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Words of Hölderlin


If I had a realm to rule and courage and strength within to guide people’s heads and heart, one of my first laws would be: may everyone be as he truly is. May no one speak and act differently than what is truly in that person’s mind and heart. Do not envy those who do not suffer—wooden idols who lack nothing because their souls are so poor, who never ask for rain and sun because they need nothing. Yes, it should be easy to be still and satisfied with a shallow heart, a limited spirit... Only you, dear ones, must humble yourselves—surprised in stillness when you do not understand that those others are not happy, the self-satisfied ones. You must beware of making a law of your wisdom. It would be the end of the world if others followed you.





Course of Life


You, as well, wanted something greater, but love


Forces us all down—sorrow even more—


But our arc does not return in vain


To its origin.





Upwards or downwards! In blessed night, 


Where mute nature conceives the days


That are to be, nor even cliffs of Hell:


Does right, does justice rule nowhere?





I learned this. Never that I know of


Have you, celestial ones, who maintain 


All things, led me carefully


Along a level path.





The celestial ones say that humans


Should test everything and thus,


Well nourished, learn gratitude for everything


And understand freedom to rise and go where they want.





The World Situation


(based on reports from the “New York Times” from 12 to 22 June 1945)


More Germans sent to the Homeland


England is sending back 300 transportation workers and miners: the last 300 of the 1500 German POWs brought to England by that nation in order to rebuild the transportation and mining infrastructures left England today in two infantry landing craft of the type used in the invasion. The 1500 men—whose return was ordered by the Allied high command—were previously all in the service of the mining and transportation industries. No other prisoners were immediately returned.





At the last meeting of the Allied Central Council in Berlin on 5 June, Soviet Marshal Zhukov told General Eisenhower, Field Marshal Montgomery and General de Tassigny that he would not order the final control procedure or be able to plan another meeting until the American and English troops had been withdrawn from the Russian zone of occupied Germany. This zone, the first up to now to be clearly defined, was sketched last week on a map issued by the Russians. It occupies all the territory east of a line from Luebeck almost to Nuernberg. In the Russian-occupied zone, the Red Army soldiers may fraternize with Germans. An attack against Russian soldiers, however, will be punished by the execution of 50 Germans. The Russians published German newspapers without delay, set up chain stores and arranged for the barter of work. (“Life”, 18 June)


England has rejected a French proposal for a five-power conference on the Middle East problem, repeating its opinion that a three-power conference among the United States, France and England would be more “expedient.”


Australia’s famous 9th Division landed on Sunday (10 June) on four points in the territory of the Bay of Brunei on the island of Borneo—the first of the East Indies islands in the invasion. The main attack on the southwest tip of Labuan Island quickly led to the taking of Victoria and the airport. There was another landing on the mainland near Brooketon; the troops advanced 4000 yards toward Brunei. The invasion—another surprise for the Japanese—placed the Allied troops 800 miles north of Singapore and 600 miles east of Indochina. General MacArthur stated that the entire Asian coast from Singapore to Shanghai was under Allied control.


The Japanese ignored General Buckner’s surrender demand. It is the first time an American commander has offered the enemy in the Pacific honorable surrender terms. In the Okinawa campaign at least 4,072 Japanese aircraft have been destroyed. The Americans report 30 ships sunk and 45 damaged.


(Brussels/Belgium, 16 June) Socialist Premiere Achille van Acker and his cabinet offered the Prince Regent their resignation as a protest against King Leopold’s return to Belgium and against his re-ascension to the throne. A cabinet report stated that it could not answer for inevitable political consequences of the king’s return.


The Germans were planning a “pin-point” bombardment of American cities using missiles with a range of 3000 miles. By the time of the German surrender, production had reached the blueprint stage. Nazi scientists had hoped to be able to deploy the weapons by November. Two years previously, production fortunately had been delayed by an RAF attack on a German laboratory in Peenemuende on the Baltic coast, in which 800 German missile specialists died. On the basis of theoretical research, the Nazis calculated that within two years they would be able to make a rocket-propelled bomb with a 15,000-mile range. Now that most of the precise German plans have been captured, it theoretically would be possible to attack Japan with super-missiles based in England. In Wiesbaden/Germany General Jacob L. Devers, 6th Army Division Commander, stated that another deadly weapon being prepared but never used by the Nazis was a new poison gas known by its container mark “green ring III.” According to Devers, although the Germans possessed huge quantities of the gas, there was no evidence that they planned to use it as an offensive weapon. “Green Ring III,” added a specialist of the Chemical Section of the Department of War, exceeded considerably all gases developed up to now by the Allies. (“Newsweek”, 25 June)


At Tuesday’s count, the taking of Okinawa had cost 6,990 American soldiers or marines dead or missing and 29,598 wounded. Fleet Admiral Chester W. Nimitz announced the losses today, reporting that as of Thursday, 21 June, 1 p.m. Okinawa time, the island was definitively in American hands. The Japanese casualties as of Wednesday were: 90,401, in addition to over 4,000 prisoners. The total American casualties—including the Navy—as of today (22 June 22) are: 33,769 wounded and 11,260 fatalities for a total of 45,029. Okinawa is 325 miles from Japan and somewhat more than 400 miles from China. Japan must divide its remaining forces to defend both countries. According to the High Command, Okinawa gives the United States a basis for reinforcing the air coverage of an offensive against China or Japan, provides a naval base, may be seen as an advanced position, and is important as a base for an augmented war of attrition in which heavy bombardment and an air-sea blockade are the most important tactics. (“Des Moines Register”, 24 June)


The French Ministry of Information said on Saturday evening that the French occupation zone in German had been officially delineated. It will comprise the southern half of Saarland and Rhineland Palatinate, and almost all of the province of Baden.


Officers of the American 12th Army Group headquarters stated on Saturday that all American troops would leave Thuringia, a corner of Saxony (just north of the Czech border) and the western half of Halle/Merseburg. The region is intended for Soviet occupation.	(“DMR”, 24 June)


Australia’s 9th Division met with no resistance as it landed in the region of the Lutong oil refineries on Borneo, 80 miles south of the west coast of the Bay of Brunei. According to today’s reports from the front, the Australians already had taken the refinery there—possibly the most productive in the English-speaking realm.


In Berlin the Allied Central Commission met for a long time. General of the Army Eisenhower for the U.S., Field Marshal Sir Bernard L. Montgomery for England, Marshall Gregory K. Zhukov for Russia and General Jean de Lattre de Tassigny for France signed a proclamation setting down how the Reich should be administered. (“Newsweek”, 18 June)


Preface to the Charter of the United Nations:


Xxx We the peoples of the United Nations, determined to save succeeding generations from the scourge of war which twice in our lifetime has brought untold sorrow to mankind, and to reaffirm faith in fundamental human rights, in the dignity and worth of the human person, in the equal rights of men and women and of nations large and small, and to establish conditions under which justice and respect for the obligations arising from treaties and other sources of international law can be maintained, and to promote social progress and better standards of life in larger freedom. And for these ends to practice tolerance and live together in peace with one another as good neighbors, and to unite our strength to maintain international peace and security, and to ensure, by the acceptance of principles and the institution of methods, that armed force shall not be used, save in the common interest, and to employ international machinery for the promotion of the economic and social advancement of all peoples, have resolved to combine our efforts to accomplish these aims.


Accordingly, our respective Governments, through representatives assembled in the city of San Francisco, who have exhibited their full powers found to be in good and due form, have agreed to the present Charter of the United Nations and do hereby establish an international organization to be known as the United Nations.





Fotoxxxrayf?


Our Golden Treasure Chest


Longing


The stars were shining golden


As I stood alone at the window,


Hearing in the distance far off


The mail rider’s horn over the quiet land.


My heart burned within me


And I thought,


What if I could ride along with him


In the magnificent summer night?





Two youths were walking


Past me along the slope.


I heard them sing on their journey


Through the still countryside.


They sang about steep gorges


Where the woods rustle softly,


About springs rushing down from the cliffs


Into the forest at night.





They sang about marble statuary in rocky


Gardens running wild under shady trees—


Palaces in the moonlight.


Where maidens listen at their windows 


To the lute’s song,


Where fountains plash sleepily


In the magnificent summer night.





Aside


It is so still; the meadow rests


In the warm beams of the noonday sun


A rosy haze encircles the old headstones;


Grasses bloom; meadow fragrance


Rises into the blue summer sky.





Ground beetles hurry through the bushes


In their golden armor;


Bees hang along the twigs of heather blossoms,


Birds chirp in the grass;


The air is filled with the lark’s song.





A half-wrecked hut


Stands alone in the sunlight here;


The dweller leans on the door,


Comfortably watching the bees;


A boy on the stone before it


Carves himself flutes from the calf-reeds.





In the noonday rest even the village clock


Barely strikes from far away.


The old hut-dweller closes his eyes


To dream of his stores of honey.


No sound of the busy world


Has reached this solitude!
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Highlights from Our Branch Camps


Branch Camp #10, St. Charles/Minnesota


 	In southeast Minnesota—not far from the town of Rochester—is St. Charles, with the eponymous auxiliary camp seven miles from the town. The grounds of the eight barracks and other buildings have the enticing name of “White Water State Park” and are crossed by a stream that winds down into a valley. The area has nothing in common with white water other than the name, however, and during a heavy rain that recently fell the stream rose to threaten the most important place in the camp: the kitchen.


The camp is surrounded by steep limestone cliffs that lend it a romantic appearance—a gray-white background for green foliage. There is also a playing field—not quite up to our standards, but altogether usable and already the stage for numerous soccer and handball games. Here, though, the local favorite game is fistball, which young and old play during free time until the onset of darkness.


Among the comrades who increased the camp population to 200 in number two weeks ago are some who are surely the youngest POWs and also some older cohorts—for in the case of 15-1/2 and 50 year olds, respectively, one can certainly speak of young and old. But, despite this and also the fact that some have spent two weeks while some others two years behind barbed wire, there was communication at once—and perhaps for this very reason a bridge was built in no time, as each had news for the other.


Amusement is provided in free time by a camp orchestra and a theater group—both of which rehearse diligently. The latter will soon present a play, now that a few hours of good entertainment have passed. A stage was constructed—so to speak from nothing, with great difficulty—and soon we will hear “Curtain going up! Here speaks and plays St. Charles.”


Finally, to the “old woodsmen” [at the branch camp] in Bena/Minnesota, heartfelt greetings and “Good wood!”


	Branch Camp #19, Clinton/Iowa: A reflective hour


Good music and poetry were to bring the comrades relaxation and refreshment after hard work. Thus, the central works of our first “Hour of Reflection” were by Theodore Storm and Ludwig van Beethoven. Comrade Berwamger introduced in a few words the poet from the northwestern corner of our German Fatherland—Schleswig-Holstein. Comrade Kauter’s recitations from his work were accompanied by Beethoven’s third sonata. As a finale we heard the second movement of Schubert’s D-minor string quartet “Death and the Maiden.”


The evening was an experience for us in that for the first time here we had an opportunity to hear really good music; nor will we want to miss the “Hour of Reflection” in the future. 


Once again we take the opportunity to thank the base camp in Algona for the materials placed at our disposal. We hope the camp command will not forget us in the future.


Music, school and sports in Owatonna


A number of record concerts have helped us make our Sunday hours complete through musical celebrations. Of these, our Mothers’ Day observance—presented appropriately by Pfc. Schachermeier—and our Pentecost matinee concert stand out. Our camp orchestra conducted by Dr. Rudisch delighted the audience for two full hours, with concert works and spirited solos. Pfc. Teschner acted as master of ceremonies and Pfc. Kehrer’s comic impersonation warmed our tough old warriors’ hearts. We thank them again and are already looking forward to the next friendly get-together, where we again will not spare the applause.


Now let school and sports have a word!


Through a long process we furnished our “lounge” with necessities obtained through our own means inside the large mess hall. Pfc. Eberwein gave our educational courses in English, while Private Haase taught one for businessmen and Pfc. Schachermeier a third class in notation reading for music lovers. Every Monday lectures on topics of general interest are presented within our working group. At these, each of us who feels called to speak will address “the people” in turn on a matter related to his specialty or field of endeavor. Incidentally, our library was exchanged recently and all the comrades’ desires for reading matter are also satisfied at least for a time.


A high point were two Sundays devoted to competitions, including the entire camp in which the “old fellows” pit themselves against the “newcomers.” But, the first Owatonna team—in its attractive yellow and white uniforms—was able to maintain its previous success by achieving two more convincing victories. Now, the two teams have been combined and integrated. When the time comes, the players hope to try their abilities against those of teams from our neighbor camps. In between, though, a game of the second team against our “old fellows” can be arranged as a return match after the 2:0 victory by the “old fellows”. Our comrades still diligently practice handball, gymnastics at the bar and discus throwing. Two particular sport sensations were the fistball games. “Barrack 1” challenged the “Chicken Coop” —only to meet major defeats at the hands of high-scoring opponents in two matches.


Still—along with chess, Skat, bridge, poker and Doppelkopf—table tennis claims far and away the greatest share of our free time. Almost everyone takes part. In May there were two table tennis tournaments each in singles and doubles. As yet, however, a comprehensive tournament is not completed. Once points and matches have been weighed, one group of players will be ranked above the others and will later have to meet challenges for their place. Ways to drop into a lower-ranked group or rise higher have to be taken into the bargain. It takes a long time—but, on the other hand it makes the time pass.


Daily exercise and boxing training—with our boxing ring now well assembled—have been temporarily discontinued because of the current reduction of calories in our diet. Soon our old manager and coach Corporal Karlin will resume the usual training of the exercise devotees with his old energy, and we hope will present trained boxers in competition.


We send a loud “Ahoi” to all the comrades at the base camp and the other branch camps—wishing them all the best for the future.





From the Base Camp


In spite of the men’s continuous work deployment, the camp orchestra has not ceased its activity. The case is more the opposite: Several times recently there has been a “yard concert” —a welcome enrichment of the evening behind barbed wire.


On Sunday the orchestra’s chamber musicians played. The evening was dedicated to Beethoven: the Trio, Opus 1 for piano, cello and violin; and Strong Quartet Opus 18 for two violins, viola and cello. In favor of the selection of these works, there were mainly the great demands they place on the musicians. The performers were equal to the difficulties; however, it surely was not easy to comprehend the riches of this music despite the difficult form. Beethoven’s song “Adelaide” was surely more accessible. Though its lyrics belong to a sentimental time now remote from us, Beethoven’s melodies have remained as vivid as growth in nature—their theme.


The performers of the chamber music concert were Schwoebel (first violin, second violin, viola, cello, piano) and Bresseler (baritone).





From the Camp Pastor’s Folder


(by army chaplain Alex Funke)


In school there are times of lying en masse—that is, when an individual is intimidated by a small group that sets the tone. That was the case once with a Latin assignment. We had been given an assignment, but everyone was supposed to deny the fact so as to have more time for a long walk. Three quarters of the class—including me—joined the Cataline conspiracy of stupidity. But, some good boys didn’t go along with it—and they gave us away. We were stuck: together confronted, together condemned. We accomplices were grounded for two hours—over noon dinner; the ringleaders got a whipping. I arrived home in tears, and proclaimed my misfortune—to be sure in the rosy glow of innocence. That was just what my mother needed to hear. First she granted me a long look from her doe eyes—only one—and then pushed me on into the parlor, where the rod was not spared. Sitting on a bench, I listened to her explain what “lying” was. Nor can I forget how her words revealed her deep sense of the shame I had caused her—and the teacher. To lie to someone—do you know what that means? That means to seriously disrespect a person who tells you the truth. “And now,” she concluded, “you will go to Professor Zandt’s house and tell him that you lied and insulted him, and you will ask him for pardon.” It felt as if the Himalaya Mountains had collapsed upon me. “Please give me another beating instead” I cried, “but not that!” “No, child, that is exactly what you have to do. Whoever confesses has already conquered the enemy.” I knew that when Mother said such things there was no contradicting her so, with an insistently beating heart, I left. I burned all over: the brain in my head, my conscience, the floor under my feet. I had never lived through such a day. I put my outdoor things on, and took my mother’s hand in parting. It was winter—four-thirty in the afternoon as I reached the dark, empty school. I passed the classroom where the disaster had occurred, and climbed to the fourth floor and the professor’s apartment. I stood at the vented doorway half hesitating: I hoped quietly that he would not be home, but I rang and asked “Is the professor there?” “Yes, just knock!” I knocked and a deep voice said “Come in.” The handsome man stood there in his dressing gown, with his long pipe, and gave me a friendly greeting. “Now, young man with my first name, what do you want at this late hour?” Weeping, I only managed: “My mother says hello, and I am supposed to say that I lied and insulted you and that I’m terribly sorry.” That was erratic in delivery, however. He put his hand on my head and said, finally, “Dear boy, it’s the right thing you’ve done to come to me and I’m happy that you did. And tell your mother hello from me and everything is all right; I have forgiven you.” I took his hand, overjoyed that it was out in the open. I skipped down the steps ... as light and merry as if I had won the lottery.


—Erich Frommel, from his “Experiences”





May one deceive the nation?


I say: no!


But if you want to lie to them,


Just don’t do it with polite words.


— from Goethe’s “Faust” Part II


Which form of government is best? The one that teaches us to govern ourselves.


—Goethe





From Our Readers


Yesterday! Today! Tomorrow!


Yesterday! Gray figures leap from trench to trench. The faces that have defied steel and iron for weeks—for months—are hard and tired of fighting. The group of worn-out fighters dug in here in the torn and uneven Earth is small. Here and there strangers in this fateful struggle are united in death as friend and enemy. Brunt-out cities, roads strewn with ordnance show the fierce battles for every foot of Earth. Dark clouds appear in the heavens. Soon the “last” of the little band of courageous fighters has disappeared. “Dead!” “Missing!” “Wounded!” “Taken Prisoner!” These words are the brutal reality of a last, desperate struggle.


Today! Imprisoned. The hours of hard fighting are over; the hours of heartbreak begin. Thousands share this fate of separation from their loved ones. Homeland, all wishes and dreams flow toward you as the essence of love. With longing we remember the hours we spent in our beloved home. Far from all that is past, we live together in large communities. Good spirits and sound ideas enliven days marked by a thousand events. The hours of “conversion” and “finding ourselves” have come, leaving all of us with cleansed spirits as we look ahead to the future.


Tomorrow! Endless columns march back to our Homeland. Years have passed—and youths have become men who know the coarse ways of real life. Have we, have you as well, used this time to cleanse ourselves from all dross that has collected in the long years of loneliness? Have we spent these days attaining the maturity that will enable us to find a sound and reasoned course to follow with shining eyes into the future?


Hardly can any of us know what awaits him; but one word strikes down all fear: “Homeland.”


	—O. Kauter


Thoughts for the times


Nation in need! I know that these words strike like blows of a whip. I know how they upset your emotional balance from the first moment—that your heart struggles against them with all its strength, that your thoughts are plunged into a sea of emotional questions and fears when you hear these words.


Who speaks these words? Not only I, but millions of people call out from their misery into a long darkness that lies in a dim land struck by a hidden fate as yet unrevealed. Do you not see in your mind the dear mother who bore you, standing at the stove to prepare a scanty meal? Your mother is crying! She weeps not only for her dead son, but also for you! She does not mourn lost property; she mourns the man imprisoned in a foreign land. There in the Homeland the desolate beloved stands in a small dark room. Her eyes—red from weeping—look through the window into the distance to picture the beloved face and form of her betrothed. How much longer? With her hands she covers a face distorted by the pain she suffers. Then, your brothers and sisters cry out for bread—for they are young and their bodies need nourishment.


But, you should not close your eyes, for you must recognize their need and thus gain the necessary strength to relieve suffering. Not only does this recognition lend psychological strength, but feelings also support the will and attitude. Longing for wife and child, anticipation of the reunion with everything that we love and value, and faith and hope for a future of contentment allow us to tread the way more easily over the great bridge.


