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Christmas Song


From Heaven into the deepest chasms


A mild star laughs down;


From the fir forest sweet smells rise


And drift through the winter air,


And the night becomes as clear as a candle’s light.





My heart is frightened, glad:


It is the dear Christmastime!


From far away I hear the church bells,


Enticing me, delightfully, reminding me of home—


In splendor like a fairy tale.





A religious magic holds me again,;


I must stand at prayer, amazed.


A golden childhood dream 


Sinks down onto my eyelids;


I feel it: a miracle has happened.


	—Theodor Storm
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Microcosm Unbound


The largest war of all time has been ended by a scientific-technical achievement, the meaning of which for the weal and woe of mankind cannot yet be correctly estimated: the utilization of the power released by the splitting of the atom.


Mind you, there was longer was any doubt about the end of the war in the Pacific. It was essentially only a matter of exactly when the full war power of the Allies would be directed to the Pacific. Even such an experienced observer as “Collier’s” master-correspondent Quentin Reynolds estimated a minimum of nine months for the ship transfer of surplus Allied armies from Europe to the Pacific.


Thus, Japan was able neither to achieve the “miracle of the sword” nor to “avenge” Germany, and it remains for us to hope that the Japanese, after disarmament, will turn again to the peaceful culture of the apple blossom. Aside from the fact that the alliance with Japan was never popular in Germany (this was not influenced by Darre’s propaganda campaign for Shintoism in the magazine “Odal,” and especially not by the “dynamic” racial policies of National Socialism, which made itself eternally laughable in circles which still dared to be critical, when it was revealed that the Japanese people were “of the same type” and allowed marriage between Germans and Japanese, while at the same time neighbors of the Reich who stood on a similar cultural level with Germans were classified as “racially inferior”), we Germans should rejoice with all Europeans that Japan capitulated so soon after the end of the war in Europe. This was made possible above all by the fact that Tenno (the Emperor of Japan)—in a hopeless situation—could “save face” before the world with reference to the atom bomb and the Russian declaration of war.


We Germans may be glad about this for two reasons. First, the horrible bloodbath of the last decade has found an end, and the world is steadily moving—to be sure, with enormous cramps—toward a peace which later will enable even us to build an industrious and quiet life in modest circumstances. Second, the United States will experience an incredible prosperity in the next years, which will enable them to give economic support to a destroyed and exhausted Europe. It might seem that Germany will not be able to benefit from this, but one should notice the clause of the Potsdam agreement that notes that the living standard of the Germans should not be higher than that of the European countries that were their victims. If the rest of Europe receives aid, then Germany also will be helped!


Without forgetting for a moment the present suffering of our relatives, we may stand on higher ground and be thankful for a further deflection of fate: that the atom bomb is in the hand of the democracies and not of a totalitarian state. Let us ask ourselves what would have happened if Germany had produced this weapon earlier than America.


With a sense of foreboding—in the humid, hot, never-ending nights during the passage from Africa and under the sickle-shaped southern moon of Texas—we discussed these matters again and again with like-minded comrades. The answer is not propaganda and not opportunism; it is only logical and results from the “dynamic” development of the last twelve years and most especially of the war, and we must all accept it with ice-cold insight, if we want to conquer that inner crisis which, as Major-General Lerch said in his proclamation, every German POW must face.


A victory of National Socialism with world-threatening weapons would have meant: the establishment of a worldwide empire; a centrally-managed economy, which would have enslaved other peoples; a large part of the German people would be scattered around the world as police, occupation troops, settlers and administrators. At home the military strength of the German people would have been preserved through “morally uplifting” service in armed and civilian forces.


We can abstain from further speculation if in this stage of the answer one thing seems certain: the German people would have emerged from the bloodbath as the formal victor and world ruler, but would have been enslaved themselves to the system. In the police state ruled by the SS and Prussian militarism there would have been no real freedom—no freedom of movement and no private family life. Instead, there would have been drill, draft for service to the country and transfer or resettlement according to the governmental-political agenda—even regulation of free time and recreation, according to the principle to which the waning empire of Rome paid homage: Panem et circenses—bread and circus. This would have taken place in “Strength through Joy” [the state workers’ “welfare” organization]: Nazi party films and variety shows inflaming the emotions of the masses, as well as large sports festivals, marches, parades and, finally, the complete idolization of a demonic fanatic.


Let us be honest: which of us would have liked such a regimented and commandeered life—and which intellectual path would the nation of poets and philosophers have taken?


In the course of our long military life (and what a waste of those years, which were not only totally unproductive, but—what is worse—mentally destructive), we met a great number of worthwhile people of the most varied professions, who were determined to turn their backs on Germany if this system triumphed, because they were not willing under any circumstances to participate in the militarism, the “group thing” or even the life of a soldier any longer than was absolutely necessary. It was ridiculous to try to raise the German people to blonde supermen—a people that had absorbed the blood of all European people and races in the course of its history and as a result of its geographical situation. There are too many quiet, inwardly-directed people in all parts of Germany—and also in Austria, as is well-known—who treasure their “Gemuetlichkeit” [or “comfort at home”] above all else, who want most of all to be left in peace and quiet—a peace and quiet which our neighbors to the west even call “royal Bavarian.”


Therefore, there should be no doubt that this police state could only maintain its world domination through force and through violation of the best spiritual characteristics of most German people. When one has struggled to make this recognition, then it is only a small step farther to the question: If the National-Socialist police state had conquered the world and were not even capable of making the greater part of its own people happy, what was the point of this unnecessary expenditure of blood, pain and tears? Who—and on which level of German society—actually would have benefited from war and world domination? We will leave the answer to our readers, who are very familiar with the castes of the new society: the benefit would have gone to that “new aristocracy,” whose equally new wealth comes from “organizing” and “picking up”—both new words for one which is ancient, so old that it is found in the Ten Commandments.


Germany lost the war—conclusively and irreversibly, but not through betrayal—for a solid oak table caused the famous “stab in the back” to fail on 20 July 1944, and this slip up cost several hundred thousand or even millions their lives. Only when we realize this bitter fact with strong hearts, and when we see the prospect of totalitarian conquest of the world in the way outlined above, then we will see it as a stroke of good fortune that the unbound powers of the microcosm are in the hands of democracies. For only these can guarantee that the monstrous energies are not misused for acquisitions which destroy the world, but instead will be employed for construction which will beautify the world and thus be a blessing for a tortured humanity. Our life depends on this.


All Germans who feel with us that freedom from fear is the most precious of the four freedoms will be with us of one opinion: it is true that Germany lost the war, but it had to lose the war in order to free the way to the buried sources of the German spirit and German introspection. Only when this inwardness has led the German people away from the age of elbows to a respect for the rights of others—to brotherly love and selflessness—will we be granted the ability to erect a German democracy. This is a path, though, of trial and tribulation—and very, very long.


—Dr. Alfred Eher, taken from the camp newspaper at Fort Sheridan/Illinois
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California


California is one of few places where one’s thoughts immediately turn to the creation of the world. Its landscape seems to be a powerful workshop in which rocks and lakes, mountains and valleys have developed over millions of years. This workshop is still in operation: usually the developing and shaping is too slow to be measured in terms of human life spans, but sometimes its forces become terribly manifest—as at the beginning of this century, when an Earthquake left San Francisco in ruins.


The Sierra Nevada mountain range forms the powerful backbone of the land, and Mount Whitney (4350 meters) is the highest mountain in the [contiguous] United States. Strangely enough, a valley in the immediate vicinity is the lowest point in North America. Parts of the mountains developed through the activity of ancient volcanoes; incredible forces later folded and broke the massive lumps of lava. Ice and water, heat and cold further shaped this vast, wild landscape: perpetual snow gleams under a sparkling blue sky, waterfalls rush over rocky cliffs, dark lonely lakes rest between rocks and forests with the tallest and oldest trees on Earth. Some of these trees were already rustling when the pharaohs were building their pyramids in Egypt.


The rivers of the Sierras gorged for themselves staggeringly deep canyons in the rocky ground. Their snowmelt flows down onto the California plain and transforms it into a large garden. Before human memory, this plain was a saltwater bay and the waves of the Pacific surged where olives, grapes, peaches, oranges, rice and coffee now grow.


This human activity is not old in terms of the history of the world. In the 16th century Spaniards came from the south to California—which still retains various reminders of this time. In 1578 the frigate of the Englishman Drake set anchor on the coast. At approximately the same time, his friend Raleigh tried to establish the colony of Virginia over on the east side of the continent. The land bridge across this wide continent was not built until the 19th century. At first only a few immigrants come to California—even though its beauty and fertility were praised everywhere. The way across the Rocky Mountains was too hard—and the sea voyage around Cape Horn, too long.


Curiously enough, the same passion played a decisive role at the end of the era of colonization, which in the age of discovery lured men to far-off lands: an obsession with gold. In 1849 gold nuggets were found near Sutter’s Mill in the Sacramento Valley. Sutter tried in vain to keep the discovery secret. Streams of gold prospectors moved from the U.S.A. —yes, from the entire world—to California. Most of them stayed there after the gold fever blew over, and their labor allowed California to take part in the sharp ascent of the continent.


Agriculture, industry and trade developed with a driving tempo. San Francisco and Los Angeles became their center. These cities are located next to the largest ocean on Earth; empires encompassing more than half of humanity border its coasts. Perhaps this is why world history came so late to the west coast of North America and to California—because a powerful drama is planned here for the future.


—Walter Bedel





Letter from a Mother to Her Son


My son—my dear child!


Once you were small and my—and only my—child. I had a desire that could only be mine and a tenderness which awoke with you in the morning and went to bed when you did; this desire was satisfied whenever you said my name and kissed me.


	Those days are long gone. They are as far from me as an unknown land. Only, sometimes—in seldom, unhappy hours—they creep back close to me and take place once more... like today.


	The great ocean lies between us—years, too, already! The great ocean lies between us, but today it cannot separate me from you. You have once again come into this bright room, into the same in which you played as a child. You are with me, and I have decorated the Christmas tree—as you would have liked to have had it—with red apples, with colorful sugar rings and a special blown-glass star. It is an old-fashioned child’s Christmas tree—and I can see your curious, childlike hands tug at the bright birds’ evergreen boughs.


	In those days I thought that I had so many worries, and that it was difficult to raise a boy. Only today—when everything around me is so empty, so quiet—do I appreciate how rich I was then. There is no loneliness and no despairing, no tiring or failure, so long that a child brings joy to life and demands every day a new duty from us. Only those who aren’t needed are lonely—those who sadly forget the power of their own heart.


	I see three images in front of my—in front of our—Christmas tree: In one you look at me with cheery eyes and stand, laughing, in a summer meadow in the midst of flowers. Oh, my boy—that I was not indulged in retaining that laughing carelessness! 


	The second image is the seriousness of my work and worries in your eyes. They gaze so deep and true at me! It is your first day of school. You had given me your little boy’s hands and promised never to leave me. Now, though, everything has turned out differently. I myself gave you back your word, for I knew it so surely then, that I no longer had the right to claim your presence. Duty is stronger, but somewhere hidden in the corner of my heart have I always waited for you to return.


	And now I see the dear little third image that appears before me. We are sitting close to each other on a bench in our garden, under the single lilac bush—which is in full bloom. The heavy boughs hang over your young, hopeful face. This image came into being a few days before that ship took you away from me; never have I cherished it so intensely like today.


	Only, now sad thoughts have returned. Now that I’m so lonely, I certainly don’t have the strength to master my weary heart. I miss your youth and cheery courage and also the tenderness of your love, as now there is no one who lays his head on my shoulder and strokes my busy hands. And neither does anyone bring me flowers, which you used to pluck for me. Do you know how often you used to do that, my dear boy, when the whole meadow that led past your way to school was in bloom?


	But, the lights of my small tree don’t want that I’m sad today. They speak to me of you—always only from you—and suddenly there’s no distance any more! No, the distance is transformed into a cheery closeness of heart—and there you are. Together, we watch as the candles on our Christmas tree burn out gradually, crackling.


	It smells of fir trees, apples and cake in my Christmas room. I take your grateful, tender hands and give you back a happy kiss—you, my dear, big boy!


—Alice Fliegel





Caution


Fate lays night around us and gives us only enough torches for the closest path, so that we do not distress ourselves over the ravines of the future and over the distance to the goal.


—J. Paul
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The Bells of Home


Home—it lies so far away!


Home is snowed-in now:


The snow falls thickly and quietly.


Only the fir tree remains green


In winter. But soon—yes, soon—


The branches and treetops will be white.





The fir rustles softly when a wind comes up, 


And if the burden is too great, 


The twig will bend and free itself.


A sigh here, a crack there—


And once again it snows, without a sound…


Quietly time goes by.





I look at the calendar,


As I always have in the evening;


I cross out this day.


I sit here behind barbed wire— 


With me many a comrade as well— 


And dream myself home.





I dream myself into the white fir…


Wow, that I can finally roam,


And no one prevents me!


At my feet lies the snow:


Its reflection hurts my eyes,


But this is what I craved.





Evening sinks. A star appears, and


Now that which was near shrinks back.


Then a noise strikes me in the ear:


Sound and echo,


The wind carried it up out of the valley—


For tonight is Christmas Eve.





Now it is ringing everywhere—


From mountain to mountain, from valley to valley


And over village and city.


No place could be so destroyed


That no bells would be heard—


Bells bringing Christmas





I dream more deeply into the dream


And follow the sound from tree to tree,


Following the path taken by the bell’s sound.


A little hut is nestled in the darkness:


The little boy, who came from Mary,


Lies on hay and straw.





The voices of many angels softly sing


The songs of this holy night;


And shepherds, large and small,


Kneel in the golden glow,


Which the manger sends into the darkness, 


Shining on their faces.





The young shepherdess looks like my bride


When she looks and smiles—


So tenderly and spiritually joyous.


And that old woman— 


I know her trembling figure, 


As she stoops low.





The bells sound far and near;


The miracle is still as always here,


More blessed than ever.


Perhaps imprisonment 


And long years in detention


Have taught me to see anew.





The moon moves slowly;


The stars twinkle, high and bright.


See: here is home—here


In the stall, where I stopped in.


The child brings peace on the Earth, 


And peace to you and me.


—Lotte Denkhaus





The Poor Little Christ Child


“It is not true that the little Christ child was only born once” said the grandfather. The children looked up at him in amazement. “Why should just those people have been blessed with such grace?” continued the grandfather. “We are also people—as good as those nineteen hundred years ago.”


The children thought so, too—wavering, in their uncertain feelings, between a slight shudder over the grandfather’s boldness in saying such a thing so calmly, and that sweet delight which the expectation of something wonderful brings.


“That is why we lay the Christ child in the manger again every year under the Christmas tree and hope that he will come to life. On one day of the year we feel brotherly love—on one day.”


Now, the grandfather spoke no longer for the children but for his son—the bearded man who sat at the table across the room and read the newspaper. “But, the Christ child doesn’t really want to lie in the manger. He wants to lie in the souls of men.” The grandfather had forgotten that his grandchildren sat in front of him and stared at him expectantly—and also a bit disappointed. He only thought of his son. “Yes, the Christ child wants to lie in the soul—but the soul must be totally free and pure, totally free and pure. Every year the Christ child comes and seeks and finds no one.”


“Why does he find no one?” asked the children shyly.


“Because no soul is totally free and pure. Even in the hut and in the stall; even there it is no better than in the palaces. And, in the palaces it is no better than in huts and stalls. The Christ child roams and roams and finds no roof to cover his head—so there he stands with bare feet in the winter cold and weeps. You hear him occasionally in the night when you wake up and can’t fall asleep again and stare into the darkness.” The children listened instinctively. Outside it was already dark. “It would be oh-so-easy: we only would have to have a pure soul and the Christ child would be born. You notice, don’t you—all too well—that he hasn’t yet been born.”


At this moment, they heard a soft sob. “The Christ child,” said the children quietly, and they began to tremble.


The grandfather knew, though, that it was their mother. He also knew why she sobbed in her room. He looked over at his son again, but his son just read the newspaper calmly.


“Yes, the Christ child stands in the winter night and weeps.”


“But maybe this year he will find shelter,” thought the children shyly.


“Maybe,” said the grandfather. “If someone had a totally pure soul.”


“Stocks are still going down,” said the son from the table, “and nobody knows what to think of the stock market.”


The grandfather bowed his head. From the bedroom came the sobs still—but very quietly, so that one scarcely heard them.


“The Christ child,” whispered the children and shivered.


“The poor Christ child,” said the grandfather and covered his eyes.


The children sat there as still as mice. If they only had been able to understand what that meant—to have a pure, free soul… But when they were grown up, then they would know—and then they would see to it that the Christ child didn’t have to stand with bare feet on the ice-cold highway.


Yes, that is what they wanted! Only, they didn’t yet know how hard that was…


—Felix Moeschlin 
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At the Christmas Nativity Scene


(by navy chaplain Eich)


Our comrades have built a nativity scene [at Camp Algona]—a large one, which took months of arduous work. The eye cannot get enough of the scenes, groups and figures. And yet, the jubilation of the angels, the reverent gaze of the poor shepherds, and the dramatic amazement of the oriental princes are meant only for the child in the manger.


Where are you when you stand at the manger? Like a bird, your soul must take flight and fly away over mountain and valley, over river and wood and the wide ocean. Then, your soul will see the Son—the same being with the Father, who became man because of overwhelming love. Comrade, where, then, is your pain? If you see this secret at the manger—if you can believe it—then the thick darkness must lift and bitter pain must be transformed into joy of the soul.


How is it that Jesus Christ takes up his campaign through ages and lands in such a different manner than the powerful conquerors of the world? He was born poor and wretched; a stall is his castle—a manger, his golden cradle. Look into the stall; observe the holy child! The stall is open and without a door; no fire is within and the icy wind blows into it. The straw bedding is hard. The little child is freezing—it already is beginning to suffer. And, it wanted to suffer, of course. Why did God’s Son leave the glory which was his in his father’s kingdom and journey the long way over the many suns and stars, until he arrived on the sad Earth in the middle of the night? Because he sought suffering. With his Father he possessed joys without number; but, suffering in order to help poor lost human beings, this he could not find in all the halls of heaven: that is why he had to look for the Earth. His noble heart longed so powerfully to atone for our salvation and to bleed, that he could not wait even an hour, but began his suffering right at birth.


And you, comrade: I am speaking to you alone. Can a drop of divine joy fall into your heart as you stand at the manger? Yes, a thousand times yes! Perhaps life has never seemed so sad and dark as now: every day brings its own difficulties, but when was your life decorated with crosses as thickly as this—trunk on trunk, an endless forest? And still! I say to you, joy will be there in the moment when you give yourself into God’s hands and take the holy child into your arms and into your heart. The secret of happiness is to want only that which God has destined for you. A mystic from the middle ages saw a vision of the Christmas Christ Child in thorns, and she interpreted that to mean that anyone who wants to know the Christ Child cannot shrink back from the thorns. Make the attempt, reach bravely into the thorns of your present life and pull out the holy child—He who is the delight of all hearts. If you carry that which troubles and upsets you as the cross of the Lord, then you may discover that suffering can even make you happy.





And Now—Something in English


[also printed in German in original edition]


The nation’s Christmas tree


A very impressive Christmas ceremony, which is held annually in our country’s out-of-doors, can be observed at Kings Canyon National Park, California—formerly known as General Grant National Park. Though the latter was established in 1890, Kings Canyon Park was not created until 1940—thereby fulfilling John Muir’s dream of many years. It is regrettable that he who had claimed this section to be a close rival of his beloved Yosemite could not have lived to see this happen.


The park consists of two sections: the beautiful mountain wilderness of the King River Country, and the part known as the General Grant Grove, which is the scene of the giant sequoia trees—their crowns of plumy evergreen lifted against the sky forming an ancient Gothic cathedral. Trees that were stately giants when the star led the Wise Men to the cradle of the Christ child; trees that were good-sized when David sang psalms in Judea; trees that are without doubt the oldest living things in the world. Their age limit is unknown. Of these sequoias John Muir wrote: “Towering to the dimness of a cathedral spire, no other tree has seen so much. No other is so full of other days. Scores of centuries of sunshine are in it. They are antediluvian monuments through which we gaze in contemplation as through windows into the depths of primeval time.”


Thus it seems peculiarly fitting that these old patriarchs of the forest should form the setting for a solemn celebration of the birth of Christ. In 1925 a small group of inspired citizens from the neighboring city of Sanger held a Christmas ceremony at the foot of the majestic General Grant tree—the largest and the most famous in the park. Each year since then, the practice has been carried on faithfully—the service sometimes being broadcast over a nation-wide radio hook-up and including presidential messages. The tree was officially dedicated as the Nation’s Christmas Tree in May 1926.


As might be supposed, the rugged giant was named after General Grant. In 1867 a California lady visited the fine grove and noticed one giant sequoia to be much larger than all the rest. She measured the big tree, sent a box of its branches to General Grant and named it in honor of him. Though not the largest tree in California, it measures forty feet thick at the base, and towers to a height of 267 feet. The living Christmas tree takes for its decorations glassy icicles and festoons of snow, which gleam like jewels in the sunlight. Curiously enough, it is during the winter when the ground is covered with several feet of snow that the sequoia blooms, producing flowers of pale yellow and green.


The Yuletide services at the foot of the Nations Christmas Tree are always held at high noon on Christmas Day. Snow is cleared from a small place around the tree and huge bonfires are built to ease the chill of the wintry air.


Though each ceremony is one of unforgettable solemnity and rare spiritual beauty, the services of the last two years have been especially beautiful and fitting, for in a world filled with war and hatred there reigned among these giant, snow-clad trees a spirit of peace and goodwill. A minister prayed for peace, there was a salute to the flag, and the great outdoor temple resounded with the music of Christmas carols. And, human hearts were silently united as a solo voice singing “Trees” rang out upon the still mountain air expressing the common feeling of all through these words:


Poems are made by fools like me


But only God can make a tree.


A Christmas carol


On Christmas morning my little daughter was downstairs opening her packages before any one else was out of bed. To my surprise, I heard her singing the “Happy Birthday Song.” “Happy Birthday” on Christmas morning? I thought—amused that, while she was aware of festivity in the air, she was confused as to the occasion. But, as she sang on, I realized it was I who had been confused: “Happy Birthday, dear Jesus,” the little voice caroled. “Happy Birthday to You.”
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And Peace on Earth


A 14-foot high star is enthroned on the roof of [camp] lot T100. Its light—like that of the star of Bethlehem—penetrates the darkness and invites those who see it to visit the Christmas manger. German prisoners-of-war—in three months of work—built a manger scene that, in its style and scale, has no match in German countries. In the United States this work is certainly a rare event—and it should bear witness to creative joy in hard times.


Encouraged by the success of last year’s nativity scene, with his faithful co-workers the builder Eduard Kaib set much larger figures (two-thirds life size) into a scene with an area of 50 square feet. Any difficulties with regard to space and materials were overcome with sympathetic help from the camp commandant Colonel Lobdell and Captain Norgaard—both of whom showed strong interest in the project.


And now to the work, which is truly worthy of serious reflection—both from the standpoint of the reverent visitor and also from that of the artist. An oil painting—representing shepherds and angels, larger than life—greets the visitor at the entrance and leads him into a room flooded with mild light. The sounds of bells and harps enter the ear and find an echo deep in the heart. The eye clings spellbound to the scene of the birth—the soul of the work. In a manger filled with straw lies the Son of God, born as a little child of mankind. The other scenes—which live quite naturally in the evening landscape—build a worthy frame for the holy birth. To the right of the observer, shepherds stand and sit at a campfire, listening into the night so that they might hear, with solemn awe, the message of peace from the angels. From the left, the three wise men from the Orient in opulent garments approach with their royal gifts, so that they might join the worshiping shepherds and the women rushing to the scene and look reverently at the miracle in the lowly stall. Farther to the left, we see camel-drivers with their animals; in the background of the stall are oxen, donkeys and many sheep. From mountains in the distance a bright silver brook rushes into the valley and empties into a small lake, in which cheerful little fish play. And, from the center of the mountains comes a sound as of angels’ voices, singing “Silent night, holy night” in German and in English. Above everything is the dome of the evening sky, sown with many, many little stars, which—competing with the pale moon—pour their light into this blessed night. In the distance we see the silhouette of Bethlehem.


“Gloria in excelsis!” the angels sang this highest hymn of love and peace for the first time on the Christmas night at Bethlehem. That was long, long ago. Every year this heavenly message is planted in millions of human hearts—heard and felt as Christmas. But, alas! This feeling which reconciles all suffering seems to be of such short duration!


Today—after this almost incomprehensible war, which murdered mankind and its dignity—the beating of the loving human heart announces itself quite shyly. As for us here in the camp, this effort to conquer the world ripped us away from home and family, across the ocean and into imprisonment. For us it must be unutterably sad to celebrate this, the most beautiful of all family holidays, far from loved ones and unsure of their fate. According to the word of God, of course, the whole world is supposed to be one family. Oh, the paths are so tangled which lead us, tested by suffering after grief and distress, to the peaceful, family hearth of home! So, as in all times—but even more today in the dawn of the atomic age, when we humans, outfitted with reason and free will, can destroy ourselves or make ourselves happy—may the Almighty guide all of our thoughts and feelings! Then, our Christmas wish also will become reality: and peace to the people on Earth, who are of good will!


—Karl Seidenglanz
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From the Base Camp


	Non-stop program


“In The Sound-Film Studio” was the name of the variety show offered by the theater group and the camp orchestra. The non-stop program rolled by with a breathtaking tempo, and the great variety offered something for everyone. The filming of a “talkie” movie was cleverly improvised—and everything went through the microphone to be “recorded”: tunes from Paul Linke, familiar melodies and dances alternated with vocal performances (solos, duets and quartets), and comedy. Our “lady singer” with her cavaliers was welcomed enthusiastically, and Comrade Meissner—a talented parodist—brought forth storms of applause and laughter. We heard Willi Schwoebel in a masterfully played violin solo. Comrade Steinmetz blew a waltz on the saxophone and Weimer surprised us with an accordion solo, proving that even prisoners-of-war can learn a lot. Tenor and baritone solos from Hoffmann and Wild enriched the program. Wild’s warm, refined baritone voice inspired us all—especially with the song “In Front of My Father’s House”. As always, the set and costumes were tasteful and imaginative. The audience thanked Willi Schwoebel and his musicians and Georg Kronemann with his theater group with loud applause at all four performances.
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Seasons greetings


We wish all of our comrades a merry Christmas and a happy new year. May the year 1946 bring us all the trip home we have longed for.


