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(Wayne and Eleanor enter as song begins and sit, facing screen.)

PRELUDE
Wo de Haffeswelle Schoage an dem Strand          
*3
Waves of the Baltic (verses one and two)
Wo de Haffeswelle schloage an dem Strand,  


*4
Where Baltic waves are crashing on the beach  
wo de Elch un Kroanke jedet Kind bekannt  
Where elks and storks are known to every child,  
Wo de Moeve schrie em grelle Stormgebrus  
Where seagulls shriek in every roaring storm,  
doa es mine Heimat doa ben eck to Hus. 
 There is my sacred country I call home. 

Well un Woage sunge me dat Wegeleed  



*5
Once heavy waves sang me my cradle songs.  
durt ant Haff verleevd eck mine Kindertied  
In wind and sand I lived my childhood years.  
oa, dat Haff erweggd en me dat Heetbegehr  
Yet the sea also aroused the hope of flying 
Enne Welt to flege ever Land un Meer.  

Away one day to new and different lands. 

(During last two lines, Eleanor moves to lectern.)

Scene 1 








*6 (blank)

Wayne and I knew a man, a good man, Guenter Schemeit*7, and his wife Eva.  Their daughter Kim*8 and our son John married, and Guenter and Wayne became Opa and Grandpa to Baby Hannah, while Eva and I became Oma and Grandma.*9  Guenter insisted that he and Wayne plant a cherry tree in Hannah’s honor.*10 
One afternoon early in the summer of 2009, Guenter was delivering Meals on Wheels to shut-ins, or, as he called them, “the old people.” He was 82. He was driving home, and he stopped at an intersection in north St. Catharines, not far from home, waiting for a red light to turn green.  The speeding car of a careless driver, out of control, hit his van and he died instantly.*11(blank)

How strangely fragile is a person’s life! Someone who could survive World War II in East Prussia, someone who could survive the expulsion of the Germanic peoples from their homelands at the hands of Stalin’s Red Army, was killed 64 years later, while driving home in St. Catharines!
And how strangely arbitrary is human friendship! Guenter was born in the province of East Prussia, a rural corner of Hitler’s Germany. I was also born of farming people, north of Toronto. My parents’ generation fought Guenter’s generation in World War II, and yet we became friends. 

And East Prussia? What’s that? Where’s that? *12(press twice for map & arrow) After we first met the Schemeits, Wayne and I looked in a highschool atlas. No East Prussia to be found. Then we googled it *13(press 3 times for map, arrow & close-up) and discovered that East Prussia had once been a province of Germany but it had ceased to exist in 1945. (Wayne comes to the mike.) For people born in Canada, it was hard to grasp that a country, a people, could disappear. 
Fortunately, before he died, Guenter had told us his story.
I was witness to Hitler’s war and then the Russians’ post-war takeover of East Prussia that made us all refugees, fleeing in terror across a frozen winter landscape, bombed by Russian airplanes, the very young and the very old dying first, of exposure. I lost three of my grandparents in January, 1945. 

And in this flight of the East Prussians from their homeland, what was lost besides human life? What music and philosophy? What skills and art? What books? What homes? 
Untold treasures were lost. Perhaps everything East Prussian was lost in the madness unleashed upon my generation. 

Perhaps nothing was lost. Because you remember, we remember.(Pause)

The German word for humanity is “mensch,” and “mensch” is also Yiddish slang for someone who is worthy and cunning, someone who uses his head. Guenter was an admirable man who used his wits to stay alive during the war and the expulsion. I remember him as a mensch in every sense of the word. 
How far to go home? I have not been home, to the ancient city of Koenigsberg, since, standing in a train, I saw it burning. It was August 30, 1944, the day after the British bombed it. Koenigsberg was in ruins. Why should I go back now, even if only in memory?

So that North Americans can hear your story. 
In the war I tried to keep my family members alive and I did not kill anyone. I obeyed the Ten Commandments God gave to the people of Israel when they were refugees--including the commandment most men forget in time of war: “Thou shalt not kill!” 

 “Alle menschen werden bruder”  *14 (Eleanor doesn’t say quote on the screen) This ideal, expressed so beautifully by Schiller and Beethoven, was a dream all but lost in early 20th century Germany.
In men such as Guenter Schemeit, a pacifist who respected the people of all races, a Christian who respected the people of all religions, this ideal lived on. *15
Scene 2





*16 (blank)
What was life like, in East Prussia and its capital city of Koenigsberg, in the years between the wars? 

My parents weren’t married when my mother, at the age of 19, got pregnant. My father left to become rich with his brothers in Dayton, Ohio. He believed in the American Dream; in the United States of America, he would say, “EVERYONE WILL BE A MISTER.”  My mother went after him and brought him back to marry her. When they returned I was three and had not known they existed.
And what, you ask, happened to me in the meantime? I had been adopted by the Gindlers, a baker and his wife whom I called Opa and Oma. There was a big beautiful castle right in the middle of our city, Koenigsberg,*17 and I could see it as I looked out our window. We lived on the third floor of a house. On the first floor was their bakery,*18 and I remember the scent of the baking rising up. On the roof there was a beautiful garden. The baker had a teenage son who had his own portable radio. He would invite us sometimes to come to the roof garden*19 to listen to music and sit on the lawn chairs to enjoy the sun. I was never able to figure out where the music came from and I thought the people in the radio must be very tiny. *20
Germany had just gone through a time of terrible inflation, and living conditions must have been hard, but the Gindlers made the best of it. Opa and their son worked every day in the bakery at street level, and Ditta, their daughter, worked in some office. *21(blank)
Ditta was always well-dressed and after she came home in the evenings she would take me on her lap and sing, “Hoppa, Hoppa, Reiter.” Every night before dark all the church bells would ring. From the steeple a brass choir would play an old song, “Nun ruhen alle Waelder.”
(pause)

All those people died in the war, the whole Family Gindler, my adopted Oma and Opa and their children, the family who took me in when my parents were not able to care for me.

Und so, there I was, at the age of three, having my afternoon nap at the Gindlers’ when my parents returned from Dayton, Ohio, and wanted me back. I remember this woman coming into my room, waking me from my midday sleep. She told me she was my mother and that I was to go away with her and my father. Never!! I did not even know that I had a mother and a father.  

I had my Oma and I called out loud for her. But what do you know? She gave me a good talking to, saying I had to go with these strangers, so I said I would go with them if I were able to take all my toys with me. I still remember my Opa carrying all my toys in a big box to the railroad station. I did notice my father taking very big steps and thought HE HAD AN AMERICAN WALK!
I did not like my newfound parents. I wanted to go back to Koenigsberg and live with my Oma as I had done before. I remember running away to look for her and my parents looked for me and found me in a cemetery. I had to go home with them again and they tied me like a dog on a leash to the table leg in the living room. That did not help either them or me. I just hated them even more. I could not live without my Oma and she could not live without me. She came to visit me and there was no way that she would leave without me. She made arrangements with my parents to keep me until I was ready to start school. 
Scene 3
Once I started school I lived with my parents and my younger sister Edelgard and brother Kurt in the village of Elbings-Kolonie. I had learned to get along with them and I remember many happy times.*22
Yet there were times that seemed strange and, in retrospect, foreshadowed the times to come. In 1936, all his well-dressed and handsome uncles came from Dayton, Ohio, to build their parents a big house on their farm and to see the Berlin Olympics.  
My grandparents might have thought their sons would stay forever. But my uncles went to see the Olympics, and in the fall they all decided to go back to the USA. 

The Depression there was almost over and in Dayton there was a large cash register company that employed a lot of people and provided them with good working conditions.
When they had left, the only remaining sons were Uncle Willi and my father. He was talking about moving to Canada as he was afraid that there would be a war in Germany. I remember my father pretending to be able to see, through his binoculars, across great distances. (Wayne mimes) He would take his looking glass and look towards the east to see what Stalin was doing. Jokingly he would then say he could see Stalin getting ready to visit with Hitler to make a non-aggression pact. Another time he would look again and claim to see Stalin put his uniform on and come with a big army to overrun Germany. My father did not apply to move to Canada as he really did not want to leave his parents all alone.

East Prussia was a land that armies marched through. Napoleon’s army had marched east, then retreated, defeated by the winter of Moscow. Guenter’s Grandmother Schemeit had told him stories from her grandparents, of how some of Napoleon’s men had staggered home past their farm, broke, starving and in rags. She said the same would happen to the Germans. When Hitler’s army marched by in the spring of 1941, the Russian winter awaited them. They did retreat after the Battle of Stalingrad in 1943.
My childhood lasted until the morning of my fourteenth birthday, June 21, 1941. It was sunny, and the cuckoo was up before me, as he was an early riser. I heard some thunder far in the distance to the east. Strange…usually thunderstorms came from the west. I went outside to sit in the sun on the front steps of our house. My mother came around the corner with her milk cart and some grass she had cut in the meadow for the pigs. I ran towards her and helped her unload the milk and told her about the thunder I had heard from the clear blue sky. She assured me that the clouds from the east were just not visible yet. By the time we were finished breakfast the thunder had stopped and my mother raked our garden pathway while she sang one of her favourite songs. *23 (recording of Kim humming)
(Eleanor waits, then proceeds while humming continues.) 

For weeks, refugees from the Baltics had been trudging westward along the sideroad near Elbings-Kolonie, taking a shortcut to the capital city of Koenigsberg. They walked in long caravans, with cows tied to their wagons. This lasted for weeks and then the German soldiers marched east past the Schemeits’ homestead. Some nights they had 20 soldiers sleeping in their barn. They would continue their march the next day and another group would come. Sometimes they cooked for the Schemeits in their field kitchen. 

Around lunchtime on my 14th birthday, Uncle Willi, my father's youngest brother, and Aunt Meta, their older sister,*24 arrived to wish me a happy birthday. Uncle Willi was a paratrooper and she was a nurse, both on a three-week leave.

Charming and full of stories, 25-year-old Uncle Willi was very much liked by our family. He said that once he was given orders to parachute onto the island of Crete but had been dropped instead into the Mediterranean Sea; he had had to swim for three days until he was rescued. He had also parachuted into a battlefield in France. It was a miracle to survive that one!

I told him about the thunder I had heard early that morning, and he explained that German troops had crossed the Lithuanian border, THAT WAR HAD BEEN DECLARED ON THE SOVIET UNION, and that what we had heard was the first battle. He said the news had come over the radio, but at that time we did not have a radio and we did not know much about what was happening. 
(pause) 

(both Eleanor and Wayne stare at audience as much as possible during the next two paragraphs)
We learned later that, after his time off, Uncle Willi was sent to register with the police in Warschau. They ordered him to kill the Jews there. He absolutely refused to do this so he was sent to Leningrad to fight on the front WHERE HE FOUND HIS DEATH.*25(blank) 
I decided, when I heard Uncle Willi had died, that I would do whatever I could to stay out of Hitler’s war. WAR WAS POINTLESS.

I found meaning, instead, in the spirituality of my Grandmother Schories.

In April 1941, I completed the two-year confirmation class with the pastor of the Lutheran church. He tested me and, when he gave me his blessing, and put his hand on my head, I felt the spirit going through my body and I knew then that I was accepted by God and that my life was his.   
Scene 4

The world of Guenter’s childhood was shattered by the evil ambitions of a dictator. Not everyone supported Hitler’s persecution of the Jews. Still, the Jewish people in Guenter’s village suffered even more from shortages than the rest of the population. This persecution had begun in Koenigsberg on November 9, 1938, Kristallnacht. On that night when the windows of all the Jewish synagogues, homes and businesses were smashed by the Nazis, it was made clear that evil had come not just to the capital city but also to all of East Prussia. 

I had been told about the Jews at school in Elbings-Kolonie, from my first day there. Every child was given a very colorful book called “The Poisoned Mushroom.” It taught us to identify good from poisonous mushrooms, but the real reason the Nazis taught us this book was to make us fear the Jews. It had pictures of people with big long coats and black hats and big crooked noses trying to harm German children. The Jews I knew did not look like that. 
I had some acquaintance with two Jewish ladies who lived next door. Rebecca was 90 years old and her daughter Sarah was 70. Rebecca called me sometimes to do some shopping for them when the Jewish people were no longer served in the German stores. They had to wear yellow stars on their back and also in front, so everybody could see who they were. I did go and shop for them until one morning they had disappeared. Their doors were open and both ladies were gone. I asked and people told me they had gone to California. 

WE DO NOT KNOW IF THIS WAS TRUE.

In 1944 the Nazis required all East Prussians to prove, by producing their baptismal records, that they were not Jewish.*26 

My family all had baptism records.*27 Our Jewish neighbours did not. They disappeared.

It’s sad how even the most sacred things had a shadow over them in those days. Baptismal records--the identities of babies within church communities--these were used to separate the Jews from their neighbors. And where did they go, Guenter’s neighbors who were said to be their enemies? Most fled abroad in the 1930’s and those who stayed after 1939 became victims of the Holocaust.*28(blank) 

Scene 5
Even my early memories of my father are tangled up in history, and responsibility.*29 He was a very good carpenter working in the Organisation Todt to repair buildings and bridges damaged in the fighting. He spent most of the war away from home, building, repairing, providing for the roads and bridges used by the German army. What was his responsibility for doing engineering work for Hitler? What was mine for digging trenches and working on a hospital ship?  

But I move ahead of my story.

Und so! In 1942, when I was 15, my father apprenticed me at a sawmill in the nearby city of Tilsit.*30 The sawmill had about 20 French prisoners who did most of the work. I remember one of them I had to watch. Watching meant shooting anyone who tried to escape. This one had been a professor in France. He would stop once in a while from his job and say, "MERDE!" (slowly, for humour) I found out that "Merde" meant "Scheisse.” 

Picture me, just inside a barbed wire fence, marching around a group of prisoners of war, carrying a rifle. What would I have done if they had tried to run away? I was glad I never had to shoot anyone. But it was my gun that kept these men working. I tried to start up a conversation with the French professor, but he just swore at me.

My father thought I was a coward when I decided to look for another kind of work. Meanwhile I was enjoying socializing with the new friends I had made in Tilsit.*31  But wherever I turned there were irritating rules and I was 15, EASILY IRRITATED BY RULES.
For example, no one under 18 was allowed to go to a show unless with an older person. One time I asked my landlady to go with me. When we came out of the show after curfew the streetcar was filled up. I shoved my way into the streetcar and then stepped out, so she could have my place; I had decided to walk home alone. About halfway there I met some Hitler Youth Policemen who stopped me and asked why was I out at this hour unsupervised, where was my uniform and what was my youth group.    











*32(blank)
UND SO, they took my name and address and I was called to come to the Nazi Office. I went and a lot of questions were asked by a man who was at the best age to be fighting the war but instead he sat in a safe office pestering me, (He points at self) an innocent young fellow, about the Hitler Youth. It was my first offence against my country, and I had to report back in a month's time to tell him which group I had joined. He said I had better do that or he would have other work for me.

Guenter’s father was not impressed.
The last thing I wanted to do was join the Hitler Youth. Once I had watched a Hitler Youth parade and five fellows in their uniform had knocked down an old man. I went to help the man stand up and asked him what happened. He told me that they had hit him because he did not salute the flag. I thought that was awful and decided I would never join them.   

Luckily for me, I knew of the supervisor of the Naval Academy in Tilsit, Captain Anderson. I had always been interested in the navy and had read his book about WWI in which he had been a hero. I felt honored to meet him and soon explained why I did not want to join the Hitler Youth. Captain Anderson told me that he could easily help me if I was interested in joining the Navy Cadets. I agreed and went back to the Nazi man with a letter from Captain Anderson. 

Training for the Navy Cadets was fine. Twice a week our group of 20 youth had to go on duty in the evenings and during the summertime we rowed and swam in the Memel River. 
But even though Guenter tried to distance himself from Hitler’s war, war was coming to him, like the sound of distant thunder that had announced the Russian invasion. In early 1944, the war for the Germans was basically over. They had lost the decisive Battle of Stalingrad, and across the countryside and especially in the cities, everything, including food, was scarce.  

When the air raid sirens went off one evening in May, I was as surprised as anyone. Tilsit had never had that kind of nonsense before, so at first we paid no attention to it…but it kept blaring, on and on, and so I went out to look. *33
The Russians had dropped parachutes with lights in the shape of Christmas trees so that the gunners could see where to drop the bombs. It actually looked beautiful, as if little Christmas trees were hanging all around, all lit up. I could not believe my eyes! 
Across from our house was a lake and I ran to the beach just as a plane was coming towards me. I could see the pilot and there were stars under the wings, and as he flew over me he dropped his bombs but somehow I was not hit. 
There were maybe 20 heavy planes bombing the beautiful old inner city. Many homes, churches and factories were eradicated. *34 Many innocent civilians died.
I went home for the weekend to let my mother know I was all right. They were glad to see me, for they had seen the fire of Tilsit in the distance.
After this destruction, there was more to come, more than anyone could have imagined.
Earlier I had wanted to stay out of the war. Now, seeing Tilsit destroyed, part of me wanted to help save the fatherland. 

Scene 6 







*35 (blank)

In early July a friend told me, "Every man has to go to the harbor where there are boats ready to leave for the Lithuanian border. We have to dig trenches. The Russians are on their way and we have to save Germany." 

I thought this was my chance to help save the fatherland. 

At the harbor there were already thousands of men, mainly old, sitting on big barges. It was a very hot day and we did not have anything to drink or eat, but we were not concerned as we were eager to do our part. At the border we left the boat and walked for 12 miles to the big shed that was to be the roof over our heads. Here we were given food and water. The elderly men stretched out in the hay. A friend and I took the night watch while the other young men dug ditches. This went on for two weeks as Germany prepared for the Russian invasion. Six-meter-deep ditches were dug and every 50 meters there was some kind of a shelter. 

Social order was collapsing, but some systems remained in place.  

When I finished this ditch-digging assignment--that did not inspire me to another patriotic activity of that nature--I still had to pass a test in Stralsund. I still wanted to become a naval officer. I needed a uniform to go there because all young men had to be enlisted, and going on the train without a uniform was VERBOTEN. 
Gerd, my cadet friend in Tilsit, gave me his uniform and told me to keep it since he would never need it. He must have known that we were losing the war; his parents must have listened to the BBC although this was also VERBOTEN. We said goodbye. I did not know I would never see him again. 
So many farewells and old friends lost. Gerd would not be the last of those Guenter would see, unknowingly, for the last time. 
Proceeding by train, I was passing through my hometown of Koenigsberg, on my way to take the test in Stralsund so I could become a navy cadet instead of having to join the Hitler Youth.
When the train stopped in Koenigsberg, there was a voice in my head telling me, “Visit once more the home of your earliest childhood.” I got off the train and found our apartment building just as I remembered it, along the street from the medieval castle. The squeaky stairs went up to our old third floor apartment.  I looked out through the hall window to the castle and then went down to the ground-floor bakery where I found the old baker, Mr. Gindler. He was delighted to see me almost grown up. His wife, (slow) my Oma, had died of grief after their son, the one with the radio, had been killed in Russia. Their daughter, Ditta, had married a man from Poland and left home the year before the war started; no-one had heard from her since. The baker was alone. We talked for a long time and I had to promise to come back after the war to help him in the business.  I said my farewell and left. 

When I arrived in Stralsund, a navy officer picked up all the boys in Hitler Youth uniforms and took us to write our test. I was not surprised that we all “passed” and were picked for the navy. I took the train home through Berlin, which was looking grim from the bombings there, and THEN THE TRAIN CAME TO KOENIGSBERG. (Slow down.)
On the preceding two nights, August 28 and 29, 1944, the English had bombed the city.*36  Much of the city was flattened, including the cathedral.*37 The train station and the castle remained damaged but intact.

Imagine my horror! I saw my hometown destroyed, its ruins still smoldering. *38 From the station we could see the smoke and flames.*39 I wanted to go to my adopted Opa, the old baker, but it was verboten to leave the train. 
Some people came aboard and reported how bad it had been. There had never been an attack on Koenigsberg before… so many people had not taken the air raid sirens seriously and had not gone to a shelter. They caught on fire and ran, burning, to jump into the river. 
I asked about my baker and the bakery and was told BOTH WERE GONE. My heart was saddened. But I knew how good it had been to visit my old Opa before he died. 
I left bombed-out Konigsberg*40 for the last time on that day…I had stood at the window of the train and looked back to the city as long as I could see any lights. It seemed like a voice told me, “You will never see this place again, so look, as long as you can!” I did stand there and look back to the lights of my hometown until the train entered the darkness of the night. 
Scene 7







*41(blank)

But Captain Anderson had a place for me at another workers' camp, only 15 kilometres from our farm. Again I was torn, feeling somewhat like a soldier, called to save the Fatherland, but with a teenager’s skepticism:
Why did the Russians even bother with East Prussia as they had kilometres of their own country that they could not administer properly?

As I worked away, digging a trench called a bridgehead, I asked myself why was our crew building a bridgehead on the east side of the river? Didn’t our leaders know it would be a wonderful treat for the Russians to take it over and then use it, to sit in our dugouts and shoot at our camp?

In late October 1944, the Russians did make themselves at home in our dugouts and did shoot at our camp. We could not shoot back as we only had (pause for effect) shovels. We left the camp to a company of German soldiers who destroyed the bridge over the river. 
A month later, there were rumors that the Soviet Army had crossed the border near Gumbinnen and done a lot of damage, burning houses and killing women and children. 
I wasn’t needed at the workers’ camp so I headed off to find my family. My mother had sent me a card giving me their address since they had left home. So it happened that, one evening, I stood at the station in Heiligenbeil, waiting for the train to Thierau, praying that the Lord might lead me to their new home. I was wearing Gerd's Hitler Youth uniform, with its short pants, and it started to snow. A lady gave me directions to the farm where my mother was staying. The countryside was pitch dark and my legs were freezing but I found them, my mother, brother, sister and Grandmother Schories, all in one room. There were warm clothes and a bed on the floor for me. WE HAD BECOME REFUGEES IN OUR OWN LAND. 

After only a week I received from the Nazis an order to enlist in the Bootcamp. That meant I was commanded to pick up a rifle and go to save the fatherland. I thought I was a bit young. My mother threw the papers away and said, "You are not going to save the fatherland. THE FATHERLAND CANNOT BE SAVED!” 

All through late autumn and into the terribly cold winter of 1945, came news that more friends and family members had died. 

My father was rarely at home and when he was with us, he seldom spoke.  Relief from his oppressive silences came when, after his short leaves, he would return by train to his headquarters. I felt I was the man of the family in his long absences, making plans with my mother for me to avoid conscription and for all of us to survive. Then, as the Russians broke through the eastern front and the German army began its retreat, we worked out our plans for escape to the west. 

Scene 8
In January, 1945 every day was brutally cold. And everyone experienced food shortages. 

I was always hungry. I was always cold.
One day I was summoned to talk with my Captain Anderson. He told his secretary, “We have to send this fellow into security where he can be safe and also properly fed. Give him an order to go to Mecklenburg.” I thanked him but said I could not leave my mother, little sister and brother and grandmother without a man to protect them from the Russians. He agreed and asked me to join the navy cadets in Kopenhagen once my family was safe.

I had promised my father to check up on his parents in the countryside near Petricken. On our last Sunday in East Prussia, while my mother finished the packing, I set off briskly through the thick forest to the big house of my Grandparents Schemeit.*42 I had always loved to visit them because I admired their large home and their blustering way of speaking. 

I wanted to persuade them to come with us to escape the Russians. My grandfather had told me, however, that they did not want to flee west and risk freezing to death and losing all their belongings and their prosperous farm. He said, “I have met some Russians before. I am sure they will not bother two old people.” He and my grandmother had food enough for the winter and did not want to be refugees. 









                  *43(blank)

Stumbling in the snowdrifts as I tried to walk quickly, I noticed that the snow on the path had no fresh tracks and I could hear none of the usual countryside noises. As I came near their farm, I saw smoke above the trees. I smelled something horrible. I realized it was the stench of burning livestock. The heav The heaviness of my feet slowed me down, but I kept forcing them through the snow banks until I reached the clearing.

There, 50 metres from the house, I stopped behind a yew tree I had once cut a small branch from to make a bow. My breath came in loud heaving coughs as my eyes told my brain what I saw and my empty stomach sent up its bile. 

The barns and outbuildings were burned to the ground. The flames had died down. The stench remained. 
I crept up to the house, keeping out of sight of the windows, fearful that Russians were still there. The outside walls were standing solid. A cellar window, easily broken, was my entrance to the house. 

I hid in the cellar for the longest time, fearing the worst for my grandparents, shivering from cold and horror. The noise of footsteps in the kitchen above startled me out of my panic. 

I knew my grandfather’s gun cabinet was in the basement and so I silently opened it and took out a revolver and a rifle. I loaded them and crept up the stairs, paused at the top, and then lunged out, revolver at the ready to kill the man in front of me. But he was neither a Russian soldier nor my grandfather. Old man Egon stared at me in horror that quickly turned to hysterical laughter. 

I had never been so close to killing another human being. Of course, the Russians had left him alone because he was not an ethnic German. He was the Lithuanian neighbor who had known me all my life, the friend who had taught me to ride on my father’s old bike.

Our relief was short-lived. Pale-faced, Herr Egon told me, “Yesterday, the Russian soldiers shot your Grandparents and left them to die on the kitchen floor.” 

I did not ask if they had suffered in any other way, and he did not say anything more but that he had buried them. I did not ask how he could have dug graves in this frozen land. He went on to explain:

“When I heard noises in the cellar, I was looking through the old couple’s papers to try to find your parents’ address so I could inform them of your grandparents’ deaths.” 

I asked about the livestock and he said my grandparents had sold most of them over the winter to buy food for themselves and some worse-off neighbours. He took me for a meal at his house and, as soon as I was done eating, told me, 

“You must leave this evening to avoid trouble with the Russians.” 

With my grandfather’s two weapons my only inheritance, I wondered how I could still call myself a pacifist. I ran most of the way back to our refugee home. My mother was prepared to leave East Prussia first thing in the morning.

INTERLUDE
Actors sit with backs to audience, watching the screen, as lights stay down.

Screen – INTERLUDE 
· picture of cover of “Prussian Nights”  *44

· excerpt from Solz’s poem - recorded as read by Wayne   *45

The little daughter’s on the mattress,

Dead. How many have been on it?

A platoon, a company perhaps?

A girl’s been turned into a woman,

A woman turned into a corpse.

It's all come down to simple phrases:

Do not forget! Do not forgive!

Blood for blood! A tooth for a tooth!

· quote from Churchill – recorded as read by Wayne
*46

From Stettin in the Baltic to Trieste in the Adriatic, an iron curtain has descended across the Continent . . . and mass expulsions of millions of Germans on a scale grievous and undreamed-of 


are now taking place.” 

 
-     “Dona Nobis Pacem”  screen plus music



*47

Actors resume their places.







*48(blank)
Scene 9

My Mutti was very angry when she heard about my grandparents’ deaths. 
Europe was, at this point, exhausted by all those years of suffering, of losing loved ones, of starving, of exposure to the elements. When news of the Russians’ vicious mistreatment of the ethnic Germans reached the Allies, if this news reached them at all, what could they do? The Russian soldiers did not seem to have commanders or to be following anyone's orders; they were stealing from the East Prussians, torturing and killing those who got in their way. 
Herr Egon had told me that the Russian soldiers boasted of tying women to barn doors, raping them and leaving them to bleed to death. I did not tell this to my mother. 
We waited a few more days, my mother wanting to say goodbye to my father before we had to flee. He came home briefly and told us to leave in the morning. He said that all around Koenigsberg the East Prussian army was fighting to keep the Russians out of the ruined city. 
Hitler, still selfish, wanted to keep the people in the country as a kind of human shield but the East Prussian navy was helping women and children escape to refugee ships on the Baltic Sea. And what was Stalin’s plan, to empty East Prussia of all things Prussian? We still don’t know.

Then, on January 28, 1945, when the Russian army enclosed East Prussia, it became almost impossible to leave by a main road. Still, these roads were full of frantic people scrambling to escape what the Russian soldiers were doing as they swept across the countryside.

My mother and I decided that weekend to flee across the ice of the Frishing, a long narrow lake close to the Baltic Sea. She prepared my brother and sister to carry as much as they could. 
On the morning of our departure, my Grandmother Schories, the spiritual inspiration of my childhood, announced that she would stay behind. My mother begged her mother to come, and I told my grandmother that I would push her across the ice if she sat on a kitchen chair and held onto the belongings I would pile on her lap. My grandmother stared first at her daughter and then at her three grandchildren. She looked again at each of us, as if trying to memorize our features. Her face told us that she was afraid and angry, (stare at audience) as if she had just then realized that she should stay behind not just for our sakes but also because she stood a better chance of survival in staying. She said, “I am in God’s hands.” Then she waved us away. 
(pause, stare at audience) We never saw or heard from her again. (pause)
Stunned by guilt and panic, we set off, hampered not only by my mother’s constant weeping, but also by the sheer number of people attempting to escape the Russians.*49 

On the way to the lake, we had to cross the main road where the long caravan was moving so slowly.*50 We spent hours lying under a tree in a ditch, freezing, but afraid to make a dash across the road because Russian planes were roaring low overhead and gunners in the back of the planes were shooting at the fleeing people. My sister, Edelgard, couldn’t stop crying because she missed our grandmother. 

Every few minutes someone, shot by a Russian gunner, staggered and collapsed on the road; his family moved on and the next family rolled the corpse out of the way, into the ditch, so that the caravan could continue. There was still some sense of decency in the midst of this primitive, instinctive flight. No-one took belongings from these bodies. Of course, everyone already was struggling to carry their own goods. 
German soldiers in their trucks disregarded their orders not to take on civilians; in fact they chose to help the families with babies who were the most vulnerable on that road: bundled up, unable to move, many infants quickly froze to death. But sometimes the soldiers’ trucks broke down or were disabled by the artillery fire, and the people pushed the trucks, too, off the road. The soldiers then took their knapsacks, and the babies, and joined the caravan on foot.

We watched this scene from the ditch for an hour or more, silent in our hiding place, freezing in the snow. Finally, out of frustration, I started to load my rifle to shoot at the gunners in the planes but my mother shouted at me to stay down, out of sight. We had an escape plan and she was determined to make it work. We took our chance, then, and bolted across the road. The caravan stopped momentarily, and I scooped up the few treasures Kurt had dropped in his rush to keep up with our mother. When we reached the Frishing, it was still daylight and we were able to see what was going on. 
Thousands of people were trying to escape across that frozen lake*51 and from a pine tree-covered hill we watched more Russian planes bomb these refugees as they crossed the ice. 
Some people in the caravan had horses that would scream and bolt when the planes swooped down and then the horses would scream again when they sank with the people into the icy water through the holes made by the bombs.*52 
We grew more terrified, and more determined. But first we climbed a hill overlooking the lake. My mother told Edelgard and Kurt how we were going to cross the ice of the four-kilometre-wide Lake Frishing. We had heard that refugee ships in the Baltic Sea awaited civilians, and we hoped to take one to safety in Germany. But first we had to cross the frozen lake to reach the port of Danzig. My mother and I had decided not to go out onto the lake until nightfall. She had to make a road across the lake in her mind so that we would not drown, as we knew many had, by stepping onto the dark ice. 

The dark ice covered a bomb hole and was weak because it was only a day or two old. White ice was strong enough to take the weight of a small family on foot, without heavy wagons or horses. 

That late afternoon I undertook to keep Edelgard and Kurt quiet while our mother studied the ice. We played a game in the woods, out of sight, and for a while they were able to laugh like children again, and feel warm. I must say that I spent that time imagining that we would all drown somewhere in the middle of the lake and that our father and grandmother would never know what had happened to us. Edelgard and Kurt were happy to help me set out the last of our food so when our mother joined us late in the afternoon, we had only to eat and then begin our dash to safety. I could tell, from her expression and her silence, that she was not sure that her mental map would enable us to pass over the lake. 

Protected from the planes by the darkness, we set out from land to cross on the solid white ice. We were afraid at first but once we were a kilometer out we realized that the planes were concentrating their bombing on the south side of the lake, so we began to walk across the solid ice with confidence. As we drew closer to the lights of promised city of Danzig that is now called Gdansk, we began to sing hymns, knowing that we were safe from the Russians. We could not forget, however, the terrible price we had paid for our escape: leaving behind Grandmother Schories.
One ship, the "Wilhelm Gustloff,"*53 was sunk in the Baltic Sea with 7,000 refugees on board, mostly East Prussian women and children.*54 The ship had been hit by only two or three torpedos from a single Russian submarine. 
We were lucky to be taken aboard another refugee ship.*55  From Danzig we were taken to Stettin and from there by train to Lenzen to meet up with my father. The irony was that he was in what had become known as East Germany. My father had chosen to live in a Russian-controlled territory because, once the fighting had stopped, they were disciplined administrators. Also, in East Germany there were fewer people and more land available for farming. We would not starve. *56 (blank)
Scene 10
Soon we were reunited with my father. He told me how to travel to Kopenhagen*57 to rejoin my navy group, and he returned to his builders’ work. I wondered if we would ever be together again as a family. In the late winter of 1945, the only address I had to write to, besides my family’s in Lenzen, was the address of an old friend, Mrs. Huegli, who had moved to Flensburg, south of Kopenhagen. 

I was a guard in the harbour of Kopenhagen, and one night I had to go onto a big ship, the “Pretoria,"*58 to transfer wounded soldiers into barracks. I had a soldier with one leg and one arm shot off. He was 28 years old and I was 17. I had to be both doctor and nurse to that soldier because his wounds had not been dressed for a week. He told me just to rip the dried bandages off and redress the wounds. I could barely do this because they were infected and smelled as horrible as they looked. But caring for him was the least I could do. *59(blank)
We were able to listen to the news at noon every day on a radio in our dining room. We heard about the destruction of Dresden and this shocked all of us, especially those boys in our room from Dresden. They wanted to leave right then to go home and try to find their families. They yelled at our sergeant and he yelled at them that they were not allowed to leave. 
April 20 was Hitler's birthday. Goebbels (go bells) gave a speech on the radio, saying that Hitler was preparing for the last battle against the Russians before the End Victory when Germany would be free of all enemies. It would be a hard battle but our great leader would prevail. Ten days later, there was a special announcement, on the radio. First they played sad music and then came the words, (Wayne) "Ich hat einen Kameraden, einen besseren findst du nicht." "I had a comrade and I will never find a better one." Finally came a woman's sad voice, "Our great leader died this morning in the battle for his fatherland IN HIS FIGHTING STAND." What was this “fighting stand” business? Did he think he was a knight in shining armor? Hitler had led his people with lies and that was how he died. 
The boys were happy that the war was ending. The officers, however, were in tears, after fighting all those years and being defeated. Myself, I felt faultless that I had never killed a soul, and I was glad the killing was over. My mother had been right to throw away my order to go to the bootcamp; the Fatherland could not be saved. Although I was a pacifist, I was sorry Count Claus Von Stauffenberg had not succeeded in killing Hitler in Rastenburg. 
Whatever happened to Captain Anderson? The rumour was that he had helped women, children and wounded soldiers to escape from the Russians, and on the very last boat he found a small place for himself. 
Captain Anderson was a Mensch. 
He was my only hero.
Scene 11

Und so? 
Und so! Until May 12, 1945, the naval cadets stayed in Kopenhagen, preparing for the march home to Germany. I knew it would be the longest march of my life, but I wanted, more than anything, a peaceful home to live in with my family.

We walked south through Denmark. Sometimes we crossed over long bridges. At night we slept in tents supplied by the navy and somehow we were still fed by them. We visited one refugee camp that held homesick East Prussians behind a wire fence. However, they were thankful that they were kept alive. I searched but did not find anyone I knew. 
After 10 days of marching, we reached the German border at Flensburg. The city was intact, not bombed by the English. I still had the address of Mrs. Huegli so I asked my sergeant what would happen to us next. He could not give me a clear answer, but he said that because we would belong to the English army, we had to wait for their orders. He added, "If you know of friends or family, go to them!" I said goodbye to my navy friends. We did not exchange addresses as nobody had one.
All alone, I headed south, asking people if they knew Mrs. Huegli. Many women were on the road, looking for their men, waiting for them to come home as the war was over. Of course, many of these soldiers would not come home. Three women asked me to come and stay with them, but I just kept on walking. Finally I found Mrs. Huegli. She was with her children on a farm again and that was not so bad because the farmers always had some food and needed workers. 
Mrs. Huegli thought she had heard that my family was still in Lenzen on the east side of the Elbe River. When I had rested I left her and trudged on alone until I came close to the Russians guarding the border. Although I was afraid of them, I kept hoping that I would meet friendly ones. I was terrified, however, remembering what had happened to my Grandparents who had trusted that the Russians would not bother them. 

There was a small river and across it were the heavily armed Russian patrols marching up and down, between imposing watchtowers…every 500 meters a watchtower. 
As I staggered along the riverside, searching for a safe way across the border, I realized that my biggest fear was starvation, not discovery.  I looked everywhere for food until finally I saw a woman feeding her pigs. I asked her to give me just a cupful and she did. I kept going, looking for some way to cross the river.
 
I found the railroad bridge for the train that used to run from Berlin to Hamburg. As I crossed over, there was a lone, armed, Russian guard. I thought I had reached the end of my life but I was too weak to care. 

He addressed me in German. He was my age, from West Prussia, and he said, when I asked, that he did not know if his mother was still there. I felt hope again as I listened to this lonely young man. He looked into my bag and since he found only a Bible and a hymnbook, he thought I would not do any harm and sent me on my way along the railroad track. Dazed by fear and hunger, I remembered my Confirmation and felt the Spirit going through my body once again.
 
I walked for another hour until I found a big field of blueberries. I filled my stomach and my bag and walked another two hours and never met a soul. It was a totally barren countryside and I prayed that I would not find my death that day. 

I kept walking. Finally, in the distance I saw the roofs of Lenzen and I saw Russians, by the thousands, in a large camp. I stood and stared, and through my tears they looked to me like a plague of locusts. Their droning grew louder as I staggered closer, too exhausted to be afraid. 
 
I approached, my hands out, silently begging for food and drink. In the midst of the crowd was a woman with a white kerchief on her head. She looked like my mother and seemed to be washing clothes. My face and hands blue from the berries, my clothes ragged and black from weeks of marching, my hair and beard ragged and filthy, I called out, “Mutti!” as the soldiers stared. She quickly said, “I am not your mutti!” She must have thought I was crazy.

 
However, after a brief conversation in German, her eyes widened in recognition and—coincidence or blessing, or both--she knew me and all my family from our church in Elbings-Kolonie when I was a child, years before. She gave me water and she gave me bread. I’d been almost starving for so long that I could barely swallow, but soon I felt my strength returning while she smiled and waited. 
Then she gave me news even better than food and drink. My family was all alive and living close by.  She rose to take me to them. Weary of mind and body, I followed, and the soldiers seemed to part before us, no longer a wall red with the blood of war but now an open and safe way home. She took me to my home. It wasn’t far. 

(amazed, not slow or sentimental)
Actors turn away from the audience and look up at screen. 
    (Title of Song) *60 

                                            Song *61 to 62 (move quickly thru slides)
   UND SO?  *63 (not spoken) (pause)





Guenter’s family
*64-71 (quickly)

When song and slides are done, they turn and bow. Lights up. Applause.

Introduce family members.
POSTLUDE

                 Wo de Haffeswelle Schoage an dem Strand

*60
     Waves of the Baltic (verses three and four)

Woll hat me dat Leeve dat Verlang gesteeld,  

*61
Life has given me this satisfaction,  
Het me alles jeeve wat min Herz erfelld,  
Has given all my wanderer’s heart desired.
Hett mi alles jewe wat me quaeled un dreev,  
I’ve found my blessings, but I’ve still remembered 
Heb dat Gloeck gefunde, doch de Sehnsucht bleev.  
There is my sacred country I call home. 

Sehnsucht noa dat kleene koale Fescherland,
  

*62
Longing for that little fisher land,
wo de Elch un Kroanke jedet Kind bekannt  
Where elks and storks are known to every child,  
Wo de Moeve schrie em grelle Stormgebrus  
Where seagulls shriek in every roaring storm,  
doa es mine Heimat doa ben eck to Hus. 
There is my sacred country I call home. 
