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The last issues of the Drahtpost began to suggest that paper’s very demise, which was implicit in the defeat of the Hitler regime—and, with it, the pro-Nazi Drahtpost’s legitimacy, even for the most ardent National Socialist supporters among the POWs. While sources do not confirm the process by which the first, now-discredited camp newspaper yielded to its anti-Nazi replacement, it is known that the American camp administration changed the internal German leadership overnight upon Germany’s capitulation on 8 May 1945: free-thinking Friedhelm Henkel, for example, was selected to replace Walter Bauer (who apparently had ties to the SS) as camp spokesperson, and other posts also swiftly changed ideological hands.





In contrast to previous issues, the last ones showed cracks in what had been a stiff-lipped hope that Germany might prevail. Issue #13, for one, included the sober news of Franklin Delano Roosevelt’s unexpected and—at least for the Americans—untimely death; it seemed to mark a milestone even for the couple hundred thousand German POWs imprisoned in Fortress America. That issue also included the following, foreboding poem as part of the series, “From the Camp Pastor’s Folder”: 


The empires change,


The world changes;


Yet God is the same,


Who holds them in his hands.


Amidst accumulating despair over broken Germany’s sorry fate, one writer in issue #15 exhorted his comrades to “have courage” in the face of new arrivees’ “stories and experiences [which give] us a real picture of the final ‘defense’: the capture of masses of people, civilian losses, senseless victims, unnecessary and pointless destruction, irresponsible orders!” That same author then went on to concede, “Upon the reports of comrades, inwardly we ask ourselves more than ever: what will my Homeland look like? How will my village or my city look? Are my family and relatives still alive and where are they? Many an ideal picture of family life, which we in captivity have dreamt up for the future, will be destroyed by the cruel reality. He who here in captivity separates himself—who almost lives in a dream—will one day no longer be able to cope with the hard reality. We must come to terms with the facts…” Issue #15 also found the camp pastor pray to his god “in [this] droning… loud, confused time”. In short, as the men finally were forced to acknowledge, the Nazis’ game was up.





In a very short time, it was as if nothing and everything changed for the increasingly impatient POWs: after the 8th of May they still were behind barbed wire, they still were not the masters of their own fates and they still knew what they had known for months if not years—that German cities lay in ruins, its land was occupied and its people were hungry, battered, lost or dead. And yet, after the Soviets stormed Hitler’s once-imposing chancellery and weary army figures signed off on Germany’s unconditional surrender, the Wehrmacht’s captured sons’ greatest capacities for hope and its attendant denial could not explain away the undeniable truth: the Third Reich was no more—and heinous crimes had been committed in its name. An indication of how nothing yet everything had changed in a single moment, the new Lagerzeitung liberally quoted Goethe, but no longer as documentation of supposed singular German greatness, but rather of Germandom’s most famous writer’s ancient belief in humanistic internationalism. Having lost their “great leader” in inglorious flames, they still looked to their culture’s greatest intellectual figure as they sought new bearings in a world stripped of its former ballast and order.





What decidedly had changed with the appearance of the Lagerzeitung [“camp newspaper”] was the plethora of articles, essays and poems about loss and new beginnings. With the second of two world wars in three decades now over—at least in Europe—the German POWs were beginning to count the sum of their losses even while mustering the courage to start life anew whenever they could return to their “Homeland” (for many thousands of them, that would not be until autumn 1948). More remarkable yet, for the first time the communal journal of the Camp Algona system dared criticize the now-fallen German leadership and, indeed, the entire fascist culture that had supported it—in essence, the very indoctrination drummed into those of the POWs who had “graduated” from the Hitler Youth and the battle-bound Imperial Labor Service. Such open, unapologetic dissent, however, was not a given: the POWs’ sojourn in “Amerika”—till Germany’s defeat—had been marred by the murder of over 70 POWs by their fellow compatriots; those beaten, kicked, cut, hung or otherwise hounded to death had only to provoke their murders’ suspicions, whether or not the victims truly harbored anti-Nazi sentiments.





The radical Lagerzeitung not only explored the plight of German POWs destined—for the most part—to be imprisoned in the United States for more than another year, but foretold the fate awaiting the men back in beaten Germany. A harbinger of the Wirthschaftswunderjahre [the “economic-boom years”], which would characterize West Germany during the 1950s and early ‘60s, articles that appeared in the Lagerzeitung on Iowa’s remote prairies already in summer 1945 proscribed work as a postwar pain reliever. It would be this very penchant to bury lingering guilt about the National Socialist “experiment” in one’s work which would raise the ire of the postwar generation: the so-called “‘68ers”— children of one-time Hitler Youth lads and doe-eyed, braid-clad members of the Union of German Maidens—would ask “Waren unsere Vaeter Taeter?” [“Were our fathers perpetrators?”] and show visible disdain for the productive, avoidant coping mechanisms of their elders.





Perhaps most notable of all, in the very public pages of the Lagerzeitung the various German POWs—shopkeepers and fathers, teachers and students, farmers and husbands, clergy and carpenters, musicians and brothers, artists, boyfriends, sons, poets and politicos—began to commit two acts unthinkable only a few weeks earlier. One, they began to muse openly about Germany after Nazism—how German youth “should” be educated, who would write the nation’s schoolbooks, what German and other nations’ models might be useful in rebuilding civic life. Two, brave individuals began simply to admit that they and the rest of their compatriots had been naïve—or, worse, had colluded with a regime some now dared label “murderous” and “evil”: the men began to acknowledge that they and their nation had done wrong.





It was in Iowa farm country, then—and on the open plains of Texas, in the woods of Georgia or the Arizona desert, near the Great Lakes of Michigan or on the banks of Boston harbor—that German POWs (just recently the very executioners, even if in some cases unwittingly, of Nazi aggression and expansion) began what today is call the de-Nazification process. About 20,000 of the roughly 378,000 German POWs imprisoned in the U.S. during WWII would be chosen—via formulated written surveys or essays and oral interviews or personal observation by U.S. Army personnel—to participate in the “barbed wire college” run by the U.S. government in violation of the Geneva Convention but for the intended benefit of the POWs themselves, not to mention U.S. postwar political objectives. These men would be some of the first to be returned to Germany—expressly as teachers and school directors, journalists, mayors, politicians and other leaders requisite to building a new, post-fascist [West-sector] Germany. (Of the almost 400,000 German POWs stateside in May 1945, only a quarter were sent to Germany by summer 1946; the other three quarters languished in French coal mines or land-mine-clearing crews and on English farms until late 1948—the whole while behind barbed wire and machine-gun-equipped watch towers.)





While the Drahtpost dripped with sappy verses and cutesy drawings of solidly Teutonic motifs, only in the Lagerzeitung did the POW editorial staff see fit to actually notice that their readers were, well, in “Amerika”. Instead of more helpings of the Homeland, the men were served thoughtful, detailed essays, quotes, poems and maps about American history and government, a handful of U.S. states and figures important to the culture’s development; the Lagerzeitung even featured dissenting Germans like writer Thomas Mann and reverend Martin Niemoeller! While some 20,000 POWs were being sent to a couple weeks’ “re-education” in the East, all of the men reading Camp Algona’s community paper found samples of the democratic spirit which had been killed upon Hitler’s seizure of power in early 1933. More poignant yet, living examples of that indelible spirit abounded just beyond the camp fence—and that likely left the greatest impact on these “uninvited guests” from war-worn Europe. And, perhaps that is the most valuable legacy of the POWs’ New World sojourn—their own transformation, if not through purposeful indoctrination, then through Americans’ inadvertent modeling of democracy.
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Lagerzeitung #1





21 July 1945


 (translated by Alex J. Kay)





Mistakes


I prefer the harmful truth to the useful mistake. A harmful truth is useful because it can only be momentarily harmful and then leads to other truths, that must become more and more useful; and, in reverse, a useful mistake is harmful because it can only be useful for a moment and leads to other mistakes that become more harmful.


—Goethe





Perservere


The future shields


Pains and fortunes;


Step by step from view;


Yet unperturbed


We press forward.





And a cover hangs


Heavily and distantly.


With awe, silently,


The stars lie above


And the graves below.





Yet the voices of the ghosts, 


The voices of the masters 


Call from the other side:


“Do not fail to practice


The powers of good!





Crowns that shall with abundance


Make the efforts worthwhile,


Weave themselves here


In eternal silence!


We bid you to hope!”


—Goethe





At the Crossroads


How often was the question already asked by many of our comrades: “Did the war have to end with this dreadful catastrophe?” And for some the quick and only satisfactory answer was immediately at hand: “No wonder, with this non-stop betrayal, with this constant bad luck and the material superiority of the Allies!” That perhaps could be regarded as the cause of the military collapse. Every thinking person, however, sees the reasons somewhere else completely. The idea of totalitarianism, the absolute power and “infallibility” of the National Socialist idea, the “Fuehrer Principle”—down to its ultimate influence on the smallest DAF [German Labour Front] cell and in the National Socialist kindergarten, with this being put into place across the entire spectrum of society—this not only caused our adolescent youths to come to no power of judgment of their own, but also made the entire nation become “totally willful” [of the Ultimate Victory] and see everything as correct, accurate and true, if it could only—for the sake of politics and power—be made plausible as “useful for the nation”. This was achieved through a massive propaganda effort and conscious installation of a desperate and diseased self-denial.


In this way we were surrounded by an impenetrable wall, that not only took from us a clear view of everything that happened elsewhere and was achieved in the world but—years before the war—closed us off mentally from the rest of the world, which is much worse. What did Germans still know of the intellectual achievements, inventions and academic successes of other nations with this National Socialist self-obsession? Would this isolation not lead to a mental arrogance, to a blind trust of “German” strength in general (which, in the last twelve years, had become only National Socialist)? This arrogance asserted itself in all areas and indeed with such an overestimation of one’s own capability—and that this necessarily had to lead eventually to the abyss. It was exactly a politics “come hell or high water”, a “ten-year politics” during the course of which National Socialism had indeed enormously overestimated how far its bow could stretch.


In a state of dictatorship—as we experienced it with National Socialism, an enslavement of the mind and the conscience—the spirit inevitably had to become in all areas something out of touch with life, isolated. It could never lead to a free, action-connected thought and deed, for the regulating device of healthy criticism had been switched off. Thought and deed, deed and thought—in the sense meant by Goethe—can have no proper place of development in a dictatorship, where the “infallibility theory” was everything. “Thought and deed, deed and thought, that is the sum of all wisdom, always recognized, always practiced, not accepted by everyone. Both, like breathing in and out, must eternally move back and forth in life. Like question and answer, one should not take place without the other”, said Goethe.


Wasn’t it the case that with National Socialism often only the principle “action for the sake of action” was followed? Did this not become a guiding principle in training officers and leaders—that quickly determined deed and action, even if in error, is always better than non-action? The question was not “What to do?” but “Do something!” If there were “infallible dictators”, then one could understand this principle, altogether approving of the dictatorship. As these do not exist, however, “a regulating mechanism” must be called in, as we find with real democracies. Thought and deed in connection with actual life has a far greater possibility of being realized in a democracy, in which the good relationship to the spirit finds an expression of the kind that Thomas Mann demonstrates in his book “Achtung, Europa!” [“Attention, Europe!”] (in the series Neue Welt [New World]). There, he says—among other things: “The good relationship of democracy to the spirit is remarkable and characteristic; this already differentiates it decisively from dictatorship, which naturally distances itself from the spirit, is strange to the spirit and hostile to the spirit through its belief in force. This characteristic only wins real defining value for democracy if one does not understand the concept of the spirit one-sidedly, isolated, abstractly and arrogantly—out of touch with life, but marks the spirit as bound up with life and open to life and action—because only that, and precisely that, is democratic spirit and the spirit of democracy.


Democracy is not intellectual in an old and outgrown sense. Democracy is thought, but it is a thought connected to life and deed—otherwise it would not be democratic, and this makes democracy new and modern. The French philosopher Bergson sent a message to a congress of spiritual researchers, who recently met in Paris: “Act as thinker and think as actor”. That is a democratic maxim, through and through.


No pre-democracy thinker has ever thought about action, nor about how an action that fulfilled his thought would look. It is a characteristic of undemocratic or democratically undeveloped nations that the thinking within them lacks any links with reality, is purely abstract, in complete isolation of the spirit from life and completely without any consideration of the consequences of thought in reality. That is a lack of pragmatism, that belongs to criminality and leads to thought experiencing an awful refutation through reality. This compromises thinking altogether.


We stand at the crossroads!


Our task must be to begin serious self-education now, here in captivity, to work through the past and to completely recognize the flawed nature of National Socialism and to deal with the ideological, spiritual and political trends of the world. Particularly the youth, who have been influenced by propaganda, must learn that it is not true that National Socialism is to be equated with true Germanness and, in reverse, that true Germanness only could find—or had found—its highest form, even fulfillment, in National Socialism. We must all try to make independent judgments again. We must avoid adopting quick prejudices about new ideas, satisfy ourselves with the essential questions, bow to that which is unavoidable in time of change, and not lose the belief in a new beginning—in a future for every single person and for our people within a world community. The loneliness here will help to point the way for whoever has good will and can motivate himself. Fritz Reuter once said: “Loneliness is an enemy with which one must wrestle—day and night—until loneliness extends its exquisite gifts to us: freedom of the heart, freedom of thought and freedom of will.”


—Ludwig Ohnacker





Prisoners of War Reject Atrocities


During the last few days we read the following article by German prisoners of war in Camp Clarinda/Iowa in the American daily newspaper “The Des Moines Register” of 4 July 1945 about the atrocities in Germany:


“German POW’s who see films about German atrocities reject the atrocities”


Camp Clarinda, Iowa: German prisoners of war in this camp called the atrocities that have been committed by other Germans of their homeland “deplorable”.


After they had seen a special film about the German atrocities, 225 of the Germans sent a letter to the camp’s commanding officer, Lt. Col. George Ball, in which they dissociated themselves from the National Socialist treatment of prisoners in Buchenwald.


They declared that the atrocities are completely in conflict with the thinking of every German front soldier. Ball said the original letter bore only the signature of the German camp spokesman at first, but it was later signed by everyone who had seen the film. After that the signed protest against the National Socialist atrocities was passed on to the headquarters of the 7th Service Command in Omaha, Nebraska.


“After we showed them the film, which really contained some terrible scenes”, said Ball, “we gave illustrated books, which also portrayed atrocities, to the compound, through which the horror should be indelibly preserved in the memory of the prisoners.”


The prisoners in this camp are “veterans” of the fighting in Tunisia, Italy and France.”


With inner satisfaction we took note of this clear and unambiguous statement from German prisoners of war. Like them, all decent thinking men in Camp Algona also have turned away from these pictures with utmost revulsion and condemned the atrocities with deepest regret. The film recordings and magazines, which we also have seen in this camp, shook us—in particular as front soldiers who have fought obediently and conscientiously for their country and respected the opponent as soldier and human being; we also saw soldiers in our former opponents. We, therefore, only can declare our complete and total solidarity with the public condemnation and rejection of these atrocities by the prisoners of war from Camp Clarinda.





Bishop Wurm of Wuerttemberg seeks Separation of Church and State in Germany


A re-organization of the German Protestant Church on the basis of a complete separation of church and state has been suggested by Bishop Thomas Wurm of Wuerttemberg, who during the course of the war has become the most well-known figure within German Protestantism. A representative of the World Council of Churches delivered this communication to Geneva from Germany, where he had met Bishop Wurm and other Protestant church leaders. (The German Protestant Church is the national church in Germany and contains both the Lutheran and Reformed denominations. The latest communiqué said that the church had a membership number of 40,282,289—of which approximately 34,000,000 were Lutherans.) Bishop Wurm declared that the free status of the church “shall not mean that we want exclude ourselves from the duty of service to our country”, but that “we will have our hands freed from the control of the state”. The separation from the state will mean that the Protestant Church must support itself, but Dr. Wurm believes that this problem can be faced with “equanimity” because the voluntary contributions of church members are constantly growing and this year already show a hundred per cent increase. (The Lutheran Standard, June 1945.)





Sentry Goes Berserk and Kills 8 Prisoners of War


(Salina/Utah) On Sunday, 8 July 1945, in POW Branch Camp Salina/Utah, a berserk sentry fired at German prisoners of war with a machine-gun—killing eight and injuring another 20, six of them seriously. Col. Arthur J. Ericson, the commander of Base Camp Ogden/Utah, said the sentry sprayed the tents in which the prisoners of war slept with a full belt of machine-gun bullets. The names of the dead are the non-commissioned officers Otto Broms, Gottfr. Gaad, Ernst Fuchs, Hans Meyer, Walter Bogel, Fritz Stockmann, Georg Liske and Adolf Paul. (The Des Moines Register, 9 July)
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Branch Camp #2 in Fairmont/Minnesota


When Branch Camp #2 in Fairmont/Minnesota opened on 2 September last year, we moved into small weekend houses situated between two lakes, in idyllic Interlaken Park. Everything there was bright and friendly. Warm sun illuminated peaceful nature. Trees in their colourful autumnal splendour gave us cool shade, and the lakes shined and glistened and tempted one to take a refreshing bath.


The lovely, warm late-summer days passed. It rained and the wind swept the leaves from the trees. It now became severely cold and uncomfortable in the small, airy houses.


Autumn, with all its unpleasant concomitants, had made its entry a long time ago, when we resettled and moved into our current camp on the edge of the city on 16 October. Expectation and surprise accompany every change—and the surprise awaiting us exceeded every expectation: above all, the “poetry” of the quagmire—which was the equal of the mud of the Russian expanses in every way. Only the barracks formed islands of solid ground—yet they were nothing more, as they could not be described as “accommodation”. Although the inconceivable dirt and food—and other residues of the Mexicans, who had lived in them before—already had been cleared by an advance commando, the condition of these buildings had contempt for any, even the most primitive, human dignity.


A glance behind the barbed wire: a few hundred steps away lies the factory with its eternally smoking and sooty chimney, a few wooden houses in the west—which allow one to presume the proximity of a human community—and a few bare trees in the distant surroundings; otherwise, nothing far and wide could possibly have pleased the eye. All around lay desolate soberness, from which the faint sun also could get no stimulus; it only increased the impression of sparseness. The nearby railway and the streets—with their modest traffic—were also unable to enliven the whole picture.


After water, soap and brush had removed the last traces of the Mexicans, the barracks could to some extent be prepared and, bit-by-bit, as far as the circumstances allowed, assume a personal character. Through innumerable loads of gravel, the muddy foundation temporarily became somewhat remedied, for a systematic drainage could not be completely carried out because of the advanced time of the year.


So, the winter came: with the coming of frost, the sodden ground disappeared and snow covered up the dullness of the countryside. When spring finally forced out winter, the drainage already begun was urgently continued and other Earthworks took shape alongside it.


During weeks of systematic, busy activities, after adequate regulation, deposits and leveling off, green areas with grass and flowers were established; complete flower beds also were laid out, trees and conifers planted and provided with flower boxes, and a summer-house erected. Benches—set up here and there—invite relaxation in the open air.


Today the camp makes a cultivated, homey impression of order and cleanliness. Everyone who had in memory only its earlier condition is surprised and pleased about the new, friendly picture.


—Erich Goewe





From the Base Camp


Schiller’s “Cabal and Love”


It must appear to be a very daring attempt when three men with a little Reklam [a publishing house producing low-budget series of classic editions] volume in hand sit themselves down at a table and want to bring a drama to life in front of their companions—a drama, the performance of which demands costumes, stage, lighting devices and, above all, the full skill of actors and actresses. On the first Sunday of July this attempt was made with Schiller’s “Cabal and Love”.


The attempt was successful—all the more amazing as the drama dates from more than one and a half centuries ago. At the time of its first performance in 1784, here in Iowa the Indians were the absolute lords of the prairies and the woods; on the east coast of the continent the thirteen American colonies fought for their detachment from England; over in Europe people went around in pigtail and wig and absolute kings sat on the thrones. But, passion and spirit of the drama have overcome temporal form. It has done justice to Schiller and work “nevertheless” —created as it was in poverty and emergency, in defiance of all obstacles and dangers.


With every scene that was read, the characters of the tragedy became more vivid: the honest, upstanding musician Miller; the secretary and the president, Luise and Ferdinand—whose love is destroyed by the difference of status. With every scene the fate of people became more unsettling, but the belief also stronger that there is more than the world of intrigue, power and interests. And, that is our belief.


The drama was read by Sturm, Kronemann and Speeth.


—Bd


Melody of tunes


What our camp orchestra gave to us on Sunday, 8 July in a two-hour light concert was really a varied selection of melodies. In the first part of the program we heard the Military March by Schubert, the Overture to “Italienerin in Algier” [“An Italian Girl in Algiers”] by Rossini, melodies from the opera “Rigoletto” by Verdi, Hungarian Dances No. 5 and 6 by Brahms—among others. The second part brought dance music. Comrade Bresseler sang three dance songs. Hearty approval from a full house thanked comrade Willi Schwoebel and his musicians for the splendid diversion and cheering-up—which, in our daily monotony, we welcome.


Solar eclipse


On 9 July we were able to observe a solar eclipse that began at 6 a.m. and lasted till approximately 8 a.m. We saw the solar eclipse as a three-quarter-darkening, and could easily follow its progress, as the sky fortunately was almost always cloudless. On the evening before, comrade Bechstein had given a talk about eclipses, which not only made the occurrences in space when this natural phenomenon occurs clear to us, but also made other interesting points about our starry sky—in particular about the fixed stars.


An improvement in Compound 3


The outward appearance of the base camp—particularly our Compound 3—has changed significantly in the last three weeks. Through the efforts of the German camp leadership and voluntary employment of countless comrades, the barren areas between and behind the barracks have been transformed into beautiful green spaces. A large segment has even become a “camp garden”, from which at the given time quite a lot hopefully can be harvested.


A Biergarten—erected by expert hands—has emerged between the canteen and the entertainment room. The neat enclosure with the shiny birch tree trunks gives the impression of a small garden pub. Even if for well-known reasons this little garden also remains unused at the moment, the sight alone delights us already! Especially worthy of being emphasized are the flowerbeds in front of each barracks. As small and primitive as they might be, they already embody for us a piece of homey garden in our lonely life in captivity.


Large green spaces have emerged not only in Compound 3 but also in the officers’ compound—where the camp chaplain and the theater group have their home—and beautifully set-up flower gardens, flanked by a trellis arch, are developing in front of the barracks. A small “tomato plantation” —to the delight of the proprietor—already shows its first fruits.
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Our Sports


Camp sports have experienced a strong decline due to recent large transfers to the branch camps. It confined itself, like before, only to games between the 1st Company and the 2nd Company. The interesting games were played in front of innumerable viewers and always remained sportly. The countless volleyball amateurs—who pursue their physical training behind the barracks, evening after evening—should not go unmentioned. Due to the abundance of their friendly games, we cannot, unfortunately, state all the results here:


		1st Company I:2nd Company I	1:9	(1:7)


The team of the 1st Company has probably not ever suffered such a heavy defeat as that on Sunday, 1 July 1945, against the team of the 2nd Company—which had been strengthened by some new arrivals. Even though the score was too high, a victory for the 2nd Company—given the events of the match—was never in doubt. They played far better football, had a good defense and were for the first time pleasingly dangerous—due to the new additions. The eleven now form a unit that, after playing together for a lengthy period of time, will become a “classified” team. The team of the 1st Company unfortunately got into a flap—this because of a goal in the wrong net and because of a few blunders by the otherwise impeccable goalkeeper. After that, they played listlessly and without a plan. A few individual performances were remarkable: they could not, however, hinder the often-heavy superiority of the opponent.


		1st Company II:2nd Company II	1:3	(1:1)


The b-team of the 2nd Company also asserted themselves victoriously in a weekday game (2-7-45) against the same unit of the 1st Company. The victory was not made easy for them, but was deservedly gained by a well-balanced team performance.


		2nd Company I:2nd Company II	4:1


The two regular teams of the 2nd Company played against each other in well put-together units on 4 July, during the course of which only the attack of the 1st team was particularly conspicuous because of its better shooting ability. The two teams were pretty much of equal value in terms of general play.


		1st Company I:2nd Company I	1:5	(1:2)


After both the company teams had trained hard during the course of the week, people on all sides were looking forward to the encounter on Sunday, 8 July. The 1st Company, indeed, wanted to make up for their heavy defeat. The countless viewers did not completely get their money’s worth, as it was obvious that the team of the 2nd Company is far stronger than their opponent. The 1st Company has nothing to match such a strong defense and a dangerous and shot-happy attack as we saw yesterday; here zeal and commitment alone are not enough.


When one team is so much stronger, it would be appropriate at this time if petty considerations might be put to aside and all available players assembled in two strong camp teams by a camp sport warden. Then, these more evenly matched teams could play matches with each other. Particularly in captivity, we don’t want to disregard the idea “Doing sport for the sake of sport”. The players themselves and the countless beginners at sport will definitely approve of this wish and suggestion. The matter of the referee is, as we all know, the most difficult in our camp sport life. We can only retain the few good referees if players and viewers preserve sportsmanship on the field.


No one among us is infallible!





“Little Guide to America”


The 7th Service Command Omaha handed out a booklet—free of charge—to every POW at the base and branch camps. The “Little Guide to America” should make us familiar with the most valuable information about the U.S.A.; we are convinced that this small book not only “should” do that, but indeed does so. Because the form and content were cleverly chosen, the individual chapters—which bring something from every area of the life of the country—are substantial, apt and understandable for everyone. The history of the country, its economic development, its democratic foundations and the merits of its greatest men are so clearly described in broad outlines, that this is indeed the book that we have been seeking for a long time.


We hope that this booklet will not remain the only attempt to make the massive differences between the new and the old worlds clearer to us, for we have no opportunity other than films and books to do that. But, it is already clear to us all how much easier the development of America’s path since the War of Independence was than that of Europe. It is not by chance that Goethe recognized this clearly and said in praise of the new state on the other side of the Atlantic Ocean:


America, you have it better


Than our continent, the older one,


You have no dilapidated castles


And no basalt.


You are not disturbed at present


By pointless reminiscing 


And quarrels of the past.





Contributions to the International Red Cross


Upon an earlier suggestion a voluntary collection for the International Red Cross was taken among our comrades at Camp Algona and all its branch camps, with the following results.


Base Camp Algona/Iowa:			$1,793.65


Branch Camp Fairmont/Minnesota:		$   849.19


Branch Camp Bena/Minnesota:			$   239.50


Branch Camp Faribault/Minnesota:		$   438.25


Branch Camp St. Charles/Minnesota:		$   353.75


Branch Camp Eldora/Iowa:			$   805.00


Branch Camp Tabor/Iowa:			$   312.85


Branch Camp Charles City/Iowa:		$   111.50


Branch Camp Clinton/Iowa:			$   217.16


Branch Camp Shenandoah/Iowa:			$   574.25


Branch Camp Yankton/South Dakota:		$   205.50


Branch Camp Muscatine/Iowa:			$   363.00


Branch Camp Owatonna/Minnesota:		$   555.33


The remaining results aren’t yet in; we’ll publish them in the next number.





Film Preview


	“Hollywood Canteen” (from 6 to 25 July), “Penny Serenade” (from 9 to 28 July), “Here Comes Mr. Jordan” (from 13 July to 1 August) and “Zirkus Renz” (the next German film).





“Drahtpost”


	With this edition our newspaper appears under the name “LZ” (“Lagerzeitung”);it has been delayed due to the transfer of three valued colleagues. We request further contributions from our comrades in the base and branch camps—most ardently sought being short stories, poems, essays, reports about camp life, sports results and last but not least articles about current issues, puzzles and chess problems. Our staff includes: Ludwig Ohnacker, Jakob Kuckertz, Eduard Kaib and E. Schulte. We thank comrades Gerd Hoepfner (at Camp Tabor) and Karl Wittmann (Camp Fairmont) for their contributions.





Transfers to and from Camp Algona


Arrivals: 	9 July		  50 men from Eldora/Iowa


Departures:	29 June		115 men to New Ulm/Minnesota


		29 June		  62 men to Owatonna/Minnesota


		2 July		  30 men to St. Charles/Minnesota


		6 July		  30 men to Faribault/Minnesota


		10 July		  25 men to Fairmont/Minnesota


		10 July		  30 men to New Ulm/Minnesota


		10 July		  20 men to Tabor/Iowa


		10 July		  40 men to Ortonville/Minnesota


