German friends on the stage, even
after the first opening performance. Just a few weeks later the
first songs were written in  Portuguese and produced by local

groups who  called  their version of the show  Vz.#4 4  Cc#£€.  A
nationd cast was formed, a school created, equipment given. Ruth
and 1 visited countless parents who entrusted their children to
theBrazilianMRAorganizationandthoseofuswhoaccompanied
the young Germans.

Casts of "Viua a Gente", Brazíl

With these young people and their families we developed a
closeness and friendship we had never dared to hope for. So much
so that, when SÇ.#g-O#f oc#frcÁ4z#Jreturned home after a three
months campaign, Ruth and 1 and a few others decided to stay
on to help  V;.w4 4 Gc#f€ to become a full fledged show and to
train the cast in singing to large audiences, and in expressing their
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ideas in such a way that it would be contagious. They needed to
learn to open their eyes to the problems facing their country and
the world and to think out for themselves what the answers could
be. They wanted training in how to behave with host parents,
how to organize public relations, how to prepare a new town
andhowtofindsponsors.Theimmediateaimfordltheirlcarning
and training was a 1%r4/Sf.#g-O#f Fc#z.c#/scheduled to begin on
August ls[ in New York.

The festival in Fort Slocum, a deserted former garrison for
5,000 U.S. soldiers situated on an island in the East River delta,
became for us and a great number of the "older" full-time MRA
workers the most difficult experience wc had to cope with. For
several  thousands of the younger generation  it was one great
festival in the true sense of the word. They lived the realization
of a drcam all young folk all over the world have in common:
the longing to live together in peace and harmony, with a uniting

purpose that could lift all men above the bars of class and color
and nationality.

There were three U.S . casts of C¢ lwz.Á4 P%p¢ as it was called
now,  our  Germans with  an  enlarged  Sf.#g O#f Oc#frcÁ/4#ó/,
Springbohstampedea;riàHarambeeAfiicaEiomsourhAfric;aa;rià
Kenya,  Gcf Gof.#g G#y##Áz and S;.#g-O#f Kow and a Japanese
£cf} Co 661. The young Gúz#cÁ" from Brazil were welcomed with

greatjubilation.
When we arrived at the island on the ferry, there were ushers

on the dock who lcd the Brazilians to their quarters. We, the
accompanyingstaff,weretoldthatwcwouldnowberelicvedfrom
ourresponsibilityforthekids,wewerenolongerincharge.Youngcr
men and vomen trained with Sing-Out would take over.

We stayed in formcr officer quarters that had been empty for
years and which we first had to clean, whitewash and equip with
basic ftirniture found in a depot. We shared a small house with a
number of our senior friends from Europe. Everything seemed
to be well organized, from mass calisthenics in the early morning
to colorful shows in the evenings, outings with one or more of
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the shows to New York City or Washington  DC.  But at the
preparation  meetings  where  plans  for  the  running  of the
Conference were discussed, we were not admitted. "If you are
not a member of a cast, this meeting is not for you". We were
not nceded anymore.

Talking with some of the young Americans, I was surprised
to understand that they were convinced  CJp Wr;.Á4 Pmp4 was a
brand new original idea, the idea of the century. They were not
reallyinterestedinourMRAexperiencesthathadled,wethought,
to their new venture. They said quite openly that, apparently, we
hadnotbeensoverysuccessfiilwithourworkafterall,considering
the chaos in the world which we left for their generation to deal
with. How arrogant, how precocious, how belittling they were,
I thought. But then-was it not true? Was it not the privilege of
every generation to question the Wrc/f6;./J of their elders? True,
we had tried our best; yet, seen with the çyes of these young ones
who boldly stepped into new-found responsibilities, they might
well think that they had not much to build on.

Another realization which was  difficult  to  accept at  Fort
Slocum: since the appearance of S;.#g O#f 661, we in Germany
had done nothing but try to imitate the American original, both
the actual show and the methods of their organization, and also,
more serious, the very purpose and outlook of the movement.
Obviously, we lacked leadcrship, men with charisma and vision.
1, personally, had no grounds whatsocver to criticize this. In this
sense, I knew, I had always been a fellow travcler, not more. Those
who ran the Festival at Fort Slocum could well do without us.
As a matter of fact, we heard of plans to have in the future only
one international  C¢ 1Wz.£4 Pmp¢ organization centercd in the
United States and run, world-wide,  from there. That meant,
logically, that all the other groups, including Vj.w4 4 Gc#f€ and
S;.#g O#f Oc#fJCÁ4z#ó/, could not be maintained as independent
entities,atleastnotinthelongrun.Wcallwercnolongerincluded
in thc strategy and decision process.
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***

It was the beginning of the end of MRA as we had known it.
Hundreds of us who had pledged "lives,  fortunes and sacred
honor" to it for twenty, thirty, forty years were at a loss now. We
did not have a chance to talk with those now in charge about
future steps. We went to our respective homes, at the end of the
Festival, without so much as a final handshake. Perhaps this was

just Ruth and my view of things at the time. Perhaps we felt this
way more than others because deep inside we knew already then
and there that God Almighty had other things in store for us,
quite different things.



8. Professions
There are sounds and sights, smells and tastes one will never for-

get. Like, for me, the taste of sweet chestnuts fresh and hot from
the vendor's roasting fire; or the smell of burning houses during
the blitz; or the image of4/pfp;.fz#, a beautifiil peak in the Bavar-
ian Alps,  turning bright red at sunrise; or the thud of a door
falling shut.

It was a particular sound of a particular door that marked
our entry into a new life. On January 31St in 1968, Ruth and 1
had carried what little possessions we had two floors up in a new
house in a Hamburg suburb, thus occupying the first ever home
of our own. Evcnts during the preceding weeks and months had
escalatedconflictingfeelingstosuchaheightthat,whenthehouse
door fell closed behind  us that day, we flew into each others
arms, tears running, completely exhausted but ridiculously happy.

Wé had been led to  this moment step by step through a
chain ofevents, each one in itself appearing to us as a miracle. In
the days following our return to Bonn from Fort Slocum each
of us individually developed the sure conviction that the next
chapter in our lives would take us out of the world that had
shaped the totality of our being for the last twenty years. We did
not know how. We were certain only that we would have to dare
to plunge into the unknown even if it meant separation from all
our friends and the sudden loss of all security. Most of our friends
were uncertain of their own future at the time, and about what
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would be the fate ofwhat for all of us had been the indestructible
"Work of God".

However, there were a great deal of pressing jobs to do. We
worked day and many nights attending to problems with the
young men and women of S;.#g O#f Oc#f}c44z#J, their school,
fund raising, touring plans for theatre plays we had running at
the same time with professional actors, and a great number of
other  activities.  There  was  no  timc  for  deeper-going
conversation or discussions of what was disparagingly called
"personal matters".

Completely unexpectcd, a friend gave us some money to be
used only for the operation Ruth needed. The gynecologist we
had consulted agreed to carry out the complicated surgery and
told us that, impressed about the work we were doing, he would
charge no fee for his efforts. We would only have to pay for time
spent in the hospital. The operation, precondition for Ruth to
have children, was successful.  From rehabilitation holidays in
Switzerland 1 wrote to our friends in Bonn that, for the time
being, we felt it right not to take up our full-time work with
MRAagain.

It was not an easy step to takc, not as easy as it might seem
today, like simply changing from one job to another. It was more
likebreakingareligiousvowordesertinganarmyatwar,alegion

you were bound to with your oath. At least this was the way 1
used to judge those who had "run away" from the job in former
years. How would we be able to cope with being called traitors
by our best and closest comrades?

This time nobody seriously tried to hold us back. Most of
them made it clear, however, that they did not agree with us. My
friend Fromund, and Ursula, his wife, told us how sad they were
and  how  unhappy  to  be  left with  an  even  greater  load  of
responsibility. They werc, on the other hand, the only ones
who would  not see our leaving as  marking the end of our
friendship.
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***

How should we go on from here? I had not learned any job that
1 could earn money with. I had ended my college studies after
two years, without a degrec. I was 41 years old now, and we lived
at a time of total youth idolization. In the churches, jazz concerts
were organized in the hope to get more young people to attend
seN:ic;es. Aufterparlamentarische  OPPosition-APO, or  r"L-

parliamentopposition,begantoseriouslyinfluenceanddominate
political life. The generation later to be called the 68ers brought
university and college life almost to a standstill-they wanted to
eradicate "the cobwebs of a thousand years" and distrusted anyone
older than 30. Student groups protesting against a Berlin visit of
Shah Reza Pahlevi of lran ended in violent and bloody street
fighting with the police. For a novice over 40 these were not the
best conditions for entering any job.

During the past two decades 1 had learned to follow world
events closely, but only from the perspective of a movement active
on a global scale trying to influence the course of events. We, the

professional activists of the movemeht, were not immediately
affected in our individual lives by "outside" occurrences. Those
of us working full-time had, long ago, abandoned our normal
existence. We believed that only in this way could we be the
vanguard, the shining examplc to the hundred thousands of the
movement's followers. We believed that Karl Marx was wrong
when he said that man is shaped by his environment. No, we

proclaimed, man, guided by God will shape his environment.

***

Ruth'sbrotherinWãdenswiltookusinforafewdays.Hemanaged
hisownsmallcompanyproducinghighprecisiontools.Wetalked
at length about some of the rudimentary constraints an ordinary

person would face `in his environment, about requested levels of
work performance and all sorts of big and smaller difficulties
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making up "normal living", things that had not really penetrated
the protective coat of our team life. We would have to start from
scratch and learn to walk on our own feet.

I had two thoughts: to try and find a job, any job, in industry;
and to make a list of men in industry 1 knew and whose advise I
should ask. There were about ten names in my book, and 1 started
off visiting one by one. The first one 1 saw wished me well but
could not really help me at all.

For the following day 1 had a date at 8.30 a.m. in Schorndorf,
a small town near Stuttgart, with the managing director of a
firm 1 had visited several times before. When 1 was ushered into
his office he got up, came around his desk, shook my hand and
said, "Oh, yes, Hansjõrg, it is really no surprise to see you. I had
expected your visit when 1 heard that you left full-time work. I
have a job for you. If you want to, you can start work by the lst
of February." It was then ]anuary 4th.

I did not know what to say. "How did you know?", I finally
managed to mumble.

"Well, as you know, we MRA people havc our own grape

vine. I and my brother constantly look for employees who can
help us manage our company on the basis of the principles we
learned at caux. "

"What would 1 have to do?", I asked.

He  took me  to  the  opposite wall  of his  large office  and

pointed to a number of mirrored cabinets mounted there. "These
are our newest products, bathroom cabinets. You will introduce
them on the market in the North of Germany. I have prepared a
draft for a contract of employment. You would work on your
own as our sales representative, based in Hamburg."

It was all quite overwhelming. My timid objections that 1
had never done anything like it in my life were brushed away
lightly with, "Oh, but you'll quickly lcarn." He used thc local
dialectexpressiong}cÁ2w.#c/,meaningswiftly,easily.Itwas,Iwould
find out, one of his favorite words.
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Everything happened then with surprising pacc, and every
newstepappearedconsistent.Thereitwasagain:thisindescribable
knowledge of being carried forward on a path which 1 could
trust to be the right one. I was dismissed to talk things over with
Ruth, and two weeks later we were back in Schorndorf where
the contract was signed.

I went to Hamburg and found, almost at once, a flat just
ready for immediate occupation. Three weeks after our first talk
in Schorndorf l was givcn a company car, a station wagon, and
was able to load the only pieces of furniture we had-a small
round table and four chairs, a gift from my parents-and the
boxes with our wedding gifts, pick up Ruth in Frankfurt where
she had waited with friends, and arrive in Hamburg in o#r home.
It was January 31 St. And then the door fell shut making the plop
sound we would never forget.

We had  150 D-Marks, that was all the money we owned.
But my new company had advanced me a month's salary. We
were able,  the very day we arrived,  to buy beds  and a cheap
wardrobe in a store near by. Early next morning 1 drove to meet
acolleaguewhowassdesrepresentativeintheneighboringdistrict.
My instruction was to go with him visiting his customers so that
he could show me the ropes and teach mc the slogans to convince
everybody that our products were the best. After five days of
coaching 1 was sent out to hit the road on my own.

It must have been the third or the fourth day away from the
new home that Ruth told me on the phone, stammering with

glee, an amazing story. A man had called her saying he was the
head of the largest company in Germany producing cosmetics.
His name was on my list of industrialists 1 had planned to ask for
advise. He said to Ruth, "1 hcard you and your husband were
making a new start here in town, so 1 wondered ifyou could use
some old fiirniture stored in the basement of my house. Someone
in the family had to move abroad and give up his housc. You can

pick out from the stuff whatever you want."
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When we went to see, that weckend, we discovered that it
was no "stuff" at all, but antique, valuable and tasteful pieces of
furniture including a huge baroque cupboard, settee and easy
chairs, several tables and chairs, even some framed oil paintings-
everything needed to make a comfortable household. It was more
than we could place in our three rooms. Our friend organized a
company van  to  have  everything  transported  to  our house.
Suddenly we werc rich.

Within that month of February, Ruth found a part-time job
as  a correspondent in  English and French with an American
company situated so close to our house that she was able to walk
to work. We were both under way. Our ideals, our often professed
setofvalues,wouldnowbetriedandtestcdby"worldly"standards
and  conditions.  Wé  had  left  behind  only  the  professional
manifestation of the movement but not its Wrg/fzz"c4%##gwhich
had formed us to the depth of our being. In fact, both Ruth and
1 have, since then, always maintained that the twenty years in this
unique fellowship have been a time of greatness in our lives. We
would not want to have missed any of it.

The  most satisfting experience of our new beginning in
Hamburg was the sensation of liberation. We were free of the
ever-present control we tried to have over each other. We c4mf€J
to make the best of each day, we were no longer tied to a set of
rules and regulations. I will not forget the satisfaction of being
free to learn again. At the Hamburg Management lnstitute 1
rcgistered for evening seminars on Business Management and
General Economics, on Labor Legislation and strange themes
like Cybernetics and Controls Systems-just out of curiosity
and the fun to increase my knowledge. Whenever we were free
we went to the theatre or a museum, best of all to a concert of
classical  music. And,  joy of joys,  we were  able  to  read  good
literaturc; we had developed a hunger for good reading. We felt
almost physically how facets of our personality unfolded that
had so long been covered up in the interest of the cause.
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***

Myjobwastosellbathroomabinetsandaccessoriestowholesale
dealers  for bathroom equipment. They had  their offices  and
showrooms in three state capitds and 23 towns and villages. They
had to be visited regularly. Until our company produced these
things, a large French industrial enterprise was the only one on
the market with comparable items. I was the first representative
of our firm in this area. Thc French competitor had had their top
sales  manager there  for the last five years.  So  1 was  not very
successful. In the monthly turnover statistics my name regularly
appeared at the bottom of the list.

When traveling with my colleague, I had noticed that he as a
rule bribed his customers, with alcohol or dinner invitations or
little gifts. The buyers expected it, and they made it blatantly
clear to me: no gift, no sale. I told them it was not compatible
with my principles. Only a few respected that.

Late in Spring the doctors found that Ruth was expecting a
baby.Wehadnotdaredtohopeanymore-shewas40.Ofcourse,
parents in that situation all over the world are convinced that
something unique is happening to them. I certainly was stunned
with amazement and joy. We were to be a family! There could be
noothertwopcopleanywhereasblessedandinsuchhappysuspense.
But for Ruth it was, physically, a tough and anxious time. She had
to stop work and be hospitalized weeks before the birth.

Ourbabyboywasborn,afteralonganddangerousoperation,
on November 20th,1968, a day bcfore Ruth's birthday. We called
him Klaus-Martin, after my brother and my father. Ruth had to
be in intensive care for some more days, so 1 saw our son earlier
than she.  He was shown to me through a window from the
delivery room.  I asked the nurse if they had made a mistake.
That could not be our boy. I thought he was not beautiful at all,
all shriveled up and red and yelling. But then, when 1 was allowed
to see his mother and he was brought in we were both convinccd
that never had there been a child more lovely and lovable than
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ours. We were so proud and gratefiil. We were comparatively old

parents. We would have to enjoy the gifts of life faster and more
intensively than younger people. Which we have done.

The arrival of Klaus-Martin brought us into a new situation.
I had asked my directors if they would entrust me with another

job where 1 could serve the company more effectively.  It was
obvious that 1 was not born to be a good salesman, although it
hadbeenaperfectentryintobusinesslife.Myrequestwasgranted.
I  was  made  Personal  Assistant  to  the  Chief Executive.  In
December, in time for Christmas, we moved to Buhlbronn, a
charming village near Schorndorf, not suspecting that we would
live in this vicinity longer than in any other place before.

***

Ocr C4c/as we called the owner director, now my immediate
boss,wasagiftedmanager,speaker,teacherandmanyotherthings.
His fathcr and that old gentleman's two brothers had becn the
foundersofthecompany.Oncofthemhadbeenawizardengineer
constantly coming  up with  new inventions,  with  a growing
number of patents to his name. Another one, a learned mechanic,
knew how to use his brother's brainchildren so as to fabricate
useful things with them. And the third, the C4c/} father, had
been the businessman who had the wisdom to  turn over the
reigns of the fast growing business to his older son early enough
in life as to allow the younger generation to introduce modern
ways of engineering and business management.

The founder was still therc when we came to Schorndorf.
Every morning at s a.m. on the dot he would arrive in his office
andhalfanhourlaterhemadehisroundthroughtheworkshops
andoffices,havingachatwithsomeoftheworkers,andthen,perhaps,
meet with one of the sons to pass on what he had observed.

One day 1 was present when he talked with his oldest:  "1
understand that you have applied for a credit-line from the bank.
Now, boy, there is an iron-clad rulc you must understand if you
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want to be successfiil: you must only spend money that you have
earned, that is your own. Never, never fall into the trap of making
debts, of borrowing money from anyone-family,  friends or,
worst of all, banks."

"Dad, you  are  too  old to  understand  this,"  said  the son.
"Money we get from the bank means capital we can work with,

not debts. It may be called outside capital, but it is just as good as
equitycapital.„

The old man just wagged his head but did not say anything,
and walked out. Then ocr c4c/told me that post-war economy
in West Germany was able to produce the famous economic
miracleonlyonthebasisofanewrislqrcreditsystcm.MostGerman
companies belonged to  the banks to  a degree which would be
completely unthinkable in, for instance, Great Britain at the time.

During that first year in Schorndorf l had to learn more and
`faster than ever before in my life. One great quality of my boss
was that he had an almost boundless trust in people he worked
with. We discusscd  at length how best  to  implement "MRA

principles" in the company. As one step in that direction he asked
me to draw up a kind of constitution, a charter of fundamental

principles to underlie all our future activities. It should be worded
in such a way that it could be used as preamble to all contracts of
employment, which employer and employee would, with their
signature, pledge to abide by. He said, ``Naturally it would be
useless to just put together some noncommittal nicetics like let's
all be real honest and pure and unselfish and loving, let's all be
nice to each other. In this constitution the company management
muststatethatouforemostaimisnotmaximumprofitbutmaximum
chamforcadiindividualtodc\dophjsorhcrbcstqualiticsanddiaracter"

We wanted to create an atmosphere where everybody would
be and feel free to speak up and say his mind, if necessary to
criticize his superior. We put up substantial rewards for practicable
suggestions for improvement of work performance.  It was all
rather idealistic. But it had immense appeal to most employees.
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The challenge for me was that many of the ideals 1 believed in
had to be translated, likc into another language, into the reality
of life in society.

These attempts were not confined to our company, not at
all. It was a trend of the time. Responsible managers everywhere
realizedthatclasswaroftheindustrialagewasafast-running-out
model with no future-ven though many trade union leaders
would try to cling to it as the only ideological concept they knew
for their task. But there were capitalist bosses who accepted that
themostimportantcapitalinademocraticeconomyandindustry
was the people working in it.

The economy in  our  country was  booming.  Millions  of
Gúzffzzr6cÇ.f€r, foreign workers from less fortunate countries, were

pouring into West Germany and were welcome. Our war-time
adversaries werc looking with envy to  us.  British and  Dutch
newspapers asked in wonder, "Who, actually, lost the War?" Most
of our European neighbors to the West were not unhappy when
our hopes slowly dwindled that one day we would be re-united
with our brothers and sisters in thc eastern part of our country.

We had a Social Democrat as Chancellor, Willy Brandt. He
introduced his Oy£po/z.fz.Á. He believed that Moscow and World
Communism were so strengthened by having forced mighty
U.S.A. to her knees in Vietnam that they would never give up
their prize possession, the East German Democratic Rcpublic. It
seemed a historic fact that thcre would always be two Germanys.
Our government maintained that everything must be done to
kcep thc peace between the two. Willy Brandt was decorated
with the Nobel Peace Prize. The London Times headlined, " 101

year-old Bismarck Reich has come to an end-No one is sorry".
Looking back to this period, now already 30 years ago, one

might think that we were too well off to really worry. 400,000

youngstersattheWoodstockFestival-thçydidnotworryabout
the world. They just reacted against the Vietnam folly. Even the
debacle of watergatc did not make us stop in our tracks, not
enough to really think what was wrong in our world.
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At home,  in Schorndorf,  my boss kept me busy.  He told
me, "To lead my company better than 1 do so far, I need steering
instruments.  I  must know before it  is  too  late which of our

products is profitable and which not; in which department could
we  do  with  less  workers,  and  where  is  therc  a  shortage  of
manpower". We had about 800 employees at the time. Ocr C4c/
said, "1 want you to organize a system providing mc on one shcet
of paper, at the end of every month, with all the vital figures. I
want to be able to see the trends-sales of all product groups,
totdcostofcverydepartment,financialandapitaldcvelopmcnt."
The firm had grown so fast that nobody had thought about the
need of such steering instruments. And there were no computers
available then.

To work out this system 1 had to get familiar with every part
of the company-a perfect chance to learn about the intricacies
of an industrial organism. In each compartment one person was
appointed to deliver the actual figures to me, two days before the
end of the month. It worked quite well, although it had to be
constantly updated.

The company expandcd. New technologies and brand-new
articles were introduced. We planned to build two new factories,
one in the North, on the fringe of the Ruhr area, and one near
the border to Czechoslovakia-an underdeveloped area where
labor was cheap. My boss said to me, "You will be responsible
forfinancingtheprojectintheNorth.Forthatregionthereshould
be  funds  available  from  ERP,  the  European  Recovcry  Plan,
formerly Marshal Aid, and you must find out how we can meet
the conditions for grants of so and so many million."

I will always be grateful for challenges like these which Ocr
C4c/put up to me while l served as his assistant. It was a constant
stretch, often far beyond what 1 thought my capacities were. But
he had this trust, not only in me, that things could be done if
one had the will to do them.

Sometime in 1970 I was made Dcputy Director of personnel
and, when the position became free in January 1972, Director of
Personnel, Administration and Legal Matters. This went with
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becoming a member of the Company Board of Directors. My
budgetresponsibilityforthefollowingtenyearswasforonethird
of the total company turnover. It was the perfect job for me, I
thought, bccause finally now 1 could use to the full whatever

people-oriented training 1 had. In the course of my term in this
position the company expanded from 800 to 1,600 employees
but also, due to many years of recession in the German economy,
had to be reduced again by 500 men and women.

With the new job came, increasingly, committee work like
intheEmployersAssociation,oratfrequcntnegotiationsonTariff
and  Pay Agreements,  or  arbitrating  conflicts  concerning the
National  Health  lnsurance  Scheme  which  in  Germany  is
compulsory for all employees, financed by both cmployers and
employees on an equal basis.

It was hard work. The time "on the road" with the movement
seemed to have been in another life. In that other life we had
always considered ourselves to be hard workers not to be outdone
by people in the "normal" world. Now 1 was not so sure about
this anymore. Often 1 reached limits. We had been trained to be
radically  honest  to  ourselves  about  ourselves,  and  to  accept
weaknesses and limitations, if necessary to admit them to peoplc
concerned. To admit a mistake or lack of knowledge, for instance,
to one's opposite number from the Trade Unions, always had
surprising results and thcy were never really negative.

During all this time we had followed what happened to all
our many old friends, to MRA and to Up With People. At first,
in Hamburg, the flow of news we had been used to had come to
a  complete  standstill.  All  contacts  were  severed.  But  a  very
welcome compensation for the withdrawal of friendship was the
newly developing closeness to our families. Ruth and 1 had, like
many others working with MRA,  shut out members  of our
familiesfromourlives-xceptourparents-assumingthcywere
notrelevanttothecause.Thçywereoftenregardedas"unchanged"
and  therefore  un-supportive  to  the  movement.  My  sister
Annemie, for instance, had found my attitude rebuffing. Only
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now, after years of abstinence did 1 recover what 1 had missed all
this time. We saw each other frequently and for the first time 1

got to know her later-born children. It was a relief to all of us
when  the coldness  disappeared from  our relationship.  It was
similar with Ruth's family.

My mother and father, of course, had been the first to visit
us and write in our new guest-book in Hamburg. They were, if

possible, cven more proud than we of Klaus-Martin, their first-
and only-grandson who bore our family name. It had been my
father's greatest longing that the family would not die out with
me. Since he was no longer activc in the movement and after his
books  had  been written  and  published,  he had  taken  up  an
occupationagainwhichhehadstartedasayoungman:genealogy.
He wanted to know all about our roots. To find out more about
our ancestors gavc him deep satisfaction. As he once said to me,
"Whenyouonedaywilltakeaninterestinthiskindofresearchyou

willfindoutthatnotdlwasbadinGermanhistory."Hewasright.

***

When my father died in February 1976, a life ended which had
brought him to extremes of hellish pains and heavenly elation. It
sounds melodramatic, I know. But 1 believe it to be true. He said
that it had bcen the greatest gift of his life to have been able to
make his peace with the past and to contribute to making amends
and build new bridges. During his last years my mother had to
nursc him because his mental capacities had slowly left him. He
was buried in Rottach-Egern in the midst of his beloved Bavar-
ianmountains.TheGermanArmyGeneralStaffhadsentaguard
of honor, and a soldier playcd on a trumpet the tune of the last
comrade, /cÁ Átz#'cÍ.#c# ÁZzmcM+¢cZ?#. A unit of the Bavarian Home
Guard in their picturesque traditional uniforms fircd a volley
over his grave. The testimonies of former military officers and
new friends alike all paid tribute to a great man and patriot.

My mother lived to be 92 years old, her span covering almost
the entire 20th century. In hcr one can observe the astounding
transformation  of the  role  of women  in  human  society,  a



I 1472-GARE 

STEPPING STONES 339 

metamorphosis still going on. In terms of the time in which 
man has evolved, this role change is happening at a revolutionary 
pace, but for us, living through it, it seems a slow development. 
My mother grew up in the religious belief that for a woman to 
live a life that would please God was to serve others and to strive 
for selflessness. To be married to a soldier whose occupation took 
him out to war and even in peace-time away from home more 
often than not, called for an amount of self-denial that would 
nowadays, only half a life-time later, appear unnatural, 
unthinkable, to most women. For the generation of my parents 
it still was the way God had appointed. Never have I heard my 
mother complain. She was content with the way it was. She was 
the perfect companion to my father. 

My mother at 70 

Annemie had, already as a child, rebelled against both the 
dominating attitude of men as she saw it and the submissive 
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service life expected from her even as a young girl. She likes to
tell the story that took place when we lived in Allenstein, before
the war. We had dinner guests one day. After dessert had been
served my mother said to Claus and me, "Be good boys now,
take the plates out and do the dishes." At which my fathcr got
angry-soAnnemierelates-andsaidinfrontoftheembarrassed
guests, "As long as there is a girl in my house the boys will not do
the dishes." It is a small incident, of course. But it is significant
that, if it really happened this way, I had completely forgotten
about it. It had ncver entered my mind that it might be something
out of order in my father's attitude, out of the unchangeable way
the world was.

The  world  is  no  longer  that  way.  The  evolution  of
womanhood into a radically different role in socicty has advanced
alongway,thatisafact.InthelongruncventheCatholicChurch,
and even African and Asian traditionalism will have to accept
and adapt to it. It goes with the spread and growing dominance
of Democracy as the best form of community life mankind has
developed so far.

I believe that it has been one of the severest shortcomings in
the ideology of MRA that we neglected, even suppressed, the
constructive  impetus women  could  have  contributed  to  the
leadership of our work, adding more heart-power and intuition
for what is good and right to the often cold, sometimes ruthless
domination of the masculine mind. I for one realized only far
too late the arrogant, cruel way most of us men, starting with the
foundcr, had treated even the most loyal and dedicated of our

girls and women. It has, I am sure, added to the rapid decline of
the movement's significance.

WhenourlittlefamilymovedtoSchorndorfinthelatesixties,
friends started to visit us again. At first just a few, but then a

growing flow of people came.  It has never ceased to this day.
Ruth and 1, on the other hand, were able to travel again, inside
Germany but also in many other countries, always trying to rcvive
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old links and friendships. In some cases, irritations, differences
of opinion and past bad feelings had to be healed. Most of our
old companions were generous in forgiving and willing to admit
their own shortcomings. It has become a network of men and
women 1 find unparalleled anywhere clse.

We were able to follow closely, if not immediately involvcd
anymore,  the  difficult,  often  agonizing  drifting apart  of the
different factions of the movement. They moved away from each
other like trains rolling on fixed rails. Our friends in Bonn had,
for a while, tried, centering on the enthusiastic crowd of S;.#g
O#f Oc#ÍfcÁ4z#ó/, to build up a E`uropean Center for Education
with an integrated high-school accepted nation-wide. Important
sponsorswerefound.Butthosewhocontributedftindsdemanded
to have their say in thc formation and content of the action

program. Soon it became clear that it would be impossible to
maintain the basic principles on which it all had begun. There
was not enough trained and able lcadership available, and not
enough  means  to  build  an  independent  non-profit
organization.  There  were  similar  developments  in  other
European countrics.

At thc end it meant that the Sing-Out program in Germany
had to be closed down. Some time later the fJÁz#í ;.# Bo## and all
other property was sold. Hdfof the proceeds went into a modest

pcnsion  fund  for  those who  had  servcd  the  movemcnt  in
Germany with their full time. The other half was transferred to
the American  Up  With  People  lncorporation  to  support
Europcanparticipants.TheprogramreachingoutfromtheU.S.A.
into all continents boomed and grew into a large enterprise. But
in Germany and elsewhere, all our friends were asked-many
after twenty and more years of voluntary service-to find jobs
on their own.

A great number of supporters and fi;llowers,  people who
had, year after year, sacrificed money and time for the work,
could not agrec with this turn of events. They tended to side
with those who tried to hold up what was regarded as the true
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heritageofFrankBuchman'sideas.Theyalldeservedgreatrespect
for their faithfiilness and tenacity with which they, over the ycars,
reached out to find their own ncw roles. At the continued summer
conferences in Caux and other centers people still found new
vision and perspective for their lives. Great efforts were made in
reconciliation work.

Did we in those years observc the end of the cause so many
had contributed so much to and which, on the other hand, had

given so much to a host of people cverywhere? It is an undisputed
fact that extraordinary cvents took place in individuals and in the
lifc of nations through men and women influenced by Buchman's
work. It is also true that many of us failed to live up to the ideals
we professed. Many grave mistakes were made.

We cannot fathom God's mind. Perhaps the Almighty's hand
steered us through pains and disappointments to the end of an
organization which in its latcr ycars had more and more relied on
human  strength  than  divine  inspiration.  Perhaps  this  was  a
necessarydevelopment.

I am in no position to judge. But it is my firm belief that a
loving  God  has  more ways  than  one  to  take  His  people  to
salvation. During the later decades of the 20th century however
one might have lost hope that peace in the world could be found
and  maintained.  When  in  1978  the  Polish Cardinal Wojtyla
became Pope John Paul 11, there camc a wave ofgreat expectation
that he might be instrumental in finding a road leading out of at
least the threatening Armageddon of the Cold War.

Only half a ycar after the pope's accession the man called
Ayatollah Khomeini  returned triumphantly from his exile to
Teheran and started to transform lran into "God's State", and his
frenzied  believers  seemed  to  follow  him  unconditionally,

persecuting  and  killing  "immoral"  people,  prostitutes,
homosexuals and, eventually going into Holy War. At the same
time  the  Soviet  Union  invaded Afghanistan.  Peace was  far
away.
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There was a recession at that period of time in Germany. It
started in the building industry and, with a time lag, affected all
other parts of the economy. After a long stretch of growth our
company was in the red for two consecutive years and alarm bells
were sounded. I had to start laying off and then giving notice to
employees.

Duringtheprcvioussuccessfiilyears1hadearnedgoodmoney.
Ruth and 1 decided to build a house of our own so as to provide
a home for our son. It could only be done if our income would
continue to enable us paying off substantial mortgages and bank
debts. I asked Z)cr C4c/and his brother if my position in the
company would be safe  in  the foreseeable  future.  Both men
asserted that as long as they were in charge of the firm 1 would
continue to be their Director of Personnel. It was, they said, a
sound basis on which 1 could build our house. And so it was
done.  By  the  end  of  1980  we  moved  to  the  house  in
Auerhahnstraí3e 6 in Schorndorf.

The following year became the most critical in the history of
our company. One of the newly built factories had to be sold. In
the course of a few months 1 had to reduce our work force from
1,600  to  600.  Most  of these  men  and  women  became
uncmployed, a great number after having worked all their life in
thesamccompany.ThearmyofjoblesspeoplcinGermanygrew
beyond the two million mark.  Most of those who had to be

given notice in our three factories, I had to talk to in person and
individually.Itwasaterriblejob.Thecompany'ssupervisingboard
declared a state of emergençy and ordered an action program for
safeguarding the firm's survival to be drawn up. I was made a
member of the program committce.

It was clear: if the company was reduced to half its original
size, the curtailing must be applied to all levels, including the
Board of Directors. I had to accept that a planned total number
of 500 employees did not justift any longcr the position of a
full-time Director of pcrsonnel. After 15 years, my job with thc
company was terminated at the end of September 1983. I was
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almost 60 then and considered by my colleagues in personnel
work an old man, an unemployed old man and no longer useful.
We had a load of debts on our shoulders that would be with us
far into the next millennium. Unemployment benefits granted
for the first two years would be enough for our upkeep as  a
family but not for much elsc.

I studied job advertisements all over the country and wrote
dozens of carefiilly prepared applications. But as soon as the date
of my birth was mentioned the doors closed with a bang in every
singlecase.

The unemployed were stigmatized in our society. Ever since
the"economicmiracle"inpost-waryears,whenwehadashortage
of workers and sent out agents to neighboring countrics to find
laborers willing to come and work in West Germany, anybody
who was fired from a good job had a bad smell to him of being
asocialorlazyorguiltyofsomethingillegal.Althoughthesituation
had changed completely since we had a growing host of jobless,

people  still  were  embarrassed  to  talk  about  somebody
unemployed in their own family.

In my case it has been not so much the loss of a position
with a certain standing nor the sudden uncertainty about our
future which  affected  me,  but much  more  the  deep human
disappointment about the way it all happened. There had been

growing  disagreements  in  the  company  about  what  crisis
management was all about and how the motivating philosophy
which we had worked out together should be kept alive. It had
ended in an estrangement from the man 1 owed so much. Sadly
enough it even led to an alienation between our families which
took a long and painful time to heal.

On the other hand, Ruth and 1 never had any real worries
about how we would get along. Wé had learned over the years to
live on very little. And we just knew in our hearts that we could
blindly trust God's guiding hand. At the right moment, doors
would open that had not bcen visible before.
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We had a council of war as a family to find out what each
could contribute. We considered selling the house but agreed
that we must do everything possible to keep it. Klaus-Martin,
now a high-school boy of 15,  decided to stop tennis or judo
lessons or whatever sports activitics he had which cost money.
Ruth looked for and quickly found a job in a nearby village in
her old profession as foreign language correspondent. She had
met her new boss and his wife at a porcelain painting class where
all three of them compared their works of art.

***

As a member of state committees working on tariffs and wages,
I had met a great number of managers and company owners
from thc whole of southern Germany. Some of them encouraged
me to offer my services as  a free-lance adviser in  the field of

personnel  problems  and  labor  legislation.  Our  employers'
association supported me. Some clients bcgan to hire my scrvices,
for instance as head-hunter for management positions, or for
drawing  up  compensation  settlements  in  case  of mass
redundancics.  Labor  legislation  in  Gcrmany was  the  fastest

growing section of our legal system.  New regulations came
into effect all the time. It took an expert to see through them.
With this kind of work we got on quite well for about two
years.

As an adviser 1 had to be on the road again most of the time.
It often took visits to about twcnty or thirty different companies
before getting another commission. Driving a car for hundreds
of miles almost every day became very tiring. Apart from that, I
had  come  to  thoroughly  dislike  the  necessity  of constantly
advertising myself and to point out my superior qualities and
experiences. While, in fact, there was little to brag about. What it
really took was a certain amount of chutzpah.

Sometime in 1985 I was given another chance. I had applied
for a personnel job in an institution that looked after mentally
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disabled  people.  In  Germany  it  is  tradition  for  the  two  big
Christian Churches, Catholic and Protestant, to take on the largcst

part of all social works and social activities in our society. The
organizations for "worldly works of charity" are called C4!rz.fzzJ for
the Catholic and O;.ÁZÁo#¢.íc4cr lwcrÁ for the Protestant Church.
O¢.Áz4o#;.jc4cyWmr4aloneruns29,000institutionssuchashospitals,
kindergartens, asylums for homeless, workshops and homes for
disabled people. They employ as many as 400,000 people. All
these activities are financed by Church taxes-compulsory for
every member of an established Church-and by the greater part
of the income of state directed sweepstakes and lotteries.

Onc of the largest such institution of O;.4Áo#;.jcÁcí Wrcr4 in
64ó#m 1%.r#c#96#g, the State where we lived, is 4#jfzz/f Sfc#c#,
an institution looking after 1,000 or so mentally and multiple
disablcd  or  retarded  peoplc  of all  ages.  j4#í/zz/f Sfcffc#  had
advertisedforsomeonetohelpintheirbigofficeofadministration.
I was granted an interview with the commercial director, and was
surprised about the size of the undertaking. We saw some of the
school classes, the work-shops, the intensivc carc centers and the
livingquarters.Therewereclassesformusicandpaintingtherapies,
horse-riding and swimming courses. What impressed me most
of all was the loving dedication and commitment of those who
dealt directly with the patients.

It became clear in the course of the conversation that the
open job was not the thing for me.  "1 have something else in
mind for which perhaps you might be just the ideal person," the
director told me. He explained that recently large legacies had
been given to the institution. The management had come to the
conviction that thçy must add to the traditional purpose of caring
for disabled people another, new social fiinction: doing something
for the explosively growing number of long-term unemployed.
That was a new idea, not only for the Board of Directors. They
had nobody among the 1,000 or more employees who had any
relevant knowledge or experience. He said, "Would you consider
looking into this idea and put together some practical suggestions,
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lct's say in three months?" We decided to meet again the following
week. He would get the agreement from the other directors, and
1 must say ycs or no.

What a wonderful chance. To do something really creative,
somethingforpeoplewhoneededhelp,somethingwhere1could
use what 1 had learned-also in regard to the amount of business
management  knowledge which  such  an  effort  needed.  The
contract of employment  included  the  use of an  office  and a
telephone. And the guarantee of adequate starting capital (as a
loan)  in  case  a  realizable  concept  was  found.  Also,  the
institution was in a position to make available factory rooms
in a newly acquired site of a furniture producer that had gone
bankrupt.

At first there was a lot of research work to be done. To whom
applied the term "long-term unemployed", and how many of
thcsewereregisteredinthevicinity?Werethereanystatesubsidies
available, and what were the legal problems involved? Did any
models exist for such an undertaking? A plan of action had to be
developed, a realistic finance plan for the first three years, and a

probable return-on-investment projection.
The plan was based on the idea that it was better to pay

wages for work done rather than pay unemployment benefits for
nowork.Thelawsaidthatanycmployergivingajobtosomeone
unemployed for a period of more than two consecutive years
would be granted a government subsidy up to 80°/o of the wages

paid. Since 1 myself had been out of a regular job for more than
24 months 1 qualified for this regulation. The question was: why
didnotmorecompaniesandorganizationsemploygreatnumbers
ofjobless and get the benefit of a lot of government money? The
answerwasverysimple:thepsychologicdeffectofbeingasociety
cast-out after a long jobless time is turning many people into
social problem cases. A normal, profit-orientated firm has neither
the time nor the trained pcrsonnel to deal effectively with so
many individual cases.
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I  planned to start a workshop with the single purpose of

giving jobs to long-term jobless. Normally, to start a producing
firm, one would determine what should be produced and then

go and find the qualified people to do it. My approach had to be
theotherwayround:agreatnumberofpeoplewithverydifferent
or close to no qualifications were available. Work that they were
able to do had to be found.

Getting in touch with almost every industrial company in
the neighborhood 1 found that many of them were eager to give
out parts of their production to sub-contractors, especially when
it was unprofitable or too expensive to be produced by their own
work force. Or if it was simply dirty work disliked by well-paid
spoiledworkers.

The  State  government  authorities  were  surprisingly
forthcoming. After studying the three-years plan 1 had submitted
alongwiththeapplicationforcontributions,thçyoffered,asfrom
the realization of the project, thc maximum subsidies allowed
for by the law. Subsidies were granted, they wrote, becausc of the
sound argumentation of the planning and the strict adherence to
all legal regulations.

InthewholeofwesternGermanyincludingWest-Berlinthere
existed at the time under the roof of the church organization
eight more work-shops operating on this or a similar basis. They
all called themselves JVc#c 4r6cÇ.f or "New Job". So, Scptember
1 St, 1985 , JVc#c4r6c¢.f 1%¢.6/Ç.#g€# C7#Gf7, had its official opening
with thc first six unemployed who were cager to do any kind of
work offered to them. I had found a master mechanic, also out
of work for some time because of his age, who would oversee
the operating of the machines and instruct the workers wherever
needed.

Naturally, we were unable to pay regular wages. This was a
company operating in the framework of the Church. My own
salary and that of my master mechanic amounted to hardly a
third of what we had before. But no-one complained. In fact,
never before had 1 been in an industrial set-up with a group as
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keen to work and as content with the circumstances offered to
them.

Soon we had twenty, then thirty and forty men and womcn
working in a large variety of jobs. Each one had problems, each
one was a case of his own. There were alcoholics; men with debts
they would never in their life-timc be able to pay back;  there
were those with nasty diseases or disfigurements. Thc one thing
they had in common was that they had forgotten to work regular
hours-ight hours every day-and to be in a group with others,
to live as a part of a team.

Apart  from  doing  the  administration,  buying machines,
acquiring new clients and orders, delivering finished products
and all sorts of other things, I spent more time acting as a kind of

psychiatrist. Ever so often one had to find out the digs of somcone
who had not turncd up for work, get him out of bed and drive
himtothefirm.Manyhadtobeconvincedthattheywcreneeded,
that they had the ability to lcarn things they had never done
before.

One day 1 was called to the shop and found a young woman
blceding from an open wound on her hand after hurting herself
on the machine she was working. She had not been long with us,
I think she had personnel number 31. I picked up the first-aid
kit and wanted to dress her hand.

"No", she said, "1 want to do it myself."
"Come on, don't be stupid," I said, "you can't do this with

one hand."
"No!'',  she came back quite forcefully,  "don't touch me.  I

must do this alone."
So we watched in silence. When she wanted to return to her

place 1 asked her to comc to my office.  "Now tell me what is
wrong. Obviously there is something the matter with you. What
is it?" I wanted to know.

I  had  been  impressed  to  see  that  every  day  she  was
accompanied to the factory door by her friend, a nice looking
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young man, also unemployed but not yet qualifting for a job
with us. He was also there every evening waiting for her.

She started to cry. "If 1 tell you 1 will loose this job too. It
had been my last hope. Nobody else wants me." After a while
she confessed that she was suffering from AIDS.

I told her that of course she would keep her job, and that we
were grateful for her courage to keep us from touching her when
shewasbleeding.Afterthissheturnedupfaithfullyeverydayfor
a few more weeks. And then she did not come anymore. Wé
heard that she had died.

After one year we were doing quite well. We received orders
from many smaller companies, but also from some of the big
ones  like  Daimler  Bcnz,  Siemens  and  Bosch.  One  firm
manufacturing metal lctter boxes had put one of their entire
assembly lines in our plant including a ten-foot-high cnormous
sheet-metal press. And they were, almost all of them, happy with
the quality we produced.

The most satisfting result was, however, the fact that 40°/o
of the men and women we had taken on had, after a while, found
a regular job in other companies or had been placed in a client
firm. In the course of the following years this percentage grew.
People began to find their feet again and were able to recover a

placeinsociety.Itwasthemostsatisftingphaseofmyprofessional
career.Wehaddelegationscometostudytheobviouslysuccessful
niche in the market JVc#c4r6c;.f had found.

With  a  number  of colleagues  we  founded  a  national
association to be able to compare notcs on a larger scale and also
totacklelegalproblemsandsettlcargumentswiththetradeunions
and communal social authorities. We did not attempt to alleviate
the huge problem of general unemployment. Answers to that
could be found only by the Government and in accord with the
rapidly  changing  international  situation.  Wé  did,  however,
concentrate our efforts only on those who were unable to find,
on their own strength, a fair place in a labor market hostile to
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them.  At  present,  whcn  this  is  written,  several  hundred
workshops, factories and institutions employing thousands of
formerlystrandedpeoplehavejoinedasmembersofthenational
association in Germany which we had started as a tiny nucleus.

InthiscountrywomencanretireandapplyforaStatepension
when they are 60. The obligatory pensionable age is, for men
and women alike, 65. Ruth had been 60 in 1988. We decided
then to try to retire both at the same timc, or at least close to
each other. We were extremely luclq7 again.

Towards the end of 1988 a man came to my office looking
for a job. He was a textile engineer who had managcd his own
spinning mill for all his grown-up life. He had to close down the
small factory when the big industrial combines left no room
anymore for small businesses like his. When he came to me he
had been out of a regular job for long enough to qualift as a
``long-termer". He was willing and able to work as my deputy

for half a year with the intention of taking over the company by
the end of september 1989. He promised to continue with the

project  in  the  same  spirit  it  had  been  started.  He  did  not
disappoint me.  On the contrary: hc was able to enlarge the
firmconsiderably.

Ruth had retired at the end of June that year. I continued
working on an honorary basis running a ncwly founded Church
association that was helping to start new JVc#c4r6c;.f shops. It
was organized in such a way that 1 could choose how much time
to spend with it. Both of our job careers did not come to a halt
abruptly, but ended gradually. We had looked forward to this-
there was so much we wanted to do for which so far there had
never been time.

Klaus-Martin was in a job of his own, making good progress.
In 1998 hc married a girl from Schorndorf, Steffi, who became
a  beloved  daughter  to  us.  Thcy  both  entered  a  career  as
managementconsultants.
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Klaus-Martin and his uJifie Steffi

***

At that time when Ruth and 1 retired from our respcctive jobs
nobody could have foreseen the world-shaking events we were
soon going to experience along with the rest of mankind. The
most exciting and decisive period of "our" 20th century was just
about to begin and we were fortunate enough to live in it.

Germans from East or West could not assume or even hope
that everybody else would share,  approve  or  understand  the
symphony of overwhelming feelings engulfing us all on October
gth,1989,whentheBerlinWúlwasopenedupandbegantotumble.
Foramomenttheeycsoftheentireworldwerefocussedonthecity
that had for forty years been the symbol of the Cold War.

Althoughtherehadbeensignals,cventspointingtosomething
big going on, the news that the Brandenburg Gate was open for

people  from  East  and  West  to  pass  unchallenged  was  so
overwhelming because nobody had really thought it possible.

All through the past years endless West-East discussions on
nuclear arms reductions between the Super Powers made only
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slow if any progress, and world division seemed to grow deeper.
Presidcnt Reagan spoke as late as  1983 of the Soviet Union as
"The Evil Empire", and even the Pope and his council of Bishops

dcclared that, "under the present conditions nuclear deterrent can
be morally acceptable." Thc U.S.A. proposed a Star War while
all over Western Europe hundreds of thousands demonstrated
against plans to base new Cruise Missiles in their countries.

In 1985 Michail Gorbachev followed Chernenko in supreme

power of the Soviet Union. The world listened intently when he
introduced Pc#ífw¢.4¢ and g4zímff-whatever  it was,  it was
somethingnewraisingtinysproutsofhopethattheconfrontation
might  become  less  aggressive.  Hopes  grew  when,  shortly
afterwards, he made suggestions for bilateral cuts in the nuclear
arsenals.  But even  Gorbachcv said  to  German  Prcsidcnt von
Weizsãcker in  1987,  "The division of Germany is a fact now,
and it will be so in the future." His conviction was strengthened
when two separate German delegations went to the Olympic
Gamcs in Seoul in 1988.

In our country we were more and more resigned to accept
this course of history.  Many saw it as punishment for crimes
committed. In debates in Parliament Conservatives would plead
their ccfcr# cc#jco quoting the preamble of our Constitution
where it statcs, "The German people are cdled to bring into being
the unity and freedom of Germany on  the basis of free self-
determination." But it was obvious that for most politicians it
was no more than ideological lip-service, at least in regard to a
realistic possibility of re-unification in the foresecable future.

Quite another thing was thc ongoing destabilization of the
Communist World. During 1988 it became known that Soviet
Bloc countrics such as Lithuania, Estonia, Georgia and others
had publicly demanded to be givcn their sovereignty, until then
an  unheard-of rcbelliousness.  Gorbachev  had,  mainly  for
economic reasons, cut military expenditure by 10 percent and,
more important, withdrawn Soviet troops from Afghanistan,
admitting defeat  after  one  million  casualties  and six  million
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reftigees. The Free World regarded this as a definite move towards

peace. When the Soviet leader came to West Germany in June
1989, he was hailed by huge crowds in Bonn as a peace-maker
with shouts of "Gor-by, Gor-by".

Then everything began to happen at the same time. Shortly
after the ban was lifted on the Polish Solidarity Movement, it
won 99 of 100 seats in the ncw Scnatc and one third of the seats
in  Parliament  in  the  first  democratic  elections  in  60  years.
Thousands of East Germans used their holidays in Czechoslovakia
and Hungary to cscape into the Wcst. Hungary, in a unilateral
move, accepted 20,000 of them in August and then officially
opened their border for another 60,000 in September. Revolution
began  in  East  Germany as,  in  Leipzig  and  Dresden,  regular
"Monday Demonstrations" drew such crowds to the streets that

even massive police forces could not constrain them anymore.
But even then we could not believe that we were witnessing

the greatest upheaval of the 20th Ccntury. The peoplc, millions
of them,  challenged  "people's  rule"  that had  been,  from  the
beginning, dictatorial rule.  On October  18th Erich Honecker,
for  18  years  East  Germany's  leader,  was  ousted  by his  own
Communist  Party which was  unable to  resist any longcr the
demands  of the  people  for  freedom.  At  the same  time  the
Hungarians declared the birth of a new Republic. In Prague, police
beat up and detained hundreds at the biggest protcst rdly for 20

years,butitwastobethelastattempttostopthercvolutionarytide.
And then The Wall opened. From then on we could hardly

get away from the TV screens. Incrcdible, unforgettable scenes
could be seen as complete strangers embraced, wept, mounted
and trampled and danced on that ugly monster of a wall until it
was so full it could hold no more. The West Berlin Mayor said,
"The Germans are the happiest people in the world today." We

had messages and phone calls from everywhere congratulating us
for this unexpected gift. Neighbors, friends, everybody seemed
to hop into car, plane or railway to go and see for themselves, to
touchthisthingthathadbccnandwasnolongerthelronCurtain.
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The  wave  rolled  on  into  Czechoslovakia,  to  Bulgaria,
Romania.Onthe3dofDecemberMichailGorbachcvandGeorgc
Bush met on board a ship near Malta and declared "The End of
the Cold War". How fervently we all wanted to believe that a
new age had begun.

The actual talks on the conditions of German re-unification
tooksixmonths.Consideringthehandicapsthatwasanextremely
short time-many today say that the results were rushed and
thereforc inadequate. As far as support from thc rest of the world
wasconcerned,theonlywhole-heartedassistancecamefromU.S.
President George Bush. All European neighbors, East and West
likewise, were hesitant if not hostile to the idea of our country

growing again  to almost its former size.  0ld fears came alive
again. Britain's Mrs. Thatcher and French President Mitterand

protested openly and warned of a new, powerful Germany using
its superior economic and political strength again to force her
neighbors into a "Bismarckian" kind of Europe dominated by
foreverpower-hungryGermans.

Ifany of this caused wariness abroad, it could not overshadow
the boundless joy we all felt. I remember that 1 refused to believe
anybody in the Free World could envy us this gift of re-uniting
with our brothers and sisters we had been artificially separated
from for so long. Wc thought that just like at the final defeat of
Nazism  everybody  everywhere  would  rejoice  again  at  the
breakdown  of the lron  Curtain.  Now the age of peace and
harmony for all mankind had been ushered in. It had been the
first-ever peacefiil and successfiil rcwolution on German soil. And
ithadbeentheordinarypeoplewhoforcedadespiseddictatorship
to withdraw into oblivion. It was simply glorious. It was indeed
the end of an era. But none of us, none of us we knew, realized
the enormous amount of basic change which the beginning of a
new era would demand from us.

As soon as it was possible Ruth and 1 went on an extensive
tour through what then, in March 1990, was still the GDR, thc
German Democratic Republic. We wanted to see for ourselves,



356 HANsjóRG  GAREIS

to talk to people, to celebrate the "Communion of all Germans".
And, to be honest, I wantcd just for nostalgic reasons to find
again the places,  the houscs where 1 had lived as a child. The
sensationoffreelytravelinginapreviouslyCommunistlandwas
overwhelming. What we saw, heard and smelled was so terrifting
thatafterthefourweeksourtriplasted,wecouldnothaveendured
one more day. The extent to which East Germany had been run
down went far beyond our worst expectations.

The wealth of agriculture in Germany had always been in
the variety of crop growing and cattle farming. In post-war East
Germany all farmers had to place their land in large estates of at
least 2,500 acres cach, that produced monocultural goods of only
corn,oronlywheat,oronlysugarbeets.Smallfarmvillagcstypical
of these landscapes had been bulldozed to make room for larger
field.s. When Ruth and 1 traveled there in 1990-we have been
back there and many East European countries every year since-
we could not discover cattle grazing the fields. We found that the
Regime had created centralized cow cities and pig cities, fencing
in up to 100,000 animals each. The animal manure was collected
in large lakes which resulted in a p'olluted environment where no

green would grow for miles around.
The extent of bankruptcy after forty years of the so-called

Workers' and Farmers' Paradise went beyond imagination. More
and more horrifting facts came into the open all the time. There
was practically no town or village in the former GDR having an
adequatescwagesystem.Whilethehousingareastakenoverfrom
Nazi timcs were in many cases left to decay into ruins, the Regime
had crowded people into uniform new satellite cities constructed
with prefabricated crude concretc blocks with no infrastructure,
allowing almost no communication between inhabitants.

All fields of production had been heavily overstaffed. A farm
managedinWestGermanybythreeorfourpeoplehadtoprovide
work in East Germany for some 300, ofwhom by nature of the
system 30 had to be burcaucrats and Party officials. Although
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fertilizer and anti-pesticides were used in abundance, state-farms

produced less than 60°/o of west Germany's average crops.
Because of this no unemployment compensation program

existed. Unemployment was not permitted. In order to sustain a
family, 83°/o of East German women were obliged to work full-
time. Babies rcaching an age of four months were put in State
kindergartens,  so-called  baby-crêches,  and  mothers  left  the
upbringing and the education of their kids to the State. Science
andresearch,education,themedicalservice,theArts,cveryaspect
of society life  functioned  State  directed. The  State  enforced
obedicnce through the 200,000 strong STASI, the ever present
Secret Political Police. For a citizen of the GDR to become an
attorney, a lawyer, a school headmaster or chiefof a medical clinic,
an engineer or an officer of the People's Army, that citizen had to
be a member of the SED, the all-powerful State Party, and have

given  proof of abiding  by  the  party-line.  Corruption  and
blackmail were abundant.

That was the state of affairs after re-unification. The spirit of
triumph and jubilation died down almost as fast as it had sprung
up. Overnight, two different worlds were confronted with each
other within the borders of one country. The Wall was down.
The people in East Germany had voted for freedom. That was a
victory. But today, I think, we are farther away from being one
nation with one identity than we were at the beginning. There
are no precedents for the task we have to shoulder, no text-books
for policies to bc followed for re-unification.

A 16-year-old East German girl gave me her school history
book. Reading it was like regarding history from another planet.
For these school children the history of Germany started with
the so-called liberation through the Soviet Army in 1945. There
was hardly any reference to the earlier stagcs of the cvolution of
our  nation  or,  indeed,  of the  ideals  of Western  civilization.
Communist Germany at the day of its creation had been declared
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to be anti-fascist and therefore free from blame for anything that
happened in pre-communist periods.

At the end of summer holidays of that year 1990, new history
text books written in West Germany were issued to all schools in
the East. Teachers were asked, out of the blue and with hardly
anyassistance,toteachpupilsanentirelydifferentwayofthinking,
a different set of values for what, in future, was to be good and
what evil. A year latcr, when lsrael and the United Nations asked
Germany for stronger participation in the Gulfwar, the younger

generation in the East were confronted for the first time in their
lives  with  the  fact  that  it  had  been  their  grandfathers  and

grandmothers  as  well  as  those  of West  Germans  who  had
participated in or permitted to happen the Holocaust, and that
the world was holding them responsible as Germans.

Monetary Union  between  East  and West  Germany was
introduced at the time when the GUS, the Soviet Bloc of states,
separated. It meant that all exports had to be paid for in hard
currency. East German heavy industry lost overnight almost all
its foreign markets. We saw fleets of newly built ships anchoring
in the Baltic Sea shipyards and harbors. They had bccn ordered
by the Soviet Union, providing work for five more years.  But
Russia was suddenly unable to pay the bills. Shipyards and major

parts of industry had to be closed down. We had areas in East
Germany with unemployment rates of 40°/o and more. Sixteen
million people had to be included in the West Gcrman social
benefit,  unemployment  compensation  and  pcnsion  systems
without having contributed until then their share of the financial
burden.Thosewhostillhadworkweredemandingequalpayfor
equal labor although the productivity rate in the East amountcd
then to just about a quarter of thc rate ofwest German industry.

In the JVc#c £Á.#ó#r, the New States, the entire network of
road and rail traffic had to be renewed, the communications system
built up from scratch. All this costs vast sums of money. The
amounts transferrcd from Wcst to East after the introduction of
Monetary Union have each year surpassed many times the sum
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total of the cost of the entire Marshall Aid for the whole of
Europe. ERP-Marshall Aid-loans to Germany amounted to
a total of $ 13 billion (about 88 billion in today's Dollars). During
the first decade after re-unification, an 4###Áz/ transfer from West
to East of more than $50 billion has taken place, and this will
have to continue on this level for at least another ten years.

Of course the West German economy has been one of the
most prosperous in the world. If the spirit of solidarity can be
maintained, we can and we will create in the eastern part of our
country what Chancellor Kohl termed his vision of 6/¢.Ác#cá
£¢#óácÁ4fc7¢, flourishing lands.

We dare not fail.  If the dream of one world in peace and
freedom is to be fulfilled,  the experiment of west-and East-
Germany  uniting  must  not  fail.  Conditions  for  success  are
nowhere else in former East Bloc countries as promising as in
Germany. The most difficult stumbling blocs, howcver, are not
economic, important as they are.

The cornerstone of the ethos of western Democracies has
been the unanimous condemnation of the Sovict Communist
system. It was our set ofvalues versus theirs, and our set, naturally,
was the right one. This knowledge provided us with certainty,
security,  comfort.  But what  now? Wherever  one  looks,  the
formerly monolithic bloc of Communist countries is dividing
up into smaller and smaller national entities. For their Mjzf.ío# J'c#g
of being independent, they seem to look at the past rather than
at the tested systems of Democracy and Frce Market.  Ethnic,
racial, in some parts religious and tribal conflicts that had been
buried since pre-communist times, are breaking out in furious

power struggles. The United Nations, conceived for a world in
which maybe one crisis area at a time had to be dealt with, has
now acccpted defcat, unable to deal with only a few of all the
numerous crises happening at the same time.

Thc  breakdown  of Communism  has  found Western
civilization unprepared. The well-known Polish political scientist
and writer Zbigniew Brzezinslq7 said in his book "The Grand
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Failure"(1989),"Nocommunistregimeinhistoryhaspeacefiilly
crossed the border line between totalitarianism and freedom",
and, he continued, none will do so in future. Jeanne Kirkpatrick
went as far as to say that a totalitarian regime is by its very nature
unable to change.

The people of Poland, Hungary, Czechoslovakia, the GDR
andevenRussiahaveprovedthoseanalyststobewrong.Whatever
changes  happened,  they were  created  from  inside,  from  the

people.  It was only natural that the West believed the end of
Communism was at the same time the triumph of democracy,
freedom and market economy. The American thinker Francis
Fukuyama euphorically called it a "world historic apotheosis",
the true end of history. He is wrong. It is, of course, not the end
of history we have reached. History is turning to a new direction.

What surprised us most of all was meeting pcople in East
Germany who  were  not so  eager  at all  to  embrace Western
Democracy as demonstrated by our way of life. Many have wept
when the Wall came down, many had in good faith given their
all towards the vision of their own kind of socialism. They were

gratcful, ycs,  for the new found freedom, to be able to speak
their minds and to travel where they wanted.  But they think
back longingly to the time when everything was done for them
by the State, whcn thc Party decided what job you got, how
much you earned and where you lived. Capitalism, they say, does
not provide any of this for the individual, one has to fight for
every step in life. For them, our Capitalism was not the answer
to their idea of Socialism. We find that one cannot introduce
Democracy, a new political or economical order, by law or by
Government decision.

This may be new to America and to the rest of the formerly
Western World. The new situation in the global theatre calls for
a new role as well in the one world power left. It would be tragic
if America,  or the European countrics, would at this stage of
history retreat to national and domestic themes. Nationalism is a
creature with two faces. To be able to live in a community with
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its own history, language,  culture, sometimes religion, can be
satisfting and fiilfilling. And to pass on common values to future

gencrations can be an aim with great capacity for emancipation
if, and only if, at the same time, the people of this community
are willing to respect similar aspirations of other communities
and nations.

But nationalism, cven if it is callcd patriotism, can dso become
intolerant, aggressive, hegemonic and authoritarian, if it is not

prepared  to  grant  to  others  what  it  demands  for  itself.
Unfortunately, this latter version seems to be at the root of most
of the conflicts we see in our time.

It is obvious that Communism was never the only problem
in thc world. The Cold War only overshadowed the intrinsic
significanceofotherproblems.TheendoftheColdWarbrought
these other problems into focus, for their own importance, even
while sprouting forth new problems under the coercive power of
the lmperial State that was the Soviet Union. Add to this the
widely recognized  moral  and spiritual  decline  in  all  parts  of
Western civilization or, as Newsweek Magazine once described
it, "the profound lack of virtue", and it becomes obvious that
mankind is in deep need for new vision. Maybe we need to learn
todreamagain.TheAmericanDreamdatesbacktothefounding
fathers. In fact, that dream is not only American; it is still the
basis oflife of free men everywhere. History is made by the hopes
and dreams of millions of people around the world.

I firmly believe that we must not leave the solving of these
bafflingquestionstopoliticiansdone.ThestrengthofDemocraçy
is in the validity of its underlying principles and, equally, in the
measure of active participation in living out these values on the

part of the majority of Democrats. Former President Bush asked
the Germans for a "Partnership in Leadership" and his successor
Bill Clinton, when he walked with Chancellor Kohl through the
Brandenburg Gate in Berlin, asked us to take on a larger share in
carrying the load of responsibility. He made this plea not to our

political leaders but to us, the people. Wé must respond.
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It might well be that just because we as a people went astray
in such a terrible way and, consequently, had to suffer so much,
we arc obliged now to take a significant share in regaining the
eternal truths which are thc foundation of peace for mankind.
Alexander Solshenitsin spoke about the "capacity for suffering"
as a precondition for the kind of leadership the world needs. If
that  is  true,  there  is  hope  in  our  time when  suffering  is  so
abundant.

With all this in mind, I for one, am optimistic. I believe in
the capacity for greatness in ordinary men and women. We will
realize that in thc end it is not the laws we pass but the lives we
live that will make the difference.  I believe thc future can be
different. And 1 am gratefiil to be allowed to live in this fascinating
age when history is moving at such a racing pace.
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