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Hatred


Generally speaking, national hatred is a matter all its own. You always will find it strongest and most violent where there is the lowest degree of culture. There is a degree, however, where national hatred disappears completely and you are, so to speak, above all nations and feel the happiness and the sorrow of a neighboring people as if it had happened to your own. This degree of cultural fit my nature, and I was firm in this belief long before I had reached my sixtieth year.


—Goethev to Eckermann, on 14 March 1830





National Socialism = Fascism


“When I came to power in 1933 I found chaos in Germany, millions of unemployed…”:  this or something similar was the beginning of each of Hitler’s speeches—an introduction to the compulsory “proof” that National Socialism was the only government and worldview which might the German people. National Socialism was to be the foundation for the 1000-year Reich—which “fit” the essence of the Germans and only the Germans. All the propaganda over the twelve years [of Nazi rule] made this clear to the world and the German people. At the same time, National Socialism was declared to be unique, and its success and accomplishments had a simple explanation: The Fuehrer had finally found the long-sought wonder drug for Germany. A large portion of the German people and part of the world believed it. And now we must bear the consequences of this belief.


That National Socialism was not the only way of life for Germany—and that it was not the only creed and, therefore, the source of power for the soul of the people, that it was not the expression of the German spirit—is evidenced by the fact that between 1933 and 1939 1.5 million people were arrested for political reasons and that—according to a deposition by Himmler—about 80,000 were put in concentration camps even before the war. Who would still maintain that National Socialism could be the future of Germany and the prerequisite for a new German type of life, after the collapse of Germany, after the enormous rubble fields, after the miserable end of these [Nazi] apostles, after the disclosure of their methods of removing political enemies, after the bestial eradication of the weak and dispensable?


National Socialism [or “NS”] was nothing new—as especially Germany’s youth were led to believe: German National Socialism was only a version of international Fascism. Generally, there was nothing special which made it different from Fascism abroad. At the most, Nazism advanced Fascism to its most extreme limits.


The Austrian Hitler, the German Goering, the Italian Mussolini, the Spaniard Franco, the Englishman Mosley, the Frenchman Doriot, the Norwegian Quisling—all have more in common with each other, than with the great thinkers of their own people.


Before 1900 the first appearance of the modern form of Fascism took place in France. After the Dreyfuss affair, the royalist movement “Action Françoise”—with anti-Semitic and antidemocratic doctrines—appeared on the scene. First, they sent their terror gangs—called “Camelots du roi”—to destroy monuments, to beat up democratic politicians and to disrupt political rallies. So, even at that time, we have the same political confrontation methods as those adopted later by Italian Fasci and the German SA and SS.


What, then, is the nature of Fascism? There are different definitions possible, depending on the perspective taken. In the view of sociologists—especially from Marxist ones—the following is emphasized: during the economic crisis between the two World Wars, the industrial establishment was so threatened by increasing radicalization of workers that they abandoned their old liberal economic view and were looking for another form of government, which was strong enough to keep the worker movements at bay. This tool they found in the form of the Fascist organizations, which were composed of those who were suffering during this economic crisis: farmers, small businessmen and unemployed veterans of the last war.


This view can be supported by the fact that the German heavy industry magnate Fritz Thyssen admitted to having collected several million Reichsmark before 1933 from German industry as a donation to the NSDAP[, the Nazi Party]. Later, the intrusion of the NS party into their lives became too much for these industrialists. They were dissatisfied with Fritz Thyssen, and he had to seek refuge abroad. At the same time, the interferences of the dilettante [Hitler] into matters of the German military officer corps were not appreciated, either.


From another point of view, the essence of Fascism—in particular German Fascism—is its background of militarism, with its desire to use war as a means of expanding power. It is certainly true that without the militarism which floods all civilian life, Fascism is unthinkable. We are talking about the forced unification of state and Party organizations, the military appearance of all rallies and marching groups, the suppression of free thought, the repression of religious education in the schools in favor of the Hitler Youth’s paramilitary training, or the one-sided adjustment of economic life towards military goals: the Volkswagen, the Autobahn, the fleet of [the state-sponsored workers’ “welfare” organization] Kraft durch Freude ships—everything was camouflaged preparation for war.


Now that Nazism and the German empire have been destroyed, we see something else as the essence of National Socialism and Fascism: the accompanying mental and spiritual attitudes. It is not too hard an assessment when the Council for Democratic Germany comes to the following conclusion: it was not without reason that Mussolini often quoted shrewd Machiavelli from Florence. Evil begins when humans no longer have a conscience or feel responsible for their actions, but instead are drilled to follow the orders issued by leaders who also take no responsibility—vis a vis, “Our conscience is the Fuehrer.”


Only that which served certain state goals was considered good [under Nazism]. This was also the main reason for the Nazi struggle against the church. Their goal was the destruction of the orientation of the conscience toward the absolute moral laws anchored in Christianity; only the Fuehrer was supposed to be the model for youth and future German generations. (How often did we hear the following warning—in the Hitler Youth, the League of German Girls, or school—as an answer to an “un-national-socialistic attitude”: “What would the Fuehrer say to this?”)


Again, it was Mussolini who found a striking expression of an important fact: “Mankind got tired of freedom.” All of us who lived through the years before 1933 were already then worried about the inclination of a large part of the youth to ridicule any serious discussion of spiritual or intellectual problems, the inclination to avoid personal responsibility by taking cover in an organization which gave clear orders and took away the personal need to make decisions. Such a youth had to become the victim of a ruthless dictator. This attitude became a system of the state: each individual was trained to view each opinion that deviated from the official line as the opinion of a villain or a criminal. Every bit of tolerance and humanity was to be eliminated from the soul of the people. It all started with ridiculing “humanist-babble” and ended in the concentration camps and euthanasia.


Part of this “will to do evil” is the contempt for truth in propaganda—which, as Goebbels put it, worked under the motto: “Every news report is true, as long as it serves the people; it is false, if it does a disservice to the people.” Justice was condemned along with truth. The goal of education was brutality, with its denial of “humanist-babble” and its emphasis on physical strength and courage (ruthlessness). In a schoolbook, Manfred von Killinger wrote about the march into Munich after the overthrow of the Soviet Republic [in Bavaria, in 1919]. With great pleasure, the author describes how—on his orders—an actress was thrown over a wagon shaft and than worked over with a whip. This all penetrated deep into the souls of individuals: we have to be alert to this influence and search our own hearts.





State Tyranny


States unify people so that—through this unity—each individual may more safely enjoy his share of happiness. The happiness of the state is the sum the individual happiness of all members: otherwise, there is no happiness. Every other happiness of the state—if even a very few members are suffering and will have to suffer—is nothing other than a cover up for tyranny.


—Gotthold Ephraim Lessing





About True and False Love of Country


One of the prominent characteristics of National Socialism was a hollow and superficial national cult, an idolization of the German people, based to a large part on racial theories—a cult that was one of the most important tools for implementing Nazi goals. This cult was spread widely among political hysterics, the immature and muddle-headed, since it was designed by people with the same traits—Hitler, and his followers.


What, actually, did Hitler and his henchmen know about the eternal, intellectual values of the German people—the only true source of national pride? We now know that they knew very little. In “Mein Kampf” there is only one place where he speaks with warmth about German culture. But, this succumbs to the general mix-up of superficial pearls of wisdom that could have been taken from a small-town newspaper. And, one has reason enough not to take these all too seriously, because they in effect contradict the general theory and practice of the regime. I am thinking of the lines where he speaks about the painter Moritz von Schwind: Hitler’s words necessarily lead to the question, how a person who so admired this painter could have caused so much horror and misery?


The same people who scream the loudest that they are Germans and want to act and feel like Germans are the ones who know the least about the actual and eternal German character, in the great spiritual power expressed in our poetry, in our philosophy, in our beautiful art or in our music. These people insist on their Germanness only because they think our military force is the best in the world and because they believe that Germany builds better tanks, guns and airplanes. That means they take pride in something that has nothing to do with the German character. And, what is true for individuals is also true for whole nations. People are more inclined to be chauvinists if they are of the lowest level of intelligence. In the same way, those nations who idolize their own bigotry agitate against other nations.


Whoever thinks of himself as a “good German” demonstrates first of all that he appreciates and loves the eternal cultural heritage we created, because otherwise he has no right to profess to be a German or even to use these words. If he loves his country deeply and is proud of his country, however, he still can serve all mankind. Much in the same way, Goethe—who was accused of lacking patriotism—declared that it was his highest goal all his life long to unfold his humanity in a peaceful manner to serve his nation. Another concept of patriotism, he claimed, was not known to him—and he invited his critics to show him a person who had done more for his countrymen.


The same people who are convinced that they belong to a really great nation are the same ones who are not capable of spreading hate and distrust among nations. They love the best of their own nation, and they are bound to appreciate the high eternal values of other nations, so that no enmity directed to other nations and their existence can surface. Nations that honor and love the best of their own nature will love and appreciate one another. He who knows the nature of other nations and loves them will understand that his own nation is only a part of a world heritage. “To the person who understands Nation in a greater sense, the concept of Nation cannot be in opposition to the life and struggle of mankind if he wants to honor the honor the Nation as an individualization—as an incomparable embodiment—of the essence of the entirety of humanity. Thus, he will make available to his own nation whatever great and good was created by all humanity.” This is what Rudolf Eucken—a very German thinker whose writings are widely read in America—said.


Therefore, one can say that political nationalism—in its pathological exaggeration—is not the consequence of a true spiritual national consciousness, but rather its opposite. Goethe was barely touched by the weakness of Germany, which he accepted comfortably. It even seems that he—like other German thinkers and poets—believed that the political unimportance of Germany made it easier to reach and maintain its high intellectual level. Likewise, Goethe supplied proof that one can relax in the face of a military defeat: when, after the collapse of Prussia, the French under Napoleon occupied Weimar, Goethe was accepted as “a respectable man in every regard”—as quoted from a protective letter issued by the French Marshall. Goethe was immediately in best standing with the French without losing face at all. Two years later he encountered Napoleon personally; Napoleon’s greeting to Goethe is well known: “Voila un homme!”—“Here is a man!” And, the Kaiser paid more respect to Goethe than Goethe did to the Kaiser. The poet was not humiliated by defeat; rather, he accepted the weakness of Germany as having originated from natural causes that were, for the time, being unchangeable. He did not feel ashamed, because he saw something deeper in the German essence and his own—something which bestowed dignity and value upon him and his people.


In the present set of circumstances, we can make use of such an attitude so that we may maintain our composure and not succumb to despair. If we leave material problems aside, only those will despair over the elimination of Germany as a political and military power who have a wrong, superficial concept of honor—those who cannot get over the disaster of our Fatherland because they cannot find sufficient strength in our cultural greatness. On the other hand, he who believes in the eternal values of the German substance because he lives from the intellectual resources that gave our people recognition throughout the world, will not feel that he has lost honor because Germany has become a political non-entity. Rather, he will mourn even more the misery caused by those who led us into this political madness and who irrationally lived above Germany’s means. Reflecting back to our true values will give all those who understand them strength to raise our country out of its misery. And this reflection, moreover, will strengthen their desire to integrate our people with the rest of mankind in a wise and peaceful manner.


	—H. Borcherd, writing for the camp newspaper at Camp Upton/New York





From the American War of Independence


In the year 1776 Jefferson wrote the Declaration of Independence—and the president of the Continental Congress in Philadelphia signed his name with letters large enough for the King of England to read without glasses. That was the end of a long process and the beginning of a revolution—both American and European. The Pilgrim Fathers landed on Cape Cod as subjects of the English crown, but they made a pact while still in the cabin of the Mayflower that they would regulate their own affairs for the good of the colony. They did this—had to do it—if they wanted to be the masters of need and hunger, cold and snowstorms, of the wilderness of the woods and of the Indians. The more the colonies grew, the more they grew away from England—until it finally came to a break between them and their mother country. The intellectual weapons of the colonies were—strangely enough—ideas which developed, of all places, in England and then became the spirit of the 18th century: it is the English belief in the common sense which everyone possesses and which is the standard for everything; in France the word “raison” sounds increasingly a shift against the nobility, the clergy and the prejudices of the classes; to the German philosophers, the concept of reason becomes ever more exalted; but for everyone a new goal appears: man as a rational being can and must determine his own fate and build a reasonable world of freedom and equality.


Consciously or unconsciously, these ideas led to a revolution which first broke out not in Europe (for here the resistance of the past against the new ideas was too strong) but instead in the young, unformed American colonies, which as a consequence felt themselves to be the champions of humanity—an emotional stance which American history has never lost. Few have expressed it more compellingly than Thomas Paine, an Englishman who, like many Europeans, sought space for his ideas on the other side of the ocean. In 1776—while the first shots were already being fired between the English regiments and the American militia—Paine had his pamphlet “Common Sense” printed. One hundred thousand copies of the pamphlet were distributed in the colonies and called upon each person to make a decision.


Volumes have been written on the subject of the struggle between England and America. Men of all ranks have embarked in the controversy, from different motives, and with various designs: but all have been ineffectual, and the period of debate is closed. Arms as a last resource decide the contest: the appeal was the choice of the king, and the continent has accepted the challenge.


 Never has the sun shone on a cause more worthy. This is not the affair of a city, a district, a province or a kingdom: this concerns a continent—at least an eighth of the habitable Earth. This matter does not concern a day, a year, an age: posterity will be influenced by this struggle and will be touched by these events until the end of time. Now is the hour to establish the unity of a continent, truth and honor. The smallest error would be like a name scratched into the tender bark of a young oak, the wound grows with the tree and posterity reads the sign full-sized.


I have heard it asserted by some, that as America hath flourished under her former connection with Great Britain, the same connection is necessary towards her future happiness, and will always have the same effect.... I answer roundly, that America would have flourished as much, and probably much more, had no European power taken any notice of her. The commerce by which she hath enriched herself are the necessaries of life, and will always have a market while eating is the custom of Europe.... I challenge the warmest advocate for reconciliation to show a single advantage that this continent can reap, by being connected with Great Britain. I repeat the challenge, not a single advantage is derived. Our corn will fetch its price in any market in Europe, and our imported goods must be paid for, buy them where we will.


But the injuries and disadvantages we sustain by that connection are without number; and our duty to mankind at large, as well as to ourselves, instructs us to renounce the alliance…


Europe is too thickly planted with kingdoms to be long at peace, and whenever a war breaks out between England and any foreign power, the trade of America goes to ruin, because of her connection with Britain... Everything that is right or natural pleads for separation. The blood of the slain, the weeping voice of Nature cries: ‘tis time to part…


It is not in the power of Britain to do this continent justice…To be always running three or four thousand miles with a tale or a petition, waiting four or five months for an answer, which, when obtained, requires five or six more to explain it in, will in a few years be looked upon as folly and childishness… 


O ye that love mankind! Ye that dare oppose not only the tyranny but the tyrant, stand forth! Every spot of the old world is overrun with oppression. Freedom hath been hunted round the globe. Asia and Africa have long expelled her. Europe regards her like a stranger, and England hath given her warning to depart. O receive the fugitive, and prepare in time an asylum for mankind.


—Walter Bedel





From the Camp Pastor’s Folder


(by army chaplain Alex Funke)


from “Ut Mine Stromtid” [printed in dialect]


With Luise it was better. She wasn’t one of those women who think—when something bad has happened to their love—they have to think about it throughout their lives, and who want to show the world how sick their hearts are, that only death can deliver them, and that they need nothing more to do with the world. No, she didn’t belong with this bunch. She had the strength and courage to carry the burden of a great misfortune alone, not needing the world’s sympathy. Deep, deep in the bottom of her heart lay her love as pure as gold, and she allowed no one to see it.


When she in a quiet moment went down to her love and then back up, then she changed the gold to a little money for her daily needs and gave it to those who came into daily contact with her. This love the world could see—not the inner one. When our Lord God sees that her heart doesn’t fix upon her misfortune—in spite of it there are important things to do and accomplish—He will help her and send her occasions to help others. People call this coincidence, but if you look closely, you see that this is a consequence of many other consequences—the actual cause of which remains hidden.


—Fritz Reuter





Prayer


Lord, give us sharp eyes


To see the needs of the world!


Lord, give us keen ears


To understand your call, 


And soft, gentle hands


For the suffering of our brothers,


And clear words of witness


For our confused times!


Lord, give us quick feet


To our place of work


And a calm soul, 


Full of your peace.





Fotoxxxrayf


The State of New York


If it were possible to get a notion of the United States—a nation so large and full of contrasts, in one single place—then that would be possible in New York. When a European sees the skyline of skyscrapers in Manhattan arise from the New York harbor, he feels immediately, “Here is a new world”. And, if he can wrest an hour of reflection from the restless pulsing life of the city of 7 1/2 million, perhaps he would ask about the conditions which allow more people to live and work here in this tight space than, for instance, in the whole country of Sweden.


The map explains almost everything: New York City lies on the coast of the busiest ocean of this day and at the mouth of the Hudson River, which carries world trade deep into the interior, as the Erie Canal connects it with the Great Lakes, in the middle of the continent. Since 1825 the canal and the river together have been the traffic arteries of the rich and diverse state of New York.


In the shape of an irregular triangle, the state lies between the Hudson Valley and the Great Lakes. On Lake Erie the blast furnaces glow, and powerful airplane factories were built there. Aluminum comes from the St. Lawrence, and the Niagara Falls supply electricity. Rochester produces optical instruments; high-quality anthracite coal is mined in the mountains, and in all parts of the state farms complement trade and industry.


It is the giant city on the coast, however, which gives purpose and power to the life of the state. The city of New York has rightly bestowed its name on the entire state—although Albany is actually the state capitol. It also is fitting that the state is called the Empire State: the traffic network of the huge area between the Atlantic and Pacific is aimed at the state of New York—and in it at the great city of New York. Half of the total import and export of the U.S.A. goes through this, the largest harbor in the world—a fact which no enumeration of goods or tonnage, no matter how lengthy, can illustrate.


And, the city is not only a giant trading center for the goods of the U.S.A. and the world; it also is a powerful concentration of creative industry. The production of books and newspapers is almost an industry, and the entertainment of millions through music, theater, film and revue is an industry as well. On Wall Street stand the banking palaces, the hub of the American economic system—and not only the American.


Thus, the silhouette of these skyscrapers is a symbol of the tireless energy of the continent that became a world power. Nowhere else can it be seen more clearly how rapid this ascent was: in 1623 the Dutch governor Peter Minuit bought Manhattan for 60 Gulden from the Indians; that would be $24. When Washington rode in his coach through the streets of the city in 1790, about 10,000 New York citizens greeted the first President of the United States; during Lincoln’s presidency the city had over a million inhabitants, and since then the population has climbed higher and higher each year: the city sucks in people from the American hinterland, from Europe and from Asia.


It may be a strange feeling to come into this lively activity from today’s dead cities of Europe. Perhaps a European visitor views Manhattan and Brooklyn with deep contemplation; perhaps the noise and traffic in the streets seems strange to him. Out there in the Allegheny Mountains he would find many a quiet valley, where the colored leaves fall from the trees and where he is alone. Perhaps then it would seem to him that the greatest advantage of this land over the crowded lands of Europe lies in the fact that here one can be alone.


—Walter Bedel





Jupp and Michel: A POW Conversation


Jupp: “Get 55 pounds of luggage ready!” My dear Michel, finally a watchword which throws many spirits and even more barracks into a happy turmoil! In spite of repeated “loading exercises,” I still am hesitating in a quite unmilitary way, whether this or that should be deemed worthy of making the long trip, accompanied by me. These 55 pounds pursue me into my sleep—and, even in my dreams, I lay some of my clothing on the scale and then take them off: on and off, and try to bring the value into balance with the weight, and then into my duffel bag. The faithful Schimmel’s lovely wake-up call frees me from these tormenting spirits of the night but, with the first rays of the sun, they already are dancing in front of my eyes again in the form of the many small things which I produced in my leisure hours and which I have learned to love as a bridge to the dear ones at home: Should I, may I, must I leave them behind, or should I rather travel without socks? Should I put on the warm cap, since snowstorms might swirl around my ears as the first welcome greeting at home? Or, should I rather pack the light pants, since the tender greening of May might shamefully sprout from the ruins when we—with our springtime in our hearts—return to the countryside of home.


I would like most to take 550 pounds home with me from rich America, but then I would be ten times as worried about not forgetting the most important thing. Soon, I will have forgotten to be a little bit happy. I don’t know anymore whether my head is here or there.


Michel: You can’t forget to take your head with you! You will need it urgently at home—it and a heart (even if it is heavy), in addition to two healthy arms. But, for now, continue to practice patience! And if, on your trip home, at the sight of the eternal sea, the question forces itself on you like a plea “Lord God, will you let me find home again?” take bold courage with you and—matured through many different afflictions—begin a new chapter in your life. These many, many days behind barbed wire—they were a chain of reminders to look contemplatively around and into yourself. Often there seemed to me to be no way out of the conflict of feelings. Then, I fled helplessly to some kind of life raft—into another world, into the kingdom of music or of poetry, which inexhaustively gives to each person what he needs. Try to let this world influence you. Often, just a drop from such a fountain of health became for me a sea of warmth and strength.


Jupp: But, you can’t slice yourself a piece of bread from that world. And what about the basic needs of your family? As long as the greatest social questions aren’t drastically solved in the framework of a moral revival, I can see the dawn of my newly returned freedom only as if through a thick fog.


Michel: Yes, my dear friend—our lives are entering the atomic age, where it even could be possible, within a short time, in blind boldness, to annihilate city and countryside, people and animals on a large scale. No power in the world, though, seems to me powerful enough to form the man of yesterday so that he learns today to love, where yesterday he still hated. I would have to become a hermit if I weren’t allowed to hope that reason and human dignity are on the advance, to assume power for a long time. Joining the peaceful process of production as quickly as possible, we will be able to promote confident trust, if we create values to the best of our knowledge and belief—values which even the greedy can’t take away from us.


Jupp: This war has brought those of us “surviving and defeated” a realization for which we paid dearly—that “such a great age” in the First World War was followed by “such a great age” in the Second World War, with even more bloodshed and tears.


There has been enough polemics about aims and objectives. Now, let us allow ourselves—with “The Librarian” and a liberating laugh—a small excursion into another world.


Michel: We must recognize the courage of the mimes as they seek to brighten our daily life with this performance of our native culture. Yoked to the drudgery of the day, they harvested potatoes from the field and spiced up this “soup” with the drumbeat of their roles. In their free time they bring life into the streets of the camp in their two-wheeled thespian cart, loaded with sets, clothing and shoes, which they made themselves. Boards for the stage are very important—but where are such boards to be found? Where is paint, without which no artist can create? Where is this and where is that? Yet all difficulties are bravely overcome with iron diligence. This cooperation in many camps of life and communities would always have to bear fruit. I have already seen the “Librarian”.


Now, I want to look for the camp librarian. I hope he hasn’t run into the fall forest to slay giants instead of staying in his little room and lending out rich treasures. So, my dear Jupp, amuse yourself well: split your sides laughing in the theater, but don’t let anything else shatter you!


Jupp: Goodbye, you incorrigible idealist!


—Karl Seidenglanz





From the Base Camp


Choral evening


On 21 October our base camp issued invitations to an evening of song in the recreation room. We heard old and new choral arrangements, which were received enthusiastically by those in attendance. The singers performed very well under the direction of a new director, our comrade Leben. The poems were recited by Friedrich Sturm; Comrade Olbrich sang the song of Mignon by Schubert. After the evening came to an end with a profound performance of Brahms’ Cradle Song, we went back to our usual routine—thankful for the beautiful songs of our Homeland.


“The Librarian”


When it became known that the theater group was preparing a farce by Moser, we knew that it would be a success. Even though Gustav von Moser is less well known to the present generation, our fathers knew him very well. Between 1870 and 1920 Moser’s farces were on the program of every German comedy theater and particularly every German folk theater. His most amusing and most imaginative comedies—“The Violet Glutton,” “Founder’s Day Festival,” “War in Peacetime,” “Our Women,” “Ultimo” and “The Librarian” are among the most famous—were written by Moser in his home in Silesia after he had voluntarily left military service, with the rank of lieutenant.


So, now a farce by Moser has come to life again here at POW Camp Algona. “The Librarian” was a really effective surprise and a great joy for all of us—especially for the comrades who had just returned from branch camps. Friedrich Sturm and Georg Kronemann made the performance a great success. To be sure, all of the actors gave their best. Which of the main performers should be singled out for praise without slighting the others? All were superb! The stage sets were lovely—especially the estate’s park in the second act. Those who worked on this can be proud of their achievement. The costume designer conjured up masterful costumes again this time. The camp orchestra under the baton of Willi Schwoebel surrounded the performance with lively tunes.
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Dreams of Sea


	Our sketch artist dreams of the passage o’er the sea.


