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Do you still remember?


Do you still remember, when in the spring night


We looked out of our bedroom window,


Down into the garden, where in the darkness


It smelt mysteriously of jasmine and lilac?


The starry sky over us so wide,


And you so young: the time passes imperceptibly.





How still the air! The plover’s call


Rang out clearly across from the seashore;


And above our treetops we looked


Silently into the dim country.


Now spring is again around us—


Only, we no longer have a home.





Now I often listen sleeplessly at dead of night, if


Whether the wind doesn’t point the way homewards.


He who already built his house in the Homeland,


He should no longer go away from home.


His eye is always turned in that direction:


Yet one thing remained—we go hand in hand.


—Theodor Storm
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From the Camp Pastor’s Folder


(by navy chaplain Eich)


It is only self-satisfied flat heads who are able to bask in the light of their time. To the keener watcher, with his knowledge, human misery stretches and extends; he sees nothing more than ill fated, always deeper-sinking, wretchedly drowning mankind. Still, carried by his life-craving heart, by his spirit, struggling for freedom, he cannot believe that everything shall be lost; he searches for ways out—ideals, a god.


Our time in particular has given birth to a people of God-searchers. Even though they make the sign of the cross at the word “God”, just as in the Middle Ages they crossed themselves in front of the Devil: they do not want to bear witness to him and yet cannot manage without him. On every street and in all deserts, in the morning or in the evening, at midday or at midnight, you will find the tracks of the God-searchers everywhere: Here a rose-bed, there stony slates, here a sword and there a cross. The call of the dervish from the mosque, the rasp of the rattle in the wigwam, the peal of a bell in the cathedral: it is the eternal cry for help of the children of suffering, for a godly saviour; it is the consuming yearning for a strength that vanquishes the animal within us, liberates the spirit and gives us fulfillment.


These days many dig their way through the animal kingdom, through plants and mildew into the Earth. They want the right thing, but do not find it: on the way to the light they have become blind. May they never succeed in undermining the ground where happy people walk on the green grass. 


—Peter Rosegger
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Evening Song


Eyes, my dear little windows,


Have given me sweet light already for so long;


Be friendly, let picture upon picture come in:


Sometime you will be blackened out!





Someday the tired eyelids will shut,


Your flame will go out; then the soul has peace:


It tentatively slips off the hiking shoes,


And lies down in its dark trunk.





It still sees two sparks standing, glimmering 


Like two little stars, inwardly visible


Until they waver and then also fade away—


As if by the flutter of a butterfly’s wing.





But still I stroll on the evening field:


Only the sinking stars join me.


Drink, oh eyes, what the eyelash holds,


Of the golden abundance of this world!


—Gottfried Keller





Our Sports


1st team 1st Company:	1st team Compound 2	1:2 (1:0)


The challenge cup final—awaited with great excitement—was again left undecided on Sunday, 1 April 1945. The teams agreed to a friendly match of 2 x 30 minutes, which was deservedly won by Compound 2’s team. The 1st Company did not show much skill and ability, with the team weakened by the well-known transfers. With the wind behind them, in the first half the team succeeded in exerting a slight superiority on the field, whereas the team from Compound 2—which became better above all in teamwork—pressured the opposition’s goal in such a way in the second half that great events often took place there—all of which could only be warded off with luck and total commitment, except for two, which led to the equalizing and the winning goal. As the scheduling of the cup match will continue to be in question for some time to come—due to team difficulties and also for special reasons—it has been decided to postpone the completion of the cup for an undecided time.


1st team 1st Company:	1st team 2nd Company	3:0


In spite of the strenuous work with hemp, the teams held a friendly game on Wednesday, 27 March 1945. Both teams were missing well-known and proven players who have been transferred, which noticeably handicapped the team of the 2nd Company far more. The match proceeded sportingly and was well conducted.


From the rules of German football


If a corner kick goes untouched into the net, it is an indisputable goal. The player who took the penalty can also convert a penalty kick saved by the goalkeeper. If a penalty kick bounces off the crossbar or the post without the goalkeeper having touched it, any player—except the one who took the penalty—can try to put the ball in the net.





Our Theater Group


Previews or reviews of our theater group’s performances—planned or past—have become an established part of our “Drahtpost”. In the last edition we could report on the performances of the comedy “Der zerbrochene Krug”[“The Broken Jug”] by Heinrich von Kleist, and were curious which performances from the works of Schiller, Reuter, Moliere or Kleist the group now has resolved to do.


In response to our question, the leader of the group—comrade Kronemann—informed us somewhat melancholically but full of hope:


“Unfortunately I am not in the position to hand over to the ‘Drahtpost’ for the coming issue the now already rhythmically due preview of a new play, as a ‘small still stand’ has occurred also with us. Not only has the deployment of all available energies on the hemp projects caused our ongoing work to cease for some time, but the transfer of some of the comrades in our group to branch camps also has thinned the ranks of our ‘actors’: in particular, the departure of comrades Schuster and Hasenstab—who, as well-known and experienced feminine types, were never absent from any theatre review—requires particular rearrangements of the available powers or the filling-in of the gaps with comrades who as of yet have no connection with our group.


“The interruption of performances that has suddenly occurred does not at all mean, however, a cancellation or the end of the theatre group. On the contrary: during the time that our camp is weakly staffed we use the days to get everything in our workshops (costume tailor’s, carpenter’s, etc.) in good shape and well organized for the coming season. But, we also work—as it’s known in stage terms—‘on ourselves’ for it is important, particularly for us amateur players, to perfect our skills through thorough reading and learning. The resources necessary for the prosperity and success of a good play—along with the actors—are preserved for us, so we can confidently continue our work and hope to be able give the ‘Drahtpost’ previews of our next performance soon.”





From Our Branch Camps


Cut Foot Sioux reports


Our camp celebrated the Heroes’ Memorial Day of the German People in a dignified way. In the morning the camp chaplain held a camp service for both denominations [Catholic and Lutheran]. In the evening the comrades congregated for a ceremony. The individual fate of Friedrich von Schill was presented as an example of the individual’s (and the whole nation’s) willingness to make sacrifices.


Friedrich von Schill is the personification of the Frederican spirit, the personification of the German. Through his action and self-sacrifice for his Fatherland he gave his era and also that of today an example that the “I” of the individual must be subordinated to the “we” of the whole nation.


The leader of the evening—comrade Guenter Timm—planned this ceremony as dignified and simple, but nevertheless large. The speakers and the music—under the direction of Fritz Steidel—fit in well and presented us with an hour that we will not forget.


“Jungle Stage” at Cut Foot Sioux


 	Our theatre program for this year opened on 24 March 1945 with a comical tale in three acts, “Hans Huckebein” by Oscar Blumenthal and Gustav Kadelburg. Under the direction of Walter Dettmann this farce received utmost praise and thanks from the comrades.


The husband dogged by ill fortune (Heinz Radtke) —a real Huckebein—completes his bad luck when he leads his wife (Fritz Rakers) and his mother-in-law into the first cinema of Berlin and unwittingly shows them his only rendezvous with another lady. In spite of the futile attempts of the father-in-law (Hermann Zimmann) at sorting things out, a divorce seems unavoidable. After much turmoil and excitement, however, it still ends happily.


All actors—whether it be the mother-in-law (Franz Phalert) in her genuine “mother-in-law-type concern”, or Boris Mensky (Karl Riepe), a Russian big landowner with 12 priests, or the prize-wrestler Tobias Krack (Albert Hafner), whose fingers are very often itchy, or the maid Emma (Johann Alfons) who again and again cites marital principles to the lady, and not to forget the young, respectable niece (Otto Guenther), who in the end becomes mistress over 12 priests—they all gave their best and were rewarded with roars of laughter, the approval of comrades. The other actors (Fritz Ihlo and Arthur Miketta) —in conjunction with the set designer Erich Pause and the comrades who energetically contributed to the success of the evening—also gave their best. Particular recognition is to be given to comrade Fritz Rakers, who in his portrayal of the wife of the tormented Huckebein—how she loves, sulks and forgives—was her spitting image. (One can only say: POWs are capable of anything.) We say thanks and hope that the theatre-loving public very soon will be given the opportunity to applaud again.


Easter concert


On Easter Sunday the comrades of our camp were given an Easter concert of the works of old and new masters, in the beautifully decorated theater room. The performance opened with the overture to the opera “Der Freischuetz” [“The Free Archer”] by Carl Maria von Weber and the “Humoresque” by Dvorak. With the “Lento” from the violin concerto in D-minor by R. Strauss, the leader of the band—Fritz Steidel—showed very good control of his violin. Tunes from the opera “Rigoletto” by G. Verdi closed the first part of the evening.


In the second part the overture of the operetta “Die schoene Galathee” [“The beautiful Galathee”] by F. von Suppe, “Wiener Blut” [“Vienna Blood”] by J. Strauss, “Melodien aus der Operette ‘Gasparone’” [“Tunes from the Operetta ‘Gasparone’”] by C. Milloecker, “Ung. Taenze Nr. 5 und 6” [“Hungarian Dances No. 5 and 6”] by J. Brahms, “Fideles Wien” [“Cheerful Vienna”] by K. Komzak, “Die Muehle im Schwarzwald” [“The Mill in the Black Forest”] by R. Eilenberg and the march “Unterm Siegesbanner” [“Beneath the Victory Banner”] by F. von Blon were featured.


The listeners thanked the twelve musicians with honest and enthusiastic applause, which proved that the concert had been a complete success.





For Life: A Novella


When red horror sweeps through the streets and no one is of surviving any longer sure, then romanticism steps in and true love feels itself up to every sacrifice—playing for the day, playing for the eternal night—decision-making abilities being the only salvation, as long as action is at all possible.


When Robespierre’s reign of terror had reached its height—a few days after Danton’s death—the prisons filled up with aristocrats and Girondins: the space barely sufficed to hold all those arrested. The henchmen dragged the young Pierre Boissy d’Anglas into the Conciergerie.


When Therese—who had been married to him for a few months—came home, she found the flat empty. In front of the door stood the crying maid, who had been witness to the arrest: the beloved—hands tied—had been carried away, his jacket brutally torn from his body. Therese was feverish, yet she did not lose her head: she sat herself down and wrote, then sent the maid out to get some foodstuffs, which already were difficult to get hold of in starving Paris. Salvation, salvation!” she cried and joined her hands in prayer.


Just as it was full on the street and in the sessions of the Jacobin Club, so it became empty in the guest- and coffeehouses. Even in Café Corazza—which had lodged itself in the Palais Egalité and where the dictator made his daily appearance—only a few appeared to admire the dreaded one, to speak to him, to eye him with hate-filled glance, to creep around mistrustfully like a trapper with his game.


Robespierre appeared stiff and bourgeois-clean; he sat at his small table and looked around silently. The “citizen” waiter had set up the chessboard, but no opponent was there. The glance of one accustomed to ruling was indignantly cast over the persons present. He knew some among them; they didn’t know how to play. Carnot, “the organizer of victory”, played too badly.


In one corner very close to the mighty ruler sat a young man, sucking at his absinthe; he looked good, almost like a boy. The mighty ruler wanted to be affable. “Citizen, do you play chess?” he called over. “Gladly, citizen”, came the reply—and so the youngster sat himself at Robespierre’s table.


The game began. The few acquaintances soon moved closer and watched. The battle was intense, the endgame breathtaking... a move, the queen went forwards, the dictator was in checkmate. Astonished, he looked at the boy almost reluctantly; during the game he had totally forgotten who sat opposite him. “Rematch?” he asked dryly. “Rematch”, replied the youngster, whose face was aglow during the playing of the battle.


They set the figures up. The youngster began by engaging the pawns in skirmishes. Robespierre played edgily; he had to finish this greenhorn off. Landlord and waiter were idle as they watched. The battle raged again and the board was quickly emptied of figures; only the queen, two pawns, a rook… The dictator already believed himself to have the advantage when—a surprising move, heaving a deep sigh of relief—the youngster said: “Citizen, you are in checkmate.”


Robespierre had to acknowledge it. Chess pieces are more sincere than people. There exists no doubt, no compromise. “For what have we actually played?” asked Robepierre casually, hiding his annoyance and his admiration for the young opponent. “For a life, citizen. I have already prepared the order to set the Count Boissy d’Anglas free.”


“You are bold, my boy, but you please me.” The dictator quickly signed his name under the text. It had become late; he was in a hurry. “Do not say: boy, citizen,” said the addressee and quickly put the piece of paper in his pocket, “say rather female citizen: I am the Countess Boissy and have played for the life of my husband.”


Therese bowed slightly, as a shiver of awe ran across the back of the few persons present.


 Someone wanted to make a joke—somewhat forced—yet Robespierre waved it aside. He had also played for his fate and knew that his end was near. What harm could it do that the count—what was his name?—received his freedom.


—Gleichen-Russwurm





Humor in Words and Pictures
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Musical waters


“Romantic, no Fraeulien Hedda?! In this spot yesterday my portable radio fell over board!”
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	The little darling


“What, you’re surprised—despite marriage by proxy?” [a program through which POWs and their sweethearts legally could be married although separated by an ocean.]
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The enterprising housewife


“Excuse me, madam, but what do you want here?” “I saw queuing, and then I thought there might be something without [ration book] points...”


A small mishap


A pretty young widow sits with her four-year-old son in a hotel lobby next to an elegant gentleman. After some time, the little boy goes to the man and asks “Uncle, what is your name?”


“Hans Berger.”


“Are you already married?”


“No, my child.”


“Are you staying longer in the hotel?”


“Another two weeks.”


After this information the young boy turns again to his mother and calls in a loud voice: “Mum, do you want to know something else?”


The fuller figure


Selma sang. Selma sang a lot and for a long time. The agent looked at her and nodded satisfactorily: “You have a very beautiful and extensive repertoire!”


Selma looked bashfully into her blouse.


 “Unfortunately… unfortunately” she said, “I used to be quite slim, but since I sing...”





Miscellaneous


 	We thank comrades Willi Rauscher and Wilhelm Martens (of Camp Fairmont) for their puzzle submissions.


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





