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To a Tyrant


How with cruelty you destroyed what existed,


Turned into ruins even your nation,


And the crown glowing about your head,


Was paled by the tears of despair.


He who sows destruction with his sickle


Colors purple the blood of innocence.


He will reap what he has sowed,


Drowning in blind rage.





You have won a continent,


Distant crown are gathered on your head,


Millions you have forced into servitude,


But for your pain there is no friend;


When you tire of shedding blood


No love will serve you the refreshing draught


Even virtue’s password: Peace,


Will turn into a curse for you.





Lonely do you sit upon your throne


Like iron necessity,


And your name reverberates in all regions,


As the bloody hostage of its time.


What you desire you will never complete,


Lonely, agitated by desires,


Only a tool in the hands of revenge,


You too will be destroyed by it.


—Friedrich Schiller





Law and Justice in the “State under the Rule of Law”


With the complete collapse of the Nazi regime—which, according to the words of Adolf Hitler, was supposed to last a thousand years—and with the disintegration of the Party and the unconditional surrender of the remainder of the German army on the 8th (or 10th) of May, Hitler’s dictatorship and Himmler’s police state simultaneously came to a dishonorable end. The Nazi propagandists called the dictatorship an authoritarian democracy and called the police state under the arbitrary rule of the Gestapo a “state under the rule of law.” Justice was supposed to be what was good for the German people, and injustice that which would harm the German people. A judge—presumably unbiased and independent—was supposed to rule according to a healthy feel for the people. The propagandists said a “healthy feel for the people” and they meant their own interests and those of the Party. They called judges independent but demanded justice along the lines of the Nazi party program, without giving the judges reasonable laws, according to which they could rule in a just manner. Judges who came down with just decisions in spite of Party influence and who were not influenced by Party interests were openly attacked by the SS and the Party and had to reckon with dismissal through special authorization laws. Hitler and Himmler used the Gestapo when they realized that German judges, with few exceptions, were not willing to follow the arbitrariness of the Party and the Gestapo and act against their own ideas of law and justice.


Many times the right to appear before a judge was denied Germans who had committed no crime other than having a different opinion from that of Party leadership or having had a minor private disagreement with Party leaders. Without a decision from the court—i.e. without a determination of guilt—the Gestapo put these people in concentration camps for months or years. There are many cases, especially at the beginning of the Nazi rule, in which a judge refused to order the arrest of German men or women because no punishable act had been committed or there was absolutely no evidence of crime. If the judge let the accused go free—which was his duty—then the Gestapo frequently arrested him in the courtroom or at the door of the courthouse and took him to a concentration camp. In general, Germans learned very little of these activities; only the family members of those dragged away heard about it and had to deal with the consequences. If they spoke about this injustice, they could expect the Gestapo would attack them. According to Himmler, there were already 80,000 prisoners in the concentration camps before the war. 


I ask you, comrade: “Was that law and justice? Could a state which used such violent measures have a claim to be called a ‘state under the rule of law’?” The answer can only be “no” —and again, “no.”


And how did the fight for freedom and justice develop in the last months of the war? When you risked your life a hundred times in the ice and snow of distant Russia, under the glowing African sun, on the coasts of Europe, on land, water or in the air, you thought you were fighting for law and justice, for the Fatherland, for your family members, for women and children, and for everything you hold dear.


How do you react to the fact that Himmler threatened you, a soldier, that he would take revenge against your family members if you ended up in a prisoner-of-war camp, even though you were fighting day and night under the most difficult circumstances? Was that your fight for law and justice? Or wasn’t it really senseless support for the Nazi leaders who just wanted to stay alive a few more weeks although they knew that the war was lost?


How do you react to the fact that Himmler, in his own words, had all the male members of one family taken to a concentration camp and shot–a family in which a political refugee was found, although no attempt was made to determine who knew about his whereabouts? Wasn’t it completely insane when Dr. Goebbels announced in stilted words about two weeks before his suicide that the German people now would experience the historically most important days of the great struggle, in closest solidarity with the leadership? Since the Allies already had conquered and occupied all of Germany except for Berlin and a little part of northern Germany, since there was no longer any unified leadership, since there was no longer any defense or armaments industry, why did German soldiers, women and children have to further bear the burden of fighting, deprivation and death? Just so the megalomaniacal Nazi leaders could survive until the last day of battle and maybe even longer in their bunkers. In reality, there was no longer a way of avoiding total defeat.


What conclusions for the future and for the survival of the German people must be drawn from these findings? We need a just nation in which every person is guaranteed justice before an independent judge. Laws may be enforced only in an unbiased manner for everyone—without consideration of religion, race, background and political persuasion. The judge must do his best to insure the equality of everyone before the law. Arbitrary arrests must be forbidden. Every accused person must have the right to an unbiased judicial process, determining guilt or innocence.


—Gustav Becker, writing for the camp newspaper at Camp Wheeler/Georgia





The First German Settlers in Pennsylvania


Suffering and unrest in Europe is the background for the beginnings of the North American colonies. Religious beliefs clashed in the 17th century. For thirty years the Holy Roman Empire was the scene of an unresolved struggle between Protestants and Catholics, which left a wasteland. England was rocked by political and religious revolt; European nations fought for supremacy: Sweden and Spain lost ground, France and England ascended, and the people suffered the fortunes and misfortunes of their princes. For many, there was no other path to freedom than to go out into the newly discovered world. There, they might have a fresh start; because there was neither the blessing nor the curse of an old past.


William Penn was perhaps the finest figure among the early North American settlers. The son of a famous English admiral, as a student at Oxford he joined the persecuted and despised Quakers. In “Freedom of Conscience” he wrote about and looked for a place for this freedom in North America: Pennsylvania—which became a “holy experiment” because here, for the first time in modern history, freedom of belief was the basis of a legally constituted community. Along with Scots and Irish, there were many Germans among the settlers—especially from the Palatinate, which had been devastated by Louis the 14th. Many from the Palatinate emigrated to the Volga; many, across the ocean.


A lawyer from Frankfurt named Pastorius advertised Penn’s colony. In 1700 he wrote a “Complete Geographical Description of Pennsylvania”:


Penn promises to protect everyone in religious and secular affairs. Above all, no one is supposed to be harassed for religious reasons; on the contrary, all inhabitants of the province are granted freedom of conscience. Each nation can build churches and have schools and religious services as it wishes. Sunday is for the glorification of God. The Word of God is supposed to be preached so zealously that the purity of the teaching can be seen in listeners by their behavior. Neighbors are supposed to help one another, praise God and make their children do the same. Every child of twelve years is supposed to learn a trade or some other honorable vocation.


Governor Penn founded the city of Philadelphia between the Delaware and the Schuylkill rivers. He chose the name with the thought that the inhabitants would lead their lives in simple and true brotherly love. My group of colonists consisted of very different people. There was a doctor with his wife and eight children, a French army Captain, a Dutch baker, a pharmacist, a glassblower, a smith, a tailor, a gardener and farmers—80 people in all, in addition to the ship’s crew. They were different not only in age and occupation but also in religion and character, so that I can compare the ship to Noah’s Ark. In my group I have Catholics, Lutherans, Calvinists, Baptists, Anglicans and only one Quaker.


On the evening of 20 August 1683, we arrived with God’s help in Philadelphia. On the next day I gave William Penn my letters, and I was received most hospitably by him. I really would like to write a lot about this famous and worthy leader, but my quill—it is from an eagle which a poacher brought me—is much too weak to portray the virtues of this Christian. He often invites me to eat or he takes me on his rounds, and his presence is always uplifting. He loves Germans dearly and tells his advisors in my presence: “I love the Germans and wish that you would, too.”


I, Franz Daniel Pastorius, founded a new city, Germantown (about two hours from Philadelphia), on 24 October 1685. There you can find good black soil, fresh springs of water, oaks, walnuts, chestnuts and good grazing land. The first settlement consisted of twelve families with a total of 41 people—most of them Upper German craftsmen and weavers. I made the main street 60 feet wide, and the side streets 40 feet. The lot size for each house and garden was three acres—for my own home, twice as large. Glass was a rarity, so the windows were made of oiled paper. Above my entrance I wrote: Parva domus, sed amica bonis, procul este profane. Our governor laughed about that when he visited me and encouraged me to build more.


I acquired 15,000 acres of land for my Upper German Company with the understanding that there would be 30 households on it within a year. Therefore, it would be good if the members of our trading company in Europe would send more people. Why, just yesterday the Governor told me he liked the Upper Germans’ eagerness to build, that he preferred them to the English and wanted to give them special privileges.


—Walter Bedel





The Fate of Prisoners


The days of battle are over,


The days of terror gone—


Now the password is “captured”:


Not one of us is free.





So we sit day by day together


And think only and always back


To our beautiful home.


We have been taken so far away.





Sons think of their parents; 


Fathers, of the family at home. 


So all of the thoughts roam


To the loved ones at home alone.





So we hope from month to month


That one day our day will come, 


When the call rings loud and clear


Which brings us freedom.


—Josef Strieder
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Why Foreign Languages?


The study of foreign languages plays a big role within the framework of our educational programs. Therefore, it is important to make some comments about: 1) language in general, and 2) what specific value we can gain from a foreign language—which is usually mastered only after long years of effort.


1) The essence and history of language: 


What we understand as language today—and simply take for granted—went through a long historical process of development. It is widely held that the most primitive people were not acquainted with language in the sense that we know it. Gestures—or perhaps some kind of unarticulated sounds—may have been their method of understanding each other.


The transition to the era of speech cannot have taken place all at once, nor can language be seen as a pure invention of the intellect. Many factors led to the development of language. Some of these factors are natural—i.e., developmentally determined. Some of these factors were a necessity caused by habitat change and the attempt to satisfy new needs. Education and the gradual development of speech organs fall into the first category. Man’s struggle to adapt to and master life’s events and economic progress fall into the second category.


The first languages that developed were no doubt very concrete and pictorial. Only concrete objects and activities could have been represented, because people were incapable of abstract thinking. The oldest examples of writing prove that with their symbolic drawings and pictures—and that must be even truer of oral language, which is older than writing.


It is not necessary to show every step in the development of modern language. These steps are generally milestones of mankind’s intellectual development. In Western culture the high point in mankind’s struggle to find a method of expression and understanding is the creation of the two classic languages, Greek and Latin. With their capability to express ideas and abstractions, with their logical structure and their grammatical categories, these two languages became the model for all further language development.


The modern history of languages teaches us that every language is a living, ever-growing organism—which is subject to the spiritual and physical processes of change in man. If we compare medieval German—which was full of vowels and sounds—with modern German, characterized by being polished and lacking in vowels, we can see that technology and mechanization have had a definite effect on the language.


From this historical discussion we can conclude the following:


Language has given man a new freedom— the freedom from things, which appear in language now as conceptual abstract content.


Language made possible the possibility of understanding between people and therefore became the first prerequisite of social organization.


Language is a mirror image of a thousand years of historical development and of the current circumstance of those who speak it.


Let us be perfectly clear that man is the only living being distinguished from all others by the gift of language. With this comes the duty to care for and protect this gift every day. The ancient poets characterized language the best: “Words are the winged creatures of the ether which carry their valuable message from spirit to spirit.”


2) The value of learning foreign languages:


Nobody doubts the incredible importance of learning foreign languages—even if, in general, we do not think a lot about the specific value. I will try to answer the related questions in brief form. The value of learning a foreign language lies partially on a personal, partially on a super-personal or political plane.


           The personal advantage: Who among us has not felt the embarrassment caused by the inability to express oneself or make oneself understood during a stay in a foreign country? It was as if one stood in front of an unscalable wall. We were incapable of forming the words and sentences that bubbled from the mouths of little children. In most cases, the natural psychological reaction was a feeling of discomfort, immobility and clumsiness. Sometimes it even grew to a type of inferiority complex. Due to increased knowledge of a foreign language, we were able to alleviate the tension and awkwardness—freeing ourselves from mental pressure. Thus, the increase in personal confidence is one of the most important and meaningful side effects of learning a foreign language.


In addition, the mastery of several foreign languages increases the value of your personal perspective. Even the most trivial occurrences take on a new, more meaningful quality because we have to deal with them over and over. Let us take an example: every day we eat with a variety of spoons, to which we normally do not pay much attention. A spoon is a spoon, and that is that! But, if we take the trouble to translate the expression “Löffel” [“spoon” in German] into other languages, then “Löffel” becomes more interesting and meaningful. The “Löffel” is then no longer just the “die Löffel,” but it becomes “the spoon” (English), “la cuiller” (French), “la cuchara” (Spanish), etc. In this way, we obtain a deeper glimpse of the world and the things in it; we have a positive development in our mental personality, as well as a more tolerant formation of our character. In reference to that, it has been correctly stated that everyone has as many existences as the number of foreign languages he speaks, because things around us appear different in the context of another language.


The thing that differentiates a foreign language from the mother tongue is that mastery of the former is reached through intellectual effort, whereas the latter is a gift of nature. Constant effort and practice can lead to about the same results in both. That gives the thinking person another insight—which also has a freeing effect. It is the insight that logical thinking can carry us over nature’s hurdles, which makes us free in a higher sense.


      b. 	           The political advantage: In the course of history, language has proved again and again to be the strongest factor causing separation and artificial differences. The impossibility of making oneself understood among people of other languages and the difficulty of different peoples discussing urgent questions led to a paranoid delineation of the different language groups. This always opened the door to the propagation of chauvinistic ideologies. But, we know that human nature is the same everywhere. Love and hate, joy and sorrow have the same causes everywhere and virtually the same reactions. If we—with our rapidly advancing technology and communication—understand that the concept of space in earlier times was quite different, and if we understand that we live in a rapidly shrinking world, then we must see the necessity of tearing down the biggest and most dangerous barrier: namely, the language barrier. Learning a foreign language is the only path out of our narrow national shell and toward a positive worldwide perspective. Then, we won’t feel so hemmed in by the rigid boundaries of our own lingual region. Then, we can dare to step onto the platform of international understanding. Through the language and history of another people we also can grasp their soul.


These comments are meant to make us feel morally and politically obligated to learn at least one of the foreign languages on our camp curriculum. This is especially true with respect to the situation we will find in post-war Germany. There will be constant contact with foreign language groups. It is our highest duty to convince the world that our people honestly intend to leave Hitler’s path of dishonor and shame. The necessary tools for that are the many foreign languages. Think about it—then, it will not be difficult to make being here in prison a positive experience. Germany will most certainly need our knowledge later.


—Hans Joachim Wissmann, writing for the camp newspaper at Fort Levens/Massachusetts
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Nebraska


Many of our comrades recently were transferred to Greeley/Colorado and Scotts Bluff/Nebraska for the sugar beet harvest. On their trip they caught a fleeting glimpse of a new state.


Nebraska is a definite Midwest state. It is bordered on the south by Colorado and Kansas; on the north, by South Dakota; on the east, by Iowa and Missouri; on the west, by Wyoming. The foothills of the Rockies reach into the western part of the state and form a barren mesa landscape, which reaches an elevation of 1200 meters in the so-called “Badlands”. Next to that, the approximately 15,000 square-mile sandy, hilly prairie land heads toward Missouri at an increasingly lower elevation. The average elevation of Nebraska is 650 meters.


The climate is extremely healthy, with its constant air movement and dry, clean air. The summer is as hot as the winter is cold. Precipitation is not high: there is approximately 760 mm. of rain and snow per year. This is enough for the growth of crops and prairie. In the west, however, of course one must irrigate because there are many dry spells and storms. The whole state is characterized by fertile soil. The characteristics of the rock and soil indicate that the ground was raised above sea level through eruptions in prehistoric times. Fossils show that Nebraska varied between a tropical and a cold climate. Recent archeological work has even shown some relics of prehistoric man. 


The first white men are said to have set food in Nebraska in 1541. These were 30 Spanish cavalry under the leadership of Francesco Vasquez Coronado. French fur handlers and trappers went up the Missouri in 1700. In 1739 the brothers Mallet and eight other Frenchmen gave the Platte River its name and crossed the entire state on a trip from Missouri to Santa Fe.


On that trip they discovered about 40,000 Indians of the tribes Otoe, Omaha, Ponca, Pawnee, Sioux, Cheyenne and Arapahoe, who were living from hunting and primitive agriculture. They were forced to migrate toward the west by the pressure of white settlers and because of battles among themselves. Witnesses of these Indian wars are the Fort McPherson Cemetery, the Massacre Canyon Monument and the Pawnee Battlefield—where the last big battle between the Sioux and the Pawnee took place. Nebraska belonged to France, Spain and England at different times—according to the various expeditions and their discoveries. In 1763 France gave up its claim in favor of England to all areas east of the Missouri, and in favor of Spain to all areas west of the Missouri. Nebraska became part of the Spanish province Louisiana (1763-1801). Napoleon forced Spain to give Louisiana to France, and Spain received Tuscany in northern Italy in return. President Jefferson and the diplomats Monroe and Livingstone bought Louisiana from France in 1803, before the French and English war. Thus Nebraska became part of the United States.


Lewis and Clark undertook the first American expedition into this area in 1804 to 1806. An American fur trader and capitalist, Astor’s hunting party went through Nebraska in 1811 on the way to Oregon, where Astoria was built as a trading post. In 1812 seven members of this expedition crossed the mountains and followed the Platte River to the Missouri. In 1819 Major Long journeyed with 20 men from the Missouri up the Platte to its source near Denver.


After the Pawnee Indians put themselves under the jurisdiction of General John M. Thayn in 1859, peace reigned in the land. Nebraska was organized as a territory in 1854 (at that time it included parts of Dakota and Colorado) and became the 37th state in 1867, which is the year its Constitution was written.


The development of the state was constant if modest—which is clearly shown by population figures


	1870: 122,993 inhabitants		1920: 1,296,372 inhabitants


	1880: 452,402 inhabitants		1930: 1,337,963 inhabitants


	1900: 1,066,300 inhabitants		1940: 1,313,468 inhabitants


Because the land is fertile, economic life is dependent mainly on agriculture. The main crops are grain, potatoes and sugar beets. Flour, other milled products, milk (butter) and meat are the basis for most of the economic activity. In addition, Nebraska has the biggest hay harvest from native grasses. In 1937 there were 3 million head of cattle (1874: 87,000) and over 2 million hogs (1874: 128,500).


The capitol is Lincoln, with 81,000 inhabitants; the biggest city in the state is Omaha (223,185 inhabitants)—known as the headquarters of the 7th Service Command [in charge of Camp Algona’s operations]. Lincoln, Omaha and Hastings are university cities.


—Ludwig Ohnacker
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From the Base Camp


Chamber music at Thanksgiving


To enjoy flowers, you don’t need to have studied botany and to appreciate the most beautiful poetry and music; you aren’t required to have a head full of education, but instead you need an open heart. Whoever had such a heart could appreciate our evening on Thanksgiving Sunday—which proved that there is more in our world than that which surrounds us day by day. We don’t notice much of autumn, when the trees change color and Nature becomes quiet for the dying and the new growth to come. This autumn lives, however, in Keller’s “Evening Song” and Fontane’s verses. In the fine, clear Beethoven which we heard is a related feeling—a devotion, which even a fool may serve with the bells of his fool’s cap, as Keller’s verses say. The evening’s performance closed with a serious yet comforting poem by Droste-Huelshoff and with a trio by Philipp Emanuel Bach, in which joy and solemnity rang out together:


	And God’s law blesses us,


	In future times as it does today.


Sturm recited the poetry. Musicians were Schwoebel (violin), Kriegelstein (violin), Steinmetz (viola), Schmidt (cello) and Behan (piano).


A Wilhelm Busch evening


Since the Y.M.C.A. published a reprint, there is scarcely a German prisoner-of-war camp in the U.S.A. where Wilhelm Busch doesn’t also live behind barbed wire. We would wish that he really lived and weren’t just found in the library. He wouldn’t need to apologize for coming to us at such a time and telling the tales of Max and Moritz and “The Pious Helene”—for these verses and drawings are irrepressible: they include our entire everyday experience, and perhaps not only the everyday. These jokes come namely from the deep seriousness of a man whose greatest characteristic is possibly that he doesn’t let his serious feelings show and that he smiles through all difficulties.


A few of Busch’s stories and thoughts were spoken to us on Sunday evening. These included much wisdom, humor, and strength. They were only intended as a “recommendation” for us to read more:


You are nervous. So you should read


The book that was recommended to you.


You slurp a little apple juice,


Eat a light bite with a spoon


With not much fat and lots of gruel,


Go to bed early in your bed cap


And finally drink a little glass of water.


Sleep well and bless the author.


The verses were recited by Sturm. They were accompanied by Mozart and especially Haydn—it was a Haydn symphony which fits Moerike’s saying:


Sometimes his humor is quaint—a dainty little braid,


Which dances mischievously on his back as the magician plays.


			—Walter Bedel





From the Camp Pastor’s Folder 


(by army chaplain Alex Funke)


from a sermon by Berlin Pastor Martin Niemoeller, delivered on 27 June 1937—five days before his arrest


Really, my brothers: “cheerful and confident”? We notice today: others and we are not helped with religious clichés, with a protestant enthusiasm, with our customary normal amount of healthy optimism. The torment is growing: whoever has had to submit to the drumfire of the Tempter in the last few days—I am thinking about the incident on Wednesday, when the secret state police, the Gestapo, forced its way into the locked Friedrichwerder Church, and arrested eight members of the Reich deaconry council, who were gathered there next to the altar, and led them away. I am thinking about yesterday, when six women and a representative of the Lutheran church were arrested because they distributed an election flyer from the Confessional Church [opposed to Hitler] on the instructions of the deaconry council. I say to you: those who participate in this suffering are not far from the words of the prophet; they, too, would want to say “It is enough now, Lord—so take my soul.” And I, like others, am affected, as three young Gestapo people sat next to me on Friday evening at a service of Holy Communion—three young men who had been assigned the duty of spying on the community of Jesus as we sang and preached, young men who at one time no doubt pledged their loyalty to the Lord God, and now they are setting traps for His community. I am haunted by the humiliation of the church: “Lord, have mercy upon us.” And, we think about the fact that the pulpit in the Annenkirche across town remains empty today, because our pastor and brother Mueller with 47 other Christian brothers and sisters of our Lutheran church are being held in prison. And, we should think at the same time about this: even members of the Christian community are saying that those arrested weren’t all completely without guilt. And, we remember that the first of the express trials are to take place in the week which begins today.


My dear friends: “cheerful and confident”—or, despondent and intimidated? The only thing which will help us at this point is to follow the Crucified One and to learn to say with a simple and therefore confident faith: “ In the bottom of my heart, Your name and cross alone, gleam always and every hour, this brings me happiness.”





Faith


Rise up, be faithful and hold on!


Thus, you will achieve more.


Those who don’t let themselves be separated from God—


They can even be in control of hell.


The old God, the true God


Still allows Himself to be seen


And ridicules the devil’s tricks


And turns his pride into horror.





Faith stands first and last


In heaven and on Earth. 


Those who have placed their souls in faith,


They will receive the crown.


So have courage and never pale!


For God is everywhere:


Half-efforts from you will never win


Freedom and the heavenly kingdom.


—Ernst Moritz Arndt





Jupp and Michel: A POW Conversation


Jupp: (singing a take off on an Eichendorff poem)


Whomever God wants to favor


 		He sends to a beet field;


He has him journey hundreds of miles


Without a penny of money .


Michel: Yes, yes—the unbridled wanderlust of comrades who want to see the world: there is a coming and going in the camp now like at a marshalling station. Many friendships made quickly by experiencing the same fate are torn apart by urgent work detail. And, now we are supposed to finish the sugar beet harvest.


Jupp: At home we would be having the harvest festival—but how good could this year’s harvest have been, given that there weren’t enough workers or seed in the spring, and given that even little boys and old men had to trade their implements for rifles? 


Michel: There is only one who could gather now; who could reap a bountiful, terrible harvest; one who never gets enough; one who chooses his victims without regard to the season… Fall is quickly passing by; we are becoming old too soon. If it is to be spring in us, if our strong will to live is to bear fruit, we must soon—as free men in peace—plow the fields, sow the seed and thankfully break our daily bread.


Jupp: Now, don’t work yourself up into a faint, from which you emerge as only half a philanthropist. Just be happy that you’ve got a regular “project” here and leave the rest to the League of Human Rights. Take a look at Otto over there—he is wandering around outside the fence, enjoying his freedom. He is striding along, as self-confident as a king, down to the sewage treatment plant, where his enlightened men—hardened by the sun and wind, and under the command of Karl the Stubborn—have treated just about everything that is treatable. Otto’s expression clears up at the sight of the clear sewage treatment plant. He declares that he now can see clearly. He makes a sudden turn—which is amazing in light of his little tummy—and suddenly he is standing in the middle of the group of bent-over grass mowers. Here he proves that he doesn’t deserve the nickname “The Terror of the Sicklers” because, with a practiced eye, he determines the length of the remaining grass—as you would examine a Prussian haircut. Otto Koe genially gives his “OK” and then heads for the canteen. He has to drink the often-denigrated milk, since no barley water is available. It is alleged that it takes at least one prize-winning cow to quench his legendary thirst.


Michel: Look over there. The pen pusher—now refreshed—is slinking along his usual path to his quarters, the editorial office. He is deep in thought, trying to figure out how he can safely rob the paper of its purity. It is not easy, my friend, in times like this, to serve as a mouthpiece of the people and to serve your own interests…


Jupp: Who is that daintily tripping along in his 10 EE shoes, throwing his feet in all wind directions—so to speak as trailblazers for the wise head which rests above? It is Edi [Eduard Kaib]—already a big boss, the chief of the construction crew for the nativity scene. He complains daily that most people only have eight hours of work and sixteen hours of free time—instead of the other way around. He is always in a hurry to get to his studio, so that he can converse uninterrupted with his artistic creations. He doesn’t talk much to his co-workers—partially because he doesn’t have time, and partially because the world wouldn’t understand that an artist has to go his own way, even if it is muddled. His faithful helper, Mr. Hei-Hei, approaches to a respectful distance. He is working on the framework for 40 cute little sheep. He gets along well with his boss and the apprentice. Not long ago, he signed a contract with the sun—according to which the sun agreed to shine on our camp more exactly than before. Now, the suspicious shaking of the head and shrugging of the shoulders is no longer necessary when looking at the sundial. 


Michel: Well, that’s enough for today with our characterization of some of the guys around here. Come along and get to know America in the lecture series “American History.” Mr. R. is going to tell us about the westward expansion of the colonies.


Jupp: I am looking toward the East Coast, because that is where a canoe will take me across the Big Pond. Goodbye!


—Karl Seidenglanz





Did You Know That?


We receive newspapers. Some are in English, but others are written in our mother tongue. This enables each one of us to learn about the daily news not only orally from comrades but to study the printed news itself. But, there is a catch: The newspapers are written for German-speaking Americans. Hence, these also use the abbreviations customary in America. It is the task of this article to explain some of them.


For example what is the meaning of G.I.? (By the way, the weirdest explanations exist.) G.I. is the abbreviation for Government Issue and is equivalent to state property. It doesn’t matter whether it applies to a uniform, a barracks or the American soldier himself. All of it is government property—i.e. it serves the state and therefore is termed G.I. for short.


When we speak of soldiers, we must not forget the female member: W.A.C. (Women Army Corp), which translates as Frauenarmeekorps and is similar to our army or airforce helpers, with the exception that they receive infantry training and are equal to the men with regard to rank and rights. In the navy these female soldiers are termed WAVE. WAVE is really not an abbreviation but means “wave” —the German word being “Welle”. These male and female soldiers are helped by a private aid organization, U.S.O. (United Service Organization—or in German, the Vereinigte Dienstorganisation) for socializing and entertainment during free time. Newspapers in the English language use the following abbreviations—especially in political articles: O.P.A. (Office of Price Administration, or the Buero der Preisverwaltung), which works hand in hand with the F.B.I. (Federal Bureau of Investigation) against black marketing. F.B.I. agents—also called G-men—are government employees who are employed not only in ordinary criminal cases but also political crimes.


And now a few abbreviations that concern our Homeland: A.M.G. (Allied Military Government, or Alliierte Militaerregierung). As already known, it holds complete governmental power in the occupied enemies’ land. Recently, the United States group control council has been termed as the “official military government for Germany (U.S.)” —with the abbreviated term OMGUS. The U.N.R.R.A. (United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Administration) is the aid and reconstruction administration of the United Nations and has the task to rebuild and help nations damaged during the war.


Now a few abbreviations that we daily read and hear in the camp—but do not understand: K.P. (“kitchen police” or kitchen helper) are the POWs working in the kitchen. S.C.U. does not mean, as some jokers claim, “sick, crippled and useless” but Service Command Unit (in German, the Dienstkommandoeinheit). It is the unit directly under the service command, (e.g. the M.P.)  the P.R.D. (Personnel Replacement Depot) and is a unit which is equivalent to our replacement group (Ersatzhaufen). The P.Ex. (Post Exchange) is a military exchange store (who knows a better translation?) and is the favored place of the soldier—the canteen.


