Drahtpost #4

Christmas 1944

 (translated by Kent & Heidi Mechler)

Wartime Christmas 1944

The sixth Christmas in wartime—Christmas as a POW: Across the barbed wire fence, we can hear the loud ringing at the border of our Homeland. We can only guess at the magnitude of fighting and distress in the Homeland. Every day our first and last thoughts are with our loved ones at home. This makes us equal among comrades; age or education is not important. Especially at Christmas time our thoughts, longings and wishes go across the ocean to home, our families and children.

Christmas—the way we Germans celebrate it—can only be at home, in the closeness of the family. It is mainly the holiday of the family, of children. That is Christmas for us—to see the glowing lights of the Homeland. We remember many childhood Christmases of long ago or our spirit leads us to the last one we were able to celebrate among family. We see the smallest child in the family reaching for the ornaments on the Christmas tree, or the candlelight glowing in the children’s eyes. Do we not hear our children asking for Daddy and our mother or wife whisper our name? Our thoughts also go to our comrades on the front line, on the border of our Fatherland, who are fighting an heroic and self-sacrificing fight in ice and snow, in cold and deprivation—an incomparable fight, fought with incomparable heroic courage and voluntary sacrifice.

Our comrades are not going to have a Christmas tree with all the candles on it, and maybe  not  even  a   few  minutes   of  quiet   andreflection. For most of our comrades it is not their first Christmas on the front; only the young ones have been away from home for the first time. It will be a heart-wrenching memory for the oldest veterans of a Christmas during the years 1914-18, a Christmas spent in some trench or dugout.

Our candles here are burning for our small and smallest children, for our women and mothers, for our comrades on every front, and for the ones who are in graves or under rubble in some city. Looking at the candlelight, we hear the Christmas church bells ring at home. We imagine that, in the distance, we faintly hear the ringing of the bell of peace. We are all waiting for that hour with our heart and soul. This will mean the fighting will grow silent, the barbed wire and the path to the Homeland will open. This means Peace on Earth.

In the Homeland

The mother has been standing by the window for one hour now. In the living room stands the newly bejeweled Christmas tree, which her oldest son had just finished decorating. He even remembered to bring the candles and angel hair. He called to his mother “I’ll be right back”, but she hardly could hear him. One door closed, then another: now, she is alone in the room. She sees him running around the corner. It is useless to stay here, she tells herself. Looking at the beautiful decorated tree again, she becomes misty-eyed. Her thoughts go back to other Christmases, remembering that it was always her husband who did the decorating of the tree. She remembers the words of the last letter she received: Don’t let Christmas Eve be too hard on you, my love; do it for the children.

She dries her eyes and her thought is on the evening, Christmas Eve: How can I get through it? I have to hurry to get everything ready before the children come back. I can use the beautiful colored tablecloth, and the presents can be spread out on the table. She finds all the presents in their hiding places and lays them out on the table. She hears the children jumping and laughing. Now the door opens and all is very quiet; now is the time for the children to say their Christmas poems. They know that after that they will get to open their gifts, which is what they’re waiting for.

One of the little ones becomes very sad, goes to her mother and asks “Where is our dad? Why is he not coming?” Her mother looks into the glowing candlelight, then answers “When the peace bells ring here, he will be coming home”.

—Otto Meister

Christmas on the Dnepr

High on the Dnepr River’s edge you find a tree—a Christmas tree heavily covered with snow, saved from destruction, on the edge of the trench. Hiding underground, you find a battalion somewhere in the east. They are celebrating Christmas here for the second time. A very cold night, a young soldier is standing night watch. His thoughts are going homeward and the soul-searching of so many memories begins.

He stands his watch with tired eyes and thinks of home. By now are they singing Christmas songs? What is that I hear coming up from the bunker? “Silent Night and Holy Night” sings the unit from deep underground. Combat ready, they are sitting deep underground giving each other little gifts and thinking they are boys at home again.

The guard on duty feels that he is part of the celebration. The little evergreen tree is his Christmas tree. His thoughts are with his fallen comrades—and music is coming from the ground.

Holy Night

Holy night of clear stars,

Looking like long bridges

Above a deep distance,

Which crosses over our hearts.

Holy night with fire

On all the mountains—

Today the Earth has to be renewed

Like a newborn child.

Mothers, are all the fires

And all stars set out for you?

Mothers, in your hearts

Beats the heart of the whole world!

Christmas on the Siegfried Line 1917

An ice-cold wind blows from the sea over the fields of Flanders; in the wire cage it sounds like a howling song. It snowed yesterday and last night, and it looks as if loving hands covered the battlefield with a white linen cloth. Here and there one can see several dirty spots in the snow, where grenades have hit.

Today is Christmas Eve. On watch, we are talking quietly: will they be peaceful today on the other side? Maybe they’re celebrating, too: They have everything—except a tree. We don’t either—yes, I have one, even if with small candles.

There comes the watch change: Be very careful comrades—and Merry Christmas. How we hope this will be the last time out here!

We tumble into the warm bunker, newly cleaned for the festivity. After warming up our hands, I begin sorting through the mail: a letter from my parents and my sister. Now it’s time to open the Christmas package that arrived several days ago. I unwrap a pipe, warm socks and gloves—also a small cake, and on the bottom, a bottle of wine. This one is a special one out of our wine cellar. I remember: I tried it as a little boy and got a spanking from my dad.

My comrades are happy for me, knowing that it will be shared by all. I get out the little tree and place it on top of an empty ammunition box. Martl is slowly lights the candles, looking like a sexton. We are in a solemn mood: no one talks. I watch my comrades: there they are with graying, bearded faces and swallowing their homesickness. Girgl plays with a little bell and lets it softly ring. How can these harsh hands, which are used to holding guns and hand grenades, be so timidly holding the little bell?

Hans brings out his harmonica and begins softly playing “Silent Night, Holy Night”. All of a sudden, a sharp blow of a hand grenade tears up the mood: Tssung! Another one: Tssung! Another one. Heavens, who would so rudely interrupt our Christmas Eve? Get out! The Tommy [the English]. Scolding and swearing, we stumble up the stairs. Outside the ice cold night is lit up by tracer bullets’ flare. They are to the right; they are climbing over the barbed wire fence. They place long boards over the fence to speed up the climb. We have a difficult time recognizing them in their camouflage outfits. There a German MG fires at them. They are falling everywhere. Some, though, have made it into the ditches. Hand grenades fly back and forth. We are starting to pull back. From the other side the second wave is coming. After a while, everything is quiet again. Someone complains out loud, “and these English want to be Christians? Not even today can they observe Christmas Eve in peace and quiet!”

For some of us and a dozen plus English, it is “Silent Night” forever. Hans and I are once more walking the ditch. From somewhere in the no-man’s land we can hear a whining which sounds like a child. Then a call—“Help, help; comrade!” We talk it over, but then we are not Englishmen. We climb out of the ditch and bring him in. Where he was lying, the snow was soaked with blood.

Back in the bunker, we put him on a stretcher. Someone runs for the medic. I open his uniform and get a shock. His right chest side is torn open. Even without a medical opinion, we know that it will not be long for him. While the medic is applying the bandages, we hear him moaning and groaning. Martl is furiously watching. He hasn’t forgotten his own bullet wound. On his skull he has a bandage like a turban.

The Englishman is quiet now. “I thank you comrade”, he says, and his eyes search around the room. His gaze falls on our little Christmas tree. Martl, who notices this, says quietly to the others, “Why don’t we light the candles on our tree for him, in his last hour of life?”

His face, contorted in pain, shows a glow. “I thank you, comrades” the boy soldier says again. Hans is playing again “Silent Night, Holy Night”. We are quietly singing along. During the third verse the Englishman slips away—passes over to where there is eternal peace. I get up and gently close his eyes. When the song ends, we begin again and sing until the last candle burns out.

Facing a Burning Candle

I looked into a Christmas candle and asked myself, why is light so beautiful? My answer is, because it brings a change. Out of the dark, a solid candle develops liquid fluid—and after that, tender, precious, glowing steadiness. Beautiful are all the changes, step by step. All the great things in nature—the coming of spring, the ripeness of summer, and the color of autumn—are changes. All of the great things in human life—the pain and shudder of birth, the urges and impatience of young, the growing power of love and the concentrated power of battle—are changes.

Woe to the poor soul who will not make a change; rigid is his destiny, small and self-indulgent his character, poor and empty his old age. And the last greatest change, death, will find him unprepared. Because of all this, I will be ready to accept all the changes coming my way—through the happiness in generous deeds, through pain in loving wisdom, through the enemy in steadfastness, through thrusts in power, through the unexpected in presence of mind, through the difficult in persistence, through need in freedom, through plenty in moderation, through the incomprehensible in awe and devoutness, through people in goodness and patience. Then, death will appear to me as a mellow power, which transforms the darkness of the candle into light.

Why is light so beautiful? Because it is so quiet. Without a sound the unending change takes place in light. In its vicinity, everything is celebration and peace. When I find myself in a crowded, noisy hall, I will look for a burning light. When I gaze at it, a stillness comes over me—like being alone on an island. And all quietness is beautiful—when a soft snow falls from heaven and soothes the Earth; when a white fog wraps around the tree, the house or you yourself. Silence, like a cloud in the sky, builds her majestic lofty mountain formation. Silence in the human soul announces God’s coming, like the morning twilight announces daybreak.

Why is light so beautiful? Because it shines. It doesn’t stay only where it is lit; it sends out its rays—and the reflection of the walls, the things, the shining of silently watching eyes beam the answer. Shouldn’t I feel the same? Is my love, my thinking, my wishing spellbound to the place where I am now? Couldn’t the human soul shine to widen its presence, effecting help in the distance, in regions where brothers battle, work and suffer and need invisible companions?

Why is the light so beautiful? Because it burns upward. Unwavering, the flame seeks height. Turn the candle to the side or even upside down toward Earth, the flame still reaches for the sky. Gazing into the light, I feel have the same urge, the same law burning in me, and I sense its force upward.

Why is light so beautiful? Because it is a mystery. Physicists may explain to us that it is nothing but a normal, burning process, the development of certain gases—carbon combined with oxygen, out of the air at the right combustion temperature. Still, though, the mystery of light remains unexplained; its beauty, touching—the gold of its revelation.

This is why the light is so beautiful—because it is a mystery like the greatest of all mysteries: God!

—Margarete Weinhandl

Winter Wonderland

Quiet dawns in the fog-covered fields, snow dusted with loneliness.

And, a wonderful rich Christmas peace reigns everywhere.

Only once in a while, lost in a dream, a murmur goes through the world,

And a soft ringing of bells comes across the quiet field—

And all the wonders will greet you which have been silent throughout the noisy day;

And your mouth will sing children’s songs and your mind will quiet down. 

And, you will have a glow in your eyes: all that has been sleeping is now awake.

You will be walking through the quiet, with awe at the winter wonderland. 

—Lobsien 

German Christmas

The German year arises out of the winter solstice. That night is the mighty mother of the light, which arises from the sun, the awaker of life. That night is the unfathomable spring of all life—a mother’s womb from which come flowering, greening and maturing.

Like day out of night, the new awakening year rises out of the winter solstice, sprouting into light, greening in a slow climb from paralysis into warmth. During the twelve nights of old, the holy time between the years, feuds were put aside, weapons and spinning wheels were put to rest. Homes were decorated with green branches as a symbol of the newness in nature—with evergreens and palms.

Christianity and Germanic tradition are intertwined with dark threads. Traditions of long ago stand next to the inaudible song of heavenly hosts—but, always, out of the depths of history come the old thought patterns: battle against the enemy and blessing of the light.

During the twelve days cattle and Wodan’s horses are under divine protection. The farmer gives them double food and double love. Magic spells consecrate home and hearth, and in Catholic neighborhoods farmers’ hands write on the barn door: KMB—Kaspar, Melchior and Balthasar. As they once fetched healing water from the holy spring to heal the cattle and to bless the people, now they fetch holy water. If anyone would deny the German people their Christmas tree, he would have to do away with a lot if he wants to exterminate everything Germanic in the church—even the holy water, the healing water.

On the day of St. Stephen, even today, farm boys mount steeds and take them for a galloping run—up hill and down dale—to prevent bad luck in the stables. In earlier days, this was the day when knights prepared to ride in tournaments. Horseshoes are mounted on the stable door, as in the times of the mass migrations in prehistoric Europe. Behind all of these customs stands old Wodan with his holy steed. The powers rise out of the deep—out of the dark night, the sap that runs through the veins of our people, which binds us together with strange magic.

Other peoples take the days one at a time without thinking about it. They are day people—coming and going like their days, which they soberly measure and live. They watch the Germans, shaking their heads, unable to understand that the Germans get their strength from the kingdom of the mysterious depths, from which they suck and store secret powers, unconsciously and compulsively—powers which even the Germans themselves face in timid awe, powers of becoming and powers of longing.

Germans must always grope and search for the origins of things and of their own existence, and yet they can never comprehend. These yearnings were pictured in the touching works of the German Gothic. They soared up jubilantly in the Swabian Baroque. They were sung by angels’ voices to Johann Sebastian Bach’s golden organ; they roared out through heaven in Beethoven’s powerful symphonies. They are the elemental powers of our people.

Call them Faustian or anything you’d like. They lead our people on the band of their holy longing, as if sleep walking to the highest goals that God has set for mankind—lead them on the path of inner experience to eternal values.

Out of his blood, out of his homespun instinct, the Fuehrer recognized that these powers are the magnetic needle that would give the German people directions on their journey through the ages and peoples of the world. It is these powers, which are the foundation of our steadfast belief in a higher mission among the peoples of the world. Out of their dark depth the German future will rise, like the green and fruit-bearing new year which arises out of the twelve nights. They give us belief in our own small destiny, as in the future of Germany, with which we are chained together in life and death. 

Letters of Two Lovers

“…It is amazing, that the time before Christmas is my most fruitful. Maybe because the days are short and the evenings are long, one concentrates more on work. This is probably what it is. There is a peculiar, mystic and magic atmosphere in the world at this time—even if you don’t think of the Christian angle on it. At Christmas we are actually celebrating more the great, eternal legend of a mother and her newborn child. In this the world awaits a perpetual rebirth and a new hope. Every child at birth might be for his parents a savior and embodiment of all purity and hope—especially for us Germans. The deep and religious reverence of the Child and his Mother were a holy custom in this world long before Christianity, and certainly, in a world in which Christianity and its teachings are growing pale, we will still celebrate Christmas and sing the old songs. All in all, it doesn’t make any difference what you believe in to celebrate Christmas, to honor the Child or light the candles. Christmas’ holiness is deeper within us than all dogma…”

“…Snow is coming down steadily. The last few days we had ugly, slushy weather: now, though, is the right Christmas atmosphere. You write so beautifully about Christmas. But you know, let me have my childhood dream a little bit longer about Mary and Bethlehem. For me the Christmas story ‘And it came to pass…’ is still the most beautiful—and the story with the shepherds in the field and the Three Kings! Maybe it all is just a nice fairy tale, but it still is very nice and makes me pious, even it doesn’t really make sense. I wouldn’t want to miss any of the many beautiful old songs, ‘On top of the mountain blows the wind’. Come you shepherds, you men and women. ‘Quem, pastors, laudavere’: Everyone will have to have his own thoughts—in God’s name. He is probably big and gracious enough, that it is OK either way…” 

A Christmas Dream

The sound of Christmas bells reaches

To all the villages and to the city. 

Longing drifts homeward to the loved ones. 

I have deep feelings in my heart at this holy time. 

Gone is all the pain and sorrow;

My focus is heaven bound. 

Oh, Christmas songs, and bells ringing, 

You take me back into my dream. 

At one time my mother sang to me 

In my happy childhood time. 

“Silent Night, Holy Night” by Karl Eiche

A Christmas play in seven acts: (the origin of the carol “Silent Night, Holy Night”)

Individuals and their roles: 

Klampfenhof Farmer: 

Heinz Speck 

Klampfenhof Farmers Wife: 
Helmut Schuster 

Hannerl, their daughter: 

Joseph Hasenstab 

Everl’s friend Hannerl’s

Matthias Herx

Sepp, Hannerl’s bridegroom:
Tilo Schenck 

A friend of Sepp, from the hill
Hubert Weimer

Pastor Mohr in Oberndorf 
Hans Richter

Franz Xaver Gruber, teacher and organist




Friedrich Sturm

A forester


Walter Urbatsch

Theatrical director
       Woldemar Kondruss

Stage constructor

Rudolf Karner

Costume designer

Jaroslav Belada

Lighting technician

Erwin Trummer

Hair stylists




Kurth Grothmaack and Erich Knoblauch

General director
           Georg Kronemann

The origin of this well known song, which made its way throughout the whole world like no other, which is sung on Christmas Eve in all countries in all languages—the origin of this song, known to you since childhood, will be played to you during the holidays. In the seven acts you will see the actors in their historical clothing—especially the poet in the person of Pastor Mohr and the composer of the melody, the teacher and organist Franz Xaver Gruber.

The impressive action, which takes place in Oberndorf on the Salzach, and the dramatic moments will give insight into the life and healthy character of the mountain people in the Salzburg area, which comrade Eiche has excellently brought to life. 

A Christmas present from the theater group—entry free!

“The Three Langhanses”

Fritz Reuther is not just a humorous low-German portrayer of Mecklenburger folk-characters. He also knows how to produce a high-German comedy piece with a lot of situation comedy. This motivated our camp theater to bring the little known and seldom performed comedy piece “The Three Langhanses” to the camp stage. The organizers outfitted the actors with modern costumes and set the plot in the present, which would be about one hundred years later than the original time period. Perhaps the audience could still sense that these were characters from our great-grandfathers’ days: the file-crazy bureaucrat Langhans; the young attorney Luechtung, whose legal studies obstructed his ability to look at things from a practical viewpoint; the rundown scholar, actor, and clerk; the crafty Zwippel; Kluckhahn, the government official, with his striving after ever-higher spiritual highs. In addition, there’s the handsome, young Baron Stolt; a just-as-pretty widow, Frau von Gernfried; her friend Emma Langhans; and Frau Kluckhuhn and her daughter Karoline, who provided a country touch.


The performance emphasized the situation comedy to bring out the best in the characters. Baron von Stolt (Glowania) is left in the dark until almost the end about the fact that the love of his youth, Agnes von Baldua—whom he runs into again at the law office—is actually his trial opponent Frau von Gernfried. And, this attractive, dark beauty (Schuster) doesn’t even have a chance to clear up the misunderstanding because of his quick zeal. The attorney Luecthing (Schenck) wants to end the seemingly eternal lawsuit through an out-of-court settlement, but his competent clerk Zwippel (Trummer)—who uses his superior cunning to take care of the business of his naïve boss and friend—has another plan. Now to the three Langhanses, three fossilized guys: the justice minister, the pension minister and the head-forester Langhans. These three officials—who not only persist side-by-side in their files and official acts but even fight among themselves—are in reality one and the same person, namely the older Langhans (Speck). This only becomes clear to those involved little by little. The last one to catch on is the attorney, who from the beginning had his eye on the brick-blond, hip-swinging, flirtatious Langhans daughter Emma (Klewitz)—and not without some success.

Everything good comes in threes—so also with pairs of lovers. Zwipppel, a true naturalist, doesn’t let himself be deterred by technical difficulties—the broom of the furious house-dragon Frau Kluckhuhn—from his scientific task, which consists of investigating the eyes, lips, and heart of Kluckhuhn’s 18-year-old daughter Karoline (Herz), at which he succeeds quite easily. Kluckhuhn (Kronemann) is satisfied, above all because the Woldenberg estate is going to be wiped off the map and with it his three-fold labors and his three uniforms. Then, as a natural philosopher, it will be easier for him to occupy his time with the orbit of comets, gastric juices and other scholarly questions. Poor Langhans is old and has out-lived himself, so that he soon can step off life’s stage.


Today they all rest in peace: the Woldenbergs, the Langhanses, the Kluckhuhns and the Zwippels—but long live the art that brought them back to life for an amusing hour. The performance of the camp theater brought much joy and made all the quiet, diligent work worth it that the group (which even enthusiastically took care of little things like costumes, decorations and wigs) put into it, thus reaching the high standards set at the camp theater’s first presentation.

The First Choir Concert

On 12, 15 and 16 December our camp choir (under the direction of Johann Bresseler) appeared in public for the first time. For weeks the singers unselfishly gave of their free time in order to delight the comrades with beautiful German songs. Only a few were able to follow the laborious details involved in the preparations, and they expected much from these evenings. Nevertheless, all expectations were exceeded by far.


It was a good idea to intertwine the songs with German poetry (recited by Friedrich Sturm) and two piano solos (by Eugen Koenig and Ernst Bender). The prologue from Felix Dahn visibly moved the listeners. After the song “The heavens declare the eternal’s honor” from Ludwig von Beethoven, there was such a solemn stillness that no one dared disturb it with applause. It wasn’t until after the “Pilgrim’s Chorus” from Tannhaeuser by Richard Wagner that the tension subsided and applause began to be heard in the hall. It would be a lot of trouble for nothing to try to describe each individual song or even to attempt to determine which one was the most beautiful. No, the whole evening held us spellbound—no matter whether they were serious or cheerful songs.


The evening ended with the “Blue Danube Waltz” by Johann Strauss. The comrades in the choir were thanked with applause that didn’t seem to want to end.


We all hope that we can look forward to another such evening soon. It was an experience from beginning to end, when everyone joined in spirit in the last tones of the “Danube Waltz”:


“Whatever the day may bring us,



Faithfulness and unity shall protect 

us at all times.

Yes, faithfulness and unity.”

Spotlights from Our Branch Camps

Branch Camp #2, Fairmont/Minnesota

Even though after the first game for the “Ice Trophy” during a sport-filled afternoon, the winning and losing sides contended peacefully at emptying an ice barrel; the losers were out for revenge at the repeat game and played their earlier conquerors with 6 to 0 into the softened ground. The winners had the faster team. At half time the game stood at 2 to 0. After the sides on the playing field were exchanged, the score was raised to 3 to 0. After one player was removed from the game, the weaker team had to endure three goals one right after another. The goals were shot by: Thierling (2), Plabst, Boecker, Baetz and Hoffmann. The game was officiated by Herrmann—to the satisfaction of both sides.

Branch Camp #3, Remer/Minnesota

We have a theater, too! Out of a housing barracks emerged a good-looking and functional auditorium. It was dedicated with a well-done variety show under the motto “People, Animals, Sensations,” which Sergeant Major Glied opened. The laugh muscles were set into powerful motion by the humoristic scenes and the grotesque animal training acts of the “Circus Sarassani.” It was a good beginning and incentive for further presentations.

Branch Camp #6, Deer River/Minnesota

As always, sportsmen fare badly in winter. We held only one punch-ball tournament in the beginning of November. All the more, then, is “training of the mind” on the docket. Very well attended general knowledge lectures on various themes were of benefit to everyone. Well done, comrades from Deer River! We need that so that our minds don’t turn to mush. In addition, a “request concert” with an abundant program, a “German evening” and the farce “The Hannemann Family”, brought not only a change of pace, but also edification.

Branch Camp #7, New Ulm/Minnesota

In summer we had ample opportunity to swim and fish, so now we turn our attention to winter sport with its various delights. Ice skates, ice-yachts and skis are all being built in our workshop. We bid an energetic “Ski-Heil” to all our comrades in New Ulm!

Branch Camp #17, Charles City/Iowa

Besides soccer and table tennis games, which are enthusiastically played by the comrades in all the branch camps, in our camp woodcarving has an important place in the leisure time activities of the men. We hope to able to admire a large number of your works at a display here in January!

Announcements

Everywhere work diligently is progressing for the art and literary competition. Everything is indeed being done privately—as far as that is possible under our living conditions—but it’s already evident that the works of the base camp and branch camps will make the planned exhibit (10 January 1945) worth seeing. Dr. Hong from the Y.M.C.A. will probably be viewing the exhibit.


The camp direction wishes all comrades success, and beyond that a Christmas celebration that deepens the ties to home and makes our camaraderie strong.


Between Christmas and New Year’s, Beethoven’s 3rd Symphony—the “Eroica”—will be heard. This symphony was written during the most difficult period in Beethoven’s life, when it was determined that he would be deaf forever. Some words of introduction—including a reading of the Heiligenstaedter Testament, which Beethoven wrote during the same time period—will lead up to the monumental work, which can give everyone strength for life.

The editorial staff thanks comrades Josef Achatz, Ernst Bohland, Wilhelm Heinrich, Paul Kruger, Josef Mach, Wilhelm Martens and Julius Stelting for their contributions—some of which we already could use and others that have had to be postponed to a later edition. Our special Christmas wishes go to all comrades who have worked so energetically on the “Drahtpost.”

Branch Camp #5 in Owatonna extends its best wishes to Corporal Mueller on the occasion of his “long-distance wedding,” Christmas 1944. Our camp director, Sgt. Bauer, the “Drahtpost,” and everyone else here joins in congratulations and hope that Comrade Mueller soon will be able to see his young wife again in the Homeland.

In the future, we ask that all death, marriage and birth announcements be sent in together with exact places, names, and time specifications—if possible—so that we can put them in the form of a real announcement.

From the Compound 3 we have learned that a big Skat competition will be held over the Christmas holidays. Likewise over Christmas, chess tournaments will probably be held in all companies of the entire base camp. Since it is impossible for us to visit so many happenings, we ask the comrades who are responsible for them to report to us about them, as well as about the Christmas celebrations. 

The “Drahtpost” wishes all comrades in the base and branch camps a merry and healthy Christmas! May it be the last one in captivity!




We believe in the generation which strives to come out of the dark into the light.		—Goethe
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