Denmark
It was the beginning of February, 1971
when we left England. We piled into our little
green Volkswagen. Rudi’s friend, Manfred
Sharrer who had lived at Erich’s for a while in
London and now had come from Germany,
drove. One of the members of the Danish
commune where we were going to live had
driven to England to accompany us and show us
the way, so we weren't making the trip alone.
That was good, because the tribunal and our
expulsion had caused quite a disturbance and the
press had invaded and were creeping out of every
nook and cranny.

the press, but also to keep them from
photographing us. We stayed in the cars and
drove into the ship where the press couldn't
follow us.
What I'd noticed that I remember after we
left the ship in Esbjerg and drove on through
Denmark were these little red brick towns all of
which had the same little shops and inns. It was
quaint, but everything was orderly and clean, not
chaotic like England sometimes seemed.
We arrived in Aarhus in the afternoon.
Aarhus was the largest town we’d seen since
arriving in Denmark and had bigger buildings,
but still seemed more like a local center for the
surrounding countryside rather than like a big
city. We drove straight to the university, a
sprawling complex of yellow brick buildings and
went into one of them where Rudi had agreed to
have a press conference. Professor Sløk who had
been appropriated by the students to represent the
project of getting us to Denmark was there to
greet us. So were a bunch of press people who
photographed us. After this event we drove on
another 45 kilometers out of town, into the
countryside, watching Aarhus bay appearing
blue-gray and cold between the brown winter
hills, to Aldershvile, the commune which was to
become our home.
Aldershvile

On arrival in Aarhus Polly, me, Hosea, Rudi
talking to the press
The day we left was sunny, but cold. Our
car was surrounded by friends waving good-bye
and hundreds of cameras when we drove out of
Cambridge; and again when we reached the dock
at Harwich we were met by cameras. We had
made some signs which we held up against the
windows in the car, not only to give a message to

Entrance to Aldershvile: we lived in the house on
the left and the window on the bottom was our
bedroom.
I almost remember driving down the
narrow, but paved road from Knebel to

Aldershvile for the first time, but, of course, it's
gotten blended with the innumerable times I
drove or walked down that road in the following
year and a half. It was downhill almost all the
way, and from the top just beyond Knebel you
could see Aarhus Bay.
Aldershvile itself bordered on the bay, but
between the farm itself and the water were fields
and then muddy flats. There was no beach there.
Aldershvile was a farm. In fact, it had once been
part of a larger farm and was the place where
older folks from the big farm retired to - at least
that's the story, Aldershvile means something like
Old Folks Rest home. It was winter and
somewhat barren, nonetheless, the rolling hills,
the sparkling water in the background, the old
houses were quaint and quite charming. We
turned into the driveway about a kilometer after
leaving the village Knebel. In front was an old
yellow house, to the side a grayish brick house
and on the other sides the stalls that housed the
pigs. The only entrance to the courtyard was a
small driveway between the yellow house and the
brick house. But when we entered the courtyard,
we were again surrounded by flashing cameras.
We were really tired of it by then. We thought
the press conference at the University would
satisfy the paparazzi, but it obviously hadn't.
Someone was holding the door of the brick house
open, so Rudi grabbed Polly and ran. Hosea and
I got out of the car and ran too. We slammed the
door behind us and caught our breathe. Then we
looked around.

Our arrival at Aldershvile February 1971: Rudi
is holding a sign which we held up to the
journalists, but I don’t remember what it said.
The people from left: Manfred Scharrer who

drove us from England, Vikebe, Mikhail Larsen
who organized our stay, but did not live in
Aldershvile, the next man also did not live there,
next person unknown, me holding Polly, Carsten
holding Hosea, Vibeke, called Vibs, and on the
right Finneman.
The commune members were all there
and they introduced themselves, Vibeke, Eskild,
another Vibeke, Carsten we already knew
because he'd traveled with us from England,
Peter, Anne and Finneman. The two Vibekes
were immediately a source of confusion because
they were both blond Danes with shoulder length
straight hair and blue eyes. It took a couple days
to tell them apart. The room we had entered was
the living room. It had a sofa, chairs, some small
tables and posters of Marlon Brando and another
icon, I don't remember who it was on the wall,
was it Janice Joplin? I think it was the doors that
were painted a dark green.
It was a big house with an array of rooms,
a kitchen, bathroom and bedrooms where all the
people lived, the couples together. There was
also a small room for Rudi and me and a big one
for Hosea and Polly.

View of Aldershvile from beyond the pond.
Next to the brick house, attached to the
stalls was another house where the farmer and his
family lived. They had two children, a boy of
three like Hosea whose name was Jan and a girl
Bente who was five. The yellow house in front, I
believe at the time was uninhabited, but later it

was renovated and a man from the city moved in.
Hosea was quickly accepted by Jan and
Bente as a useful accomplice. He spoke not a
word of Danish, but that didn't matter, he was
soon running around the farm with them,
exploring the barns, discovering what farmers did
and it wasn't more than a few days later, maybe a
week, that he asked if he could go with Jan and
Bente and watch a pig being slaughtered. Rudi
and I were somewhat baffled. “Are you sure
that's what they are going to do?”
“Yes,” he said.
“Well, how do you know?” Neither Jan,
Bente nor their parents spoke English.
“That's what they said.”
“So, you understand what they say?”
“Yes,” said Hosea.
We couldn't believe he could really
understand them after such a short time, but one
of the other commune members went to talk to
the farmer whose name was Leo, to ask. Yes,
they were going to slaughter a pig. He didn't
know if we would want to allow Hosea to see it.
Hosea had no idea what it meant to
slaughter a pig, but he wanted to do whatever Jan
and Bente did, so with some trepidation we let
him. Rudi, was less worried about it, although he
didn't live on a farm as a child, he went to his
mother's and uncle's farm several times a week to
get food and he knew what it was like. So, Hosea
went to watch the pig be slaughtered.
By the time we were there for three
weeks, we had to have Hosea along when we
went anywhere to translate for us. He had
mastered the Danish language completely. I was
simply amazed.
The commune had two rather old cars. It
was necessary because everyone was a student
and had to go to the university which was 45
kilometers away for classes. Our green
Volkswagen became part of the commune's car
park and was available for everyone to drive.
Although we were surrounded by animals, and
fields, our lives were connected to the university,
connected by that ribbon of road around the bay
and the turn-over of organized car rides every
day. We had nothing to do with the farm and
hardly ever saw the animals who didn't come out

of the barns.

Jan, Bente, Hosea, Polly at the entrance to
Aldershvile, Polly wearing the sweater my mom
knitted.
Rudi had a gun. I'm not sure where it
came from. I think it belonged to the house and
was used for hunting rabbits or whatever in the
hunting season. It was a rifle. Because we were
out there in the country isolated, Rudi was
nervous. He seemed to feel more secure having
the rifle under the bed. It wasn't loaded and I
don't think there was any ammunition in the
house. But I found it a little creepy.
And so, we adapted to our life in
Aldershvile. We had a kitchen plan for making
dinner and washing up. There was also a house
cleaning plan and everyone also participated in a
babysitting plan to take care of our kids in the
afternoon so we could sometimes study. I was
again working on my master's thesis which had
made slow progress over the years since we'd left
Berlin, but now I really wanted to get it finished .

Perhaps that belonged to the church.

Behind the stalls at Aldershvile me with Polly

Magister
My thesis was about the Revolutionary
Movements in Israel around 30 A.D. at about the
time that Jesus was active and he would probably
have known about them. It had taken me a long
time to write it with all the interruptions, but by
the spring of 1971 it was finally done, and I had
enjoyed doing it. It seemed relevant to me. What
meaning should that religion that I grew up with
have if it didn't say something to us in our times.
And our times were transformative times,
revolutionary in many ways. There was a world
power the Roman Empire and the rebellious
Roman colonies of which Israel was one. How
could anyone miss the comparison to the US
world power, its allies and the exploited Third
World, the colonies, even if by the 1960's they
were no longer literal colonies. What was Jesus
actually saying to the people in South America or
Vietnam or among minorities in the USA or
whoever it was who was struggling for
liberation? This seemed to me to be an
existential question. But the answer was by no
means unambiguous. Nonetheless, there were
groups that Jesus had contact with, some of his
disciples belonged to those groups, that were
unabashedly revolutionary. So, it was possible to
be Christian and revolutionary. The Church with
its long history of reactionary support of the
power elite and destructive behavior toward the
poor did not represent what Jesus was talking
about. And the personal salvation thing?

Portrait of Gollwitzer photo taken by me.
I turned the thesis in to Professor
Gollwitzer who was satisfied with it, even though
I suspect he didn't entirely agree with it. His
theology was Barthian neo-orthodox and he
believed in the church, which admittedly had
often enough gone astray, but it was the
Christian's duty to struggle against abuses and
stay in it. But he understood Jesus message questioning the powers that be and siding with
the poor and oppressed, even though he also
exhorted his followers to give to Caesar...etc.
In addition to theology I had two minor
areas of study and for the Master's exam I had to
have oral exams in all three. The minors were
sociology and Russian history. But it had been
years since I'd taken courses in these things or
had anything to do with them at all.
I received the dates for the exams and
then packed my bags and set off for Berlin. Rudi
stayed at home in Aldershvile with Hosea and
Polly. He wished me luck and I thought I really
need it. Before the exams I had to meet the
professors, who were going to test me. They
wanted to get an idea of what areas I had studied.
It was fine with Gollwitzer and theology. It
would be about my thesis. But the other two

were pretty much relegated to a dark corner. The
worst was Russian history. When the professor
asked me some questions, it became bitingly
apparent to me that I knew nothing. I was going
to fail that test. I had twenty-four hours to master
Russian history.
Bas Wielenga, a friend from the ESG
(Protestant Student Congregation) was staying at
Gollwitzer's for the time being and I was also
staying there. I told him the whole story almost
with tears in my eyes. He said, you can do it. I
will help you. I just need one Russian history
book. That will be sufficient, I think. I gave him
my thick, little book with its small print. You
have twenty-four hours he said. We'll get some
coffee and work for twenty-four hours. So, we
began, starting at page one, we plodded through
the book, all afternoon, all evening, all night,
drinking ever more coffee to stay awake. But
actually, I wasn't tired. I knew I had to do this.
The nervousness and caffeine were doing the
trick. By the time I had to go to the exam we'd
gotten through the book. Bas went off to collapse
in bed and I faced the professor. He greeted me
with a look that said, why are we wasting our
time with this. You don't know anything about
Russian history. I said, “I'm ready to try.”
“Sit down,” he said. And he asked me a
simple question which I knew the answer to
easily.
The questions got harder and harder and I
knew the answers to them all. His jaw was about
ready to fall to the floor. “How?” he said finally.
“Yesterday...”
I interrupted him, "I studied all night."
He sort of smiled. “Well, you answered
all the questions correctly,” he said. “I'm
amazed. You passed the exam.”
A few days later I returned to Aldershvile
with a master's degree in my pocket, a degree in
theology from the Free University in Berlin, the
year, 1971. But what was I to do with it? I
wasn't going to be a minister. I felt that I had too
many questions about it. Christianity was
interesting because of its history, but how could I
console people with God talk when I didn't
believe it myself. That seemed too hypocritical
to me, even though I knew there were ministers

who did it because it was their job. I couldn't.
But what could I do? I was twenty-nine
years old, had a not-completely healthy husband
and two small children. I was living in a country
where I did not know the language. On the one
hand, I was bound by my family and its
obligations. I had no intention of shirking them,
but they had brought me to a place where I felt as
if there was nothing left of the self I'd been.
Maybe that was OK. I didn't have to be that self,
did I? But I felt torn, very torn. I had to struggle
to try to keep everything from the past from
peeling off, and yet it seemed like the net was
pulling tighter and tighter over me. Sometimes I
was unhappy. But sometimes the sun shone, and
I looked at my children playing, laughing, loving
life and I was happy.
Helga and Rosa
One day I got a letter from Helga. I
hadn't seen her in a long time and the friendship
with her that had wallowed at the corners of my
life in Berlin was fading. I was a little surprised
to hear from her again. The letter explained that
she was separated from Andreas and wanted to be
away from him and Berlin for a while. She was
thinking of Denmark and of me and Polly and
wondered what I'd think if she and Rosa came to
visit us.
I told her I would be delighted for her and
Rosa to come. The Danes in the commune were
always helpful, but they lived in a different
world. They were still students, they were
younger, they had no children. There wasn't so
much to talk about except for the daily necessities
house. But with Helga I had a common history
and it was our basis for communication. So Helga
and I now in Denmark became closer than we
had ever been. Rosa, her daughter, was the same
age as Polly. They were both not yet two years
old. Helga and I reconstructed the history we
knew - the failed commune experiment, the hopes
we'd had, the movement in Berlin which by then
had broken up into many mostly sectarian groups.
Helga didn't belong to any of them. She found
the situation a little dismal, although she thought
the women's movement was a ray of hope.

Hosea on the trike, Rosa in the background on a
trike and Polly. There were only two trikes so
they all couldn’t roll down the hill at once.

Helga and Rosa at the Ting climbing to the top
I think that convinced her, if she hadn't
already been convinced that she wanted to stay in
Denmark, in Knebel, for a longer period. There
wasn't room in the commune, so she went to the
neighboring farms to see if anyone wanted to rent
a room for her and Rosa. The next farmhouse

which wasn't very far away, just down the hill
toward the bay, in fact had a room that they
wanted to rent, so Helga and Rosa moved in
there. We saw each other every day, and her
presence was soul stimulation for me, perhaps for
both of us surrounded by that shimmering
countryside near the sea and almost in the shade
of the Mols Hills where pre-historic people had
built their tombs on the tops of hills overlooking
the sea. The opaque shroud that I felt was
encapsulating me in this secluded place suddenly
seemed to fall away.
For Polly it was good too. Hosea had Jan
the son of the farmer Leo who lived beside us in
Aldershvile. Jan was the same age as Hosea and
they would go off with Jan's sister Bente and
entertain themselves all day. But Polly was too
young. With Rosa she also had someone to play
with.

On the beach near Aldershvile: I am sitting there
and on the left. Peter talking to Hosea and Polly.
Mornings we worked. We brought Hosea
and Polly to a day care mother in Knebel so we
had complete undisturbed quiet for several hours.
In the afternoon we all got together and relaxed
with the children. One of our favorite places to
go was into the Mols Hills.
It was a public forest where no one lived.
The roads were not paved, so it was a little wild.
We would drive our green Volkswagen until the
tires mired in the sandy tracks of the road and
made it impossible to go further. Then we'd get
out and walk. There was a valley or rather a
depression surrounded by hills, kind of like a
deep bowl that in prehistoric times had been the
place where the Ting of local farmers met to
discuss local problems.
At the top of the hill someone had tied a

rope onto a tree branch. You could grab onto this
rope which had a big knot at the bottom, sit on
the knot and swing way out over the valley. The
younger children were too small to do it on their
own, but we'd swing with them and they loved it.
Hosea who was three insisted that he could do it
by himself. At first, I was afraid he'd end up
falling down the hill. But he didn't. It was a little
scary which is why everyone loved the place.
Then we'd go to the stone age graves so the kids
could climb on the rocks. The ghosts of the dead
chieftains and his followers who'd maybe once
been buried there were long gone.
That first summer in Aldershvile was
mildly enchanting, an antidote to the fears I’d had
when leaving England. We lived near the sea, we
could take long walks through the countryside,
climb the hills, look out over the bay, gleaming in
the sunshine. I remember it with sunshine. Odd,
because the sun doesn't really shine that much in
Denmark, but maybe it did that year.

Hosea swinging on the rope which swung out
over the Ting which the kids found very exciting.

The sweater he is wearing is one I knitted from
yarn that someone didn’t want.
On June 20th we experienced our first
midsummer night celebration. I'd heard of such a
thing from Shakespeare. But I didn't know
people still celebrated it. It was so ancient, so
heathen and apparently here not forgotten. On
this night, the shortest of the year, when it doesn't
really get completely dark, the Danes build huge
bonfires on the beaches. Around the bay of
Aarhus, it is a fantastic sight, sparkles of light
twinkling at intervals all around. Our whole
commune went down to the beach near our house
while it was still early. The bonfire had to get

A visit from Jürgen Holtfreter from Berlin pulling
the kids on the beach near our house: Bente,
Rosa, Polly, Hosea, Jan
started. Already a huge pile of branches, twigs,
and other burnable material was piled up in a
huge stack. We brought warm clothes, blankets
and food. The commune had also brought many
crates of beer. It was the time and place to
hunker down and let passions go out of control,
under blankets, the waves lapping not far away,
the fire crackling and in the air above us the
witches flying by headed for Blocksberg where
they celebrated the coming of summer. That was
the whole idea of this night, thousands of years
old, a celebration of fertility and a vague
remembrance of the rites which would guarantee
good crops for that year. The witches were once
priestesses of the gods of love, rebirth, and
fertility. The fires would attract them, bring their
blessing upon us and show them the way to
Blocksberg in Germany where they met that
night, the most important cult place in all of

Northern Europe, I guess. Further south
paganism had been wiped out pretty much, but to
my utter amazement, there were still remnants in
Scandinavia. I was fascinated by it. But what
also astonished me was the number of alcoholic
beverages the communards consumed. As the
crates were emptied, people lost more or more
control. They ended up just lying down under
their blankets and doing whatever they did. In
the end, I think they fell asleep. Rudi and I
cuddled together too, but we were observers,
watching it all unfold. That was our first Danish
celebration.
Unexpected Visitors
Not all our visitors were unexpected. Pukie and
Laura came to visit and the kids were happy.
They knew Laura and she immediately joined the
troop of Aldershvile kids.

Here Laura, Bente, Polly, Hosea, Jan

An unannounced journalist in the living room.

Finneman is angry and trying to chase him out,
Rudi’s stares at the hand the journalist offers. I
don’t remember what happened in the end.
At the beginning of our stay we still had
problems with journalists. The door was always
open, because there were so many people and
children going in and out, so this journalist just
came in.
Every so often strangers appeared at the
door at Aldershvile. I don't know how they found
out about the place. To be sure, it had been
written up in the press when we arrived, but that
was a while ago now.
One day the doorbell rang and Hosea
went to the door. There was a girl about 20 years
old and she said in English, “is your mother or
father home?”

Hosea, Polly, Laura and Pukie in the garden
behind the house
Hosea found one of the communards who
went to the door. “What is it?”
“We need a place to put our wagon”, the
girl said. “Can we put it on your land
somewhere?”
“What wagon?”
She pointed to a car which was pulling a
trailer blocking the entrance to our courtyard.
Two older people were standing there next to it.
“I have to see about this”, the communard
said. “You can come in and wait.”
Everyone who was at home at the time
came into the living room and began to ask the
girl questions. They were from Germany. They
didn't speak Danish. Only she spoke English.
They didn't have a home except for the trailer.
They didn't have much money. They needed

help. She was there with her mother and father.
They had German passports.
After some discussion we decided we
would try to help them. It didn't seem
impossible. The girl had an education as a nurse
assistant and she could work. The parents could
not, but the girl's earnings could pay for their
basic needs and we thought it would be OK, if
they lived in the trailer and it stood on the
property. They would not have heat or electricity,
so it would be impossible to stay there in the
winter, but that was a long way off. The question
was how to get a job for the girl. The officials
would never give the family a visa, since they
were penniless and homeless. The only way it
could be done would be for the girl to enter a proforma marriage which would give her the right to
work in Denmark. In those days it was fairly
easy to arrange such a thing. There were lots of
students who felt it was an act of rebellion to
participate in a marriage for the purpose of
obtaining a visa. So, it didn't take terribly long to
find someone and a marriage was arranged. The
girl got her visa and a job. It looked like a
perfect act of charity with a satisfactory outcome.
But after a while, problems began to arise.
Things would disappear. Just little things that
didn't mean much a spatula from the kitchen, a
few crowns, a dish cloth. There wasn't always
someone at home, or even if there were, people
were in their rooms and weren't watching the
whole house. At first, we thought the things were
just misplaced, but it began to happen too often to
be chance. Then some money that someone had
left on their desk was gone, then some things that
were more expensive. We had no choice but to
suspect our campers. A delegation went to the
camping wagon to present our suspicions. The
campers denied it and for a while nothing
happened. But then something was gone again.
Another delegation. Do you have our frying pan?
No, they said. But it was there. The delegation
took it. A few days later the campers
disappeared. It was fine with us. One less
problem to worry about. But the young man who
had married the girl was nervous. She was gone,
and the marriage was still valid.

Polly, Rudi and Hosea eating supper
It was a while after that that another
family from Germany appeared at the door. I
don’t know who answered the door and let them
in. But whoever it was, was certainly swayed by
their appearance, pretty much the opposite of the
scroungy gypsies who'd appeared last time, now
it was a tall blond and handsome man, his darkhaired attractive wife and two children Hosea and
Polly's age. They introduced themselves;
Claudio, Ingrid, Nana and Pachie and said they
were originally from Chile but had lived in
Germany a long time. They were left wing,
political and part of the movement. They needed
a place to live while he finished his doctor’s
thesis. We didn’t know them, but they seemed
genuine. Claudio knew the political situation in
Chile and Berlin well and in the discussions with
Rudi or the other commune members he was
clearly intelligent and well spoken. Ingrid was a
woman’s liber in spirit at least. No one was
opposed to their staying, but we couldn't support
them.
In order for them to stay they needed a
source of income which they didn't have. They
couldn’t get a visa without income. Both of them
were native Spanish speakers and there weren’t
that many in Aarhus. It turned out to be quite
easy to get jobs for them as Spanish teachers and
with that a visa was available. So, Claudio,
Ingrid, Nana and Pachie became part of the
commune. Nana and Pachie moved into Hosea
and Polly's room and Claudio and Ingrid got a
place to sleep in the attic.

They livened up the commune. But they
brought confusion into the life of the commune,
mainly because they not only wanted to live a
communal life, but were also interested in
communal sex. For the Danes this wasn’t a big
problem: two beautiful people who were open to
make love with no strings attached. I don’t know
who ended up sleeping with whom. I know that
Ingrid wanted to sleep with Rudi, but I'm quite
sure he didn't. I know that Claudio wanted to
sleep with me. This was a little disturbing for me
because Claudio was attractive, he had this south
American charm which is not like that of
Northern Europeans. And there were times when
he and I were alone in a room, by chance or not.
So, part of me would have liked to do it, but in
my head, I didn’t like it. Not in the same house
with Rudi, even if Rudi was away, which he was
sometimes, teaching his seminar at the university.
This was too close, too incestuous. If I ever were
to have sex with anyone other than Rudi, I would
not have wanted Rudi to know that person. There
was temptation all the time in front of me but also
my determination to say no. Maybe that peeved
Claudio a bit. Maybe it had been one of their
goals for coming to Aldershvile to create a sexual
foursome with Rudi and me. I don't know. But it
never happened.

Prof. Sløk in front of Aarhus university. He was in
charge of the department of History of Ideas.
Teaching Theology
That fall Rudi again had his Marxism
seminars at the University in Aarhus. I had my

master's degree and I wanted to do something
with it. The department of History of Ideas
where Rudi worked, had some connections to the
theology department, and there were some fairly
left oriented professors there whom we met. I
told them about my thesis and they thought it was
interesting. “Why don't you teach a seminar
about it?” Per Bilde asked.
“Here at the University?”
“Yes,” he said. “We can arrange that.”
“I can do that,” I said. I was pleased. It
was an opportunity to communicate my ideas on
the connections between Christianity and
revolution based on early Christian history.
Going back to the roots you could find the
inspiration for a renewal of Christianity today
that would speak to liberation movements all
over the world. It gave a purpose for all my years
of studying; it was step toward me being in
control of my life again. It reawakened the
slumbering notion I'd had so many years ago
when I first went to college of being a university
professor, of having a career.
I got a series of six weekly seminars
which gave me enough time to present various
aspects of the subject. I was excited but also
worried, especially before the first meeting that
I'd spend so much time preparing this and no one
would come. I was going to teach in English
because my Danish was not sufficient for this
complicated task. I came into that seminar room
on the first day with a lot of trepidation. I wasn't
used to talking in public. I'd always had
difficulty doing that and I was afraid my
presentation would not be interesting enough or
that my brain would simply go blank. To prevent
that from happening, I'd written everything down,
word for word, so I could read it, even though I
knew that wasn't the best way to teach a seminar.
But I also practiced reading it so many times, that
I'd know it well enough, that I wouldn't have to
have my nose in the papers all the time.
I arrived early enough and there were a
couple people there already. At least I won't be
reading to myself I thought. But as the time to
start got closer, more people came and in the end
the room was completely filled. I noted though
with surprise and some consternation that the

majority of students were actually professors.
When I finished my speech, the discussion was
very lively. The thesis was new for them and
what is new is always interesting for the curious.
Some of them were also quite willing to accept
the thesis outright and later one of the professors
wrote a book which was based on the notions I
had presented in this series of seminars. It was
without a doubt a successful first step toward a
goal that was still opaque for me, but I definitely
felt like it was a step toward somewhere.
When the semester was over, I wanted to
teach again the next semester. The faculty was
willing to accommodate me, so I prepared a
seminar on Ernst Bloch and Theology. For this
seminar none of the professors came. Perhaps
they knew more of Ernst Bloch or they thought
they'd garnered from me what they could. But
there were several students, it wasn't a big
seminar. The students were all preparing to go
into the ministry, but they were politically
interested and left wing and the discussions were
outstanding. Yet I was having trouble. I had
come to know the students, I liked them very
much, we even saw each other outside of class
sometimes, and yet early that semester I was
aware at first of just a touch of the old panic that
had beset me in England. But that scared me so
much that at the next meeting, I got a full-blown
panic attack during the class and told the students
I had to go out for a minute. I went into the
bathroom and tried to make it stop. But when
this happened it wouldn't just stop because I
wanted it too. After I a while I thought I can't
just stay in the bathroom. What will they think,
so I went back and told them I felt ill and we
should end the class.
I was failing. Why? I knew this wasn't
going to be the only time this happened. What
was it that overcame me? I didn't think I was
insane, but I felt like my mind was getting out of
control. I thought I would faint, even die. My
heart pounded and I had difficulty focusing my
vision. But I went back the next week and
continued with the seminar to the end of the
semester, sometimes feeling as if I were like a
piece of steel trying to girder myself up to get
through the hour before I could run into the

bathroom and at least close the door so no one
could see me. That helped a little.
But after that semester I felt helpless,
hopeless maybe. I couldn't struggle this way
every week and feel like I couldn't really teach
because when these panic attacks happened,
although I could still read what I had written
down, I couldn't think. I couldn't engage in the
discussions which was the purpose of the
seminar. I was facing myself as a complete
failure. If teaching was what I was supposed to
do, and what else could I do, then why was I
more or less collapsing every time I went into a
classroom? It was bitter.
Ernst and Carola Bloch visit Aldershvile
It was the summer of 1971. I think it was
a surprise for Rudi when he got a letter from
Ernst saying they were coming to Denmark for
their holiday. They were staying in a hotel in
Ebersberg, which was quite near Aldershvile and
would like to spend time with us. Of course, it
was arranged, that they would come every day
and everyone we knew who might be interested
was informed. Helga was already there and a
number of others also came from Germany.

Carola, Ernst in the comfortable chair and Rudi
discussing in the garden at Aldershvile
The weather that week was perfect so we
brought chairs outside, there was coffee and lots
of time to talk. At one point Ernst had to pee and
instead of the more tedious walk into the house,
Rudi said the bushes over there are near-by.
Bloch was skeptical and said, Should I really do
that? Rudi said, of course the bushes need

fertilizer.” Rudi took him by the arm and led him
to the bushes.

started a questionnaire asking women from
different backgrounds questions that related to
Women’s liberation. I thought we could expand it
to include women in Germany and Denmark as I
had contacts in both places. The Danish women
liked the idea and thus we were able to get results
from women from many backgrounds.
It took me a while to evaluate all the
questionnaires, but in the end, I managed to write
a summary of the results. This was translated into
German with Rudi’s help and was eventually
published in Rohl’s magazine Konkret.
Polly’s second birthday in Aldershvile

Rosa running to Rudi’s arms with Carola, Ernst
and others.

There was also time to lay on the beach and
enjoy the happy days. This photo by Helga
Reidemeister has become quite famous. Polly,
Rudi and Ernst on the beach.
Women’s liberation in Denmark
I had joined a women’s lib group in
Aarhus. It was probably mediated by Vibs who
lived in the commune. She knew some of the
women and told them I didn’t speak Danish, but
asked if any of them were willing to be in a group
speaking English. A number of them wanted to
do that, so I got to know them and became
friends with a woman named Siri who was from
Norway. She had two children around the ages of
our kids. While I was in Cambridge, we had

The birthday cake with Danish flags, typical
decorations in Denmark and Polly skeptical
about the whole thing.
In those days it was common for kids to
go with wooden shoes. Even Rudi had some. I
think he though they could be used as a weapon if
necessary.

This is the article with the results of the women’s
lib questionaires that was published in Konkret
Polly wearing the dress I made for her second
birthday.

The kids at Polly’s birthday party
Femø
In the summer the Women’s lib groups in
Denmark had a camp for women in Femø, an
island somewhere in the north of Denmark. I
went and took Polly along. Helga and Rosa also
came, all of us in Helga’s car. Helga couldn’t join
the Danish conversations, and I was only
beginning to understand some Danish, since I had
been taking Danish lessons. We slept in tents, had
long discussions and took walks on the beach. I
believe it was at this camp that I met Judith.
Judith lived in Aarhus and had two children; her

There were two commune cars, but often both
were in Aarhus, so we had to get around by bike
With no bike seat for kids Polly sat in the basket
while we took a trip to Mols.
youngest Tobias was about Hosea’s age. Judith
was somewhat older than me. She had been a
ballet dancer once, but at that time was a painter.
When we returned to Aarhus our friendship
continued and I still see her on rare occasions.
One of the points of discussions was the role of
Lesbianism. There were a few women who
wanted it to be accepted as perhaps the normal
form of personal and sexual relationship for
women. Others thought it should simply be
accepted as one option. Helga and I had long

discussions about it. Since the Danish discussions
were hard to understand, Helga and I often
discussed together in German. It was the first
time I’d ever considered this kind of relationship
with a woman and wondered if I could actually
be sexually attracted to a woman. In the case of
Helga, I concluded that it was possible, but I
think for Helga it was too extreme.

Polly sitting on the blanket and Rosa standing
talking to one of the women

At the women’s lib camp in Femø. I am in front
with Polly leaning onto my back. Some of the
women were completely naked. Judith lays to the
right of me wearing only underpants. Why I was
fully dressed, I don’t remember. I was probably
embarrassed to take off my clothes and possibly
also cold.
Another trip to Mols and the Ting. Polly couldn’t
swing alone but she loved it when I swung with
her. Rosa watches. Swinging at the Ting.

Polly being not so happy at the camp. She clung
to me. I think it was a little overwhelming for her
with all these unknown people.

The End of Commune Aldershvile
I don't know exactly when the first cracks
in the communal fabric started showing. Maybe
it was Claudio and Ingrid coming, stirring things
up, jealousy creeping in. Maybe it was when
Peter, Vibs's brother, came and drank too much.
It was never good when that happened, he always
got angry and aggressively out of control. Maybe
it was that Christmas. But Christmas was going
to be good that year. Everyone was in a festive
mood. Everyone was planning. There would be
a big feast on Christmas eve, the longest night of
the year, the counterpoint to Midsummer. It too
had pagan intimations.

Our only Christmas in Aldershvile: Hosea,
Claudio, Nana, Pachie, Rudi, Ingrid and Polly in
Ingrid’s lap.
There was going to be a big party with all
of us and other friends and relatives of the
commune. So we put on our Christmas spirit,
went shopping in town for Christmas gifts for the
kids, baked cookies, got a Christmas tree and
decorated it, put candles everywhere. Denmark
is very dark at that time. Days are short and the

sun seldom shines during those days. That year,
that December 24th, it was dark and already early
in the afternoon all the candles were lit. That's
how Danes survived the darkness for I suppose
thousands of years, with fire. The goose was
roasting in the oven, had been since early
afternoon and spewing luscious aromas through
the house, making us hungry. But it would be
hours yet before it would be put in the honored
place on the table.
The goose was a gift from Rudi. Well,
really a gift from the big grocery store where we
sometimes went to shop. A goose costs lots of
money and Rudi said, “I'll get one.” I was with
him and we had the kids too. The frozen geese
were in an open freezer display case. Rudi was
wearing his big leather jacket. I stood there
trying to ignore him, looking the other way, at the
kids. I thought that would be the best way to deal
with this. Rudi leaned over the freezer display
case. He leaned so far I thought he was going to
fall in. Oh well, I'll rescue him if he does, I
thought. But he didn't fall in. He righted
himself, holding his arm in a somewhat peculiar
way and started to walk away. I wasn't even sure
if he had the goose. I pushed the grocery cart
with the rest of the food and the kids in it. We
went to the cashier and paid for the food. Rudi
walked out. When we got to the car, I said, “do
you have it?”
He said, “yes.” It was a big goose. It had
to be for so many people.
The children were getting impatient.
They wanted their presents. To calm them down,
they got one thing each while the preparations
went on and the guests began to arrive. I know
that the good part of that day went on from the
time we sat down at the table to eat a fantastic
meal, to dancing around the Christmas tree and
singing the traditional Danish songs which were
all unfamiliar to me, about elves, and yule trees,
nothing about O Holy Night. It really was a
pagan holiday, Yule, not Christmas, with wooden
goats, and pretzels, hearts (like Valentine's Day),
and marzipan pigs. The children opened their
gifts with bright eyes and excited shouts.
The adults were then waiting for the kids
to go to bed, but it took a long time. They didn't

want the day to end. They finally did fall asleep
though and then the Danes celebrated the way
they celebrated all holidays with massive
consumption of alcohol. Peter, Vibs's brother
was there and he drank until he became gruff and
scary and then he collapsed on the floor. One by
one they all collapsed on the floor and Rudi and I
watched this in amazement. It was like a ritual
whose sense was beyond our comprehension.
When they all lay splayed out on the floor we
went to bed. OK, that's the way it is, I thought.
It's not our world, but we're here. We observe
and say nothing, think nothing of it.
I think it was New Year's Eve that year. I
don't remember at all what we did. But I expect
we were at home with the kids, and had some
fireworks which we shot off in the courtyard,
probably considerably before midnight, since the
kids were too young to stay up that late. On New
Year's Day there was another feast. For New
Year’s the traditional meal was fish.
I'm not just sure when it was that Vibs left
to go to a party in town. She was the only one of
the commune people as far as I know, so it must
have been her friends who invited her. She drove
into town with one of the commune's cars.
Actually, it was our green Volkswagen that she
took. That was the best car of the lot. No one
thought much of it. People did that all the time.
It was the next morning when we awoke
that we got the news. Vibs was in the hospital.
She'd been in an accident, a bad one, and at that
time no one even knew if she was going to
survive. Information leaked slowly. She was
driving the Volkswagen early that morning back
to Knebel. In Ronde she missed a curve. She
flew through someone's garden and smashed into
their house. The car was totaled. Vibs was in
bad condition.
1972
A few days later we knew she was going
to survive. At first, there was nothing about the
insurance on the car, not until it was certain that
Vibs was improving. Then we were informed
that she'd had a very high level of alcohol in her
blood. That meant that she'd been driving

illegally and the insurance would not pay for the
damage. Our car disappeared from the face of
the earth with no compensation. I guess it was
our fault somehow for letting her drive it.
Vibs was in the hospital for a long time.
When she got out, there was a problem for her to
live in Aldershvile because her driver's license
had been revoked. She couldn't drive to town to
the university. It became more difficult to
arrange transportation for everyone. The
atmosphere in the commune had become darker,
quieter. I suppose that's when we knew that it
wasn't going to exist much longer.
The commune lasted for us just a little
more than a year. In the spring of 1972 Vibs and
Peter found a place in Aarhus. It was an
apartment complex that had been built as condos,
but no one was buying them. The economy in
Denmark (and everywhere else) was not good at
the time. The apartments were being rented out
at quite reasonable prices, way below the socalled value of these luxury apartments. You
could get a guarantee for a place for three years.
After that, it was likely you'd have to leave. That
sounded good enough. Three years was a long
time. So, they rented two apartments so some of
the commune could move into them. Vibs,
Carsten, Vibs's brother Peter and their mother
who hadn't lived in the commune and the four of
us split between the two apartments.
Moving out of Aldershvile turned out to
be rather unpleasant. Claudio and Ingrid were
still there and although they hadn't brought
anything into the commune, they now felt they
should have their share of household objects
when it broke up. But what they took were
Hosea and Polly's toys as well as Rudi and my
books. We hadn't noticed it at first because
everyone was so busy packing. Only when we
couldn't find our stuff, did we realize it. But they
suddenly acted as if they had no idea what
happened to the things. And then they quickly
left with our stuff. One thing we really missed
was the big Atlas from which Rudi had learned
about the world after the assassination attempt.
As to the cars, When the commune broke
up, there were still two cars, but since neither of
them were originally our car, we got nothing,

even though the commune had destroyed our car.
Rudi didn't want to fight about it. What was the
point? they were all just things. They could be
replaced if necessary. And I suppose we weren't
so attached to things, so it ended up being just
something to observe, how greedy people could
be, how attachment to things, anything, even if it
belonged to someone else, made people behave.
Maybe it was just a lesson in human nature.

Polly and Hosea wearing matching outfits
which were a Christmas gift from Dad and Jacie.
We often received their Christmas package in the
summer or maybe even the fall, as this photo is
obviously in the fall.

home. That meant that it not only lived there, but
since Peter seldom took it out to walk, it also
used the balcony to pee and defecate. We
therefore couldn't allow the children to play
there. Peter seemed to think why should they.
There were plenty of other places where they
could go. Polly was two years old and Hosea
four. We didn't think Polly was old enough to
just run around without being watched. There
was no closed yard in Vestervang, so that meant
she couldn't go out unless one of us went with
her. It was crazy. We suggested first that Trotsky
be trained not to use the balcony for a bathroom
and that he be taken out for walks. This just
made Peter grumpy and angry at us. He had no
intention of doing that. The situation was not
only intolerable, but it was getting more and
more on our nerves, especially mine, as time
went on, and it became apparent that nothing was
going to be done about it. Either we would have
to leave or we'd have to make a different
arrangement. As everyone seemed to be getting
angrier and angrier about this, finally they agreed
to separate the two apartments. We'd get the one
and they the other. We'd have to pay more in
rent, but that was OK. It was the only acceptable
solution. Trotsky moved to the other apartment.
But Peter did not clean up his dog's poo from our
balcony after he left. I had to do that. At least,
the children could now play on the balcony.

Vestervang
The idea with the two apartments in
Vestervang was that everyone in both of the
apartments were supposed to have access to both
apartments. Although they were large, they didn't
have that many rooms, but they did have a big
balcony reaching the whole length of the
apartment. The balcony faced a grassy yard and
the Botanical Garden. The four of us were in one
apartment, but we didn't have full access to it.
Peter who brought his big dog named Trotsky
decided that our balcony would be the dog's

The front side of our part of Vestervang with
Rudi, Polly and Hosea climbing.
There were frequent visits to Berlin, at
least once a year. I can’t keep them all separate in
my mind, just guess

,A visit to Berlin entailed a stop at Gollwitzers.
They still had the outdoor pool, Rudi & Polly
Steve B in NY (summer 1972?)
We had been living in Vestervang for a
few months when a phone call came out of the
blue. Rudi answered and said, “it's for you
someone from America.”
“Who?” I asked.
“I don't know, not your family.”
I was mystified for a moment until I took
the phone and the person on the other end of the
line said, “it's Steve.”
“Oh my God,” I cried. “What a surprise.”
“Are you alright?” he asked. “Everything
going OK with you?”
“Yes, I said, I'm fine, we're all doing OK.
We're living in Denmark.”
“I know you're in Denmark,” he said. “I
may be coming to Germany soon and I was
thinking we could meet.”
“It's not so easy for me to go to
Germany,” I said. “It takes arranging with the
kids. Maybe you could come here.”
“Maybe,” he said, “although I don't have a lot of
time. I am not married anymore,” he added.
“Oh,” I said, a little dismayed. what
happened?”
“We got divorced.”
“Do you have children?”

“Yes, two, and they live with her. I am
living in New York City now.”
This information had a strange effect on
me. It wasn't gloating. Nor did it make me feel
like maybe I'd made a mistake. It was a long
time since I'd seen or heard from Steve, almost
ten years. He'd had a life that I couldn't even
begin to fathom, and I can't imagine how he
could have imagined my life. Whatever we'd had
together was all in the past. Sure, I wanted to see
him again, but hearing him speak wasn't bringing
up old longings, or desires. Maybe I was just
flattered that he wanted to see me again. And it
was a little exciting. He'd done this once before
appearing from nowhere and wanting to connect
with me and that time it had started with so much
hope, so much connection, love I'd say, and being
at homeness. And then it had abruptly ended. I
didn't blame him either. I had gone another way
that had turned out to be quite fantastic, amazing
and unusual, it was my path and I was glad I'd
taken it. There was not going to be a
convergence again. But it had been a while since
I'd been in the USA. I would feel an increasing
need to get back to my roots after some years had
gone by. I had at that time already been making
plans to go for part of the summer to visit. So, I
said to Steve, “if you can't come to Denmark, I
am probably going to be in the USA in June, so
maybe we can meet then.”
“That sounds good,” he said. “You could
come to New York and visit me.”
“OK,” I said. “I'll do that when I come to
New York.”
I wondered, of course, why he wanted to
see me. Was it just because of an old friendship?
Was it because of the rather abrupt end to our
relationship now almost ten years before? I
hadn't seen him since the days I'd spent in New
Haven. Was he thinking of maybe reconnecting,
a new relationship? He was free. Maybe it could
have been in his thoughts. But I was married. I
had young children. I had no intention
whatsoever of ending my marriage or letting
anything or anyone disrupt it. Maybe he was just
checking to see if all was well, and if it weren't,
well, then maybe. It was a little weird the whole
thing, but I did want to see him again, that was all

though.
I didn't go to the USA that often. It cost a
lot of money and required a lot of arrangements
with Rudi and the children. But I did want to see
my family and friends, to speak English, to see
how things were changing in the USA. Because I
had my master’s in theology and had taught a
couple theology seminars, I was curious about
Wheaton where my experience, in spite of having
given up that religion, had not been bad. I got the
crazy idea of taking a summer course there. It
was more curiosity than anything, but also, I
thought, a way to view American life outside my
known contacts and family. So, I signed up for a
course, and also ordered a small apartment on
campus where I could stay with Hosea, who was
coming with me. Our solution to child care was
that Polly would stay in Aarhus with Rudi and
Hosea would come with me. I'd fly to New York.
That was the cheapest way. There I would visit
Joan, one of my Wheaton friends, and her family
in New Jersey and stay there a few days. Maybe
go up to Boston to see Darlene. I think at that
time she was still with Jerry and living in
Newton.

expensive ship, France.
Once the ship set sail, I would lose
contact with all reality, this is a separate world it
seems. There was a German man on the ship
traveling with his son, a bit older than Hosea, but
the two got on well, so that worked out. I liked
the man too, he also seemed to feel the trip was
separate from other realities, so it was nice. When
we reached New York, he was gone and I entered
the third reality, the USA.

At the playground in Teaneck Joan, one of my
friends from Wheaton holding Margaret, her
adopted daughter.

Me, Hosea and the German boy sailing to
New York. I don’t remember any names
I took a ship to Europe. I didn’t like to fly
and, in those days, it was still not much more
expensive to sail. I think it took about five days. I
remember getting on the ship waiting to register
and get our room. I was standing behind a woman
who wore a very short skirt and no underpants.
Hmm, I thought. That seems pretty obvious. This
was not a freighter, but certainly not the most

Hosea and I
While I was staying at Joan's I made
arrangements to meet Steve. This period of my
life seems somehow very hazy. I don't remember

any long chains of events, just snapshots which I
can't even place timewise. But I do remember
arriving at Steve's apartment. Perhaps I just went
there by myself and found it because I had the
address. Hosea who had come to the USA with
me was at Joan's who was baby-sitting him.

In Teaneck N.J. going grocery shopping with
Joan. Here Margaret is in the wagon and Hosea
is pushing.
It was OK too because she had a little
girl named Margaret that they had adopted,
younger than Hosea by maybe two years, but
they were getting along fine. So, I was alone
when I went to see Steve. His apartment was
several floors up, but I don't think it was up in the
clouds. He lived across the street from Central
Park and you could look out his windows at the
trees. It was a nice place, and why wouldn't it be.
He was a successful lawyer. Still I was nervous
about this encounter. Not because I feared I'd be
torn somehow. I didn't fear that. Maybe I just
was afraid of what impression I would make on
him and what impression he'd make on me.
Could we even talk at all to each other? But it
turned out to be not that difficult. We could talk.
He had changed somewhat, had a lot less hair,
less of the laid-back bohemian air about him that

had charmed me at one time. He told me about
the kind of law suits he did - patents, he also said
he knew a lawyer that dealt with immigration and
visas. He'd see if there might be a way for Rudi
to come to the USA. I felt mostly at ease with
him, even some of the old erotic feeling was
reawakened and yet there was a barrier for me. I
was clear about the fact that today was the only
day I was going to see him, for a long time
anyway. And thus, it was that the passion I'd
once felt being with him was faint. I wasn't in
danger of lingering.

Me holding Margaret, Hosea in front
I had to see Darlene and Jerry again. They
were like my anchor in the USA. That meant a
trip to Boston. They had bought a house, I
believe in Concord, which was a bit away from
the city. It was a big old farmhouse with a big
garden and I seem to remember that Darlene was
growing corn in the front yard. She had another
child with Jerry by then, Brenna, but I think the
relationship with Jerry was kaput. Maybe they
weren’t even living together any more at that
time, I don’t really remember. Darlene told me
she’d seen Wes Craven again and was still kind
of enamored of him, but it hadn’t developed into

anything. She also had another boyfriend who I
think was a motorcycle guy; she seemed happy
enough.
I took the bus to Chicago. It was as
always, a testing of my roots. I suppose that's
why I decided to take a Summer School course at
Wheaton. Nonetheless, it was mostly craziness.
I had no intellectual connections with Wheaton
any more, not with their view of the meaning of
Christianity and not with their politics. But
maybe I had some kind of crazy notion that
someone there might at least see how Christianity
had once been connected with liberation politics,
instead of their firm stance about giving to Caesar
what is Caesar's. The course I was taking was
about early Christianity and since I'd recently
written a master's degree about the subject, I
thought it might be interesting.
Hosea and I arrived in Wheaton on the
day we were supposed to register. Perhaps they
didn't think I'd really come. In any case, they
seemed very surprised to see me. I had ordered a
room, so we could live on campus during the
course, with a bed for me and for Hosea. I'd also,
I guess, gotten information about child care, so
that Hosea would have a place to be when I was
in class. But when I asked about the room, they
said, “oh dear, well, there really isn't a room
available for you.”
“But I registered and the room was
confirmed,” I said.
“Oh dear, again. Well, let's see. Actually,
that room, well someone else is using it. Um...
for rats.”
“Rats?” I said incredulously.
“The rats are for a study on rats.”
“Yeah,” I said. “Well, where are we
going to sleep?”
“I suppose we could get the room cleaned
up,” said the registrar. “Do you want to see it?”
“Yes,” I said lamely.
She brought us to the room. It was filled
completely with cages stacked one on top of the
other, each containing a rat. It didn't smell very
good, although it could have been worse. Of
course, the thought of living in a room that was
home to hundreds of rats was not delighting me
to say the least. And perhaps she was hoping I'd

say, forget it. I'm going home. But I didn't. I
said, “clean it up then.”
“It will take a while,” she said. “You can't
move in today.”

In front of the rat apartment in Wheaton where
Hosea and I stayed. The other boys were children
of another family that was also staying there.
“Well, then, I hope it will be clean by
tomorrow, because my course is starting,” I said.
I suspect they were afraid of me and didn't want
me to take the course but didn't quite dare to
blatantly throw me out. Perhaps they’d had a visit
from the FBI, as others did in those days. So, we
stayed and I took the course. There was a term
paper required which I wrote about communal
experiments among early Christians. Since I
used heretical groups such as the Gnostics and
others as examples, my paper was highly
criticized, it wasn't really Christian. But the
professor didn't give me a failing grade.
Nonetheless, I could see that examining my roots
could sometimes be rather harsh and indeed,
senseless, once you've grown beyond them or
even established new roots.
I wasn't finished though for that summer.
I wanted to find a few more friends from the time
before. I still had contact with Carolyn who had
been my first close friend when I was a freshman
at Wheaton. She was still living in Chicago. Her
marriage with Jay Jay had failed and I thought
that was too bad, because I'd liked him. He'd
gone from being a ghetto lost boy to getting some
education and a good job. They'd bought a house
together and had a child named Gabrielle who

was a year younger than Hosea. But maybe that's
why Carolyn left him. She didn't want a
responsible man. She was fascinated and
sexually attracted to males who were beyond the
pale. She was living in an apartment somewhere
in the black ghetto with Gabrielle. She had a
guest bedroom, so she invited Hosea and me to
stay there which we did after the Wheaton Course
was finished.
Carolyn had a decent job and earned a
good salary working for the city, writing reports.
She had to go to work while we were there too.
Gabrielle went to a kindergarten. You could have
Hosea go to the kindergarten too she suggested.
That would be more interesting for him and he'd
have something to do during the day. It made a
certain degree of sense, so I agreed. Hosea was
the only white kid in the kindergarten, but he
wasn't the only kid named Hosea. I think that's
the only time he ever ran into someone else with
the same name. At first, I went with Carolyn in
the morning to bring the Hosea and Gabrielle to
the kindergarten. Then I began to take them both
alone, so we could leave a little later and Carolyn
could get to work

Gabrielle Turner, Carolyn’s daughter at the
playground in Chicago

The playground in Chicago: Hosea in the middle
I don't remember any more what I did
during the day. But Carolyn had told me if I
needed help, I could ask her neighbor across the
hall. One day there were a couple of men who
came to visit Carolyn and they were surprised to
find me there. They were friendly enough at first
and I was friendly to them as well and said they
could wait until Carolyn came. One of them
approached me. He didn't really say much, but
after not too much hesitation he grabbed me, and
I thought uhoh, he's going to try to rape me. He
was a big man and very strong and I knew I didn't
have a chance, if he insisted. But I fought to get
out of his grip. At first, he didn't loosen his grip,
but as I continued to struggle, he must have
figured out, that I didn't want to have sex with
him and he let go. I went into my room and tried
to relax, hoping he wouldn't follow me. I didn't
think there was any way I could get any help.
But he didn't come in
When she came home and saw the two
men there, she was not particularly friendly to
them and obviously not happy to see them there.
She told them to leave which they did.
Afterwards she told me that the one had been her
boyfriend, but she had nothing to do with him
anymore and did not want him to come around
her place.
I asked, “why?”
She said, “when he’s drunk, he can get
violent and I am afraid of him. Don't ever let him
in again.”
But one day he came again. Carolyn was
home on that day and she let him in. I thought, I
hope she knows what she's doing. Both of them
disappeared into her bedroom. At first, I could

hear them talking, but nothing else. Then their
voices started getting louder, more desperate,
angrier. I had no idea what to do. My first
impulse was to protect Hosea somehow, but
where should I go? Perhaps if he didn't see us, he
wouldn't think about us or our presence there, so
I went into our room and closed the door.
Carolyn started to scream, then the man
burst out of her room, opened our door and stared
at us. He looked disturbed, angry, an insane look,
and was yelling, “I'll kill you,” but when he saw
the two of us huddled there, probably looking
terrified, he stopped abruptly, stared a couple
minutes, then turned and left the apartment.
I had no idea if he'd come back, if he was
armed, what would happen. Carolyn came into
the room trembling, pale and angry. “Why didn't
you do something,” she shouted at me.
“What in the world should I have done?” I
said. “Tried to attack him?”
“Well, you could have gotten the
neighbor.”
“He'd have seen me, it might have
enraged him more, maybe he'd have attacked me,
maybe tried to kill Hosea,” I muttered.
Carolyn just looked at me with no
comprehension. She was angry at me, as though
it was my fault that that man had been in the
house. I knew then that our worlds were so far
apart, that we couldn't communicate and that it
was too dangerous for us to stay there. It was too
dangerous for her too, but I knew she was going
nowhere.
We left the next day. It was the last time I
ever saw or heard from her, but sometimes I
wondered if he'd come back and made good of
his threat to kill her.
After Wheaton and staying with Carolyn,
we lived with my dad and Jacie in Oak Brook.
Dad had sold the house on Franklin Ave. which
was then torn down and a small apartment
building was built there, but he was still working
at the pharmacy in River Forest, so rather than
being stuck out in Oak Brook we sometimes
drove with him to River Forest. Oak Brook did
have some advantages as there was a swimming
pool there for the people who lived in the
community which was walled, but not gated. The

buildings were new and all of them in a French
village style. Dad’s house was nice with two
floors and at least three bedrooms. But Jacie had
several cats. I don’t think I was getting bad
asthma at that time. Later I had a huge problem
staying there because I got very sick and had to
take antihistamines the whole time.

It must have been at that US visit we went to
Minnesota where John lived or maybe they came
to visit Tim, I don’t remember. John worked at 3M
as an engineer and with his wife Betsy had three
children. In this photo Johnna and Vikki.
One day I was walking through the
shopping area of Oak Park, mostly just to see
how much it might have changed and someone
called my name, which surprised me. No one else
knew I was there. I looked around and a man was
waving at me. “Oh my goodness,” I cried when I
saw him. It was Mr. B. my high school English
teacher. We began to talk to catch up on our lives.

This is the only photo I have of Mr. B from my
yearbook.
Mr. B. said, “you have to come to my
house and visit us.”
“Do you still live in Austin?”

“No,” he said, “it got too dangerous there.
We’ve moved to Oak Park.”

Sitting on the stairs at Mr. B’s house in Oak Park
with Hosea and one of the Bjerknes kids,
Christopher
He told me where he lived and invited Hosea and
me for lunch. He and his wife had a few children,
I think at least five of them. The oldest were
already away from home, but there were still
young ones there. He knew about Rudi, he knew
what had happened to us, he had been following
my life and I think he was glad to see that we
were all doing OK. He told me that he was still
teaching at OPRF High School, but he was not
given any more advanced English classes. In any
case, he said, our class was the most interesting
he’d ever had.
Skiing in Bavaria with Helga winter 72/73
Maybe it was around that time that Helga
decided to go to film school. She wanted to
prepare for some kind of career and I have no
idea how she hit on filmmaking. She was back in
Berlin living in an apartment on
Pfalzburgerstrasse. She rented rooms to friends
Jurgen and Amelie, had her own room and Rosa
got the living room, which was transformed into
a playroom with a tent bed for her. That meant
that I no longer saw Helga every day and when
she was there, she was busy most of the time. I
missed the discussions about everything, about
the future, about hopes, about ourselves and
women's liberation, about the children, about
utopia and about how to get there. She was the

person with whom I'd felt the closest since I'd left
the USA. She'd turned a gnawing unease about
Germany, about the way people interacted in
Germany and the way they behaved toward
foreigners, which I was, into a feeling of being at
home, she made Germany home for me in a
sense, even though I didn't live there. She was
certainly my best friend, in a different way than
Rudi was. I wasn't aware of how much our view
of the political world differed at that time. I don't
know if it was because she simply kept quiet
about it, or if her views simply hadn't congealed
yet at that time.
I certainly sought any opportunity I could
to see her after she left Denmark. If I could I'd
make a trip to Berlin and in those years, I made
quite a few trips to Berlin, staying at Helga's
house while I was there, and visiting everyone I
knew. For me Berlin had become so much more
friendly, not the place of terror I'd left in 1968,
but a bustling city, full of things to do, people to
talk to and friends.
The winter when Polly was three and
Hosea five, we decided we would all meet in
Bavaria for Christmas and go skiing. The
children were old enough to learn to ski, and
Rudi and I both loved to ski, even though we
were both pretty unskilled. We had a place to
stay. I don't remember how we got it, maybe it
belonged to one of Helga's relatives, but we were
there altogether. The kids including Rosa all got
skis for Christmas and we bundled up, got in the
car and headed for a ski area. We had a car
maybe it was the Mercedes. It didn't work very
well in the cold weather and we had to put a
toaster underneath it in the morning to heat the
motor up so by the time we finished breakfast it
would start and we could drive to the ski area.
But I remember the first time I drove. The roads
were covered with snow and in places with ice. I
drove slowly down the winding mountain roads
tense because I could feel the slippage all the
time. It was bad enough when the road was fairly
level, then we started ascending. The car didn't
have enough traction and finally we got to a point
where the car simply could not get up the icy hill.
There were cars behind us which were impatient
and in front an icy incline. To the side there was

The furniture I made for the kids. This is only
part of it.
Me after a slight fall
a steep drop-off. When I tried to get the car to
move forward, it instead slid sideways toward the
edge of the abyss. I was terrified, all I could see
was this car full of children, sliding down, getting
smashed on rocks and trees. I had no idea how to
get us out of there. I couldn't turn the car around
because there was no room. I couldn't go
forward nor backward. I finally told everyone to
get out of the car, so they wouldn't end up at the
bottom of the mountain.
Here is the strange thing with memories.
I don't remember how we finally got out of the
situation. Obviously, we weren't stuck there
forever, but what could it have been. My guess is
that the cars behind us, eventually went around us
until the way behind was clear and then we
backed down the hill. But how we got to the ski
slopes after that, I don't know. Maybe there was
another way. In any case, we did get to the ski
slopes. The trip was not a disaster. In fact, it was
beautiful. We had snow, the slopes were good,
the children were delighted. We got them up the
on the skis and although at first, they mostly just
fell down, they were having a lot of fun and if
they could go a few feet down a small incline
they were overjoyed. By the end of that vacation
both Hosea and Polly could ski, so could Rosa
and they all loved it.
Life in Vestervang
The room for Hosea and Polly was
actually meant as a huge living room. In order to

More of my furniture piece with kids who were
celebrating Hosea’s birthday, sitting on the beds

Here you can see the entrance to the cave near
the middle of the whole.
make it more appropriate for the kids I build a
huge piece of furniture which included desks,
bookshelves, a cave to hide in and a nook for the
beds. It took me a while to build it, but it turned
out nicely.

Another walk along the beach with Judith and
her son Tobias. In the photo, Hosea, Polly and
Tobias.
Hosea and Polly with Christian in front of
Vestervang. Christian was Hosea’s age and lived
In Vestervang in the larger building in the front
visible here. We lived in the smaller building
behind it. He was also in Hosea’s class at school
and they didn’t always get along. Christian would
beat Hosea up and Hosea would simply not react.
The teacher at school didn’t like this and said, we
should get Hosea to fight back so Christian
would stop. So, Rudi practiced punching with
Hosea and insisted next time when Christian
started to fight, he must fight back. Hosea did
and easily won the fight. Christian then ceased
fighting with Hosea.

Polly at her 4th
birthday wearing all
her gifts, plastic
glasses, beads, shoes
and a jumper

Somewhere I
read about a
building set
that could
make big
objects which
could be
ordered. It
wasn’t
available in
stores. It
seemed like an
interesting
thing for the
kids, so we got
it. In the photos
Rudi and
Hosea build a

Judith and I would meet to take walks in the
woods near Aarhus. The forest started near the
city center and extended quite a few kilometers to
Moesgaard Museum along the sea shore.

forklift.

Polly on the Vestervang balcony
This is what they built. The fork lift could move
up and down

Hosea on the Vestervang balcony
Trip to Luckenwalde
In 1972 West Germany under Willi
Brandt started a new policy toward the GDR

Probably the first visit to Luckenwalde when Rudi
finally was allowed to visit 1972: Alfred, Torsten,
Rudi holding Polly, Toralf, Heidi and Hosea
which allowed people who had once fled the
country to visit. This meant that Rudi could visit
his family for the first time legally since 1961
when he left. We arranged our first family trip to
Luckenwalde in 1972. It required us to get visas.
Rudi as a West German had to go to one place, I
as an American had a different process, but
eventually we had the visas after a couple trips to
East Berlin. Going over the border with the kids
was torture. Everything was searched, but finally

Heidi holding Polly, Me holding Hosea and Eva
with Torsten in Luckenwalde
we got through without too much more trouble.
Helmut or Manfred was waiting for us on the
other side. They both had cars. Getting a car in
the GDR meant a long waiting period, but
eventually they got them. The first thing we had
to do on arrival in Luckenwalde was to register
with the police. That took a long time too, but
when it was done, we were free.
I don’t remember how they found places
for all of us to sleep. There were no extra
bedrooms in Str. des Friedens. We went in June
when the strawberries were ripe. Dutschkes had a
huge garden which Rudi’s dad Alfred took good
care of and there were lots of strawberries. This
was the special treat they could offer us. In the
grocery store there was hardly any decent fresh
food. I went with Eva a couple times to shop and
was astonished at the wilted and brown
vegetables and in a minimal assortment. But
everyone who had any way of doing it had a
garden. Helmut and Birgit who lived in a high
rise in Teltow had a plot in a garden colony.
Because of the garden we got good meals which
Eva prepared.
Every trip to Luckenwalde also involved a
stop in Berlin. In the summer we went to
Gollwitzers. The main reason was that they had a
swimming pool. Every former student who knew
Golli went at one time or other to swim there.

This photo was taken by Dutschke’s neighbor in
Luckenwalde. The car I think was our Mercedes

Torsten, Hosea and Polly in the backyard in
Luckenwalde. Polly is wearing the kind of play
clothes little girls in the GDR were supposed to
wear.

Polly and Rosa at Gollis
After that first visit, we went to
Luckenwalde every year. A couple times we were
taken on day trips with Gunter or Helmut, once to
Spreewald and took a trip on a boat through the
canals, once to Meissen and to Dresden.

Here Rudi holds Polly in Golli’s swimming pool.
Polly loved to swim and learned very early to
stay afloat. She had taken lessons at the Aarhus
public swimming pool.

Hans pushing the cart. They had to transport
something for the house, but what was it?
Our trips mostly to Germany took place at
various times of the year which is apparent from
the photos. However, when we did what and
where we went at each trip, I don’t remember. All
of these trips took place between 1972 and 1974.

The cart gets used for something more useful,
Rudi pushing the kids, Polly, Hosea and Ulrike.

Trip to Bavaria
Because of various ailments not directly
related to his head injury Rudi got to know Hans
Halter who was a skin doctor and wrote for the
medical column in Spiegel. Halter and his wife
Regina and their daughter Ulrike lived in Berlin,
but had a vacation house in Bavaria out in the
country. Hans invited us all for a vacation there;
it was in the winter, but I don’t remember when.

I’m not sure where or who this is, probably a

walk in Bavaria

Hosea, Laura and Polly at the zoo in Berlin

We get transported in a somewhat sturdier
wagen. Rudi, Polly and I

This was in Luneberger Heide where Rudi had a
political meeting with people he was still hoping
to convince to join a new USPD. Me and Polly
Playing inside to avoid the cold at Hans’ house in
Bavaria. The weather wasn’t great most of the
time so we played inside

The photo says it was 1973 and it shows Rosa,

Suzuki
I don’t remember where I first heard
about Suzuki violin lessons, but I thought the
kids should learn music. I was glad I’d learned,
and thought maybe they’d also like it. The Suzuki
method started without notes and kids as young
as three could begin lessons. We started with
Hosea. He learned it quickly. It wasn’t always
easy to get him to practice, but he seemed to
enjoy it. They had recitals every year which
Hosea participated in and did fine. There were
also large get togethers where all the Suzuki kids
got together and played starting with the easy
songs where everyone participated.
When Polly was three, we decided she
ought to start as well. Polly wasn’t talking much
and we were a little worried. We thought the

music might help. We considered various reasons

Polly playing violin
why she wasn’t learning to talk and thought it
might be because of the three languages she was
confronted with, Danish at Kindergarten, Rudi
with German and me with English. We decided to
try to avoid German so there’d only be two
languages, but since Rudi never learned Danish,
we couldn’t reduce it to one language. She
seemed to be able to hear, but at that time she
hadn’t had a hearing test. When she was four, we
decided to have her tested and discovered she did
have reduced hearing and needed a hearing aid.
This turned out to be difficult. Although once she
got the hearing aid, she learned to talk quickly,
she hated it, and as soon as we were not with her,
she took it off.
Anyway, she also began with Suzuki, but
wasn’t as enthused as Hosea, she made slow
progress, didn’t like to practice, but nonetheless,
was not opposed to it.

Hans Halter and Ulrike visit Berlin and go to the
Circus, Polly, Hosea, Ulrike on the fence, Rudi

Rudi is back in politics
I wouldn't say Rudi ever stopped doing
politics. He was who he was. In England,
although he hadn't engaged in British politics, he
kept his connections to Germany. After Manfred
Scharrer left London Rudi talked to him on the
phone almost every day. Through Manfred Rudi
thought he could have some influence on what
was happening in Berlin. It wasn't a pleasant
picture on the whole. The SDS had dissolved
itself and split into many mostly quite sectarian
Maoist, Stalinist, Marxist, Anarchist, and
Underground groups. A large number of women
had joined the ranks of Women's Liberation
groups. At first, these women's groups at least
were far more cohering, with more solidarity and
less sectarianism.
The war in Vietnam which had motivated
the vast expansion of the anti-establishment
movements in the world was still going on. But
it didn't have the prominent place it had had some
years before, sometimes seemed to fall under the
screen, and was no longer able to be the glue
holding the movement together. But it wasn't
forgotten and in 1973 it burst back into
consciousness when in January President Nixon
signed the Paris Peace Accords, ending direct
U.S. involvement in the war. This did not end the
war since the Viet Cong in the south continued to
fight. A huge demonstration against the war was
being planned in Bonn (I think). The various
left-wing political groups were more or less
working together to organize it. Some of them
wanted Rudi to come and speak. Some of them
voraciously opposed him. He had lots of enemies
on the left. It had been bad enough even before
he'd been shot. Now it was consolidated into
rather powerful blocks, some supported by the
GDR and their money, that wanted to keep Rudi
out of the picture and the sectarian groups
opposed Rudi as much as he opposed them.
Rudi himself had mixed feelings about
participating. He wanted to be connected to the
political activities, he wanted to have influence,
to try to push the sectarian groups into the
background and rebuild the anti-authoritarian,
non-sectarian but Marxist oriented movement.

But he was afraid of putting himself in an
exposed position - making a speech in front of a
mass demonstration with tens of thousands of
people. He was torn, but his old self wanted to
do it. He told Manfred to join the group of
organizers and be sure to let them know he was
going to speak at the demonstration. As he
prepared for it, he was very nervous, but
determined. He had a speech ready for maybe 10
minutes, but when he got on the stage, one of the
K group leaders wanted to stop him. In the end
Rudi got only three minutes which annoyed him
and intensified his wish to fight them.

The curious visit of Ingrid Schmitz-Harzbach.
This woman had been quite active in SDS in
Berlin. I knew who she was, but did not know her.

One day she appeared at our door. I have no idea
why. Maybe she thought she could win Rudi, I’m
quite sure she didn’t come to see me. Although
Rudi was indifferent, Hosea was not, as you can
see. Polly just enjoys her lollypop
Trip with Barry to Yugoslavia September 1973
I got a letter from one of my Wheaton
friends Barry Griffith, whom I’d visited in
California in 1968. She said she was making a
trip to Europe and asked if I’d be there and if she
could visit me. Of course, I was delighted. I don’t
remember if she came to Denmark or if we
decided to meet somewhere else, perhaps in
Berlin. In any case, we decided to travel together
from wherever it was. Barry wanted to go to
Yugoslavia and since I’d never been there, I was
enthused about the idea as well. We decided to go
by train. It was a long trip through Germany and
Italy. Then we reached the border. There was a
thorough check at the border and then we went
on. The atmosphere changed completely.
Different people in the train. They ate the food
they’d brought, then threw waste and leftovers
out the open windows. The view along the tracks
looked like a garbage can all the way.
Apparently, I did not take a camera on
this trip as I have no photos. And I remember
only flash points.
The first city we stayed at near the sea, a
tourist area
To get further we had to take a bus. The
bus was full and went fast, much faster than the
train had gone. We were soon flying along a
narrow road on the cliffs which fell off into the
sea. It was actually quite beautiful; however, the
bus went fast. It virtually flew around hairpin
curves and I thought we are not going to survive
this. He’s going to miss a curve and we’ll crash
down the cliff and land in the sea. I couldn’t look
out the window any more and ended up
crouching on the floor. What an utter relief when
we reached our goal, alive and unscathed.
About this time, while we were in
Yugoslavia, we heard the news. I don’t remember
any more how we heard it. Maybe saw a
headline, maybe in a German or English

newspaper. Allende in Chile was dead and the
army under Pinochet had taken over the country.
The socialist experiment was destroyed. I had a
horrible sinking feeling. Chile had been a hope,
our last hope after Czechoslovakia, that an
alternative to capitalism was possible. And the
special thing with Chile was that the Allende
government had been voted in fairly by the
majority of the population. It was possible. But
for the USA, every sign of a successful socialism
had to be eradicated. Of course, Pinochet, a
vicious fascist had support from the USA. It put a
pall over our fascinating trip to Yugoslavia,
which in itself was a kind of alternative to soviet
Communism and where there had been some
hope that an alternative could develop, although
Tito was clearly no democrat.
I thought of Gaston Salvatore, Rudi’s
good friend, who had gone to Chile to join the
MIR, was he still there? Another friend of Rudi’s
Klaus Meschkat had also gone to Chile. What
had happened to them?
Barry and I continued our trip and put the
dark thoughts aside. We reached Dubrovnik. This
ancient city was a complete astonishment. It was
absolutely beautiful. It had not been disturbed by
modern ugly buildings, much remained even
from Roman times; people lived in houses that
had been built by the Romans. I found it all
simply amazing. The narrow streets were made of
marble. There were hippies in this city who hung
out in public places, so it had a leisure
atmosphere. I thought this is the most beautiful
city I’ve ever seen. When war came to Dubrovnik
in 1991 and much was destroyed, I thought what
a tragedy. How stupid human beings are.
Trying to get a job ESG
Back at home I was uneasy. I didn't have
a job. The children were getting older. Rudi was
slowly but surely beginning to find his way
again, but with a lot of uncertainty and I'd guess
trepidation. He continued his seminars at Aarhus
University for a while. But it wasn't political
work and although the students were interested,
there weren't many in his class which he held in
German. It was difficult for the students, and the

discussions couldn't reach the level he might have
wished for because of the language barrier. It
was also just once a week. He hadn't finished his
doctor's thesis although he'd been working on it
after leaving England. That was hanging over his
head and he felt nervous about it, but driven as
well, to finish it.
But I felt aimless. I felt I'd failed
dreadfully when I stopped the theological
seminars at Aarhus University. Although there
was a women's movement in Denmark and I did
join it, I was more of an outsider, far more than
I'd been in Cambridge where I'd been in the midst
of it. I continued to work on the project I started
in Cambridge, a questionnaire to compare
women's attitudes about women's liberation in
several economic categories and countries. The
women there were interested in it and had
distributed and collected the questionnaires
which at this point just needed to be analyzed.
That was a task I set myself, but it wasn't a life
goal and probably wasn't going to lead to
anything more once it was finished. So, what
was I to do? Sometimes I felt quite depressed. It
wasn't a good period for me.
Rudi wanted to go back to Germany. But
he also didn't want to go back. He was torn. I
think that his conscious wish was to go back, but
his subconscious was filled with nasty little
monsters that reared up when he actually faced
the practical tasks needed to go back. I didn't
realize that in 1973 though. I was ready to go
back if there were a way.
And then a way seemed to materialize out
of the haze. I got a letter from the Evangelical
Student Congregation in Hannover telling me
there was a position as a student pastor there. I
was puzzled. How did they know about me?
What did they really want? Why did they even
think I'd be qualified? I wrote back without
revealing what I felt about it, in fact, I didn't
really know. I told them I only had a master's
degree in theology and had not taken the pastoral
exam which was required to work in a church as
a pastor. I told them I wasn't a member of the
German protestant church. Then I asked if this
job required those things.
I got a phone call then from the student

pastor. The existing student pastor at the time was
Hermann Bergengruen. He was leaving the post
as he would be a full pastor of a church and
wanted to find a replacement who would carry on
his ideals. He told me that the master's degree
was sufficient for this job and suggested I could
consider joining the church. If I was interested,
they would like to invite me to Hannover to meet
them, answer questions and see if we were on the
same wavelength with each other.
This is a real surprise, I said, “Yes, I
might be interested. I'd have to move to
Hannover, of course. I have to talk to Rudi and
see if he agreed. He'd probably have to come
too.”
“Certainly,” said Hermann. “Discuss it
with him. We would be very pleased if you could
come, see what it's like here, and we can talk, the
students can ask their questions and they can
decide if they want you when they get to know
you a little.”
“OK,” I said. “Then, I'll get back to you.”
“I'll call again,” he said.
As a first reaction, I was excited. It was a
challenge. It would be interesting; it had a future.
I would feel like I was doing something
meaningful. But my own doubts followed. Was
it any different than the seminars that had caused
me such panic attacks? Could I do it? What
about going back to Germany? Was I ready to?
I hadn't even fathomed yet what it might
mean for Rudi. I thought he probably wanted to
go back to Germany, he talked about it all the
time, he travelled there for political talks, he was
exploring the scenery, looking for people he
could do political work with, pick up the pieces
that were scattered after the demise of the SDS.
But I didn't know what he felt about actually
living there.
I told him about it, I said they wanted me
to go down there for an interview for the job. He
didn't oppose it. He didn't want me to be
depressed and he knew that I needed some
meaningful job, but did he want it to be this? to
base ourselves in Hannover? He didn't say
anything about that, and it was not clear to me
what his feeling was about it. I decided it
couldn't hurt and if it didn't work out, well,

nothing gained, nothing lost. I was both terrified
and excited. What if it really worked out? In any
case, I packed, Rudi was staying with the
children and I got on the train to make this trip to
a potential new future.
Hermann and a couple women from the
ESG met me at the railroad station. The women
brought me to their house where I stayed. The
meeting with the whole ESG would be the next
day. That evening I talked with the women.
They were enthusiastic, left oriented and
advocated an activist kind of Christianity, very
political. I liked them and we discussed on into
the night. They would be at the interview, so I
already knew two of the interviewers. They told
me not to worry. They wanted me to get the job.
Nonetheless, when I awoke the next
morning my stomach was already churning. I felt
like I'd be facing the inquisition that evening.
They'd judge me and find me lacking. I wasn't
good at this kind of thing. When the time for
interview came, I was shaking. The room was full
of people, most of them students. I was
presented with a chair to sit in. It was a plush
chair with a high back, sort of like a throne in the
room where everyone else sat on wood and
folding chairs. I could feel my brain going off on
its own path, where I had little control over it. I
knew I was going to have a panic attack. But the
chair I was sitting on was enfolding me, keeping
me from collapsing. Even if the room became
unstable. Most of the people there that evening,
were students from the ESG, but also a few
bureaucrats, pastors and other curious people.
They started asking questions, first just about
myself, then about my education, then my goals,
then what I expected from the job, then about
what I believed, what was my theology. I
answered them as best I could. The theoretical
questions were interesting and I gave long
explanations of what I thought and they listened
intently, the practical questions were more
difficult. I started feeling light headed. I was
afraid I'd blank out and then black out. My heart
started pounding. You can't have a panic attack, I
told myself. You can't get up and walk out. You
have to keep hearing what they are saying and
answer. It was insuperably difficult. And I

thought, if this is the way it's going to be, I can't
do this job. I leaned my head against the back of
the chair.
I think they were a little surprised when I
gave quite complex answers to the theology
questions. They probed further and we had a
discussion about theology, based on my
interpretation of the New Testament from my
Master’s Thesis. As time went on and I
struggled to keep control, I know that my
answers became shorter, less well thought out,
less compelling. But I kept on answering.
Maybe they didn't notice. Maybe they were
getting tired too. In any case after a couple hours
it was over. At the end I felt completely drained.
The chair had been holding me stable even
though my head was in its panic turmoil. But
when it was over and they said, let's go and have
something to eat, I didn't know if I could get up
without flopping into a pile on the floor like
Raggedy Ann. I sort of staggered and didn't fall.
It was OK.
It was social time. There was something
to eat and drink and they surrounded me, wanting
to talk. I would have liked to say, I'm dead tired,
I want to go, but I couldn't. The students as well
as Hermann said they had really liked the
interview. They'd never had an interview which
had turned into a discussion of theology before
and they were enthused. It was a whole new way
of looking at Christianity for them. We really
want you to come. I hope it will work out, they
said. I'm sure the ESG will vote yes. It's the
church authorities that are the problem. And they
have the ultimate decision-making power. We
will let you know. It will take a while.
When the girls finally brought me back to
their house, I was simply relieved and felt like
crashing into bed. But they wanted to talk some
more. So I did. At least the pressure in my head
was gone.
I went home to Aarhus the next day
without knowing more than that. I had to wait
until the ESG had their next meeting. But then I
got a phone call from them, telling me that the
ESG students had voted for me and wanted me to
have the job. We just have to clear it with the
church officials, they said. There's never been a

problem with that before.
So, I waited...and waited. No answer
came. “What do you think,” I asked Rudi.
“I don't know,” he said. “I hope it will
work out.”
After some days Hermann called and said
the church bureaucracy was creating problems.
They knew who I was. He didn't know if the
ESG who unanimously wanted me for the job
could get their way. We'd have to wait some
more. And so, I waited.
At that point I didn't have much hope.
There was a Berufsverbot (employment ban) for
anyone who the authorities considered too
radical. People had lost their jobs because of
their political views and I didn't have any
illusions.
Finally, I got a call from Hermann. He
said, everyone wanted you. It was unanimous.
But the church bureaucracy said we can't have a
student pastor with the name Dutschke. We
argued with them. He and the students had
fought it to the top, but had failed. What kind of
discrimination is that? We did everything we
could, but someone at the top simply said no.
There was no way we could move them. They
are reactionary idiots. He was very sorry. The
whole ESG was sorry and angry too.
A rasping Oh, came out of my mouth. I
thought I might begin to cry. I had had just a
little hope that I might be able to get a real job,
with a real income, and a real chance to do
something that was interesting and useful for
society. Rudi had also been encouraging through
the whole difficult process. Shattered. For me it
meant not only that I wouldn't get that job, but
that probably any job I'd try to get in Germany
would have the same invisible male at the top
putting his reactionary foot down and saying, no
Dutschke can work here. It was a kind of prison
sentence, locking me not in, but out. How could
I build up a life out of this mess?
Hermann wondered if I and the whole
family might like to come to visit Hannover
anyway sometime. He and Suse would like to
invite us.
I said, “thanks, maybe we'll come some
time.”

He said he'd explain more about what was
going on in the church. He wasn't surprised at
this outcome, but he'd hoped maybe they'd do the
right thing.
I suspect that Rudi was relieved. I didn't
know at that time that he wasn't psychologically
ready to move back to Germany. But I was back
at point zero. I now knew I had no options in the
German church at all. But what could I do?

could study there. So, I applied. Bang. As a
foreigner I wasn't allowed to take two different
courses of study in Germany and I'd already
gotten a degree in theology. I'd never gotten
German citizenship because there were rumors
that Americans could lose their American
citizenship and without it, I wouldn't be able to
go to America at all, like Rudi. There was also a
nutrition course in Holland and a number of them
in the USA. Going to Holland meant first,
learning a new language. Going to the USA
meant in essence leaving Rudi. I couldn't and
wouldn't do that. The path to get a degree would
have taken quite a few years, since I had no
background in science at all. All options were
closed. It was a depressing time for me. Nothing
seemed to be going well. It seemed like every
door was slamming in my face.
Hygiene Institute 1973 - Dr. Helms

Polly with her new umbrella on a rainy day on
the balcony at Vestervang
I began considering a completely different
education which would lead to a real job. I
researched careers to see what areas would be
offering jobs in the near future. One of the fields
was nutrition. It wasn't something I'd ever
thought about before. But why not? The next
step was to find where I could get an education in
nutrition. The first disenchantment was that there
was nothing in Aarhus, nothing in Denmark at all.
But there was an institute in Kiel, not that far
away. Once again, it seemed to make sense. I

I still had some connections to people
from the theology department in Aarhus although
I wasn't teaching any more. Prof. Aagaard
invited us to an afternoon of learning yoga at a
country retreat with other students and we went.
After the course I talked to him for a while,
mentioned my despair at the problem with ESG
in Germany and that I was thinking of starting a
new study, nutrition, but that there were no
nutrition schools in Denmark. He told me that
there was a nutrition institute at Aarhus
University. It didn't offer a course of study. It
was basically just a research institute that offered
nutrition courses to medical doctors which they
needed to get their degree. But I didn't have too
much hope. After all, I wasn't studying to be a
doctor. Nonetheless, I decided to go and have a
look and see what the options might be.
The Hygiene Institute consisted of one
professor and several assistants as well as several
researchers who dealt with questions in practical
agriculture. The professor's name was Peder
Helms. I made an appointment with him and
then with my usual agitated stomach I knocked
on his door on the appointed day. He sat at his
desk, a very thin man with a mustache, graying
hair and glasses. He looked at my name which

he'd written in his appointment book. “Gretchen
Dutschke,” he said. “Are you related to Rudi
Dutschke?”
“Yes,” I said. “He's my husband.”
Helms looked at me with a kind of
piercing, unfriendly glance. “What do you want
to do here?” His voice sounded scratchy, a little
nervous and definitely rejecting. He made it clear
that he didn't like rabble rousers and wouldn't
support a student rebellion at the university. He
didn't say much about politics, but he indicated
that he was conservative.
“I want to study nutrition,” I said.
“Well, we don't have a course in
nutrition,” he said.
“I know,” I said. “But Aagaard said, there
might be something.”
“Aagaard? the theologian?”
“Yes,” I said.
“Do you have a degree?” he asked.
“Yes, I have a master's in theology.”
“Oh?” The cold shoulder attitude that
he'd been projecting seemed to soften. “Why
don't you get a higher degree in theology?”
“I don't want to be a minister,” I said. “I
am not a member of the church.”
He studied me for a while. Then he said,
“there is a one-year nutrition course for home
economics teachers here. You could take that to
get a background in nutrition. I will think about
this, he said. If you want to take the nutrition
course, let me know.”
“OK,” I said. He was clearly finished, so
I said, thank you, and left the room.
I decided that the nutrition course, even
though it wouldn't lead to anything would at least
give me an idea what the field was about. I made
a new appointment with Helms and this time
when I walked into his office, he was almost
bubbly with enthusiasm. “I have an idea,” he
said. “You could get a double degree in theology
and hygiene. That would be possible. You could
write a thesis which combines the two areas. I'm
sure Aagaard would agree to be your theology
advisor. I can be your nutrition advisor. But start
with the nutrition course so you have that
background. What do you think?”
“How would you combine those two

fields?” I asked amazed at this burst of ideas.
“Food habits,” he said. “I think religions
have rules about food that guided people from
ancient times to eat healthy diets. You could
research that.”
I let the notion percolate through my
mind. It was not something I'd thought about
before, but I liked the idea. “OK,” I said. “I'll
take the course and begin pondering this.”
One day not so long after I'd met him, he
picked up a book he had on his desk. “My son
wrote this book,” he said. “You might like it.
He's a leftist, like you.” He handed me the book.
“You can have it,” he said.
“Well, thanks, I'll read it,” I said.
I spent the next year taking the nutrition
course which was intensive and covered both
basic biology and biochemistry as well as all
aspects of nutrition. I found it very interesting.
But as the time came for it to be over, I was
wondering how I could go on. Helms was also
making an effort to find a way. The idea of
researching how religion affected food habits and
healthy diets had developed into the doable
thesis, except that how was I going to do the
research. There wasn't much in Aarhus on that

This photo is some years later, but the only one I
have of Aagaard
subject. I think it was Aagaard again who came
up with the idea of asking the World Council of
Churches if they would support such research. I
sent them an application, explaining the goal and
how I wanted to do it. I would go to several
countries representing different religions and see
if I could find connections, both theoretical and

practical. I wanted to do food consumption
surveys in those countries.
The world council of churches accepted
my proposal and offered me money to travel to
several countries to do research. I couldn’t
believe that finally something was working out
for me. I was ecstatic.

Eating breakfast in our Vestervang apartment.

Hosea, Rudi and Polly
FAO Italy 1974
I had to figure out the best way to go
about deciding where to go, how to do the
research and how to make contacts. The most
logical thing it seemed would be to take the main
religions: Buddhism, Hinduism, Judaism,
Christianity and Islam and find typical diets for
each. But this was obviously impossible since
these religions covered huge areas of the earth
with different climates and food traditions. That
idea which came from Helms that religions
prescribe healthy diets wasn’t going to work. But
I was revising the hypothesis to say that
traditional diets that had developed over centuries

Polly liked drawing and cutting
were healthy diets and that religious
commandments about food in different ecological
niches promoted healthy diets. To get some ideas
about traditional diets and different ecological
niches I decided I should start by taking a trip to
FAO in Rome where I could collect information
from all over the world.
I had the money from the World Council
of Churches, but not massive amounts of money
and Rudi and I didn’t have much else. I was
discussing the whole project with Rudi all the
time. He was happy that I was finding something
I enjoyed doing. He understood that if I didn't
have goals outside of just taking care of him and
the children that I would explode inside and our
relationship would end. He believed in equality,
even if it was hard to practice. So, he supported
me in this endeavor.
I was going to Rome. He was staying
home and taking care of the children. It was a
welcome respite for me. I loved them, I loved
being with them, but I also needed to breathe
fresh air sometimes. Rudi had an idea how to
solve the other problem of where to stay when I
was in Rome. I could not have afforded a hotel.

But there was a left-wing newspaper published in
Rome called Il Manifesto which had a large
leftwing readership and was influential on the left
in Italy and had made a name for itself all over
Europe. There were contacts to Germany. Rudi
called them up, told them who he was and said he
needed a place for his wife to stay in Rome while
she did research there. I think they felt honored
that Rudi would directly call them, consider them
friends, and just be down to earth, because Rudi
was pretty much an icon everywhere in Europe in
those days. You don't expect a phone call from
icons, I guess. They said they'd find a solution.
One of the journalists at Il Manifesto said
his family had an extra bed. I think it involved
some manipulation, someone staying somewhere
else and giving me their bed, something like that.
No one was rich. But they wanted to help.
So that journalist picked me up at the train
station when I arrived in Rome. He was a little
dark man, seemed very serious, but friendly. He
told me I was going to stay at his brother's house.
They lived in one of the big apartment projects
that had been taken over by leftist activists. It
was really a massive place, reminding me
vaguely of the public housing places in Chicago.
There were lots of people all around, the
apartments were not big and certainly not
luxurious, but they had the basic necessities.
When we got there, I was introduced to the
brother whose name was Michel, Michel's
daughter of about age one or two named Lenina
after Lenin and Michel's mother. Lenina's mother
did not live there.
I didn't know Italian and they didn't know
German or English, not much anyway. But we
managed to communicate and I quickly got to
like them. Even the mother was an old
Communist although she also was religious and
she understood who Rudi Dutschke was. I'm not
sure any more how we all fit into that place. The
mother slept in a bed that pulled down from the
wall in the living room. Michel and Lenina and
sometimes Lenina's mother were in one room and
I in the other. At first, they were shy but
generous. I ate breakfast and supper with them
and during the day I went to FAO to work.
Michel was a student and he went to the

university. The grandmother stayed home with
Lenina. In the evening we were all together, me
mostly straining to grasp a few words out of their
jabbering, so I could guess what they might be
talking about.
After a couple days, Michel said he was
taking Lenina to the circus in the evening and
wanted to know if I'd like to come along. I said,
sure, that will be fun. Besides us there were a
couple other friends of Michel who came along.
It was a little circus with a grandstand set up out
in the open around a circle where the
performance took place. There was no tent, but
there were lots of people there and at first, I sat
next to Michel with a respectable distance
between us, but as it got more and more crowded,
I was pushed closer and closer to Michel. I didn't
think anything of it.
Michel was a skinny man with curly
brown hair, taller than his brother and with a
much lighter disposition, and when he smiled his
eyes twinkled a bit and his face lit up. But OK, I
didn't look at him. After all he had a partner and
a little daughter. But he was looking at me and
by the end of that evening I was aware of it. I
wondered, but I wasn't going to get involved in
someone's else’s relationship.
The next day Michel asked me if I wanted
to meet him for lunch at the university. It wasn't
that far from FAO and I was curious to see the
university and curious about Michel. He
described to me where we should meet, “dopo il
ponte.” The phrase stuck in my head. I had to
know what it meant - Michel and dopo il ponte.
I found the bridge and Michel was there.
We walked to the dining hall and I could see that
he was somehow thrilled to be with me. He
probably told some of his friends who I was. We
wandered through throngs of students to the
dining hall, got in line, got a massed produced
lunch which was like massed produced lunches at
universities always are. The room was full and
noisy and Michel sat beside me, closer than any
casual relationship would warrant. I thought, he
is flirting with me and I have to decide whether to
accept it or ward it off. I had to find out what the
situation was with Lenina's mother in any case.
She wasn't exactly absent, but she wasn't present

either.
The next day I saw the brother whose
name I have forgotten. He was the same, a little
distant, but friendly enough. I asked him if
Lenina's mother lived with Michel and if they
were together. He said they had problems with
each other and they didn't live together. I figured
that meant that I didn't have to harshly ignore his
flirting.
One evening everyone was away except
for Michel and me. This is going to be dangerous
I thought. And it was. Michel didn't know much
English and I knew even less Italian, so we talked
in a strange kind of way, communicating with
words and actions and he was getting closer and
closer to me. I didn't move away. I was letting
myself be seduced, or maybe I was seducing him.
In any case, it was very exciting. I didn't go to
Rome to have sex. But Rome is a magical place
and if the air is full of Eros, it isn't very easy to
turn away from it. I didn't. The place was
vibrating with a kind of underlying pleasure.
In the morning everyone was there at the
breakfast table, mother, Lenina, brother, Michel
and me. Nothing was different than on the other
days. Lenina's mother came later to take her out
and there was no disturbance in the current that
seemed to be carrying me along.
That evening there was a demonstration.
I don't remember what it was about. The war in
Vietnam was still going on, the Communist Party
in Italy was still being attacked by the Fascists,
Italy was still full of problems, so it could have
been any and all of those things. Michel and
Enza whom I'd met at the newspaper Il Manifesto
were going to the demonstration and asked me if
I wanted to come along. I said, yes.
We went to the center of Rome where
thousands and thousands of people had gathered,
some carrying signs, some just shouting slogans.
It was massive and impressive. It was rather dark
although there were streetlights and houses and
stores had lights that reflected on people's faces.
It was a boisterous crowd, happy it seemed to me
and so many. We walked slowly, very slowly
through the streets toward somewhere. But then
the procession stopped. At first no one thought
anything. Traffic was bad, the streets were

congested. But we didn't move and we didn't
move. People were starting to get a little
nervous, but I couldn't tell why. Enza wandered
away for a while and then came back and said,
“there are some fascists up in front.”
“Oh,” I said. I didn't know how ominous
that was. “What are they doing?”
“They are threatening us.”
I heard some bangs like fireworks.
“What's that?”
“They are shooting,” said Enza.
“Do you know that?”
“I think that's what that noise is. I think
we should leave,” she said.
Other people thought so too. There was
no panic. No one near us knew for sure if there
was really shooting. But people were moving
away, disappearing into the side streets. Enza
took me by the shoulder and pushed me in the
direction of one of those streets. “We'll go
home,” she said. “It's better.”
We got home without any incidents. But
the next morning at breakfast, they were reading
the paper and looking perturbed. “What is it?” I
asked.
“At the demonstration last night, the
Fascists shot some people. One demonstrator is
dead.”
Rudi’s Nervous Breakdown
If you think everything should have
started moving on an upward, happier trajectory,
what illusion, that's not how life is.
Rudi was determined to finish his doctor's
thesis. It had been a long time, over ten years
since he'd started reading the critical and leftist
Communists mostly annihilated by Stalin, but
who had inspired him. His theme had changed as
our situation changed and as Rudi's idea of what
was more important changed. In the end his
dismay at the proliferation of Leninist, Maoist
and Stalinist K sects in Berlin and Germany and
in other countries as well, led him to decide that
he had to deal with Lenin more than with Lukacs
or with the Comintern. He was drawn to
Wittfogel’s idea that the Marxist category, Asian
means of production, which wasn't really meant

as a geographic notion, but rather as a historic
period, was what had prevented Russia from
developing a viable and democratic socialist
society. Basically, it was a mistake that the socalled socialist revolution happened in Russia. It
should have been in a capitalist country after
capitalism had fulfilled its historic mission and
run its course, and that hasn't happened yet.
So, Rudi's thesis was called Put Lenin on
his Feet implying that Lenin was standing on his
head, upside-down. As 1974 dawned and we
were more or less adapting to our splitpersonality life in Denmark Rudi was nearing the
final touches for his thesis. He had to find a
doctor father and other testers who would accept
the thesis in Berlin and then do the necessary
preparations for publication of the thesis and take
the final exam. But this was terrifying for Rudi.
Maybe because it had been so long, he'd been
through so much, he was still unsure of whether
his brain was functioning adequately, and just the
fact of coming to the end of something that had
been a constant thread in his life since he left the
GDR in 1961. He didn't know what was to come
afterwards. But he did what he had to do. It
wasn't easy. Even at the Free University in Berlin
the professors seemed to be afraid to take on the
responsibility of dealing with Rudi. I'm not sure
exactly why.
Rudi had met Bernd during his trips to
Berlin and Bernd seemed helpful. He was also
just completing his doctor's thesis and knew the
procedure. He helped Rudi with the bureaucracy.
Rudi also showed Bernd what he had written.
When the two of them had begun working on
their theses, years ago, at about the same time,
they had different themes, both dealing with the
history of Communism, but Rudi was
concentrating on the Comintern, the international
aspect and Bernd on the German Prussian history.
It would not have been a problem. But their
themes had changed. Rudi was still dealing with
the international aspect, the Soviet Union, but not
with Lukacs. Bernd was no longer dealing with
Germany. After Rudi showed Bernd his thesis,
Bernd's thesis suddenly became even more
similar to Rudi's. So similar in fact, that there
could be a question of whether they were separate

themes. And Bernd was faster. He handed in his
thesis before Rudi did.
When Rudi realized all of this, that his
basic idea that he'd worked out for his thesis, had
been conscripted by Bernd and accepted as
Bernd's thesis, Rudi suddenly saw ten years of
work being sucked down the drain, and himself
left with nothing. I don't know how different
Bernd's thesis was, but somehow Rudi had gotten
a copy of Bernd's original thesis from which
about 1/3 of it had been torn out and in a later
version replaced with insights that Bernd had
gained from, as he said, discussions with Rudi.
The doctor father that Rudi had been hoping
would accept his thesis was also Bernd's doctor
father.
That is what set off the mayhem in Rudi's
mind. He already had massive brain injuries
which had healed and left behind extensive scars,
and that surely caused Rudi to be more
vulnerable than he may have been before the
injuries. Rudi would come back from a trip to
Berlin irritable and upset, and also a little
confused. At one point he took all our money out
of the bank, our life's savings, put it all in his
pocket and traveled by train from Berlin to
Aarhus. I could see that this was getting
dangerous. I tried to calm him down, tried to
convince him that all would go well in the end.
But I didn't know how bad it was. One
day Rudi had been back from Germany for a
couple of days. I was in the laundry room that
afternoon washing our clothes, Rudi was sitting
at his desk as usual. I came back to bring one
batch of finished laundry and to take a new batch
of dirty laundry. Rudi said, “there is someone
outside who is spying on us.”
“Where?” I asked.
He pointed to a young person who was
sitting on the grass, enjoying the sunshine and not
paying any attention to us. We lived in an
apartment building that bordered on a large park,
and it had a well-manicured lawn in the back
where people often came to sit on nice days.
“No,” I said, “he's not spying on us. He's
just sitting there, relaxing. Don't worry about it.
It's OK.” And then I went to the laundry room.
When I came back Rudi was virtually

jumping up and down, his face ashen gray, he
said, “we have to get out of here.”
“Why?” I was scared now also.
“Whatever happened?”
“He punched me and took my gun.”
“What?” I said in disbelief. I knew Rudi
had a pepper spray gun hidden somewhere for
emergencies though I had no idea how he'd
gotten the gun.
“I went out there,” Rudi said, “and told
him to go away.”
“But it's public land,” I said. “He has a
right to be there.”
“He was going to come after me,” Rudi
said.
“Oh God,” I muttered. “Where is he
now?”
“I don't know,” Rudi said. “We have to
go. Get the car.”
I went to get the car which was parked in
front of the apartment building and drove it up to
the door, so Rudi could run out of the house and
jump in. Once in the car, I said, “where should
we go?”
“Just go away,” Rudi said. “Far away.”
“Yeah,” I said, but realized I had to calm
down, my heart was pounding and I knew I was
reacting without thinking. “Let me think.” I
started to drive anyway, thinking that maybe if I
was driving, I could figure out what to do. Once
we were outside of the apartment complex and on
the street my brain began to work and I said, “we
have to go to the police.”
Rudi didn't argue, so I drove to the police
station which was maybe a kilometer away.
When we got there Rudi started babbling away in
German, saying someone was after him and
going to kill him. The police didn't understand a
word of it. So, when he stopped for a moment I
said in Danish, which Rudi couldn't understand,
that he was having a nervous breakdown and he
thought someone was trying to kill him, but it
was just a random person and he was not trying
to kill Rudi.
The police were perplexed, I could see
that. But they said, “where did you come from?”
I told them from Vestervang. Another policeman
came and said there was a phone call from near

Vestervang about someone who had been
attacked with a gun and they wanted the police to
find that person. I said, “yes, that's Rudi. He's
here.”
After a short discussion in which the
police first said, we'd run away from the scene of
a crime more or less, then decided, no, we'd come
to the police station, that wasn't running away,
they then said we had to go back and they would
also go with us.
At that time I was for once glad that Rudi
didn't know Danish, because he was so convinced
that the person was going to kill him, and kept
insisting on it and I knew that if he'd heard me
telling everyone that he was having a nervous
breakdown, he would argue with me. The young
man whom Rudi had approached with the gun,
had reacted as any rational person would, he tried
to get the gun away from Rudi, but he was as
terrified as we were, although he'd calmed down
by the time we got back, and he listened to me
when I explained about the nervous breakdown.
In the meantime, Mikhail Larsen had also
appeared and after I told him what was going on
he also talked to the police and the student. In
the end, the student said he would drop all
charges against Rudi and the police left. Rudi by
then seemed convinced that the student was not
going to hurt him, but I knew this wasn't over.
Something had happened to Rudi's mind and I
was scared.
I didn't know what to do. I didn't know of
any doctors I could trust to deal with this. I didn't
want Rudi to be taken to a psychological hospital,
but I didn't think I could deal with it myself.
We were expecting some visitors from
Hamburg, some men from a Maoist group that
wanted to discuss with Rudi. I thought that this
would not be a good idea under the
circumstances. So, I called Dieter, the organizer
of the group and told him that Rudi was having a
nervous breakdown and that he should not come
with his friends. He asked if I needed help and I
said, yes. So, he said he would come with just
one other person and that they would come not to
discuss, but to help me. I agreed to that.
Rudi was so frightened that he wanted to
lock me and the kids in one of our rooms to keep

us from being kidnapped or who knows what. I
told him that was not a good idea and no one
would come, so he accepted it, but it was all
making me nervous. I felt a little relieved when
the Maoists arrived because at least I wouldn’t
have to deal with it alone. Rudi knew them and
at first it went OK. They started to discuss
politics a bit. Then Rudi suggested we take a
walk with the children to the Deer Park.
Everyone was happy to do this. It was several
kilometers from our house, so we had to drive
there. The Deer Park was surrounded by a high
fence with barbed wire on the top so the deer
couldn’t get out. There was a double door for
visitors to go in and out. It was near the sea on a
cliff, hilly and forested, a pretty place where we
had always enjoyed taking walks. I was
concentrating on making sure the kids didn’t
disappear or get too close to the deer and Rudi
was talking to Dieter. Suddenly Dieter came
running up to me, his face ashen and twisted in
despair. “Rudi ran away,” he said.
“Where?”
“I don’t know. All of sudden he just
started to run, like he was scared out of his wits.
He ran toward the fence and jumped over it.”
“He jumped over it?” I said in
amazement. It’s 15 feet high and there’s barbed
wire on top.
“I don’t know how he did it. I’m sure
he’s injured.”
“We have to find him,” I said. But I
didn’t want the children to panic, so I called and
said we have to go, without yelling. There was
no sign of Rudi anywhere when we got out. He
wasn’t at the car and as we drove down the road
looking for him, there was nothing to be seen.
“We have to call the police,” I said. “I don’t
know what he might do. But where is a
telephone out in the woods?” There were no
mobile phones in those days. We went past a
building that looked like it might be a restaurant
and a theatre. “Let’s try in there. You stay with
the kids,” I told Dieter “and I’ll see what I can
find.” The place was deserted, but the door was
open. I walked into a huge room which must
have been a dance hall. It was pitch black except
blue strobe lights that were flashing. This is

surreal, I thought. All I want is a telephone. I
walked through this place, the dance floor, tables
and chairs appearing and disappearing in the
flashing lights like pale blue ghosts. I finally
found an exit that went into a kind of garderobe.
There was a phone there. I called the police and
tried to explain what had happened, feeling like it
sounded so bizarre that they wouldn’t understand
or believe me, but when I finished, the policeman
said, “your husband is here.”
“He is? Where is that?”
The policeman told me the address and
we drove there.
Rudi seemed to have calmed down. He
wasn’t surprised to see us, but I could see that he
had ripped his trousers on the barbed wire and
had some scratches that were bleeding, though on
the whole he looked like he had survived
climbing over that fence amazingly well. I have
no idea what Rudi told the police. They probably
didn’t understand much of it anyway. But I had
to explain again.
“Well, what do you want to do?” the
policeman asked. “Should he be taken to the
hospital?”
I didn’t like that idea, but I was also at a
loss to think of how I could deal with it at home.
I asked Dieter what he thought. He said, “under
no circumstances to the hospital. We will figure
out what to do.”
“OK.” I said to the policeman. “He will
not go to the hospital. We will take him home.”
Dieter couldn’t stay any longer and he
was finding the whole situation a little weird,
even though he understood that this was an
illness. “Who do you know that Rudi trusts?” he
asked. Manfred came to mind. Manfred whom
Rudi had met in England and who now was
living in Berlin, checking out the political
scenery and talking with Rudi on the phone
almost every day about it. I also thought of
Thomas who had spent half a year with Rudi
helping to relearn everything that had been
destroyed in his brain. I called both of them.
Manfred agreed to drive up to Aarhus to pick
Rudi up and bring him to Berlin. Thomas agreed
to talk to Rudi and see what he could do to help.
Manfred arrived the following day which

brought some relief both to me and to Rudi. It
was decided that I should go with Manfred and
Rudi to Berlin because Rudi felt most at ease
with me and we were not sure if Rudi might
suddenly get panicked and try to jump out of the
car while it was moving. Manfred also had
someone else along so we could have Rudi in the
middle of the seat and we could block both doors.
Our neighbor Ilse agreed to have the children stay
at her place and when we got everyone packed
and settled, we drove off.
It was evening when we got to Berlin, so
we stayed at Manfred's house. Thomas was to
come early in the morning. Rudi had talked to
him on the phone and agreed with Thomas that
the best thing would be for Rudi to confront
Bernd. Thomas agreed to arrange a meeting.
That morning before Thomas arrived, I
saw Rudi go in the kitchen and I followed him to
see what he was going to do, though he didn't
notice that I was watching. He opened a drawer
and found a large knife which he took and hid
under his sweater. I didn't say anything to him,
but when Thomas came, after warm greetings I
looked for a chance when Rudi wasn't there to
tell him about the knife.
"Oh, Thomas said, "I'll discuss it with him
and get him to leave it here. It's good you told
me." Thomas had a confidence inspiring air
about him and seemed imbued with wisdom. He
convinced Rudi that he could protect him and that
Bernd would not harm him, so he didn't need the
knife. Rudi then agreed to leave the knife
behind. The idea that the first task was to
confront Bernd, talk to him and be reassured was
an amazing insight. What might another doctor
have done? Prescribed pills maybe? Or some
kind of psychoanalysis? But Thomas knew what
the source of the problem was and decided to
deal with it head on.
Thomas and Rudi went alone to this
meeting, so I don't know exactly what happened.
But Rudi talked for several hours with Bernd and
Thomas mediated. Of course, it didn't solve the
problem of Rudi's thesis being partially
expropriated, but it quelled some of Rudi's fear
that Bernd was somehow going to harm him. It
also quieted the more general fears that every

stranger, who somehow looked askance at Rudi,
or in a way Rudi thought was askance, was an
agent perhaps sent by Bernd to kill him. This
therapeutic meeting worked.
I wouldn't say that Rudi overcame all his
feelings of paranoia. He didn't. But after this
meeting he was able to cope with it. The erratic
and terrifying behavior ceased and he was able to
calm down. Yet the fear wasn't gone. And for a
while it was making him only semi-functional. I
don't think other people noticed it or knew how to
interpret his peculiar behavior, but it was
apparent to me. One day I said to him, "you
scare people when you behave as if someone
were going to kill you and your paranoia is going
to make it impossible for you to do political work
again. What you want most for your life is to go
back into politics and participate in the
movement again. But the only way you can do
that is to suppress your fear because it is
hindering you from doing what you want to do
most. Maybe it is not good to suppress irrational
fears, I don't know. I don't know what a good
psychologist would say about that. But I know
very clearly that if you want to do politics, you
have to suppress it."
Rudi listened. He wasn't sure if I was
right, but he understood my point. "But it is
real," he said. "I don't think it's irrational."
"I know it seems real to you. But it isn't.
And even if there is some reality to it, it is
making it impossible for you to do politics. So,
you have to tell yourself it isn't real and then just
not think about it. It is either doing politics or
allowing yourself to be paranoiac."
When one of these attacks of fear came on
and they did continue to appear in waves, Rudi
didn't say anything most of the time, but he acted
in a peculiar way, moved in a peculiar way, so
that I knew at once that he was struggling to
suppress it, and usually I could tell what or who
was causing the fear. Sometimes Rudi would
start talking about a stranger walking by or
interacting with us for one reason or another and
I would say, no that person is not going to hurt
you. He is just doing what any normal person
would do under these circumstances. Rudi came
to rely on me to tell him that it was safe and he

believed me. He could then suppress his fear.
Perhaps it sucked up more energy than I could
have guessed, his constant struggle to control his
fears and to behave sanely. He seemed to be
making so much progress, conquering so much,
doing the politics he so intently desired to do.
But it was taking its toll.
Rudi gets his doctor's degree 1974
I think the professors who knew Rudi and
knew about his thesis work were finally nudged
into dealing with it when they heard about Rudi's
nervous breakdown. There was something about
it in the press, so they knew the situation was
serious and they had to do something if they
cared at all. Why they had been so slow, so
digressive I don't know. Maybe it was normal
and Rudi was just impatient, or maybe there were
pressures from somewhere that we didn't know
about. Certainly, since the thesis was a critique
of Lenin, the Soviet Union and the Communist
Party, sympathizers in West Germany did not like
it and perhaps the professor didn't want a dispute
with them. In any case, after this, things began to
move faster. Two professors were willing to do
the necessary evaluation of the thesis and the oral
exam. Rudi also found a publisher, Wagenbach,
who wanted to publish the thesis. Wagenbach
publishing company was owned by Claus
Wagenbach who was left wing, but not a GDR
sympathizer. He had published other
independent leftist writers and Rudi knew him
from previous contacts.
Rudi was scared when he went to Berlin
for the oral exam, the final step, but it took its
course without further mishaps. That summer he
became Doctor Rudi Dutschke. I think he hoped
his mother in heaven could somehow know it.
He'd probably felt he'd let her down, the hopes
she'd hedged from that August day in 1961 when
she'd said good-bye to him in Luckenwalde,
sending him off to West Berlin, so he could go to
the university, her anticipation that someone in
their peasant family finally would be Herr
Doktor, a drastic step upward in social standing.
I suspect that Rudi was a little proud too. He'd
done it. He was the only one in the family, and

remains so to this day. The next person will soon
be grandson Alexander who will be a medical
doctor. Off and on, I'd thought of trying, but then
I'd think, is that the thing I want to do most with
my time? For a while I thought maybe it was.
Now that it was done, Rudi had to face
the next step. There was no political movement
that could support him. I wasn't earning any
money at that time. The support we'd gotten so
Rudi could finish his studies ended. We needed a
source of income, Rudi felt it was his
responsibility, certainly after the failure of my
attempt in Hannover. But what could he do? His
thesis, now a book, did not sell very well. It was
almost impossible for anyone to understand. I
tried to read it and gave up. He wanted to start
on another project and finally came up with one
comparing certain economic structures in East
and West Germany. He applied to several places
to see if he could get a grant to do this and was
eventually accepted by the Deutsche
Forschungsgemeinschaft. The pay was not a lot,
but we lived quite frugally. It paid the rent and
food and other necessities.
Israel 1975
The most self-affirming part of my life in
those days was working on the food project,
which Helms had dreamed up, Food and
Religion. I had already collected a lot of
information from the FAO in Rome, mostly food
surveys from different countries and historical
documents. I wanted to include an example of
various religions, as well as some historical or
pre-historical religions for which there was
information about their beliefs and food habits.
Going to Israel would allow me to collect data on
the diets of people from three religions,
Christianity, Judaism and Islam. I didn't know if
people of the different religions would have
different diets, but I wanted to see.
I was excited about the idea of going to a
country that had threads going back to my
childhood, to walk where Jesus walked, to see
how the prophecies my grandmother had talked
about so much were being fulfilled. My
sympathies were with the Israelis, the people

who'd escaped a death camp Europe and built a
new country, children of the Biblical stories,
Jerusalem. Israel is part of the Christian myth,
the American myth and even our family myth,
though in a different way than it is part of the
Jewish myth.
Rudi stayed in Aarhus with the children. I
flew to Tel Aviv. To acclimate myself to a new
and confusing place I first went to a kibbutz
where I could also begin my research. My friend
Debbie whom I had met in Dublin in those two
months when we'd lived at Conor Cruise
O’Brien’s house was now living in Israel. Her
Irish husband with whom Rudi had had some
good political discussions had been killed in a
freak accident in which a car had run into him
while he was walking down the street in Dublin.
They had a small child who now also lived in the
kibbutz.

Maoz Chaim had a swimming pool. Debbie on
the right with white hat and me next to her.
I was glad to see Debbie again, glad that
she'd found a way to make sense of her life after
the shock. I was also curious to see how a
kibbutz functioned. This was an agricultural
kibbutz near the border to Jordan and the sea of

Dining hall in Maoz Chaim
Galilee. It had been founded by Germans who

had fled the Nazis, non-religious Jews who had
accepted some Arabs into the Kibbutz and had
good relations with the Arabs who lived there.
The older members of the kibbutz who
had lived in Germany could of course speak
German and they kept up with the news of what
was happening in Germany. I quickly discovered
that they sympathized with the anti-authoritarian
and left movement in Germany and they knew
who Rudi Dutschke was and what had happened
to him. They were thus immediately sympathetic
to me and I was quickly integrated into the life of
the Kibbutz.

Me at the Kibbutz Maoz Chaim
For my project I wanted to collect data on
the diets of the Kibbutzniks. The easiest way to
do that was to get lists of what food they bought
and what they consumed of their own production.
The food was actually served in a dining hall
where everyone came at mealtimes and could
serve themselves cafeteria style from a number of
different choices. That meant that everyone's diet
was not the same, but the lists would give a close
enough approximation of the average diet which
is what food surveys do. Because of my German
connection especially with a woman named

Elisabeth who had been a socialist, perhaps even
a communist in Germany before the Hitler era
and my friendship with Debbie I got lots of
friendly support from the kitchen people who
supplied me with lists of all the food they
procured for the dining hall. Elizabeth told me
that because they were not religious, they would
occasionally eat pork, however this did not
appear on my food list.
The children in this kibbutz still lived in a
children's house, separate from their parents.
Many kibbutzim at that time were beginning to
move away from social and socialist ideals and
were closing down children's houses to live in
family units. The idealism of the early period
was disappearing. Children who grew up in
kibbutzim were leaving to go to the cities to
make money. Sharing was turning gradually into
a thing of the past.
Visitors to the kibbutz could stay there for
free and eat in the dining hall, but we had to work
just like everyone else. Tasks were distributed, I
think it was on a weekly basis. The first week I
worked in the kitchen which was considered one
of the least desirable jobs, cleaning up and
washing dishes. This is what most of the visitors
did. But the second week I got a better job. I
was sent out to the fields to work on the potato
harvest. Debbie's boyfriend at that time was
Zeev and he got me onto his potato harvester
machine. He was a nice man, blond haired, sun

Jordan River near Kibbutz Maoz Chaim
tanned from work in the fields, happy and
positive. I could see why Debbie liked him and
why he was bringing her back into life. The

potato machine had seats along both sides. In the
middle a shovel of some sort dug up the potatoes
and transferred them onto a conveyer belt which
rolled past us, sitting on the seats. We were
supposed to remove the rotten, badly cut and
smashed potatoes. The good ones were collected
at the end of the machine.

Zeev who was Debbie’s boyfriend, a very nice
guy.
It was late summer and still very hot
during the day. But in the evening, it would cool
down to a comfortable temperature. For the
potato harvest we had to get up and be at work by
5 AM. At that time the sun had just come up, the
air was fresh and still cool. The fields, still goldtinged from the sideward rays of the orange sun,
were filled with birds chattering away making a
huge commotion. I had never heard so many
birds clamoring in a kind of harmony all at once.
It was beautiful. We worked until noon. By that
time, it had gotten hot. Very hot. We all piled
into the air-conditioned dining hall, starving by
then, and ate our fill. Then we could go home
and sleep or relax until the first cooler breezes of
late afternoon began to blow. Evenings were for
socializing. It was a nice life, not defined by

consume or greed and I was feeling very positive
about it. I stayed there for three weeks.
One day Zeev said, “Would you like to
see the Jordan River?”
“Oh yes,” I said. It was nearby and Zeev
said it would be a nice little walk, so I grabbed
my camera and we set off. We had to walk
through a wheat field which you can see in this
photo. There was no path, but Zeev was leading
the way. Suddenly he put his arms up in the air
and I wondered why he was doing that, but
thought we better do that too. Then I saw about
three soldiers with machine guns aimed at us
appearing out of the wheat field. Oh boy, I
thought. Zeev began talking to them very quickly,
all the while all of us holding our arms up in the
air. “We can’t go any further,” Zeev said then.
“We have to go back.” But at least I saw the
Jorden River, Jordan on the other side and
understood that it was well guarded.
I thought I should also go to a religious
kibbutz to see if religion played any role in the
diets of the people living in the kibbutz.
Elizabeth knew some people at one not too far
away and she helped me arrange a stay there.
This kibbutz was not so open to visitors because
it was strict religious and followed all the dietary
commands, no pork, separation of meat and milk,
and the other food prohibitions. I had to agree to
follow these rules as well while I was there.
There were two kitchens each with its separate
set of cooking utensils and dishes. People also

The kitchen in the orthodox Kibbutz
ate together in a dining hall there, but I think the
process of breaking down the more social forms

of living had progressed further. However, the
people in charge of the food procurement were
helpful here too and I got the lists of what food
they bought or produced themselves for the
dining hall, so I could compare the two different
kinds of kibbutzim. My memory of the results of
that comparison are very vague. Probably
because there wasn't a terribly large difference.
The basic diet was Mediterranean with European
influences. The people in this kibbutz had also
had a mostly European background.

The dining hall in the orthodox Kibbutz
After being sheltered there and living in a
very kosher and orthodox style for a week, I had
to venture out into the harsh real-life world of the
city. I went to Jerusalem. I wanted to see how
city people's diets differed from the Kibbutz and I
was also hoping to find Arabs, both Christian and
Muslim to ask about their diets.

The wall around Jerusalem from the outside:
view from the hostel where I stayed.
Arriving in Jerusalem is not like arriving
in Tel Aviv. The ancient city stands on some
semi-barren hills exuding mystery and I guess
you'd call it the spirit of thousands of years of

holy history. I could not help thinking the
thoughts that someone brought up in
fundamentalist Christianity, as I was, must think.
I am walking where Jesus once walked, on these
very stones, these worn stones. Of course, when
Jesus was there the city was not filled with a
gaggle of soldiers on every corner and one in
every doorway holding machine guns,
overshadowing holiness, murder. Or maybe it
was like that, though without the machine guns,
seeing that even then, Jesus too was murdered at
the wishes of the state, just like today,
government-controlled murder. What a bitter
place. But I didn't want to think of it that way.
Instead I allowed myself to be swept into the
vortex of thousands of years of salvation history.
The first thing I had to do was find a lowpriced place to stay, a hostel from where I could
pursue my research and see the city. I found a
fairly small hostel just outside the ancient city
walls on the border between the Arab and Jewish
sections.
I had some addresses, contacts that I'd
gotten from the Kibbutzim, and so I found them,
asked them about their diets, and found more
people through them, both Jewish and Arab, most
of the Arabs being Christian. Some of the people
didn't speak English, but I had one slight aide. I'd
learned Hebrew, to be sure ancient Hebrew, when
I'd studied theology, so I could read signs, I could
read labels on food and I learned the names of the
most common foods that almost everyone ate.
So, I went to people's homes, asked them what
they ate, often people just showed me.

Soldiers in Jerusalem resting against the wall.
I also went to the tourist places, the Aqsa
mosque of course, the wailing wall, I went to

Bethlehem to see the supposed birthplace of
Jesus, and to Golgotha. I walked through the
markets in the old city past donkeys laden with
produce, men dressed in white robes and women
wearing long black embroidered dresses. It could
have been like this 1000 years ago I suppose.
The streets were too narrow for cars.
I had met an American Jewish girl
probably in the hostel. She wanted to go to the
wailing wall to worship and asked if I wanted to
come along. I said of course. She wrote a prayer
and stuck it in a crack, then she said, do you
know Hebrew?” I said, “yes, a little.” She pulled
out her prayer book and said, “let's read together.
You read a verse and I'll read a verse.” I didn't
remember a terribly lot, but cadence, the sound of
the words was familiar and I had no trouble
reading it. Her Hebrew was about as good or not
even as good as mine and she understood about
as much. But we had a great time reading and
making ourselves sound both holy and important.
On another day, I was walking outside the
temple complex to see some of the archeological
digs and I heard someone call my name. It wasn't
the girl from the hostel, it was a man. So I was a
little surprised and looked in the direction of the
voice. A man about my age was waving and
coming toward me. “Are you Gretchen?" he
asked.
“Yes,” I said. I didn't really recognize
him.
“I knew you at Wheaton,” he said,
probably noticing the puzzlement on my face.
He told me his name and it was familiar. He had
been in my class year, though I don't think we'd
had any classes together.
But for the first time I began to notice
something that had not been apparent in the
Kibbutzim, the thread of fear and hatred that
seemed to be poisoning the air. It wasn't just the
soldiers checking your bags when you went in
anywhere, it was the conversations that I
overheard on the street, comments, sometimes
loud comments if the people were Jewish, saying
things like Arabs are animals, they ought to be
slaughtered, Arabs aren't human, get them out of
this country. I couldn't believe my ears. How
could the people talk this way? It began sinking

in, slowly, that there were some people who had
suffered so bitterly at the hands of the Nazis as
well as others who hadn’t suffered, but identified
with those who had, now that they had the power
to do so, were turning around and doing the same
thing to someone else, to people who couldn't
defend themselves, people who had no recourse,
no way to get any kind of justice, powerless
except for surreptitious acts of destruction,
bombs in garbage cans for example.

The Wailing Wall in Jerusalem
One day I was on the way home from a
diet interview, I’d passed through the main street
Ben Yehuda and was near the gate. I heard a
noise, but there was lots of noise, all the time. It
sounded I suppose like a loud fire cracker. Soon
after that I heard sirens, though not so nearby. I
got back to the hostel and thought nothing more
of it. I put my stuff away and went to the front
where the owner of the hostel, a man, named
Joseph who said he was half Arab and half
Jewish, but who knows, sat with his cousin
relaxing drinking a small glass of ouzo.
“Hi,” I said to him
“Hi,” he said with his usual cheery grin,
which however quickly turned serious.
“Something happened in town.”
. “What?”
“A bomb. People were killed.”
I shuddered. That’s what that noise was.
“It happens sometimes,” he said.
While we sat there, two other women who
were staying at the hostel arrived. One of them
was from Sweden, the other from Thailand. By
then some kids and teenagers from the

neighboring Jewish section had gathered at the
corner. Across the street from us was a large
Arab market which stretched along the wall all
the way to the gate. People were scurrying along,
doing their before-supper tasks, women buying
vegetables, men selling things, shouting, all
normal, but the hostel owner said, “they are
worried.”
“Why?”
“Look at the boys standing there,” he
nodded toward the growing cluster of young men
at the corner. Everyone wants to get home as fast
as possible.
“What will the boys do?”
“Hopefully nothing,” he said.
The stall owners in the market began
packing up. “It’s too early to close,” said Joseph,
“but they want to go.” One by one the stalls
closed down and the people left. In the meantime,
the group at the corner had become threateningly
large. Many of the men and boys standing there
were ultra-orthodox, wearing black clothes and
black hats.

The destruction of the Arab market and rocks
laying about which were thrown by the orthodox
Jews who attacked the market and then us
“I don’t think they’ll do anything,” said
Joseph, apparently trying to calm himself down,
to convince himself.
He and his cousin, the two other hostel
tourists and I stood in front of the hostel and
watched. It was clearly a tense situation. I
couldn’t imagine what they might do, but I didn’t
think it would affect us. The boys began
throwing stones toward the market, but they
didn’t cross the street which was the ethnic
dividing line in the city. Most of the rocks landed

in the streets, some in the market. Time was
passing like in a slow-motion film while the
movements of the people seemed to be in fast
motion, and we stood there as if we were
watching a film, mesmerized. Many of the shops
had closed down, but some were still open,
people were still trying to get groceries before it
was too late, perhaps for their supper that
evening. But they were moving ever faster, even
running to finish before whatever was going to
happen would happen. The rocks came faster
and more of them. Instead of boys, it was men
throwing them and their rocks went further.
Some of them came close to us. But why would
they attack us? A Scandinavian girl with white
blond hair, an Asian girl and an American. We
were obviously not Arabs.
Suddenly like a rush of wind as a storm
rolls in, the huge crowd of men and boys
exploded out of their invisible cage, across the
road and into the market. Within seconds the
stalls began to burn. One by one all the stalls
were set on fire until the whole market was a
huge bonfire. We gasped; we couldn’t believe
our eyes.
“Get inside,” said our hostel owner.
“Hurry.” He slammed the iron door shut and
bolted it with an iron bar, then he closed
everything that could close so that we were
locked into a stone fortress. The windows all had
iron bars but they were glass and we could see
the swarms of black clad monsters buzzing
toward our building. Within minutes we heard
the rocks smashing against the windows, glass
clinking, spattering against the floor. Rocks
coming into the rooms. The owner led us all into
the only space that was closed in, that had no
windows where rocks and flying glass splitters
could not reach us. We sat there huddled on the
floor, terrified, terrified that they’d be able to
break through the barred windows, or throw
bombs into the rooms. We heard a sound like
guns shooting. We did not look out.
Sitting there, not knowing if we’d survive
this, feeling that they’d kill us if they managed to
get in, that they were crazed, insane, not knowing
what they were doing, we were all scared out of
our wits. But there was something about this

fear, it was real, we were in real danger. It was
something other than the fear that had engulfed
me in all the years I’d had the panic attacks,
fearing I’d die, but knowing nonetheless that the
danger wasn’t real and that I wasn’t going to die
then. My heart was pounding, blood rushing
through my veins, like in the panic attacks, but it
was real. After that experience I never had a
panic attack.
I think we sat there for about two hours
under permanent bombardment from rocks and
who knows what else. Then we heard shouting,
then pounding on the door. The owner looked
out and said, “it’s the army. They will put an end
to this.” He got up and went to the door to let the
soldiers in. We wanted to believe they were
going to save us. They poured in, looked at the
destruction all around us and told the owner he
would be restituted for the destruction, then they
said we should come out. There are army trucks
right outside and they would get us into them and
bring us to a safe place. Rocks were still flying
outside, but the soldiers made a kind of corridor
from the door to the nearby trucks to protect us
from flying rocks so we could get out safely.
Then they drove us away. It was a relief to be
away. But we’d left everything behind, all our
luggage. We didn’t know where they were taking
us. It was for a short period almost like being a
refugee fleeing with nothing to nowhere.
Finally, they found a place for us. It was
a Lutheran mission house in the old city. The
people there were sort of like nuns, and though
they didn’t seem wildly happy to have us, they
didn’t really have room for us, nonetheless, they
took us in, gave us some food and found places
where we could sleep for the night. We couldn't
go back to Joseph's place because it was badly
damaged, but we did have to go to get our
luggage which had survived unscathed. I was
able to stay at the Lutheran place for the next
couple of days which were the last of my trip.
Masada was not so far away and I took a
vacation from food surveys to spend a day at
Masada to see the place where the struggle
against the Roman colonizers met a drastic end.
Since I’d described the Masada massacre in my
Master’s thesis, I wanted to see it.

I wanted to see Masada as I’d written about it in
my Master’s thesis. I wasn’t far away. Here I am
at Masada.

Palestinian women in Jerusalem In the old city
In the old city things seemed not to have changed
much in the last 2000 years
I thought Rudi might have read about the bomb
in Jerusalem and wondered if I was OK. I also
needed someone to talk to about the horror

This man sold water to passers-by. He had one cup
which he cleaned each time with a rather unsavory
cloth

This is also in Jerusalem

experience I'd gone through. So, I called Rudi.
He was relieved to hear my voice, in fact,
he seemed a little hysterical. I didn't understand
it at first, after all it wasn't like thousands of
people had died. But somehow, he got the idea
that I'd been blown up by the bomb and had even
told the kids that mama might not be coming
back. But before I realized how confused his
notions were, I'd begun talking about what it was
like being bombed for hours on end and not
knowing if we'd survive. This didn't seem to be a
surprise for him, although he'd thought it was the
bomb that was the source of everything. I then
told him I'd heard the bomb explode, but hadn't
been that close to it. It was the Jewish men who
had attacked us. I'll be home soon, I told him.
Tell the kids, I'm OK and I'll see them in a few
days.

Polly wearing the dress I got in Israel and riding
her bike which she could do at age 3 even though
they didn’t have learning bikes in those days.
Visiting the GDR
The trip from Denmark was about 800
kilometers and it was a long way for me to drive,
but I’d always had to do it alone, as Rudi
couldn’t drive, so I was kind of used to it. I
remember only a few specific events on these
trips. Once while Rudi was still alive we were
taking the train and at the border the train stopped
as the guards came to check passports, I
remember I had bend down to get my passport
out of my suitcase, and when I first looked up, I

Polly showing her missing teeth
saw the other passengers staring at me with a
kind of horrified look, I then looked at the guard
who had a machine gun pointed at me. Another
time, they had not allowed us through at all. We
had been forced to leave the train with the
children and watched it disappear without us,
wondering how we’d ever get home. But with the
car it wasn’t necessarily better. Once when I had
a dizzy spell while driving in the GDR, I couldn’t
go further. Within a short period, the police had
found us parked in a parking lot and said we
couldn’t stay there. I said I couldn’t drive, and
they ended up stopping a truck and forcing a
second person who was in the truck to drive my
car. Then there was the time, they told me I had
to remove the seats from the car. I stared at them
in disbelief. How in the world could I do that?
They said, I couldn’t go on unless I did it. It was
a terrible struggle; it is not easy to remove seats
out of a car.
Like every year once it was possible, we
made a trip to the GDR to visit Rudi’s family.
This time we all met in Berlin. I had been going
over the border at Checkpoint Charlie which was
especially for Americans, but now I was able to
go over the Friedrichstrasse border along with the
whole family.

This time Rudi and I went back to West
Berlin, but Hosea and Polly went with the rest of
the family to stay in Luckenwalde for a week
which they enjoyed, finally getting to know
aunts, uncles and cousins and life in the DDR.

Rudi and his father Alfred, in the background the
Friedrichstr. S bahn station

I constructed this puppet theater for the kids.
Here Hosea and Christian have created a skit.
They also had puppets and sometimes did skits
with them.

Heidi, Eva, Rudi and Alfred Friedrichstr. in East
Berlin

Heide, Eva, Rudi, Polly, Alfred, Hosea, Helmut
Friedrichsstr. Before the kids headed off to
Luckenwalde

Rudi and Hosea concentrating on the game

Polly playing the role of the sun in her
kindergarten in Aarhus
Polly

Mexico and Move to Heibergsgade 1976
Pursuing my food project was generating
unexpected adventures, some fun, exciting or
terrifying, but all in all a good period of my life.
It had taken me to Rome and to Israel. Next, I
decided to go to Mexico. Mexico's traditional
basic dietary food staple is maize. I wanted to
include cultures with different staple foods in my
study. Israel's prehistory had been nomadic and
so the people had eaten domesticated herd
animals, mainly sheep, but they'd become a bread
and fish-eating society when they settled down
(as in the Bible story of the 5 loaves and 3
fishes). Mexico was very different, its most
prominent cultures had developed not in a semi-

arid subtropical place like Israel, but in a more
tropical climate and with a long sedentary
tradition. However, the religion had developed in
pre-Columbian times and information about it
was relatively sparse, because the Spaniards had
tried so hard to eradicate it. But I thought
perhaps I could find enough information if I went
there. I would however, need to be able to read
Spanish which wasn't something I was adept at.
Another reason to go to Mexico was that it was
near the USA and I could visit my family on the
way. It all seemed like a good idea. But I did
need some preparation.
One of my Aarhus friends Laila was from
Chile. She had been an Allende sympathizer and
had to flee after Allende was murdered. I asked
her if she would give me Spanish lessons and she
agreed, so I began immediately trying to learn
vocabulary so I could read and to try out Spanish
dialogues with her to hear the spoken language,
so I could manage elementarily when we got to
Mexico.
I had a cousin, Buddy, who I knew had
spent a lot of time in Mexico with his bullfighter
friend, but I hadn’t seen him in some years. He
was quite a bit older than I was, but he was
always at the Klotz family feasts at Christmas
and New Year’s when we were growing up. He
didn't run around with us younger kids, and he
didn't sit at my dad's feet to listen to his fairy
tales. But Buddy had also been a great story
teller. At the dinner table he told about his
adventures in the army and in Mexico. Buddy
would follow his bullfighter friend around to the
various bull fighter arenas and cheer him on,
from a safe distance. Buddy's stories tended to
sound more like his version of Laurel and Hardy,
where everything went bizarrely wrong and
turned upside-down. He always had us laughing
hysterically. The last family dinners had been
many years ago, and I didn't know what had
happened to Buddy since then. It took a while to
find out. But eventually I got my uncle Erwin’s
phone number in Chicago, who gave me Buddy's
address. He lived in Juarez, a Mexican town
across the Rio Grande from El Paso. It sounded
like it might be a place to begin with some food
consumption interviews to see what Mexican

diets were like. However, Uncle Erwin did not
think the postal service there was very good, so I
should try to write to warn Buddy about my
arrival far in advance. The questionable postal
service should have probably also made me think
twice, but I figured it would work out somehow,
it always did.
The trip was planned for six weeks, but
Rudi thought that was too long for him to take
care of both children. He'd found it too stressful
when I'd been in Israel. So, we decided that I
would take Polly with me and Hosea would stay
with Rudi. Polly was five years old. It would be
an adventure for her.

Polly’s passport photo
But a somewhat unexpected problem
suddenly loomed, mainly because we hadn't been
paying much attention. Vestervang where we
were living at the time was a large new and
modern apartment complex built to be sold as
luxury condominiums. In 1973 there was a
worldwide economic recession and no one was
buying condos. So, the owners rented them
conditionally for three years. By 1976 there must
have been people with money again. After I'd
already bought plane tickets to fly to the USA,
we got a notice that we'd either have to pay
exorbitant rents if we wanted to renew the lease
or buy the place. Neither was possible for us, so
we had to find a new place to live. It wasn't easy.
Apartments were either too expensive or they
didn't want children or there just wasn't anything

available. It was then that we found out that
Mikhail, who had arranged our stay in Denmark
in 1971, had bought an apartment building in
Aarhus. It was a large apartment building near
the soya oil factory and across the street from the
slaughter house, an old working-class
neighborhood, but near the town center. Mikhail
and his family lived on the top floor in a
renovated and large apartment, which had been
created by combining two apartments. There was
an empty apartment which Mikhail said we could
rent. It didn't match the semi-luxury of
Vestervang. It was on the third floor looking out
on the residential street, not the slaughter house,
the back of the apartment faced the courtyard,
however because it was on a hill it was five floors
down that way. On the one side was a nice park
with trees and a playing field for the children.
The apartment had three rooms, a kitchen and a
bathroom. It was big enough and it was within
walking distance of Hosea's school.
But moving that summer presented a
tricky conflict for me. The date that we had to be
out of Vestervang was colliding with my flight
and trip to Mexico. I knew that Rudi wouldn't be
able to manage the move alone, but I couldn't
change my travel dates. Everything had to be
accomplished in less time than was possible,
except it was possible, and I managed to get our
things packed and I arranged for the movers to
get it all over to Heibergsgade. I would be gone
when they arrived, so Rudi would have to be sure
they took everything and delivered it all. We
decided to have them put all our boxes into the
basement in one place at Heibergsgade. Rudi
could unpack what he needed and bring it
upstairs, and I'd do the rest when I came home.
We flew to New York first. Juan, whom
we knew from Berlin and had been named John
at that time now lived in Brooklyn agreed to pick
us up at the airport. We arrived to a wild fanfare.
It was late summer, hot and humid, but the sky
had become threatening. We could hear thunder
in the distance when we walked out of the
terminal. The storm blew in with drums
pounding, dust swirling and then a cloud burst.
We stood in the parking lot under a tin roof that
was supposed to shelter us along with lots of

Darlene and I. It must have been 1976, a short
visit to Boston while I was in New York. She was
no longer with Jerry and had a biker as a
boyfriend.
other people who wanted to wait until the storm
died down a little to dash to their cars. The
thunder and lightning were almost simultaneous,
so I knew they were close. Suddenly there was a
tremendous crash. Just a couple rows of cars
away one of the big lights lighting the parking lot
was hit by lightning, causing a huge spray of
sparkling fireworks: pieces of shining metal and
glass showering down. People screamed. Polly
stood beside me watching this with complete
awe. Perhaps she thought this was the way the
USA greeted visitors. In any case, when the
fireworks started, she began to laugh. I thought
good, she's not scared anyway. She must think
it's all a show put on for her sake. Eventually the
storm did move away and we got to Brooklyn
where Juan Flores lived with his new wife; he
was no longer with Sue. I’d known them in
Berlin where his name had been John. We could
stay there while in New York.
The trip was not really a child friendly
trip on the whole, since I was there to do
research, but I had to do things that would be
entertaining for Polly too. What do you do in
New York for children? I thought a visit to the
zoo would be nice for her. Juan thought the zoo
in the Bronx which had been decaying for many
years was being renovated and might be

interesting, so I decided to take Polly there. We
took the subway and elevated train which was the
fastest way. But as we got into the Bronx, it
became more and more destitute and scary. I
hadn't known what to expect. Maybe I should
have. The people going in and out at the stations
often looked poverty stricken or destitute, like the
scenery that passed below us. Actually, it looked
more like there had been a war there with a few
shells of smashed buildings and tons of rubble
spread out over a treeless and mostly uninhabited
landscape. I kept hoping that we'd pass this wartorn zone and come into civilization again, but
we came to the zoo station and it was in the
middle of this desolation. I was pretty terrified.
We'd have to walk a couple blocks through no
man's land to get to the zoo. But I didn't let Polly
know this was frightening me. We went down
the stairs and stood there in a place with very few
people, just raging sunshine bleaching the pieces
of bricks that had once been houses. A few
mangy dogs that looked hungry passed us by.
There were dead rats, torn paper, plastic, garbage,
and one dead dog laying on the side of the road.
If there was any place that could have resembled
the apocalypse, it was here.
But we went on doggedly and got to the
zoo. It wasn't terribly full of people either, but
there were some. There had been some
renovations and a section had been built to
resemble an African savanna. This was actually
very nice. But much of the zoo was still in the
process of being transformed, or still in a rather
decrepit state. I was not looking forward to the
walk back through the destruction, but it had to
be done. The few people scuffling through this
area toward the few wrecks of houses where they
must have lived, stared at us in surprise and then
went on their way. This was the state of many
inner cities in the mid 1970's when old slums had
decayed and then fallen apart.
Later when we got to Chicago, I also saw
huge tracts of land with nothing but ruins, piles of
bricks, rubble and the remains of streets with torn
up cement or cracked tar pavement, light posts
with the caps dangling and here and there a lone
building poking up where people were still living.
What had happened to these places? It hadn't

been like that when I'd left. But it seemed like
decay was invading everywhere.
Not in the suburbs though. And that's
where we went next, to stay with my father.
Whenever I went to the USA which wasn't that
often, I wanted to see my father, my brother Tim
and his children and whoever I could of the few
people I still knew from my youth.
Dad was still working at his pharmacy in
River Forest, commuting from Oak Brook which
was pretty far away. It didn't make that much
sense. But his wife, Jacie, wanted to be away
from whatever her life had been before. They

Polly and Julie reading a book in English
had bought a house in a community I guess you'd
call it, it wasn't gated, but had a single or maybe
only two entrances. Lots of row houses build in
French style stretched on a partly wooded parcel
with curving roads, so it was easy to get lost
there. They were upper end homes, but the
ground was cared for by the community, so they
didn't have to mow the lawn or rake the leaves.

In Oak Brook, Jacie, Carol – Tim’s wife, Tim,

Dad, me and in front Julie, Christie and Polly
There was a fenced in outdoor swimming pool
for everyone who lived there and their visitors. It
was a nice relief for us to go there to swim on the
hot days. Tim's daughter Julie who was Polly's
age came with Tim and Carroll at least once to
visit her grandpa and play with Polly who spoke
no English, but they did just fine, playing with
their little tea cups and saucers and lots of
fantasy.
We took the bus from Chicago to Mexico.
It was the fastest and cheapest way to get there,
and I found the gentle swaying of buses with the
landscape rolling by relaxing but also stimulating
in a way. Polly held out pretty well on the long
trips from New York to Chicago and then
Chicago to El Paso. But when we got to El Paso,
I had no idea how we were going to get to
Mexico. The bus stopped there, end station.
When I asked how we could get to Juarez people
stared at me as if I were crazy, perhaps especially
because I had Polly tagging along with me. They
said there were no buses to Juarez. Well,
someone suggested a taxi. So, I found the taxi
stand. I had the address on a piece of paper
which I showed to the taxi drivers. They looked
at it and shook their heads. None of them wanted
to drive there. I was feeling a little desperate.
What other options were there? We couldn't
walk. More taxis appeared and I asked and asked
and finally one of them, a Mexican, said he'd take
us. He didn't know exactly where it was, but he
thought he could find it. The whole situation was
making me very uneasy, but we got into the cab
and he drove off.
We got past the border without too much
trouble, drove through the somewhat ragged city
of Juarez and then out of it again. The street had
turned into a track in the sand and then into
nothing at all. We were bumping along over
rocks. The area was filled with shacks in varying
stages of construction and made of various scrap
materials. We were in a colonia as they were
called, places where people with little money
constructed shacks of whatever they could find
on land that belonged to no one. The taxi driver
himself seemed to be getting a little nervous. He
stopped several times at stores to ask if anyone

knew where the address was. None did. Finally,
at the next stop he said I should come along and
we all went into the shack store that sold things
like coca cola, snacks, and colored sugar ice, as
well as some food supplies, mostly chilies. The
man in the store didn't know the address, how
could you have an address if there were no
streets, but he wanted to know the name of the
people we were looking for. I said I'm looking
for Buddy Klotz and he looked puzzled, but
finally his frown lightened. Maybe, he said in
Spanish, an American? I nodded. I think I know.
He directed the taxi driver to a place toward the
end of the shack city. There were no roads at all,
but the ground was rocky and somewhat flat. We
got to a house that was partially built, some walls
being only maybe a yard high. “Here,” said the
taxi driver. “Don't go,” I said to him, “in case
this is wrong.” He waited. We got out and I
went to the door which was answered by a
Mexican woman who stared at us with a kind of
bewildered and not completely welcoming look
on her face. I tried to explain in my minimal
Spanish that I was looking for Buddy. She finally
understood most of it, but thought I was saying
that I was Buddy's sister. With that notion she
suddenly changed her attitude, smiled at us and
said we should come in. Perhaps she explained
that Buddy was at work. In the meantime, until
he came, she showed us around the house.
I think it took about an hour before Buddy
arrived. I found out that our host’s name was
Beatriz and that the children were hers, some of
them also Buddy's, and she also had her mother
who lived in a one-room shack behind the larger
house which had three rooms with a roof and the
half built room with no roof, and two of her
brothers also lived there, 11 people in all.
Buddy was completely surprised to see
us. Perhaps he'd really expected to see his sister
there, since that's what they'd told him and he
looked at me at bit confused. Obviously, my
letter hadn't reached him. But I told him who I
was, it had probably been 15 or more years since
we’d last seen each other, and he likely didn’t
recognize me. But he seemed actually quite
pleased, after perhaps a bit of disappointment that
I wasn't his sister. No one in the family had ever

been there before. He explained to Beatriz that I
wasn't his sister, but that we were family. So, we
were welcomed. “Stay, stay,” Beatriz said in
Spanish.
“Here?” I said sounding skeptical I'm
sure. It definitely looked a little problematical to
me. There was a kitchen in the middle room and
a bedroom at each end of the house. That was
all. Where were they going to fit us? No
problemo. No problemo.

View of Buddy’s house on the edge of a sharp
drop to the house below. The three kids in front
are Linda, Norma and Polly
So, I said, OK, and wondered what kind
of magic would get so many people squeezed into
so little space.
They emptied the one bedroom and said
we could have the double bed there. That was
the room where the girls slept, three of them in
the bed. Everyone else would be somewhere. I
said, “oh no, then there's no place for you to
sleep.” “Si, si,” said Beatriz. “We all have a
place to sleep.” It was warm, so I guess they
could make their beds on the floor.
I imagined that life in the colonia would
not be so different from camping, except that it
was permanent for the inhabitants. There was an
outhouse beyond the dusty garden which
contained a pig who received all the scraps of
food and would be slaughtered at some point to
provide some nice pork chops for the family.
There were also a number of chickens running
around which occasionally laid eggs.

only thing Polly wanted to eat. The usual drink
at meals was cool aid. I told Beatriz that we
shouldn't drink the water, because we weren't
used to it and might get diarrhea. But somehow,
Iwas too blown away by everything to think
about the fact that the cool aid was made using
the water from the public faucet. The girls wore
colorful bands in their hair and when Beatriz
fixed Linda and Norma's hair she also did Polly's
the same way. The girls being as they were
second cousins, actually did look like they were
related, so Polly fitted right in.

Some but not all of the inhabitants of this house:
back row, Beatriz Son, Beatriz, Linda, me, Beatriz
brother, front: Beatriz daughter, Norma, Sammy.
Linda, Norma and Sammy were Buddy’s and
Beatriz’ children.
There were other houses nearby, some of them
smaller and flimsier than Buddy's. About 1/2 a
block away was a public water faucet which is
where the water for cooking, bathing and
drinking came from.
I had brought two cameras along, a Nikon
and a movie camera. I wondered how safe they'd
be there. What would the neighbors think about
two people coming from somewhere where rich
people lived? But I suppose except for the
cameras we didn't look rich. We pretty much
simply participated in the life as it was lived.
Beatriz made the food, corn tortillas for
breakfast, lunch and dinner with varying
vegetables, chilies, beans and rice in them. Polly
wouldn't eat them because they were quite hot
and spicy, but I thought they were good. Buddy
ate them which surprised me. When we were
kids, all he ate was potatoes and maybe corn.
Polly quickly joined Buddy's two girls, Linda and
Norma who were about her age. By the next day
she was running off with them through the rocky
dusty hills to who knows where. But their
favorite place was the grocery store. Whenever
anyone gave them money, which Buddy did and I
did, they'd buy this chopped ice with sweetened
blue or green colored syrup in a plastic cup. It
looked hopelessly unhealthy, but it was about the

Polly with Norma
Buddy worked driving an ice truck in El
Paso, that is, in the US. Since he was a US citizen
there was no problem for him. But he was gone
during the day. He had to earn enough though to
support this huge family, since none of the others
had regular paying jobs.
We went to the market in Juarez a couple
of times. To get there we went to a spot that had
tire tracks in the dust, so you could imagine it
was an official kind of road. After standing there
for a while, a rather dilapidated station wagon

appeared. Beatriz waved it down and it stopped.
All of us climbed into the wagon which was
already full. It was packed solid with people, but
it got us to the market.

said that groceries were cheaper in the USA, so it
saved a lot of money to be able to go shopping
there. However, because Beatriz and Buddy were
not married, Beatriz had no right to enter the
USA at all, and the border patrol would
occasionally go rounding up everyone who
looked vaguely Mexican and if they didn't have a
US passport or some US identity they were

Sammy

Linda
Another day Beatriz said she had to go to
the grocery store. That was in El Paso. I
wondered why she'd want to go there since she’d
have to cross the border.
I asked Buddy who seemed to understand
everything that was said in Spanish, but virtually
never spoke Spanish himself, so I think he was
glad to actually be able to speak English. Buddy

Bath day: There was no running water in the
house, but a hose was attached to a faucet
outside and the tubs were filled. Everyone took a
bath one after the other with their clothes on.
Polly is also testing it.
brought back into Mexico. It happened to me a
couple times, but after rather brusque
confrontations, they'd suddenly soften when I
presented my US passport. For grocery shopping
though there was a kind of local conspiracy.
Women would gather several large shopping
bags, then go to the border crossing and hide in
the bushes and watch. Mexicans had to cross on
a narrow bridge with a guard who sat in a little

cubical in the middle. Sometimes the guard fell
asleep. When his head nodded and his chin
rested on his chest, the women whispered now
and then run over the bridge. I went with Beatriz
to do the shopping, but she told me to go over at
the official crossing for US citizens. She'd come
when she could and we could meet on the other
side. It all worked out and eventually she showed
up. “But how do you know he is going to go to
sleep?” I asked.
“He always does,” Beatriz said and
shrugged.
I wondered about Beatriz's brothers. One
of them would sit out in the yard with the midday
sun beating down on him for hours on end,
staring at nothing. Otherwise, he didn't do
anything. He could talk, though he didn't say
much and he was friendly. People mostly just
ignored him and let him do what he wanted to do.
The other brother took a liking to me and we
would try to talk in Spanish. After somewhat
roundabout explanations, I finally understood that
he wanted me to go with him to get some sewing
machines in the USA and then smuggle them to
Mexico City. It would be a way for us to get to
Mexico City where I wanted to go, for free. He
would make some money to help out the family.
Although I was curious as to how this kind of
underground economy worked, I was afraid,
especially having Polly that if we got caught,
we'd end up in jail and who would take care of
Polly, so I didn't do it.
In the evening, sometimes the young men
who lived in some of the neighboring huts would
get out their guitars, find a spot on the rocks, and
sing their Mariachi songs. In the fading sun, as
the evening sky turned red, the heat of the day
slowly dissipating, the lively but sentimental
songs filled the air. It was terribly romantic and
quite beautiful. I wanted to get a Mariachi record
to remind of those evenings and eventually
bought one, but before I got home, I managed to
break it.
In between all of this, I interviewed
Beatriz about the food they ate, and then also
interviewed the neighbors who thought it was all
a bit strange I suppose, but they told me what
they ate and how much.

For several days Polly and I did just fine.
I was beginning to think we were going to
manage this trip without the traditional bouts of
nasty diarrhea. But then there was that night. I
was awoken by thunder and then flashes of
lightening. The rain was spattering on the roof,
making a background roar. That started the slow
cacophonous crescendo. Polly awoke and began
whimpering, “ow, ow.”
“What it is?” I whispered.
She didn't answer. Instead I heard her
gagging and then she threw up on the bed.
“Auw,” I muttered.
Polly started to cry.
Then I heard Linda in the other room.
First, she was moaning, and then her moans
became louder and louder until she was pretty
much howling, “my tooth, my tooth.” She held
her hands up to her jaws. Everyone was awake
by then. “Where are the aspirins?” Buddy
Muttered. Beatriz got a jar. A huge jar that was
filled with thousands of aspirins. I think Linda
got a handful of them. The rain outside which
had begun gently was now hammering down, the
thunder exploding over the house and the sky
constantly lit by lightning. One of the men came
soaking wet into the house and yelled, “everyone,
get out.”
“What?” I said in disbelief. “Why? Why
should we go out into that storm?”
“Because the house might fall down the
hill,” said Buddy.
“Oh my God,” I said.
So, we went out into the pouring rain,
Polly still whimpering and then throwing up
again. Linda still crying in spite of the aspirin.
All the men and boys were standing on the edge
of the hill and I watched in horror as the water
washed away the rocks and sand on which the
house was build. They all had shovels trying to
shovel the sand back up the hill and under the
house, so the hole wouldn't get bigger and the
whole house slide down the hill. This insanity
continued on through the night, until the eastern
horizon began to gray. The rain slowed down
and then stopped. The house was still on the top
of the hill. The boys were trying to figure out
how they could prop the house up, fill the hole

under it and make a more solid foundation. Polly
stopped throwing up, but still complained about
her stomach, but then I had to throw up. The
aspirins were working for Linda, but she would
have to go to the dentist that day, to have the
tooth pulled out.
After that exciting week Polly and I got
on the bus to go to Mexico City. About 30 miles
beyond the US border, there was a Mexican
border control. I guess the idea was to allow
Americans to come to Juarez without much
control, but not to go further. Everyone on the
bus except for us seemed to be Mexican and they
didn't have any problems, but then the guard
came to us. I had to leave the bus and go to some
kind of office to get my passport stamped. They
wanted just me, not Polly. But when I left the
bus, Polly thought she was being abandoned and
began to scream at the top of her lungs. I headed
back but the guards nudged me forward. I saw
some of the women in the bus trying to console
her with little effect. It didn't take long though. I
think they just wanted to stamp my passport.
When I came back a few minutes later, Polly
stopped crying and we drove on through an
almost endless semi-desert, dry, rocky, cactuses
growing there but no trees, and towns crawling
down the steeper sides of the rocky hills.
In Mexico City I suddenly felt totally lost.
Try as hard as I could, when people talked
Spanish at the normal pace, I couldn't understand.
I knew no one, and didn't know how I'd even find
a hotel for us, that wasn't too expensive. It was
my turn to start to cry after wandering aimlessly
through the streets for a while. Polly held my
hand and was brave.
I don't remember how this finally got
resolved but we ended up in a simple hotel that
wasn't too expensive, but seemed to be in a safe
part of town. The street below was fairly busy
and the man at the desk could speak a little
English. Nonetheless, the next morning I was
awoken by a shattering crash outside and then
yelling. I looked out the window and saw that a
car had smashed into the telephone pole right in
front of the hotel. No one seemed to be hurt
though. And that was the end of violent events
for that trip. In the mornings I went to the library

Children selling gum on the street in Mexico City
and found books about the Aztecs, their food
habits, their religion and memories. I
photocopied it, so I could take it home and work
through the Spanish with a dictionary.
In the afternoon I took Polly to the park. There
was a big and quite nice park in the middle of
town with a big playground for children. Polly
immediately joined the crowds of kids and played

Polly at a playground in Mexico City. It looks like

she’s enjoying it.
with them, sort of. We also saw some of the
tourist sites, the church Our Lady of Guadalupe
where worshippers walked for a long distance
from a place far from the church on their knees
up to the front altar. It looked terribly painful.
There were the corpses of dead bishops inside
glass cases.
We also took a trip to an Aztec pyramid,
Teotihuacan, climbed to the top and saw the altar
where the hearts were torn out of prisoners, and
the bodies then hurled down the steep stairs, then
a visit to the museum to see the murals of Diego
Rivera, another big market, and for Polly every
day MacDonald's. That was all she would eat.

We climbed to the top of this pyramid. I think it’s
at Teotihuacan.
After I’d collected all the documents I
thought would be relevant at the library, we left
Mexico city to see a little more of the country,
heading south by bus to Cuernavaca. That was
the farthest south I got. The scenery changed
from dry to tropical. Cuernavaca seemed sleepy
and unchanging. The little whitish houses were
almost hidden by lush flowers, the cobbled streets
up and down the hills with no cars, just people
meandering along, sometimes carrying huge
sacks of something or other. The bus brought us
to the center of town with its row of shops,
whitish with blue trim. Everything was covered
with black mold, the sign of the tropics, I guess.
We rented a room in one of the little houses along
a cobblestone street with flowering trees hanging
over whitish but moldy walls. The room had a
double bed, and quite a lot of black mold covered
the walls. Nonetheless it was all quaint and, in its
way, quite beautiful. There were a few tourists,

but not a lot. The towns people tended to look at
us quickly and then turn away without
acknowledging our existence. They were not
friendly. That is all I remember of Cuernavaca.
It was the first time I had been in the tropics.
In any case, all in all, I had collected a lot
of information about food in the Mexican preColumbian period as well as the years after that
and today. Perhaps the thing that most impressed
itself on my mind was the fact that the adoration
of many Greens for indigenous peoples in the
Americas seemed somewhat misplaced. As soon
as these peoples developed cities and with them
class societies they were as destructive of the
environment as European or North American
urban societies. In Mexico City the fairly
common human offerings to the gods supplied
the warrior class with meat and thus with strength
to fight, because the natural supply of wild
animals, such as deer had been wiped out, the
forests cut down and the environment devastated.
The Mexicans had tamed only dogs and
domesticated turkeys and had no large
domesticated animals, with the exception of
humans and thus they hunted them, mostly those
belonging to other tribes, and ate them. North
American indigenous peoples had not developed
such sophisticated city cultures nor did they have
cities the size of Mexico which might have had a
population of one million people in preColumbian times, thus their interaction with the
environment had not for the most part become
destructive. But that is no answer for us today in
a world full of cities with multi-million
populations. That is not to say that I don't admire
the environmental wisdom of the North American
Indians. They did understand the destruction that
the European settlers wrought upon the land.
The trip back to New York by bus was
terribly long. I began to have problems with my
legs from sitting so long in the bus, but strangely
I don't remember how Polly managed to deal
with it. She must have accepted it without too
much protest

Picnic in Georgia: Sarah, Polly, Missy, Carol and
David
In order to break the trip at least once, we
stopped in Georgia to visit my Wheaton friends
Harriet Simmons and Carol Gunn. Since both of
them had a daughter only a bit older than Polly, it
was nice for her too.

piles and slept on them on the floor. It was
summer and warm, so that wasn't really a
problem except for the discomfort. The one
problem Rudi found though was that the food got
moldy very quickly in the heat. He hadn't cooked
at all. Just bought food that could be eaten
without cooking, bread, milk, sliced meats and
liver sausage for the bread. But since the milk
got sour within the course of the day, he decided
he had to buy a refrigerator. This refrigerator sat
in the middle of the living room surrounded by
the bed stuff. As we walked into the room, tired
from our long trip and plopped down our
luggage, I saw this and I couldn't help bursting
into laughter. “This is the way you've lived for 6
weeks?”
“It was OK,” said Rudi. “We managed.”
And he added proudly, “I brought the refrigerator
so the food wouldn't spoil.”
“That's good,” I said. “But why didn't
you put it in the kitchen?”
Rudi shrugged. I guess the idea never
occurred to him.
The next day I got everyone to help
carrying up all our stuff from the basement, up 5
stories. It took a while to get it all, but eventually
we had a real apartment to live in with a bedroom
for Rudi and I and one for the kids, a living room
and a dining nook off the kitchen.
Rudi 1976

Stopover in Georgia to see Harriet and Carol. In
the photo back row Harriet, Carol, me. Front:
Sarah, Missy and Polly
Back in Aarhus we went to our new
apartment on Heibergsgade which we hadn't
really seen except for a quick view when Mikhail
showed it to us before leaving. Rudi and Hosea
had moved in after we left. But Rudi did not take
anything out of the basement where our stuff had
been stored, except for some sheets and blankets.
These lay in crumpled piles on the living room
floor. At night they'd just collected them into

There was a time when Rudi and I asked
each other if we still believed in God. I don't
know exactly when it was, certainly in the period
when we lived on Heibergsgade. This question
was always essential in the course of my life, but
it had now been a long time since I'd asked
myself. Other priorities and the gradual fading of
old focal points I suppose. Still the Ingmar
Bergman film Wild Strawberries which I'd seen
as a teenager struck a chord then and still
contained sporadic vibrations for me. In the film
the young people and an old man asked each
other, does God exist? They sat there among the
trees peacefully on the grass and the question
seemed self-evident. The answer whether
positive or negative belonged to that bit of space

and time but also to eternity. We, my high school
friends and I then spent a good bit of time asking
each other the question and contemplating
answers, though for me then, the answer was
always unequivocally yes. I felt it had to be. Did
I ever doubt it then? I don't know for sure. I
doubted. My faith wavered, but faced with the
question I don't believe I ever hesitated.
Now these many years later when Rudi
and I asked each other, do you believe in God and
we hesitated a bit, looked upward and saw the
ceiling, and finally said no, both of us one after
the other and I don't remember who said no, first.
But we had both come to the same conclusion
after the dark years.
Rudi had gone through a lot by then and
wasn't going to live much longer. I had gone
through it all too and I was going to suffer to a
degree as well, but I did not feel at all that God
had deserted me. There was no anguish, no my
God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken me? It
was a simple statement of fact with a mild feeling
of completion, having stated something that
seemed to be lurking there anyway, though
without too much intrusion, neither by day nor by
night. I don't know how it was with Rudi, but I
suppose there was a certain satisfaction in putting
that clarification out into the open.
But now, when I think about it, I'm not
sure if I exactly meant it that way. God did not
exit my life. In fact, sometimes I thought quite a
bit about the concept of God. There were times,
I'd look at the God of the Bible and think "He"
was as vicious and ill-tempered as any heathen
evil spirit. God, a trickster God. I'd think those
primitives had a better grasp of reality than
Christians who try to turn Biblical violence into
acts of a loving God. It made no sense at all.
I'd be more inclined to say I was an
agnostic than an atheist. It meant I somehow
wanted to leave a slit open. But for what? Not
the Christian God. I think what we meant that
day, or at least what I meant was that I did not
believe in the Christian God that I'd learned about
in Sunday School, not the one from church, not
even the one I'd constructed at Wheaton out of
Buber's I and Thou and other existentialist
elements, nor was it the neo-orthodox political

God of Gollwitzer who gave impetus and power
to the revolutions of the exploited and
downtrodden. It was not the God of love that
fundamentalist Christians like to fabricate and
then discard in their actions, nor was it the
pantheistic One revealed in everything. All of
these are constructs based on imagination. But
how can you choose one of these constructs over
any of the others to believe in? What kind of
criteria is there? I concluded there was none. All
of history in all different cultures had developed
different ideas and all were valid for them at
some time and for some reason.
So, is there something else beyond our
experience? Well, yes, obviously - all that is
unknown. Maybe we will know it someday (we
being humanity) and maybe we will self-destruct
making it all a moot question. In any case that is
the closest I could come to a definition of God
and that means the answer to the question does
God exist would be yes, but only as the unknown.
Not the unknown God, that Paulus confronted
with his Christian God, but rather the totality of
the not-yet-known. But why call that God?
Maybe Bloch had it right: das Noch-nicht-Sein.
Ecology
Another blank spot appears in my
memory. How did I discover the Club of Rome's
book the Limits to Growth which was published
in 1972? It was an attempt to model the
consequences of the interaction of population
growth, industrialization, pollution, food
production and resource depletion. It made a
deep impression on me. Food and ecology are
related, and since Denmark is still quite an
agricultural land, the Hygiene Institute dealt not
only with diets but also with growing the food. I
realized quickly that the world was faced with a
big and growing problem. It was I think about
1973 or 74 after I started working at the Hygiene
Institute with Helms.
Rudi hadn't thought about these things at
that time. But I reported what I was learning to
him. It was sort of like when I'd discussed the
women's question and patriarchal society with
him. Yes, he understood. It was something very

elementary and essential that a revolutionary
movement had to deal with. But he was still
trying to clarify the meaning of class society and
Marxian categories as well as to put the 1917
Leninist revolution in its place.
By 1976 in Germany, however, a new
protest movement was gaining momentum. The
first protests against the building of atomic power
plants were taking place in Wyhl in 1974. By
1975 these protests were attracting large numbers
of people. The site was occupied by protesters
who held it for eight months and in the end the
nuclear power plant was not built there. Rudi
took notice. But he was still thinking that the
mobilization of so many people was a potential
source of support for a new socialist party. The
notion of ecology as the basis for a movement
and for politics rather than the more traditional
socialism did not fit into Rudi's Weltbild at that
time.
But in 1976 there were a number of things
that altered Rudi's view, not turning it around, but
somewhat altering direction. Rudi never gave up
the idea that socialism, a socialism yet to be
defined, was the ultimate goal for a sane society
and I think he was right.
At the Hygiene Institute Dr. Helms told
me about a German author he was reading, Ernst
Haeckel. He invented both the term and notion
of ecology. I asked Rudi if he knew Haeckel.
Well, maybe, he'd never read him, but he thought
Marx might have mentioned him. Yes, Marx did.
And Mao, learning from Marx, in fact, seems to
have garnered a lot from Haeckel which is one
reason why his revolution in China was different
than Lenin's in Russia. But Haeckel also seems
to have been honored to a certain degree by the
conservatives and Nazis probably because of his
ecological view of culture and thus race. He
didn't have a very good reputation in Germany.
But Haeckel lived long before the Nazis and he
couldn't do anything about it if they misused him.
The positive connection between Haeckel and
Marx (there was apparently some written
exchange between them) was enough to make
him interesting for us. At least part of his
thinking could be reclaimed.
A rather curious thing was happening.

Protests against destruction of the environment fit
into both conservative and some progressive
politics, and they were joining together in fights
against building nuclear power plants. In the mid
1970's these protests were turning into an evergrowing movement. The former student leftists
and the working-class oriented leftists were not
interested in it. For them, it didn't fit into their
ideology and because it had conservative roots as
well as radical ones, they rejected it.
But I had begun discussing the
problematic with Rudi, so he knew that it was
complex, critical of capitalist production, and its
proponents potentially allies. Still, he thought it
could be grafted onto the left socialist and
democratic party notion that he had been
developing.
In 1976 Rudi was invited to Freiburg to
give a speech. He was curious to see what this
new movement was all about, but his speech was
about the same as it had been for the past several
years, anti-capitalist, organizing a democratic
socialist left party. The people there listened
politely to his speech, but weren't impressed.
Why didn't he say anything about their struggle
against building nuclear power plants and the
dangers that would bring to their environment
and themselves, living so close to potential
radiation? Afterwards in a discussion with
participants, including the singer Walter
Mossmann, he was strongly criticized. He tried
to defend himself and his notions. But after he
left, he began to think about what they had said,
what their critique meant. And he realized that
they had a point that until now he had missed.
That was one of his strengths. He was capable of
being self-critical.
He telephoned Walter Mossmann, who
couldn't believe it when the person on the other
end of the phone said, this is Rudi Dutschke. He
thought someone was playing a joke. "I want to
come back," Rudi said. “And just listen. I want
to hear what all of you are thinking and why.”
"Why?" asked Mossmann. "What do you
want from us?"
"I want to learn," said Rudi. "Can you
arrange that? Don't tell anyone I'm there. Don't
tell the people who I am."

"OK," said Mossmann, “I'll do that."
A couple weeks later Rudi went back to
Freiburg. This time incognito. Mossman did not
tell anyone. He just took Rudi along to meetings
and discussions. There were a few who
recognized Rudi, most didn't. Those who did and
who knew his position were a little surprised that
he'd come to learn, just learn.
Rudi had begun to reorient his thinking.
But what about me? I didn't know the German
political landscape well enough to know whether
a leftist democratic socialist party alternative to
the SPD was even vaguely possible. I knew at
that time that a large portion, if not the majority
of people from the student movement had joined
or sympathized with Maoist, Leninist, even
Stalinist, or DKP sympathizing sectarian groups,
most of whom claimed to be the basis of a new
left wing, communist party. To me all of this was
superbly ridiculous, dangerous and a waste of
time. But the environmental question, the anticapitalist potential of limits of growth made a lot
of sense to me and thus my sympathies were
directed there. I suspect that my encouragement
helped Rudi to redirect his own thinking. He had
hoped until then, that a democratic socialist party
would draw the left wing of the SPD and that bit
by bit he could first engage the non-dogmatic
remnants of the New Left and then maybe even
convince some of the sectarians to give up that
craziness. Since the new protest movement of
the latter seventies had not been in his
calculations, he now had to start a new analysis.
It began something like, if we destroy the
environment and lay waste to our life basis, the
class question becomes moot. So, we have to
work to save the earth. We can work together
with people who reject a Marxist class analysis
because the task is so pressing.
The children were five and seven years
old. Hosea was going to school, Polly not yet. I
couldn't go away, at least not much. But Rudi
went to Germany often in those days. In order to
reckon whether our car which we'd bought in
Germany and which was still registered there,
could remain registered there, we had to see if
Rudi was in Germany at least half the year plus
one day. He was. That meant of course, that I

Hosea and Polly

Hosea and Polly
was alone with the kids that much. I pretty much
had both the control and the complete job of
taking care of the household. It wasn't the

Living room Heibergsgade: Me, Rudi, Polly,
Hosea 1976
emancipation we'd imagined. But on the other
hand, I was often at the Hygiene Institute,
working on my food project and in between there
were also institute projects for which I could earn

Germany and get away completely, by coming to
Aarhus.
The Boat

money working on them. It wasn't a regular job
and when the projects were finished, I didn't
work. I wasn't unemployed either, because I'd
never really been employed. It was more like a
series of irregular work contracts.

Repairing the boat: Hosea in front
I am not sure when the idea with the boat
started. Someone I knew, I don’t remember from
where said they wanted to buy an old sail boat
which also had a motor with a bunch of people.

Aarhus in the Fall, a walk in the woods
Rudi saw that the petrification of the
sectarian K groups in Germany was beginning
slowly to get shaky and he wanted to be part of
what was happening. Because he was there so
much and I was alone so much, I was more than
ever interested in considering a move back to
Germany. But Rudi seemed to like the idea of
being able to leave the stressful political scene in

Hosea in the boat

They needed enough people to get the
total cost of it together and asked me if we
wanted to join. I thought maybe that would be
interesting for the kids. I supposed we could
somehow come up with our share of the cost and
since there were quite a few people the cost was
not huge. The boat needed quite a bit of work.
We went on several short trips on the boat
sailing around Aarhus bay. Then the group
decided to take an all-day trip down to Horsens
bay. We packed enough food for lunch and
dinner. Hosea and Polly wanted their friends to
come along, so I had my two plus a brother and
sister, the same age as Ho and Polly. Rudi stayed
at home to work. We told him as well as the
mother of the two, whose names I have forgotten,
that we’d be home that night. And so we set out
on our adventure. The boat had the upper deck as
well as a large room below deck which had a big
table where all of us could sit and beds along the
sides.
We ate our lunch, enjoyed the afternoon
sailed along with the coast always in view but far
enough out to feel we were at sea. Everyone
seemed happy, the kids were playing inside and
outside. We reached Horsens bay and sailed in
past the town. It was supper time. Our plan was
to eat and head back. After a while we noticed
that the scenery wasn’t changing. That was
curious. We should have been moving and there
didn’t seem to be any reason why we weren’t.
But someone who probably had a bit
more experience said, I can hear that the ship is
bumping against the bottom of the sea. I think we
have landed on a sand bar.
What does that mean?
We’ll try to rock the ship off the sand bar.
It was getting dark and we could see that
lights were going on here and there on shore.
There was an island fairly close to us, but there
were no lights there. The ship did not move.
What are we going to do?
We may be stuck here for a while, maybe
the tide will eventually rise and we can get out.
But no one knew when that might happen.
People began to speculate that we might
end up spending the night on this spot. Do we
have enough food? There are four children on

board. There was some food, a few sausages and
some bread and water, not a lot. It will do for
breakfast. There should be some flares on board.
We searched and found them.
A flare was sent up and we watched it
shoot up into the sky, arch and then fall again.
Then we waited, but nothing happened. After a
while the second flare was shot up. Once again
there was no response. Why? We wondered. We
could see lights on shore. Someone would surely
see the flares, but maybe they didn’t take it
seriously.
We considered our options. Maybe we
could swim to the island, but what about the
children, and anyway, it seemed to be
uninhabited. We will have to sleep on the ship.
The children were getting tired and we bedded
them down, then eventually everyone, or at least
most of us laid down. One person stayed up to
see if any ship would pass to help us, but none
did. However, sleeping was impossible. I could
hear the ship banging against the ground every
few seconds and wondered if that could cause the
ship to fall apart. Under deck we’d probably
drown if it did. But our experienced pilot said
that wouldn’t happen.
When the sky finally turned grey, I went
on deck. The children soon woke and were fed
the last of the food. It was grey and fairly foggy
so we couldn’t see very far, but then a little boat
did appear. We all yelled together, but it sailed
away into the fog. Then another boat appeared. It
seemed to not be moving, a fishman. We yelled
and yelled and yelled, all of us at once. He was
quite far away, but finally he did hear us and we
saw with relief that the boat began getting closer.
When he reached us, we saw that it was just a
small row boat with a motor. We told him our
boat was stuck. After a bit of discussion, it was
decided that I would go with the children into his
boat and he’d bring us to shore in the town where
I could find a telephone. The coast guard would
also be informed.
I called Rudi. He was completely
hysterical. “I thought you were all dead,” he
cried. “The ship is stuck on a sandbar. A fishman
has brought us into town. We’ll find a bus and
come to Aarhus as soon as possible.”

“The children’s mother is here too,” Rudi
said. “We’ve been here together all night, worried
to death. We called the police, but they said we
had to wait. They wouldn’t do anything. They
wouldn’t do anything,” he repeated. “And both of
us were crying. But the police said it was too
soon to send out a search.”
“Well, tell her we’re OK. And we’ll be
there soon.” So, we went back to Aarhus.
Eventually the coast guard came and pulled the
ship off the sandbar. But I guess we had enough
of sailing and I don’t believe we took any more
tours on that boat, although I’d occasionally see it
in Aarhus bay with its red sails.
Berlin
The sectarian groups still existed and had
no intention of giving up the ghost. But Rudi
was sure they would eventually and he did what
he could to make it happen. It was, however,
when he realized how vital the anti-nuclear
movement was, that he started looking there for a
new political home. He'd been at least partly
engaged with a group called Socialist Bureau
which was not sectarian, but mostly intellectual.
He wanted to bring the discussion of the new
movements to them, to get them to think about it
at least, but at that time, most of them thought the
chances for a green movement was farfetched.
They knew that there were some very
conservative, even blood and earth people in that
movement and they felt like it was a bit of a hot
potato. Rudi, however, felt that he could discuss
even with the conservatives, because they also
had one common basis and maybe he could
convince them.
Sometimes I needed to get away.
Alternating between projects at the Institute,
taking care of the kids, trying to work on my
thesis, and all the little things of everyday life did
get on my nerves after a while when I had no
break. Rudi understood that. So, when I said, I
need to go to Berlin, he'd say OK. It had to be
when he didn't have meetings with the various
groups he was contacting. But he could arrange
that.
I went to Berlin to see Helga and stayed at

her house. But she was getting busier and busier.

Helga in her Pfalzburgerstrasse. apartment
She'd begun studying at the Film Academy and
was working on film projects. But I'd say at that
time that she was still my best friend and when I
came, we'd discuss. Yet I don't remember
precisely what these discussions were about. At
first there was a lot about women's liberation,
how that movement was developing, what to
think about the ever-greater role lesbianism was
playing in that movement. Whether to
experiment with that. Whether it was actually
destroying the movement, because it didn't apply
to everyone, not even the majority, yet it tended
to define the movement.
I stayed at Helga's house most of the time.
But not always. She had a rather large apartment,
but she rented out a couple rooms to Juergen and
Amelie. She had a big room for herself and the
living room, which was in the center and could
not be closed off, she'd made into Rosa's room
with a tent bed which could be closed at night, so
Rosa wouldn't be disturbed since people had to
pass through to get to the kitchen. Rosa
frequently stayed with her grandparents though,
Andreas' mother and father, where she had more
space and more attention. Helga was not always
so happy about that, because they were also very
conservative and she thought they might be
influencing Rosa.
I generally had a number of people I
wanted to visit in Berlin and I had enough to do,
but the time with Helga became less and less and
I wasn't so happy about that. I didn't come that
often, perhaps at most once or twice a year, but
Helga even then couldn't make time in her busy

schedule. She was driven and that was OK. She
wanted to finish her studies and make political
movies which I admired. But I thought she
maybe ought to have time as well, just to get out
of that madness track and reflect. I don't think
she ever did that.
Around that time Helga got a new
boyfriend, a man she’d met at the film academy, I
think he was a camera man. She spent a lot of
time with him. Even when I was there, she’d go
into her room with him and close the door. It got
to be that I hardly saw her at all. I found it
disturbing for me, since I wasn’t there often. But
I could see that it was even more disturbing for
Rosa who had to be there all the time. Rosa was
left to sit in her tent bed and she looked very
unhappy most of the time. I felt sorry for her.
Rudi in the meantime was trying to figure
out the most promising political path for himself
and for the political direction he believed in. He
was in the process of studying the new
environment groups, but hadn't given up on an
alternative left SPD party either. He wanted to
know more about what the SPD was doing, what
their plans were, what discussions they were
having, where the majority and where the
minority wanted to go. But he couldn't do that
himself. He would never be allowed into the
SPD as a member and certainly not be allowed to
participate in their internal discussions.
He heard about a splinter group of
dissatisfied SPD members (I think they were still
members) called West European Socialists WES.
The spokesperson for this group was Buenemann
who lived near Plön. Rudi wanted to know more
about Buenemann and the group. What were his
real intentions, where was he coming from? In
the case of most unknown politicians who
appeared on the scene with new organizations,
Rudi suspected that they might be secretly
working for the GDR. But it didn't have to be so.
How could he find out? He didn't want to go to
them himself. He was afraid that he'd be used or
misused, and that they would not reveal their true
feelings if he was there.
WES was having a meeting of the whole
organization in Plön. This seemed like an
opportunity to find out more. Rudi decided that it

would be a good idea if I went and checked them
out. I thought it would be a nice break and a bit
of an adventure, so I said I'll go.
A group of members from Berlin were
taking a bus together to Buenemann's house
which was a fairly large place out in the country.
I must have been in Berlin at the time, because I
ended up on the bus with them. I didn't tell them
immediately who I was, saying only that my
name was Gretchen, but they figured it out rather
quickly, for one, because Gretchen was an
unusual name and known, really, only from the
press about Rudi and his American wife
Gretchen. That was a curiosity for them and they
wondered why I was there. I told them, as Rudi
had instructed me, that he was sick and couldn't
come and I was there in his place. That was fine.
They certainly hoped that Rudi would ascribe to
their platform and perhaps support them as a
party in elections.
I liked them. They were somewhat
younger on the whole. They didn't have the SDS
experience and had lived through several years of
Women's liberation theory and practice. They
weren't as male chauvinist as the SDS men had
been. There were also some prominent women
spokespersons in the group, among them Petra
Kelly. Their goal was to get a noticeable portion
of the left SPD to break off and join their
alternative left party whose politics were left
social democratic. It was more or less what Rudi
wanted to do and it was apparent that Rudi
couldn't do it separately because that would
splinter any hopes of a consolidated left.
However, Rudi had some problems with
Buenemann. He continued to believe that he had
at least some contact with the GDR even though
he did not support the DKP. I'm not sure what
else. But WES existed for a while and we had to
keep contact with them, because they were at that
time the most active non-sectarian group to the
left of the SPD who wanted to form a party.
Socialist Bureau, the non-sectarian group that
Rudi was a member of did not want to form a
party. Rudi, though he certainly did not intend to
join WES was interested in possibly convincing
them to join a potential USPD once it existed.
That was the politics of it. For me though

there was another element. Several of the young
men in this group started to flirt with me and I
could not help but react to it. Life with Rudi had
been very hard in the past years. I would say that
the erotic part of our relationship had been badly
damaged along with the physical and mental part.
I was longing for some excitement and it was
dropped into my lap more or less. So in that bus
I was sitting next to a man and he was quite
charming, talked intelligently and sat very close.
I did not try to repress the attraction. Nothing
happened. It was a political meeting.
It was later that I met some of the WES
people in Berlin again. One of them, a man
named Peter, asked me if I wanted to go out and
see the night life of Berlin. I said yes. He took
me to a pub with a name something like the big
apple, although I'm not sure what it was called. It
was a huge place with one room after the other,
all filled with young people, they were mostly
young, younger than me, sitting drinking or in
other rooms dancing. The rooms were dark and
only slightly lit by various colored lights. This
could have been all indifferent to me, or it could
have been erotically infused if I would allow it to
be. Peter took my hand so we wouldn't get lost
from each other in the crowds of people moving
around in there, going from room to room.
Perhaps he just wanted to be sure I wouldn't get
lost or separated from him. But it was electrical
for me, one of those things that happen. I don't
know what it was about Peter, maybe it was the
time and place and neediness. He had shoulder
length reddish hair, a long scraggly beard, pale
sometimes slightly watery blue eyes, he was
slightly stooped, although younger than I and he
liked to drink alcoholic beverages, probably too
much. He already looked a bit like a potentially
disintegrating alcoholic, potentially I say. Maybe
it was my imagination.
After our visit at that night club, it was
quite late and he said he'd bring me home. I
wasn't staying at that time at Helga's, though I
don't know why. Perhaps she was away. The
room was in fact, the place where Rudi generally
stayed when he came to Berlin. There were even
a few of his things there, but basically it was a
foreign place with no connection to my other

reality. That's how it seemed, when my regular
daily life was disconnected or I disconnected
myself from it; it suddenly became unreal and
what I did had no connection to it. I could do
anything and it wouldn't matter because it was a
parallel universe. And this parallel place always
had the potential for fun and craziness that the
other one did not. Maybe that's why I needed to
have it, and maybe that's the role it played for me
in the years after, after what? In the beginning
from high school, through college, after meeting
Rudi and perhaps until the shocks of 1966, 67,
and definitively April 68, there did not need to be
a parallel reality because my life was good,
exciting, and erotically imbued, including the
intellectual and doing part of it, not just the
sexual. But then that track got bent, cloudy and
sometimes terrifying.
So, when Peter and I got to the door, it
was winter and I think there was snow on the
ground, Peter said, “I'll go now.” I said, “why
don't you come in.”

Peter
He looked at me in surprise. I think that
until then, he thought that spending an evening
with me was just simple entertainment that meant

nothing more than that. But he was unsure. He
came closer to me, put his arm around me to see
if I'd move away. I didn't. “Come in,” I said. He
did.
We ate something, talked and then went
into the little room where I slept. It was dark and
it remained so. I don't know if I can describe
what happened next. It was a long night and - of
course, we had sex. I don't know either why it
blew me away the way it did. Nothing like that
massive erotic whorl that wouldn't stop had ever
happened to me before, not that powerful and that
long. But maybe it was that long because Peter
could. I don't know. In any case, in the end I was
reduced to uncontrolled crying and Peter got
worried that he'd hurt me. “It's not that,” I said.
“But you better go home before the people here
wake up.”
“Shall we see each other again?” he
asked.
“Yes,” I said.
We did see each other again. I think it
was the next day. But it was a little complicated.
Peter had a girlfriend that he was breaking up
with, and it had nothing to do with me, at least I
don't think so. I had no intention of breaking up
with Rudi, I wasn't sure whether Rudi should
even know about this. Rudi didn't know Peter
nor any of Peter's friends. I would never have
done this with someone Rudi knew. I was sure of
that, and in fact, I never did. The problem with
not telling though is always that if the other
should find out some other way, maybe it's
worse. But OK, I was still in Berlin and wouldn't
see Rudi for a few more days. It had already
happened which wasn't going to get undone, so
what did it matter to do it again. But maybe it
did matter, because what is good once and not
repeated is an anomaly. But what if it becomes
an intensely desired addiction? That's the
problem with a second time. Probably it's like
one of those horrifically habit-forming drugs, that
drive you beyond all rationality, which I wouldn't
really know because I never tried it. But I did try
making love with Peter and it was incredible.
I had to find a way to go to Berlin again.
When I was there, there were only nights. All
night. Peter had a record of Nina Simone singing

A visit to Golli’s swimming pool with the kids and
Peter
songs I hadn't heard before. It was a bootleg
record, but the songs just made the air more
explosive than ever. In the morning Peter just
groaned. No more, he said. Please. And he fell
asleep. But if I touched him he did it again, even
if he was dead tired or mostly asleep. Poor guy.
I couldn't stay long. I had to go back to
Aarhus, to routine. But we had to figure out how
to make it happen again. Peter said he would
come to Aarhus when Rudi wasn't there. That
was a dangerous proposition and I probably
should have said no, but in this thing, I was not
thinking, an addiction is an addiction, it doesn't

stand for realistic assessment.
So, Peter came to Aarhus. The children
were there and they met Peter. There was no big
problem with that. But sleeping with Peter was
more questionable and the children knew it.
They understood too, though I wasn't sure at the
time that they did. As the time came for Peter to
leave, we were already planning how we could be
together again. Peter came up with the idea of
taking a motor bike trip around Crete. It sounded
wildly insane to me, but utterly romantic, days in
the sun, by the sea, in an exotic place, nights
doing what we did, and I said, I want to do it.
But it wasn't to be. Rudi came home and
he found out from the kids that a man had been
visiting while he was gone. He wanted to know
who it was and why he was there. I told him a
little. Did I sleep with him? I told the truth.
Rudi was not happy. He seemed to be
pondering it. I then said I wanted to go to Crete
with this person. Rudi interpreted it to mean that
he was losing me. I said, “it's only this once, I
have no intentions to stay with him, none at all. I
am not in love with this man. I am in love with
you, only you.” But this, sadly, made no sense to
Rudi, he couldn't see the dichotomy, that was so
plain to me. He was distressed, angry and hurt.
He said, “if you go to Crete with him, then it's
finished with us. If you see him again it's
finished with us.”
That seemed so bizarrely simple to me.
Was it really so easy just to end it all? For him?
I guess it was. That hurt me too. But I said, “I
do not want it to be finished with us. I will not
go to Crete with him and I will never see him
again”.
This didn't seem to be good enough for
Rudi. He said the whole thing had changed
something between us. “What?” I asked. But he
didn't define it. Nonetheless, he remained
distant, hurt and distressed for a long time. I told
Peter I couldn’t go to Crete and after that I never
saw Peter again.
Nothing like the way it had been with
Peter had ever happened to me before and for all
the problems that arose in the end, and for all the
sadness that Rudi's distancing caused for me, and
for the pain I caused him, I am nonetheless, glad

I got to have been blown away out of this
plodding body, just for once.
There was another man from WES who
lived in Berlin and who I visited when I was
there. His name was Fritz and although he was
active in WES he also belonged to the SPD and
played a role in the local SPD group.
Rudi's idea that we should know what was
going on the in the SPD in order to know if there
was any chance for a left wing break off could
only be realized if we had a source of
information. Rudi thought I should join the SPD
and at least get their mailings. I couldn't really
participate much from Denmark and my visits to
Berlin weren't that frequent. But maybe we could
find out something.
I told Fritz about this. He said, “do you
really want to join the SPD, and if so why?”
I explained that we wanted to know more
about what was going on in the party, at least see
what was being discussed from the material they
printed. “I don't expect I can come to meetings
that often, but when I'm here, I'll come.”
“You'd have to have an address in Berlin,”
he said, “if you want to join the Berlin group.
And Dutschke that name might scare them. I
expect it would.”
“I should have a different name?”
“It would help.”
“I should join under a false name?”
“If they find out, that's not so good,” he
said skeptically.
I told Rudi all of this when I went back to
Denmark. He said, “that's probably a reasonable
assessment. But maybe you could change your
name.”
“Change my name?” I said in surprise.
“Be Klotz again.”
The women's movement had discussed
the problem of women taking their husbands
names and thereby erasing a part of their own
identity and history. It was considered an
unemancipated thing to have to do and women
were struggling to get laws requiring this
changed, so they could either keep their maiden
name, or the man could take the woman's name.
I'd thought about this and considered it, but
thought also that my maiden name came from my

father, not my mother. The patriarchal name
history went back a long way. Yet, though I
didn't know it at the time, my mother's maiden
name had come in the beginning not from the
male side, but from the female side. Her greatgrandmother had had a boy child who received
her name, not his father's name. Furthermore, it
was the name of the place where they lived
Roxburgh. Perhaps I should have taken that
name, but I didn't know all of this then.
I agreed to officially and legally change
my name back to Klotz, and then join the SPD. It
was pretty crazy really, but it wasn't so difficult.
I simply had to tell them that was my maiden
name, prove it with my birth certificate, pay a fee
and my name could again latch onto the onetime
high school nonsense of being called blood clots.
I also registered myself living in Berlin.
Helga had let Rudi register at her address and
now me too, so we had an official Berlin address.
Fritz helped me join the SPD. He got the
necessary papers and took them to where they
had to go without me having to be there in
person. He was the only person in the SPD who
knew who I really was.
I began to receive various publications
from the SPD. It was public information and I'm
sure we didn't find anything particularly
revealing, but we wouldn't have had even this
information otherwise. This lasted for about six
months, maybe a bit more. Then I got a letter
from the local SPD organization in the district
where I was a member, it said that I was being
expelled from the SPD because I had lied on my
member application and given a false name. I
wrote back to them and said I did not lie; my
name was correct and legal and I did not accept
that I was being expelled for this reason.
They wrote again and said the party had
an appeals process which I could request if I
wanted to. I told them I would do that, since they
were expelling me for reasons that were
incorrect. The appeals process was a kind of
court and I would have to go to Berlin to attend.
I didn't like the idea. I felt like I was being
treated like a criminal, accused falsely and the
whole process seemed very aggressive, but I
wasn't going to be deterred. I arrived in Berlin

with my new passport and the papers showing I
had legally changed my name. But I was terribly
nervous on the day of the appeals court itself. It
took place in the night in some dreary
neighborhood in a somewhat run-down building.
The room itself was apparently meant to be
terrifying and belittle the accused down before
the negotiations even began. The room was dark.
Perhaps it had black walls, that's how I remember
it. There was a big table in the middle of the
room and around eight or ten men, all men, sat
around it. There was only one naked light bulb
hung on a cord over the middle of the table. I
had to walk to the far end of the table and take a
seat while they all stared at me.
They asked some questions, stated why
they were expelling me, and wondered why I was
appealing. I said, I did not join under a false
name and I want to stay a member. I showed
them my documents which they looked at in
silence, passing them around. Then someone
said, “they look to be correct. We will let you
know the result of our deliberations. You can go
now.” I was simply glad to get out of that place.
But their unfriendly miens, their indifference
indicated to me that they did not sympathize with
me and would likely not decide in my favor.
Some weeks later I received a letter which
said that their original reason for expelling me
had been a mistake, that I had not joined under a
false name, but they were expelling me anyway
for no reason at all. They could do this if they
felt like it. I've since thought of changing my
name back to Dutschke and have used it for
writing, but it seems like a terrible lot of trouble
and not really compelling.
I don't know exactly when Rudi first had
an affair. It may have been in 1972. I was in the
USA with Hosea and he was in Berlin for the
summer. We had agreed at some point that if we
did sleep with others we'd not try to hide it, but
be honest about it, it seemed the best way to
avoid conflicts and we were under the influence
of the Wilhelm Reich notion that sexual freedom
was part of the anti-authoritarian complex, as
long as no one was being compelled. That meant
that sleeping with common friends would be a
kind of unfreedom, we had rejected the idea of

Kommune I and II that demanded that everyone
sleep with everyone else even if they didn't want
to. But if we, the partners were thousands of
miles away from each other and did not know the
person with whom the other was sleeping, and it
was just temporary, how could there be
compulsion in it? Perhaps there was anyway.
The sexual revolution of the 1960's ended up as a
big question without answers. In our case, Rudi
was less inclined to accept the temporary part of
it. He had three affairs in those years that I know
of, and some of them lasted several years, he'd
see these women whenever he traveled to their
towns or cities. I viewed this as somewhat
dangerous, because a more permanent kind of
relationship with another woman could be a weak
link in our relationship. To tell the truth, I don't
know what Rudi thought. The one time I had a
longer relationship, longer than a few weeks, was
with Peter and that completely threw Rudi for a
loop. And when I saw that, I ended it abruptly
and completely. Rudi never did that. Perhaps it
hurt me a little. But then he always came back. I
tried to justify it, saying I'd agreed to us not
compelling each other to have no external
relationships. Rudi had in the beginning been
more inclined to not agree, but then he did. I
could clearly separate the notion of sexual
relationships and emotional love which was a
feeling and way of communication not
necessarily bound to sexual satisfaction. When
these two could be combined, of course, that
would be the ideal, but degrees in both ways were
also acceptable and perhaps even preferable for
perhaps complexity is ultimately more interesting
than simplicity.
Because I was in Berlin fairly frequently
in that period, I began to feel that I could live in
Berlin and even wanted to. The ferocious
aggression of an enraged, reactionary population
had diminished. The Springer papers were no
longer on a rampage against the students, since
the students were not doing much. The sectarian
K groups of the time were way too marginal.
There were the terrorists though. They could fill
the news every time they blew up, murdered or
threatened. But this was not affecting us much.
Basically, the public had forgotten us and that

was fine with me. Since Rudi had been talking
for years of returning to Germany when the time
came, I thought perhaps the time had come. I
met some people who had a commune in Berlin.
It was a large apartment and there were some
available rooms. They weren't people I'd known
before, but in my visits, I'd told people we might
move back to Berlin, if there were a commune
where we could live. Here was one. I met the
people and liked them. The apartment itself was
big enough. They wanted to have us. It seemed
like it might be a possibility for us.
When I went back to Aarhus, I told Rudi
about it. He knew of a couple of the people
though he didn't know them well. He was
skeptical. Why?
“They might have some sympathies with
the DKP. I think they might”, Rudi said.
“Well, we could find out. They were not
dogmatic”, I said.
But Rudi didn't want to pursue it. He was
very clear about any indication of sympathy
toward the GDR, he could feel it, I think. It
aroused distrust in his mind. The problem in
those days though was that many left leaning
people who were by no means dogmatic
supporters of the communists or of the GDR, still
felt that if you opposed capitalism you had to
begin with the socialism that already was
existing. There were problems with it, to be sure,
but there wasn't anything else. This position
which was, in fact, very common among those
who had sympathized with the New Left of the
1960's, who did not belong to K groups and who
weren't part of the organized undogmatic left,
probably included a larger group than all the
others put together. But for Rudi, who had lived
in the GDR and was forced to leave, such a
position was more or less anathema. He felt he
couldn't discuss it with them, because they just
couldn't see, there was no common point to start
the discussion. And in this he was probably right,
though some years later, many of them could see.

Rudi working at a desk at Helga’s house where he
stayed while in Berlin. Later he no longer stayed
there, but got a room in another commune with
Mieri and Clemens and their girlfriends. I also
stayed at this commune a few times.

This was Rudi’s desk in Heibergsgade, looking
out the front window. I mostly did my studying
and writing at a desk in the university where I
went almost every day. Rudi always had a desk, I
did not. Perhaps that seems unfair, but I needed
to get out of the house and had a place in the
Hygiene Institute where I could work.
But life was of course, not always work
and there was always a time for the kids. When
Rudi was at home, he went out every day to the
park next to our apartment. The kids would
follow him and soon a neighborhood of kids
would be playing football with Rudi. They loved
him.
One day there was a street festival on
Heibergsgade. There was a story teller, a
magician for the kids and then tables were set up
with plenty of food.

In this photo Polly is in the middle in front
listening to a story teller.
Then there were the Suzuki events. Hosea
was getting pretty good, Polly making progress
and both participated in the concerts and events.

The kids were enthused by this concert. A wild
looking fiddler came to Aarhus and led the kids
around the building all of them fiddling away
while they ran around following the pied piper.
Hosea is in the middle here.

More traditional, all the kids standing on stage in
their fancy clothes. Polly on the left in a dress I
sewed for her. I tried to make the dresses as she
wanted them.

Another traditional concert, Polly in the middle
and Hosea third from left

This was a Suzuki camp in Skanderborg. For this
weekend event Suzuki kids came from
Copenhagen and we had a family stay at our
house with dad and two kids. There was violin
playing, but lots more, dancing, games, eating
and here the parents also played their
instruments. You can see me behind the girl in a
pink blouse playing my flute.

Polly wearing the dress I sewed for her.
Bike Trip with Rudi
In these years Rudi was seldom at home.

He had begun to engage in German politics, now
tending ever more toward the Green Lists which
were getting into local parliaments. He had a new
friend Milan Horacek who had fled
Czechoslovakia after the Russian invasion in
1968. Milan was also interested in the Green
movement and took it upon himself to drive Rudi
to all the events he thought were important.
Milan was also engaged in the democracy
movement for Czechoslovakia and published a
little magazine called Listy, I believe there was
also a German version, but the Czech version was
smuggled into Czechoslovakia and distributed
there. Milan did not do the smuggling as he was
Czech, though he eventually got German
citizenship. Others from the Antiauthoritarians,
especially Sibylle Plogstedt would drive to
Prague with a pile of Listys hidden in her car.
But when Rudi was home, he spent a lot
of time with the kids. Our relationship was
disturbed. He had rejected the options which I
had found of going back to Germany, yet he was
in Germany as much as in Denmark. I didn’t
mind that though, in fact, I found it burdensome
sometimes when he was in Aarhus. He wanted to
work on whatever he was doing, he seemed to
expect I’d do everything else. He would be
grumpy if he couldn’t sit at his desk, except when
he was outside playing with the kids.
Because of the Agoraphobia, I had begun
going to a psychoanalysis, although after Israel I
no longer had the attacks. The psychologist
thought I should separate from Rudi, as if that
would solve my problems. Yet, I didn’t think that
was the answer. I still cared about him. My
problem was finding myself in the chaos of my
life. I had always wanted to be more than wife
and mother and yet I hadn’t found a way to do
that adequately. Certainly, the work at the
Institute, my food project, and the few little
projects I did there did make me happy, but I felt
like I was still on the fringe.
I thought maybe spending some time just
with Rudi might at least improve our relationship,
so I suggested we take a bike tour for some days.
Rudi liked the idea, physical activity always
appealed to him. So we packed our gear and set
out. In Aarhus there were bike paths, but once we

were out of the city there were none. We took
backroads in the hope of avoiding a lot of traffic,
but these roads were narrow and when cars or
trucks did come, they were going fast and I found
it quite terrifying. Nonetheless we reached the
highest point in Jutland, not a mountain, but a hill
with a monument on top.

wearing a rain coat, and it seems the water was
quite cold, but it doesn’t bother Rudi. He always
wore the beret when he was outside, believing it
protected him or the scar on his head. These are
timed photos which is why I am trying to reach
Rudi before the camera clicks. The second time
worked. There were no other people there.

Himmelbjerg with the tower. It was once
considered the highest point. But another hill
nearby is a bit higher. Wikipedia photo
Hosea’s school class weekend at the Camp
Grounds in Moesgaard

We climbed to the top of the tower. Rudi here

This is near Silkeborg where we rode on this trip.
The weather was not always very good. I am

Hosea’s school class had a retreat for
several days at the beginning of the school year so
the kids would develop a feeling of solidarity, I
guess. They needed parents to chaperone and help
the teacher, so I volunteered. It was actually nice,
being out in nature and interacting with the kids
who were all good kids and we had fun. I took a
lot of photos, and later we had a slide show for the
class and their parents. All of the following photos
were originally slides. I have forgotten the names
of most of the kids.

Raising the flag in the morning

Steen brushing his teeth

Fixing a place to sleep

climbing

Me and a kid at the outhouse called think box

Cleaning up

Preparing a meal

At the sea

Girls posing

Going out in the evening

Going home on the bus: me & Ho on right side

Writing

Two separate articles I wrote for the Danish
magazine Husholdningslaerer: Food and
Religion and Food in Denmark in olden times
I always wanted to write ever since I was
quite young, yet most of the time I felt as if I
weren’t inspired, and if I wasn’t then I couldn’t
write. Sometimes it was very frustrating and I’d
think why can’t I get inspired.
But after I’d begun my food and religion
project, I wanted to do something with it other
than have it archived in my brain. I was of course
still thinking of using it all for a licentiate degree
in Denmark. That was their peculiar system, not
like anywhere else, but it was supposed to be

This article was for the German Women’s
magazine Courage: The Food of the Gods and
what became of it A History of Food
comparative to a doctor’s degree. Yet I knew it
would be a long time before I had that finished,
though I already had results.
Besides the surveys I had from Israel and
Mexico, I also had food surveys from Denmark.
These I did not do myself; they had been done by
the Danish government and reached back about
100 years. Since I had contact with the household
teachers’ course, I found out the they produced a

magazine which came out a number of times a
year. I ended up writing two articles for this
magazine in 1977. One of them was a general
view of the relationship between food and
religion, covering my idea of what I thought at
that point the relationship was. The other was
about food traditions in Denmark going back to
the middle ages.
I also produced a talk for Danmarks
Radio which I read myself on the subject of how
the traditional diet in Denmark had developed.
Dr. Helms had the idea that I could hold
several seminars for the Household course on my
research. I remembered the catastrophe of the last
time I’d tried to teach a seminar, having a panic
attack in the middle of it and I was leery. I
decided I needed some kind of support, so I took
a course on public speaking for which I had to
stand before the other classmates and give
speeches. At the end of that course, I thought I
can do this. I think I held altogether four seminars
on my subject in which I tried to explain how the
dietary stables developed in various areas of the
earth under different conditions and how that
related to religion. The women, I believe it was
all women in the course, seemed to find it
interesting and I did not have any panic attacks.
I was still interested in the progress of
women’s liberation. The group I’d been in when I
first came to Denmark had dissolved after a
couple years and there was no new one. But I
continued to read Women’s literature and also
followed the course of what was happening in
Germany. There were two women’s lib
magazine’s there. One was the more popular one
Emma started by Alice Schwarzer. It was meant
for a broader audience. The other magazine
Courage was more theoretical which limited the
audience somewhat. It was started by Sybille
Ploegstedt and others. I found Courage
interesting and thought perhaps they’d publish an
article on the subject of food and religion. They
were interested. Rudi helped by correcting my
German grammar which I found impossible to
get perfect. That issue in 1979 concerned itself
specifically with food.
I wasn’t only dealing with food and
religion in those years though. I also knew that

our anti-authoritarian movement was endangered
both by the sectarian Maoist and Stalinist groups
that had formed not only in Germany, though that
is where my attention was, but also by the terror
organizations like RAF in Germany. I could see
how angry and depressed Rudi had been by it.
But there were still some
antiauthoritarians who had not departed from the
ideals. One of them was Manfred Scharrer, whom
we’d gotten to know in England. Manfred went
back to Berlin, where Rudi hoped through him
also to have some influence against the negative
course. Manfred and others with Rudi’s
encouragement started a magazine. It was to be
one of the attempts to counteract all the crazy
sectarian, Maoist magazines. It was called Der
lange Marsch Zeitung der neuen Linken and first
appeared in 1972.
Der Lange Marsch made considerable use
of artwork. Many of the title pages were drawn
by Natasha Ungeheuer who was a fairly wellknown artist among the left: her partner Johannes
Schenk was a poet. I had met them some years
before and remember my first visit to their
apartment which was an utter chaos of peculiar
objects as well as Natasha’s paintings. Natasha
herself said her family had been persecuted by
the Nazis. What her background was I don’t
know. I think she said they were Sinti or Roma,
but I don’t know if that is so. She dressed in an
exotic, non-conformist fashion and became
perhaps best-known because, I believe it was
Gaston Salvatore who wrote a piece called
something like the long journey to the house of

Natatsha Ungeheuer.
Amelie Glienke who lived in Helga’s
house also drew both front pages and cartoons for
der Lange Marsch. Since it seemed a possible
outlet even for me, I decided to do some
drawings for it. I think, the first one I did, related
to Rudi’s doctor’s thesis which was later
published as a book, Lenin auf der Fuesse zu
stellen; Put Lenin on his feet.

how many were printed in der Lange Marsch. But
here are the ones I have.

The history of the disparity between means and
ends.

They say we should consume less to save energy/
and less pay because of inflation
This is my drawing that appeared on the cover of
der Lange Marsch. It was obviously a critique
not only of Rudi, but of the whole male
dominated political scene. It says: certainly, you
have put Hegel on his feet, but what does that
have to do with me? On the upsidedown head it
says dialectical materialism; primitive society,
slavery, feudalism, capitalism, socialism. On the
posters; Marx, Engels Lenin, Solidarity with
Chile, die Partei, Class struggle, Red, Stalin,
Mao, workers, prison.
I enjoyed drawing this sort of thing,
political messages, but a bit critical and making
fun of the sectarian K groups, dogmatism or of
men. So, I did more of them. I don’t remember

This was a mild criticism of the notion in some
alternative kindergartens that the children should
play with their shit.
What are you doing?/ I’m smearing shit on the
wall/ Why?/ so when I grow up I can fuck well/
with an asshole like you I would never fuck

Sometimes people were hungrig/ Then they slept,
the children laid with their mothers/ In the
morning the children woke first. They looked at
each other/ Then they were hungrig/ Hunger
Hunger. Go away! Urv! Get it yourself.
The following drawings were not for
Lange Marsch and I don’t think they appeared
anywhere, although I was thinking of using them
for something.

Helgut; meant for a children’s story book
I interpreted the story of Adam and Eve
the first time for my thesis project, but since then
I have used it any number of times for various
occasions. The drawings were never used, but
probably meant for a children’s story book like
the previous ones.

Adam and Eve
I did write and completed the children’s
story book in those years. It was meant to be a
history of the world for young children from an
antiauthoritarian revolutionary standpoint. It took
various examples from early history to the
present and made a story taking place in that
period. I asked Natasha Ungeheuer if she would
draw illustrations for the book which she did.
They were beautiful brightly colored pictures and
both she and I liked the book. We searched for a
publisher, but did not succeed in finding any
willing to publish this book. It was a great
disappointment and I think Natasha ended up
being rather annoyed at me that all this work
ended up with nothing to show for it.
I saw Natasha again many decades later,
still living in a cluttered and chaotic apartment,
and she said she thought she still had the pictures.
I also still have the text, but when I suggested we
try again to find a publisher, she got angry. I
didn’t understand why. It was merely a question,
but she was so angry that she has refused to see
or talk to me since then.
In those 1970’s years while I was living in
Denmark with small children and Rudi was often
away in Germany, I obviously wasn’t inactive, in
fact, I tried many things all of which I enjoyed
and yet none of them really developed beyond
what I have put here. There was one more thing I
tried, which also was great fun and which had no
consequences in the end. However this was
somewhat later, I believe in the 1980’s.
Videos were becoming popular and it was
becoming possible for amateurs to make videos,
not at home, we didn’t have computers then, but
in Denmark there was an option, supported by the
state to try it out. There was a video workshop in
the town of Haderslev. It was a good two-hour
bus ride from Aarhus, but anyone could apply to
work on a project there. You just had to describe
your project and could come. It didn’t cost

anything. First, they gave a kind of course to
show you how to use the camera and video
cassettes. The cameras were large then and so
were the cassettes, I think it was a VHS system.
Anyway, I was allowed to take the camera home
with me. I probably had to buy the cassettes,
although they may also have provided one.
My idea was to make a video for children
showing the even what you see may not be
exactly what you think it is, nor what color you
suppose it should be, that is, vision is relative and
there are other factors besides your eyes that play
a role in what you see. What I wanted to do was
show how looking through different colored glass
made the object look different. I asked the
kindergarten if I could photograph there and if
the kids could participate, which was allowed. I
think the kids thought it was great fun, they were
all in the video and I ended up with a lively video
about colors which the whole kindergarten and
any others interested came to see.

identified himself as a Christian, but he wanted to
explain why he was there. We in Europe have a
long Christian tradition and we are part of it. The
role Christians can play in creating a better
society is important. He did not deny his
Christian background, but never said I am a
Christian, rather he identified with a Christian
tradition which he had grown up with, with the
teachings of Jesus, the Sermon on the mount.

Other Trips trailing Rudi
Rudi was invited by a Christian group that
summer to speak at a conference in Norway. The
title of the conference was Christians in the
struggle for Socialism and because Niemoeller
was going to be there, we knew it would be
political and interesting, so Rudi accepted and we
thought it would also be a nice vacation for all of
us. It was located on an island off the coast, so
we had to leave our car and take the post boat to
get there. This boat was a catamaran which none
of us had ever experienced before so it was
interesting for us and it went fast.
Between talks everyone was outside
resting on the hills and meadows sloping down to
the sea. That is where most of the discussions
took place. I seem to remember that in this very
conservative part of Norway, people were afraid
of Rudi and didn’t want him to come. But he
wasn’t stopped. And I remember the pleasant
afternoons sitting in the grass and the long
discussions Rudi had with Niemoeller, who said
he agreed with Rudi’s politics. Others mostly sat
and listened to these discussions.
At that time, Rudi no longer really

In the theater where the talks, discussions and
music took place
I don’t remember when Rudi was invited
to Salecina in Switzerland. Salecina was a
conference grounds owned by Amelie and Theo
Pinkus who organized leftwing seminars and
conferences, a place for discussions, education
and holidays. It was in the mountains, beautiful
and a good place for the whole family to spend a
short vacation. When the conditions were good,
Rudi always managed to get the family invited as
well when he was invited, usually he made it a
condition. At least that, as he seldom got much or
even any money, but we were glad to have the

vacations in these beautiful places, that we
otherwise couldn’t have afforded.

In this photo in Salecina, I am on the far left,
Polly is second from right next to Rudi
India Fall 1978
That fall another adventure began for me. I still
had money from the World Council of Churches
to do research in another country. Not that
adventure must cost money, but getting to
somewhere else generally costs money in our day
and age. India was an ideal place for the food and
religion project. There were people of various
religions. Would their diets be different? What
effect did religion have on the diets - holy cows,
non-meat eaters, Muslims, Buddhists and Hindus.
And what about the caste system, grinding
poverty, development, politics? There was so
much that was interesting about the country. But
I was scared. I wasn't sure if I really was brave
enough to go so far, to such a strange place alone,
to face so many barriers, that from my safe place
in Denmark seemed insurmountable. It was a
long and complicated plane ride as well. I didn't
like to fly. I never had. So, I kept putting it off.
I'd travelled in 1974 to Rome, 1975 to Israel and
1976 to Mexico. But I didn't travel in 1977.
Maybe I had some good excuses. I had to
organize and reflect on the material I already had
and there was a lot of it. But mostly the thought
of contending with that complicated trip required
time to build courage. Flying first to Moscow,
then New Delhi, then Hyderabad. It would take a
couple days to get there in rickety planes. Then
what would I do when I landed there? Walk up to
a sacred cow and say hi? I had no connections,
didn't know where to start, didn't know if I could

communicate with anyone. It seemed more like
walking over the edge of a cliff and hoping
there'd be a mattress underneath me and then
some friendly people to rescue me.
But it turned out to resolvable, as things
always seemed to be in the end. I was reading
articles in one of the nutrition journals about food
and diets in India. It was written by a couple
women at the Institute of Nutrition in Hyderabad
and it mentioned something about courses for
people wanting to learn about nutrition problems
in India. I don't think there was address other
than the name of the Institute. And there wasn't
any further information about the courses either,
like the price, who they were meant for, how long
they lasted. But I thought, grabbing at straws,
that maybe they would be available for me. So, I
wrote a letter addressed only to the institute and
the city it was in, Hyderabad, asking for more
information about the courses. I didn't have
much hope that I'd even get a response, much less
a possibility. I thought it was probably for
students at universities, or maybe some sort of
exchange program, or maybe only for Indians.
I waited, almost forgot about it and began
racking my brain for other options. Then one day
there was a letter in the mail from India. Whoa,
my stomach flipped. I opened the letter with the
usual hope and fear that it would just be a
rejection, but it said the courses could be
prepared individually according to the student's
needs, the costs included both room and board,
teaching and field trips. The price was
reasonable. And it was open to anyone. That
meant me. I had enough money left in my grant
to cover the flight, the course and a little more.
After I read that letter, I ran in to Rudi and said,
"I can go to India. There is an institute that will
take me and teach me what I need to know."
Rudi frowned, mumbled something
skeptically, and then composed himself. I knew
he was never happy when I was gone. The first
time in Italy, I'd been nearby when a
demonstrator was shot by a fascist, in Israel I'd
been inside a building that was destroyed over
my head by angry demonstrators. In Mexico
though nothing of that nature had happened and
I'd had Polly with me, so Rudi didn't have to take

care of both kids. "Will, you take one of the
children?" he asked.
"No, I said. "That won't work here. I am
going to take a course there. It will involve many
hours every day and there is no place for a child.
I just have to find the best time to do this. You'll
manage, I said. This will be the last trip."
He knew he couldn't say no, even if he
wanted to. He really believed that women should
have equal opportunities and that liberation
meant liberation for everyone. I’ll grant him that.
It was not easy for him, but he struggled through
it all. He was not a hypocrite and he understood
that he had to try to live what he believed and
wanted others to believe, though he didn’t always
succeed.
But for me, once having made the
decision it still took a massive effort of will to
obtain the plane ticket, because once that was
done, I couldn't turn back. It was like revving up
the motor in myself until there was enough
steam, forcing me to go to a travel bureau to
order the ticket. I got one that would take me to
Hyderabad. It was toward the end of September
when the weather should have been reasonable
for India. I would stay six weeks. The flight
went to Moscow, there transferring to New Delhi
and then another flight to Hyderabad. I thought
that maybe if I stayed in Moscow longer, I could
go into the city and see it, just a quick view, a
tourist bus perhaps.
And so, I set off, saying good-bye to Rudi
and the kids, giving them all hugs and kisses,
wavering for a moment, Rudi trying to be brave
too, I got on the train, which would take me to
the airport. I waved again through the window,
and thus already I was separated from them. As
the train started, they ran alongside it to the end
of the platform and then they were gone. Now I
had to look ahead to the totally unknown.
Arriving in Moscow, I asked how I could
get into town. No one seemed to understand me.
I went through the pass control and then everyone
who was going on to somewhere else, especially
those with long waiting periods were shunted to a
bus accompanied by an official whose precise
nature was not clear. The bus drove through the
airport, past ugly buildings to another ugly

building where it stopped. The official stayed
close to me, made sure I went into that building
where another official took over. This woman led
me to a room. Stay here, was about all I could
understand. It was a small room with a bed and a
bathroom. Not uncomfortable, but extremely
boring. You can sleep, the woman said. I
groaned. I didn't want to sleep. But she ignored
me and walked out. The door locked behind her,
from the outside. I couldn't get out. Shit, I
muttered to myself. I felt like I was being put in
jail. With no other options, not even anything to
read, I did go to bed and even fell asleep. At
some point, hours later I was given some food
and many hours later I was brought back to the
airport waiting hall where I got my flight on a
Russian plane to New Delhi. We received a
Russian dinner, actually quite nice, with caviar
and then it was night and time to sleep which was
out of the question. I had hoped perhaps I 'd be
able to see the Himalayas when we flew over
them, but it was night and dark. I saw nothing.
In the morning we were in New Delhi.
The plane from New Delhi to Hyderabad
was old and rickety. It didn’t feel very secure, but
there were no other options. I walked out of that
plane into a hot and humid sunny day. There
were people everywhere. One of the first things I
remember having to do was to pee. There wasn't
really a problem finding a toilet in the airport.
English is actually one of India's official
languages. That made things somewhat easier. I
went into a toilet stall and pretty soon toilet paper
began fluttering through the slates in the stall
door. There were lots of fans blasting away,
keeping constant air currents and having the
effect of making the heat tolerable. The wind
kept the stream of toilet paper which got ever
longer fluttering, rather than plopping to the
floor. I figured I better grab some of it before it
did land on the floor. So, I broke a piece off, but
more kept coming. I finished what I had to do
and opened the door. An undernourished woman
in a cotton sari squatted in front of the stall door
holding the toilet paper in her hand. I guess that
was her job, to let toilet paper flow into the stalls
of peeing and shitting people. She held out her
hand for a tip. I don't remember now if I already

had some rupees and could give her something or
not. But what a weird way to be greeted in a new
country.
Feeling a bit better after this, I walked on.
I had no idea where I was walking to or how in
the world I was going to get to the Institute. But
standing still wouldn't get me there, so I just
walked slowly. A woman came behind me and
called. I turned to look and saw an older
European woman who was smiling at me. "Have
you just arrived? " she asked. "Have you been
here before?" She had an English accent.
"I've just arrived and never been here," I
said, feeling relieved.
"Where are you going?"
"To the Institute of Nutrition," I said.
"Oh," she said, "well, I'm going there too.
Shall we go together?"
"Yes," I said feeling like a good fairy had
dropped out of the sky to take me by the hand.
"That would be good."
She told me her name which I don't
remember now, but she certainly knew what she
was doing. She waved at one of the many
rickshaws that was empty.

The English lady who helped me.
"You know what you are doing," I said.
"Yes," she told me. "I've been here for
thirty years. I was just back in England for a
holiday." We got in the rickshaw together and the
bicyclist pedaled us away from the chaos of the
airport, into the city.
There was a slight breeze, it was still
fairly early in the morning and I was feeling high

and excited. The town itself was dusty, there
weren't many trees, everything was slightly
dilapidated, but there were also old buildings
probably from colonial times, 19th century. The
streets were full of people walking, rickshaws,
animals, and some cars. It all seemed a little
brown. We came into an area where apartment
complexes in pastel colors were surrounded by
high walls. The streets remained the dusty brown
shade. It was a rather long ride, but then we
weren't going terribly fast. Eventually we came
to another high wall and we stopped at the gate.
“Here it is,” said the English lady. She
paid the driver and told me not to worry about it
this time. Then we went in.

Hyderabad
Inside there was grass, some trees, paved
streets and several large white buildings. They
were in reasonable though not tip top condition.
The English lady showed me where I should go
to register and then went on her way. I signed in
and then was shown my room. I had a window
looking out on the garden, a bed was in the
middle of the room, surrounded by a mosquito
net. There was a fan on the ceiling that was
creating a nice breeze. I had my own bathroom.
It was probably luxurious for Indian standards. I

could begin to relax, feel a bit at home, and start
my life there.

View of the National Institute of Nutrition in
Hyderabad
My course was to last four weeks. The
next day I met my advisor who wanted to know
what my interests were, and then we worked out
a plan for my course. It would consist of class
room lectures, trips to villages to see how the
peasants lived and what they ate, and participate
in the feedings which the institute provided in
some of the poorest villages, several visits to
hospitals where we'd see the kinds of nutritional
diseases undernourished people got. There
would also be plenty of time to work in the
library.
Besides a couple other individuals,
researchers like me, most of the other students at
the Institute were studying to be medical doctors
and were there to take classes on the medical side
of nutrition and nutrition diseases. They also
were living at the Institute while they took these
courses, though this was not where they would
get their degrees.
The students were all from middle class
families and knew nothing about the lives of the
impoverished masses in their country. I
sometimes had the impression they knew less
than I did, perhaps because, I at least had my eyes
open to look and they did not. I suppose they
were all from higher castes and had nothing to do
with low caste people. This must be India's
tragedy, this devastating division based on 2000
years of oppression history. Nonetheless they
were nice kids. I got to know especially two of
them, a young man and a young woman who

wanted to talk to me and eventually we also went
out into the town together and with others several
times.
Tumbling into bed at night. Tired, turning
the fan on to blow away the mosquitos and being
sure the mosquito net was surrounding me. I
could hear the crickets chirping away. It
reminded me of summer in Chicago, a kind of
nostalgia overcame me, after all, there are no
crickets in Denmark. I never knew how much I
missed that sound in summer. Or maybe I did. I
sometimes found the Danish summer depressing,
mainly because it was so short and after three
weeks, when it got cold already in August, I
would think surely there has to be more sun,
more heat, more beach, but there wasn't. So
amazingly there was a familiarity in India that
surprised me. Not that I fell in love with the
country. The poverty was too overwhelmingly
horrifying.
The meals at the institute were substantial
and I'm sure they were healthy, but everything
was highly spiced, so much that it burnt my
mouth and I could hardly eat it. Fortunately,
there was plenty of yoghurt which I piled on the
food to reduce the fieriness to a just tolerable
level. And I got somewhat used to it. The next
question was what to drink. You could buy coke
and other soft drinks here and there, but I'd never
liked coke, it was not always available and it was
expensive. The all-encompassing drink was tea.
Tea was hot, presumably cooked and thus
reasonably bacteria free. However, wherever it
was served it came automatically with milk and
sugar. You couldn't get it straight. Since
childhood I couldn't drink tea with sugar without
feeling a wave of debilitating nausea. With no
other option, I drank tea as much as I could force
myself to, choked down the nausea and hoped I
wasn't dehydrating. But after a while, I started
getting used to that, more or less. I'm not saying
I didn't like the food. Often the first bite, until
the hot spices began tearing at my throat, it was
actually very good.

asked.

Street view with market
One evening, it was still light, but getting
toward twilight, the students were laughing, their
study day was finished and they wanted to have
fun. “We're going out,” they said “to get betel
leaves, do you want to come?”

The market in Hyderabad at night
“Sure,” I said. I knew that people chewed
betel leaves and got red mouths, teeth and
tongues from it, so they looked sort of like
vampires. I didn't know too much more about
betel. A group of us walked to a stand
somewhere in the town and one of them ordered
the treat. I could see that the seller spread some
green leaves out, sprinkled various small crumbs
of mostly darkish or white stuff on them and then
rolled it up. All the kids got the same thing.
What is it? I asked.
They kind of shrugged. "Try it, it's good."
Their unusual jocularity about this whole event,
and the pleasure they seemed to be deriving from
this treat made me somewhat suspicious, but I
thought what you don't know, can't be that bad.
Is that logical? I got one too.
“Do you want silver on it?” the man

“Silver?”
“Yes,” one of the students said, “she
wants silver."
I had noticed a number of treats that had
shiny silver glitter on them. I gradually realized
that this really was silver. They ate silver. Not
just once a year, but often enough, as a treat yes,
but not a rare treat. I was astonished that a
country so poor would use what we considered a
rather valuable metal for food, just to shit out,
really just wasted. I had never really been able to
discover that it had a particular taste, it just
looked nice, that shiny food.
Any way back to the betel leave roll. It ended up
about the size of a large cigar, but it was green.
By the time I got mine, as the last person,
everyone was gnawing on theirs and having a
good time, yet they seemed as if they were doing
something forbidden, a bit sinful, and therefore
especially attractive. I found that it actually
tasted quite good. Whether it had any peculiar
effect on me, I don't know.

This woman had come to get food for her baby.
Her clothes were ragged but she had many
bracelets, perhaps her complete wealth
I do remember that it was a pleasant

evening, fun actually, and that was the time there
was the most kinship between all of us, all
laughing together, feeling a bit of our oneness,
the daily horrors that one could not avoid seeing
in that country were for a time invisible. When
everyone had finished slowly consuming these
things, we all went home again.
Once a week a huge batch of rice and a
spicy sauce was cooked up at the institute and
transported to a village that I assume was chosen
because of its extreme poverty. I went on a
couple of these tours. It worked out well,
because I could see how ordinary poor people
lived and ate. The institute people could translate
for me so I could ask questions and get answers.
We travelled by jeep. This was necessary because
roads were sometimes nonexistent. The rivers
didn't have bridges, so we had to find a place
where the water was not so deep that the jeep
could drive across
.

A Dalit family in the village
That is to say the village was quite
remote. Perhaps the people that lived there were
considered more tribal, although tribal was
generally synonymous with casteless which was

certainly very negative. These villages were not
quite self-sustaining, since they apparently
needed to have these food deliveries to keep from
falling into starvation.

Cow dung plastered on the outside wall of the
house to dry. It has many uses. The flowers
probably improve the smell.
The houses were very small mud huts,
though often white-washed. The outer walls
were decorated with round balls of cow shit into
which a bouquet of flowers had been stuck, so
they were rather colorful. They didn't smell. The
cow shit was ultimately meant to be used for fuel.
But it had to dry out thoroughly first which is
why it was plastered on the walls of the houses.

This woman was spreading a cow dung mixture

around her house which didn’t smell, but was
meant to protect the house in village Aushapur

This man was a cigar seller with his wares in
front of his house. You can see some letters on
the stone in front of the door which is a luck
charm
Often the bed which consisted of ropes
tied to a wooden frame were outside or under a
reed covered porch. The cooking was done
inside, there was a fire place on the floor in the
corner with a pot set on rocks or bricks. The
women cooked the food early in the morning,
usually a rice dish with some vegetable or greens
which grew alongside the paths and lots of
spices. This was the meal for breakfast, lunch and
dinner. Most of the people did not eat meat, not
necessarily because they didn't want to. I wasn't
able to quite figure it out. There were animals in
the villages. The families that could afford it had
a buffalo which provided milk and could also
work, pulling or plowing. This animal was
clearly valued, kept in a shed so it didn't have to
stand out in the sun. But sometimes you saw
them cooling off in a pond with only the top of
their back and head sticking out. There were
cows along the road, though in these poor
villages there weren't many cows. People did
have chickens. Then I saw the small black

animals, sometimes quite a lot of them, that
seemed to wander freely through the villages. I
couldn't figure out what they were. They looked
slightly like funny dogs. I finally went up close
to a bunch of them; they were wary and moved
away, but that close I could see that they
resembled mini wild boars. But they weren't
wild, since they clearly lived in the village. I
asked who they belonged to and no one wanted to
claim them. What do you do with them? Does
anyone eat them? The answer was no. I didn't
believe it. If no one ate them, they wouldn't be
there, I thought. It was considered uncouth,
probably unclean to eat these pigs, but
presumably people did eat them more or less in
secret. Christians, however, did not have a
problem with them, and did admit eating them,
and as a result the diets of poor Christians
seemed to be more well-rounded than those of
Hindus.
In any case, when the jeep with the food
arrived in the village, women and children
quickly collected around us. The food was set up
on a table and people lined up with their plates to
get them filled up. On the whole the people
seemed friendly and curious. Not only did they
answer my questions about their diets, but they
also asked me questions. One that came every
time was, whether I was married. I believe I was
wearing a ring at that time, the one that had been
my grandmother Elizabeth's and they wondered
why I wore it on the finger I had it on. I had no
idea. I had arbitrarily put it on the finger it fitted
on. I told them I was married and they wanted to
know where my husband was. When I was said
Denmark, which was rather incomprehensible to
them, they wondered why he'd let me come so far
alone. They also asked if I had children. These
were the things that interested them. The women
who worked at the institute did not have children.
On another village trip, the institute
women wanted to check the health of the village
children. On this trip there was no food, just
advice. We went into quite a lot of homes, all of
them of the same type, but some people were
obviously a bit wealthier than others. The girls in
the poorer families often looked very thin,
emaciated actually. Boys were also very thin, but

not quite as emaciated as girls. If a baby was
sick, it was usually diarrhea. This was the most
common cause of death for babies and small
children. The institute women told them that
they must feed these sick children boiled water
with certain things in it. Now I don't remember
any more exactly what was supposed to be in it,
probably salt and sugar, things they likely could
obtain. It seemed to be very difficult to get it
across to these women that it would be so easy to
save these babies lives, if only they'd just do this
simple thing.
In one family, a family that they'd
obviously been to before, the mother seemed glad
to see us. Our nutritionist wanted to see the
daughter. The mother said she was healthy, but
when she appeared, she looked quite emaciated.
One of the institute women told me that this
woman had had quite a lot of children, boys and
girls. There were still about 5 or 6 boys but all the
girls had died except for this last one. “Look,”
they said to this mother. “This is your last girl.
You have lots of sons. Don't let this girl die.
Give her an egg to eat every day.” The mother
smiled and nodded, “yes, yes.”

then they are lost when they marry, and the
dowry may cost as well.”
The visit to the hospital was perhaps even
more depressing in a way. Here were children
with all sorts of nutritional deficiency diseases as
well as babies dying of diarrhea because they'd
been brought too late, children, mostly girls, who
were so malnourished that they probably would
not survive, once again because they'd come too
late. Others with rickets would be cripples. But
why rickets in a country with so much sunshine?
Perhaps the girls had been kept inside the huts
and not allowed to play. But some of the children
would be healed and able to go home again and
live normal lives, if the mother understood why
this had happened and was willing to feed the
children the vegetables they needed, in order to
get the vitamins, to give them milk and eggs.
Greens that were full of vitamins grew by the
side of the road and were always available, but
people thought they were worthless weeds. The
institutes job was to educate people. If the babies
and children didn't die, families wouldn't have to
have so many children and then the mothers
would be healthier too.

A girl who probably had had diarrhea and was
malnourished
But our nutritionist said, “I don't know if
she'll do it. They don't want girls. They let them
die. They will take better care of the boys. Girls
are a liability. They cost a lot to bring up and

Girl probably malnourished in the hospital
At that time India was trying to cut its
birthrate. They were trying to force women who
had had four children to be sterilized, but it was
not working very well and it was making people

angry. I was getting the impression that the
problems of poverty in India were insuperable,
and no one knew how to grapple with them.
Comparing to China in those days was difficult
because China was so closed, but it seemed like
there was less starvation, although I think at that
time the cultural revolution was still going on and
sometimes it was violent.

Street food vendor. He sold chapatis and tea
which had milk and sugar. I got some because I
was thirsty but had to drink it slowly to avoid
nausea which I always got from sweetened tea.
toiletries, but this was all happening right out on
the street. Men, one man after the other,
crouched on the curb with their pants pulled
down, their backs toward the street. They were
all shitting, a massive shit community shit. I
guess it happened every morning, into the street.
It soon got covered with dust and mixed into the
general mud of the street. But there were no
women. I wondered about this. Later the Dalit
street cleaners would sweep the street.

A family in the hospital. This girl has probably
been cured
The institute arranged a tour, though it was
not a food trip, but just a tourist tour to see some
ancient temples and palaces in Andra Pradesh.
We were piled into a bus altogether, leaving early
in the morning. I'd never been out on the city
streets so early in the morning, so this
was a shock. The streets were narrow and the
bus was big, we were more or less crawling along
through streets filled with people, motor bikes
and cows, the perpetual cows which seem to
especially like to hang out in the streets. People
were just getting up, doing their morning

Was this bull being prepared to be offered?
Later toward evening on the way home
our bus made a pee stop. I found out then what
the women do, because we had to do it too.
While the men again crouched on the side of the
road, the women went behind the houses to what
we'd consider the backyards. Here hidden from
I am not sure what this man is doing the street,
but out in the open the women crouched down
and did what they had to do.

greeted at the airport with toilet paper, and the
Institute had toilet paper, on the whole people did
not use toilet paper. There was an eating hand
and a wiping hand. You had to keep these
separate and I really did get confused on that
issue.
I believe it was this outing where we also
visited an ancient palace. The scenery in the
countryside was flat, with fields and frequent
villages.
Village photos

Scenery in Andra Pradesh. The buffalos were
used as work animals and for milk.

Girl getting water
On the whole going to the bathroom often
presented a problem. Nicer restaurants may
actually have had a toilet. Middling restaurants
may have had a closed in spot in the back yard
with a fence around it, so people from the outside
at least couldn’t see you, though anyone coming
into that space could. Once I went into a public
toilet of which there weren't many, but I could see
why after this one. There were toilets there that
had open stalls, however, these toilets did not
flush. They were filled to the top and
overflowing with bowel movements. Since they
had become unusable, people had simple done
their dumps on the floor which was a mosaic of
smelly piles and not much free space left over
should you have wanted to make a dump there.
What do you do in circumstances like that? If
you're desperate, you just shit. Although I'd been

Name of this ancient palace?
I had several longer discussions with a
couple of the women at the Institute. One of
them was from a Western country. She had been
there a long time and liked India. She was also
very concerned with the plight of the people and
wanted to promote a socialist kind of political
situation which would help the poor. The other
woman was Indian. She had once belonged to
the Naxalites, a Maoist group that wanted to
organize a revolution in India as Mao had done in
China. The Naxalites had at one time been quite
strong especially in Andra Pradesh.

Market in a village

I went to a zoo but I don’t remember where it was
probably Hyderabad. The elephants walked
around freely between the visitors. At the tiger
cage, which like this one was merely a stone wall
and not terribly high, the tiger was not visible.
The caretaker came along and said, ah he’s
hiding, I’ll call him. He called and the tiger came
almost up to the fence.

A photo of a pig in a village. Their presence had
puzzled me.
But the government had fought them,
decimated them, and discouraged them, so that
they no longer had much support among the

population. However, although this woman no
longer belonged to the group, and couldn't if she
wanted to keep her job at the Institute, which she
did, since she wasn't married and had no family
to support her, she clearly still had sympathies
with the goals of the Naxalites, and although they
had gone underground and were pretty inactive,
she said they were still there, perhaps hoping for
the day when things would change. While I was
at the Institute in Hyderabad there was one fairly
limited protest demonstration of the city's
Muslims who were a minority, but not such a
small one. The Muslims were generally
considered second class citizens, probably many

Some of the other students at the institute eating
in the dining hall.

A researcher at the institute doing a diet survey
of their devotees had at one time been drawn
from the lower castes as the Christians also were,
because they wanted to get out of the caste
system which was oppressive to them. It didn't
really work that well, because the caste system
was so hopelessly ingrained. On the day or
several days of this protest, we were told not to
go into town. No violence ever reached the walls

of our Institute complex.
The weather during my stay at the
institute was hot and humid. However, it was the
monsoon season, or at least the end of it and there
were frequent downpours in the afternoon which
temporarily cooled it off, although ultimately
kept the humidity high. I was afraid of the
mosquitos because of Malaria, however, I had
malaria pills which I took. People who lived
there permanently could not take them, since they
lost their effectiveness and had side effects. But
there wasn't an overwhelming number of
mosquitos and the netting at night kept them
away.
After the four-week course was over, I
still had two weeks until my flight back and I
wanted to see a little more of India. I knew two
people from Germany Bas and Gabriele who had
studied with Gollwitzer. Bas had helped me pass
my Magister exam. They had gotten work at a
theological institution in Bangalore, teaching
Christian theology in the Gollwitzer tradition.

Gabrielle, Bas and daughter Karuna in their
house in Bangalore where I stayed for some days.
I got in contact with them to see if I could
come and visit. They were pleased to have
visitors from the other side of the earth, and said I
could stay there. Bangalore, even at that time
was considered a better off city, not as poverty
stricken and more progressive than many other
places. Getting there gave me my first experience
using public transportation. There were two
ways to travel on the ground - either train or bus.
The train system was actually quite extensive,
already having been developed by the British.
The trains themselves seemed to be from that
time. They were pulled by puffing billies,

expelling huge clouds of sooty smoke. The train
cars were definitely not the newest version. They
had barred windows with no glass. That meant
that the clouds of sooty smoke blew into the
windows, covering the passengers with a layer of
soot. At least there was a constant breeze, so it
wasn't overwhelmingly hot. There was a loud
speaker in each car which played Indian music
blasting out at the maximum loudest level. It hurt
my ears and virtually banged on my head. It was
possible to order food on the train. Small wiry
men would take the order and disappear. I had no
idea where they went. But eventually I saw how
it worked. The train cars had no doors opening
from car to car. The only doors went outside.
But these men would open the doors, grab onto a
bar on the outside of the train and swing over to
the next car. When they had the food, they would
carry it with one hand, grab the bar with the other
and somehow balance the whole thing, open the
train door and come into the car with the food or
drinks while the train was whizzing through the
countryside. I wondered how many of them fell
off and were killed. At least I didn't see it
happening.
The buses were similar, with open
windows and bars and blaring music, but at least
no one swung around on the outside.
Getting into one of these means of
transport was not easy. You could buy a ticket at
the station and then go onto the platform. But
this platform was packed solidly with people, so
tightly packed that it was impossible to move
through it. When the train, or bus, arrived this
mass of people tried to get into it. The mass
exerted overwhelming pressure on those in front
and the door being small only allowed a small
dribble into the train. Furthermore, the stronger
people would push the weaker ones out of the
way, so they could get into the train. After a while
the train doors were closed and most of the
people had not been able to get in. When I saw
that, I despaired of every getting to my
destination. But oddly when my train arrived,
several men, seeing I was a foreigner, and there
truly weren't very many foreigners there, started
shouting and pushing people to make a pathway
for me, a tiny slithering pathway, but nonetheless,

a way for me to get into the train.
The buses weren't as bad, because when
one bus was filled there was another one, so
eventually I think, everyone could get in.
Bangalore was a dusty city too, but with a
slightly lighter colored dust. It did look a bit
better kept up than Hyderabad, but it was also a
smaller city. Bas met me and took me to their
home. Gabriele was at home with their baby,
Karuna. They lived in the theology institute
compound and had a nice little house there
among the trees. Both of them were very busy,
preparing lessons, teaching, writing and taking
care of their baby, although they also had help.
Hiring helpers was quite cheap, so it was no
problem. They had someone who prepared the
meals, cleaned and spent time with the baby. As
a result, the meals were typical Indian meals,
vegetarian, but for their sakes, not as spicy as
normal Indian food might be and so I enjoyed the
meals there.
The bathroom in their house was not
modern as the ones in the Institute had been.
There was no shower, just a huge barrel of water.
To take a bath you had to use a dipper, and pour
the water over yourself. Since someone had to
schlep the water into the house, it was reasonable
to be quite thrifty with the water, but I didn't
really have the knack. And it was also hot, so the
water cooled me off. I felt a little guilty wasting
too much of their water.
The first day I was there a very small and
thin woman in a rather worn single colored dark
sari holding a baby came to the door. Gabriele
gave her food and I believe she did some tasks
for Gabriele which she got money for. Later
Gabriele told me this woman who was from the
untouchables had appeared one day, on the verge
of starving with her starving and unwell baby.
They had taken care of her immediate needs, got
the baby to the hospital where it was nursed to
health, and then told her she could work for them
and earn some money. This woman had never
had money before and had no notion how to deal
with it, so they made a bank account for her in
which some of the money was put in trust for the
baby's education and for emergencies. The rest
the woman could use for her daily needs.

This is the Dalit woman who came to Bas and
Gabriele’s house and took me to the temple
Bas and Gabriele had told me what was
worth seeing in the town, but they didn't have
time to go sightseeing with me. “There is a very
nice and big Hindu Temple, you will have to see
it while you're here,” they said. I wasn't exactly
sure where this temple was and so several days
went by and I hadn't seen it. On this day, the
Dalit woman came to the door. No one was
home except me, so I tried to explain this to her
which, although she couldn't speak a word of
English, she seemed to understand. She did her
household tasks and then she said something to
me. She was smiling and friendly so I thought,
I'll ask her where that temple is. I knew the name
of the temple and said where? she nodded and
indicated that I should follow her. I understood it
to mean she'd show me where the temple was.
So, I got my purse and followed her. The temple
is visible in the photo of her.
We walked through town together until
the temple loomed in front of us. It was indeed
an impressive building. Very tall and completely

carved with intricate wooden figures of gods and
demons, painted in many colors, all fresh, from
top to bottom. “Wow,” I said, “that is impressive.
Can we go inside?”
She brought me to the door and I started
to go in. She stayed outside.
“Come on,” I said. “You come too.”
She hesitated, so I motioned for her to
come. She did. We hadn't gone very far when a
couple men attacked her and began beating her
with sticks of some kind. "Hey", I shouted,
"What are you doing?" The men looked at me in
surprise and backed away.
"What did they do that for?" I asked my
companion. But she couldn't answer. "Well, let's
just go on and see the rest. I think they'll leave
you alone." We went on and were left in peace
while I viewed the idols and offerings and she
stayed beside me.
When we finished and were headed home,
I was a little hungry and I thought I could get us
something to eat, also because she'd done this for
me. I saw a restaurant that looked fairly modern
and clean and said, "let's go in and get something
to eat."
Since she surely could not understand me,
but did get the gist, she followed me inside and
we took a seat. The waiter came with the menu.
There were drinks of various sorts, different
kinds of lassi and other things. Like most places
of this nature the menu was also in English, so I
could read it. “What do you want?” I asked her
and showed her the menu, but she shook her
head.
“OK,” I said when the waiter came back,
“I want a lassi for me and one for her.” But he
brought only one for me.
“Where's hers?” I asked.
“No,” he said.
“Bring one for her,” I demanded. I said
this in a rather loud and somewhat annoyed way
He looked at me as if he were exasperated
with me, but he brought her a lassi too.
When Bas and Gabriele came home that
evening, I asked why all of these things had
happened. “She's an untouchable,” they said,
“and they aren't supposed to go in the temple. In
the restaurant they don't serve untouchables.”

“But they did in the end.”
“Because you are foreigner.”
There was a new film out. It was about a
love affair between a man and woman from
different castes and it was showing in ordinary
theaters in the city. Bas and Gabriele wanted to
see it and asked me if I wanted to go. “There has
been a lot of violence about this film. When it
first came out there were big protest
demonstrations because people did not want the
idea of mixed caste relationships/marriages to
even be discussed. In Bangalore there had also
been demonstrations and some violence. It could
be dangerous to go and see it. Do you want to
take the risk? It has been fairly quiet recently.”
So I said, “yes, I want to go.” I don't really
remember the movie. Like most Indian movies
of the time and maybe still, it was very long, had
lots of music and the plot sometimes disappeared,
but none of that mattered because it was basically
an experiment, just to show love between two
people of different castes that was all.

Me in sari with forehead dot to celebrate Divali
at the house of friends.
I met a young couple with their daughter,
friends of Bas and Gabriele from the school.
They invited me for dinner and to celebrate
Divali, a holiday that symbolizes the spiritual

"victory of light over darkness, good over evil,
and knowledge over ignorance" and includes all
the gods. It occurred in October. The woman
whose name I don’t remember (not so unusual,
I’m hopeless at names unless I’ve written them
down) wanted me to dress in Indian style so she
got a sari for me and gave me a forehead dot, a
bindi which represents the third eye and is
supposed to retain energy and strengthen
concentration.

For Divali they set up dolls representing all the
gods on satin covered shelves set up in the living
room; there were hundreds of dolls and this
display filled half the room
Bas and Gabriele worked with a group of
young people, perhaps leading it, perhaps as a
project of the theology school, to bring an array
of low caste and generally quite poor kids
together and discuss ideas, possibilities for their
lives and the political situation. The group had
both boys and girls, I'd guess around the age of
20 or so, younger than I was in any case. They
weren't married but weren't living at home with
their parents, some had boyfriends or girlfriends
from different castes, and were therefore expelled
by their families.
I wanted to see more of India, other areas
and cities, but didn't know how to get around. I
knew at this point that it wasn't easy on trains and

buses. Two of the men wanted to go to Madras
now called Chennai. One of them had a
girlfriend there and the other, I don't know why
he wanted to go. Madras they said was an
interesting place to visit, they wanted to convince
me to go with them; it was the biggest city in the
south of India, though could not compare with
Calcutta or Bombay as it was then called. So,
with the whole group including Bas and Gabriele
discussing this, it was decided I would go with
them, or they with me. I paid the transportation
costs, because they certainly had no money. I
don't remember how we got there, but maybe it
was by bus. I do remember the three of us sitting
together through part of the night talking about
how different life was in Europe and in India.
They were most amazed and curious about the
fact that women had sex with men before they
were married. This was not only common I said,
but virtually everyone did it. They couldn't
fathom this. It would never happen in India, they
said.
The next day when we got to Madras, the
one man went off to his girlfriend. The other one
whose name was Thiru Malai Rajan stayed with
me. He wanted to show me the interesting sights.
He was a rather poetic fellow, quite thin and
delicate looking, but sinewy, not undernourished
with almost shoulder long wavy black hair. His
skin was quite dark. His features I think were
Dravidian, and later he told me that is what he

This is the bus station in Madras. People lived on
the sidewalk there and this woman is washing her
clothes on a rock, meant to keep the bus from
rolling backwards, I guess.

through the town for find some food. It was dark
and the streets did not have much light, but
walking was almost impossible because people
had made their beds on the sidewalk. Some had a
blanket or rug to lay on, some didn't. But there
were so many people sleeping there, that it was
hard to find a place to put your feet. It was the
first time I had seen this kind of poverty in such a
massive display.

Thiru Malai Rajan
was. The other man had been lighter skinned but
with much courser features. They were from
different castes, but both of them considered low
castes. I liked Thiru and we were able to
communicate well. His English was good.
In the morning we were at the bus
station. It had rained during the night so there
were puddles in the street. Buses chugged back
and forth, coming and going, spewing illsmelling oil fumes, splattering through the
puddles. I looked at a family that had made its
home on the sidewalk which also served as a bus
There was a mother, a father and several
children. They had perhaps a large container, a
pot and a few scraps of cloth for clothing as well
as a kind of dirty table cloth, a square of fabric
which marked the space that was their home.
That was about all. The mother took the scraps
of clothing and began to wash them in the
puddles on the street. Because it was in a bus
station, these puddles were full of oil the buses
had leaked. It was so devastating that my mind
kind of went blank. How could anyone be
outraged, or sick to their stomach, or imagine
doing anything to help. There was nothing that
could be done, at least not by a single foreign
individual, in a place where millions of people
lived this way. Still I wondered why the Indian
people didn't do something. Maybe they couldn't.
They would have been slaughtered, as the
Naxalites had been.
The first evening in Madras we went

At this white marble temple we waited in a long

line of worshippers to reach the idol where
offerings were laid platform. Here you can see

the line of people waiting to reach the idol
We visited some temples. One I
remember was impressively large and made of
white marble. We waited in a long line with
hundreds of people which slowly edged toward
the idol where people laid down their offerings.
We didn't have an offering, but we also filed by
and I looked at the priests who looked wellnourished. There was plenty of food at the altar.

Shiva temple in Mammllapuram with Thiru in
front, called the coast temple
We went to Mammllapuram the famous
temple by the sea which was some distance from
Madras. It had been flooded any number of times
over the several hundred years of its existence, so
its surfaces where rubbed over by salt water, the
corners softened but the statues of cows around it
were still recognizably cows/bulls. It was made
of earthy brown sandstone. The ocean stretched
out in the background behind it. There was a sea
breeze to somewhat alleviate the heat.

Carvings in the temple
After we viewing the temple, we went
down to the beach. It was toward evening, there
was a pinkish glow in the sky it was a nice sand

beach and there were lots of people there
enjoying their leisure divorced from the chaotic,
run down, dirty and poverty-stricken city. They
did not wear bathing suits. The women had on
their saris and went into the water completely
dressed. No one was swimming. They just
walked into the water up to their waists or so and
then came out again. The beach itself was rather
steep, so the waves lashed against it with quite a
bit of force. I went into the water too with my
clothes on and found the undercurrent strong and
a little scary. Maybe that's why they didn't swim.
But the water was very warm, like going into a
bathtub almost.

On the beach at Mammllapuram

In Madras we walked past the Law School which
was festooned with flags. Thiru said it was
because the students were having an election.
Thiru told me about his Dravidian
tradition, his feelings of being proud of this
tradition. His hatred for the Hindus. Yes, he did
hate them. They had oppressed his people for
thousands of years. The ancient religious
traditions of the Dravidians still existed, the
offerings of animals, the festivals with buffalo

offerings, the deities. He did not like to speak
Hindi and was glad that English was an official
language in India. The Hindus don't like that, he
said. They want Hindi to be the only official
language. But my language is a Dravidian
language, it has nothing in common with Hindi.
I'd rather speak English than Hindi, he said.

Another temple not so far from Madras; the poor
elephant was chained on his foot so he could
hardly move.
When I left Madras, he stayed. But he
took me to the train station and this I remember
quite well. He fought our way through the
crowds, me more or less hanging on his coattails,
until he got me right up to the door of the train.
When it opened, he pushed me in, so the crowds
couldn't close me out. Once inside it was not so
difficult to find a seat. I had a ticket after all.
Perhaps some of the people didn't. I sat down by
the window and there he was standing beside the
train grinning up at me. I'll miss you, I said. It
was nice spending these days with you. I stuck
my arm out the window and reached down to
grab his hand. He reached up and grabbed mine.
It was a little romantic I suppose, a gesture. We
held hands tightly until the train started to move.
He took a few steps then with me, but then the
crowds were too dense and we had to let go. But

afterwards I thought did I use the right or the left
hand, the clean or the dirty one, did he? And I
couldn't remember. What an annoyance to have
to think of things like that.
We went to Madurai. I don’t remember
when it was; was it with Thiru or on the way to
Kerala? In any case, it was in Tamil Nadu like
Madras and Mammllapuram, but somewhat
further south.

The Meenakshi Amman temple in Madurai
Kanchi Puram: Eakkambareswarar temple
Back in Bangalore, I was planning the
next stage of my trip. I was rather open as to
where to go. Gabriele said she knew a doctor in
Kerala whom I could visit. That would be
interesting. Kerala is different. I knew that. It was
the only state in India that had had a communist
government for a longer period which
had brought some reforms.

I am not certain where this temple with a holy
cow idol was located. But like all of them it was
fascinating.

The communists were not in power in
Kerala at that time I believe, but things were still
better there. One doesn't necessarily have to
assume that the communists make things better.
There could be other reasons why they succeeded
in Kerala. It was no richer than any other state in
India, perhaps even less so, but the it did not have
the devastating poverty. I was curious about it
and the idea to go there to find out was appealing.
I could stay with Gabriele's doctor friend who
was European, but had lived there for many
years. But it was very difficult to get there.
There was no direct bus or train, and some of the

transfers would have to take places in tiny towns
where no one spoke English. Although the
language spoken in Kerala was not the same as in
Andra Pradesh or Tamil Nadu, it was also a
Dravidian language, and therefore had enough
similar words to manage a bus trip for someone
who knew a Dravidian language. To have
someone go with me seemed like the only option.
One of the girls from the group wanted to do it.
She was also curious about the hospital where we
were going to stay. I would pay for her, for
everything, since she had no money. She would
get me there and back.
This trip seemed indeed to be taking us
back to another time and place. We started off in
a bus, the kind that was now familiar. Then
another bus into a more remote mountainous area
where there were no large towns, just winding
dirt roads and small villages.

Florence from the Bangalore group who
accompanied me to Kerala
But finally, there was no more
transportation. We weren't there. How are we
going to get the rest of the way? I was puzzled,
but my companion went around talking to people
and I was ineffably glad that I had her with me,
because I couldn't have accomplished this. She

finally found a jeep that would drive us there. It
cost more than the bus, but it was the only option.
The hospital was nestled in a stunning
scenery of steep green hills. It looked rather
idyllic, and if this area was called the Switzerland
of India, it wasn't totally farfetched, although the
mountains were green from top to bottom. The
houses of the hospital were solid, whitewashed
with painted wood beams and not decorated with
cow manure. I don't suppose too many visitors

Doctor Hildegard third from right, me next to her,
the other women are the nurses, in front of the
hospital
like us came there. It was a hospital for the local
community. Everyone came out to greet us.
Aside from the European doctor, all the other
medical people were Indian. We got a place to
stay in one of the small houses. The beds had
sheets and comforters, something that would
have been crazy anywhere else I'd been. But here
the climate was different. During the day it was
warm and humid, though not hot. But when the
sun went down it got cold. It was the first time
since coming to India that I'd been cold.
Nonetheless, it was still humid. Getting into bed
that first night was like diving into cold water
because of the humidity. However, as soon as my
body had warmed the sheets and driven out some
of the dampness, it was quite comfortable.
I was able to get some information about
food in Kerala, although I didn't get any food
surveys. The percentage of Christians was
greater there, but still a tiny minority. The most
salient fact about Kerala was the health condition
of the children. Whereas girls died almost like
flies in Andra Pradesh, here they didn't die.

Kerala scenery: the cows belonged to a monks’
ashram
The infant mortality was the lowest in India at
that time. There was no appalling poverty. Yet
the average income of the people was one of the
lowest in India. How could that be explained?
The most apparent answer would be that the
distribution of wealth was far more equitable.
Whether that had only to do with Communist
government I don't know. Maybe it did. But
Kerala also had another ancient tradition that
saved it from the horrors of the rest of India. It
was matriarchal. That meant that inheritance

Tea plantation strike. The women dressed in their
best finery demonstrated with the children
separate from the men. It looked beautiful as they
wound around through the hills.
went through the woman’s family. As a result,
girls were valuable and well taken care of. Boys
were too. I am not sure what role the caste
system played there. Perhaps its injustices were
not as egregious.
One day we heard that there was a
demonstration of tea plantation workers near-by.

I wanted to see it. People lived in these small
houses like the one we were staying in which
stretched along a path through the mountains.
There were no real villages, although they
clustered around streams where they could get

Tea plantation strike: the men.

Tea leaves picked in the background plantation,
then dumped here in a shed from where they were
further processed.
water. We went past one of these clusters and
into the mountains where we could hear people
singing in the distance. Going around a bend
suddenly a vast panorama opened up, a valley
surrounded by mountains covered with tea
bushes, hundreds, maybe even thousands of
people marched on narrow paths curving around
the sides of the mountains. All of them were
dressed in their best clothes and the women in
their multi-colored, pastel and shimmering saris
presented an unbelievable panorama of color,
movement, song and nature. Wow, I said. That's
amazing. They were demonstrating for higher
wages. We went closer and I started taking
photos. The line reached us, a troop of men in

front. We moved off the path so they could go
by, but some of the men didn't like that I was
taking pictures and suddenly got aggressive and
came toward me. I got scared, quickly stuck my
camera away and got out of there.
I learned from the Doctor that most of the
women in this area, probably in all Kerala had no
more than four children. They would get
sterilized after they had four. That kept families
somewhat smaller and the four would be
reasonably well taken care of und expected to
survive. This was not the case in many other
parts of India. My companion Florence also
found the trip very interesting. I don't think she'd
had much chance to travel before and hadn't been
to Kerala.
There were old palaces in various places.
I'm not sure any more where, it wasn’t in Kerala.
They were probably at least from early colonial
times, if not from before, huge estates where the
Maharashtras lived. In one of them there was a
parcheesi board so big that instead of pieces,
human beings were moved around on the spaces
by the aristocratic players. The game itself was
explained to me by Thiru so I must have been
with him. He drew a picture of the board and
explained how the pieces or in this case people
could move. To my amazement I understood that
it was identical with parcheesi. Since it was
played on a board, drawn into the floor of an old
palace, it was clearly not a modern invention.
Another common sight was swastikas. All sorts
of old buildings were decorated with swastikas,
either painted or carved. It is as we knew an
ancient Indo-Germanic symbol for the universe,
north, south, east and west. But what a funny
feeling to see it everywhere. Walking through
these places, I was a tourist along with mostly
Indians from other parts of the country who were
not poor. The local children would follow us
around and sometimes ask for money, especially
if I wanted to take their photos.
I was curious about the various ethnicities
in southern India. Thiru had made me aware of
the still existing consciousness of the ancient and
once advanced Dravidian culture which he was
proud of, as well as his hatred for the IndoGermanic invaders who had become the so-called

high castes. But before the Dravidians had come
to India there had been another culture and
another ethnicity. These people were called the
aborigines. In many cases they had presumably
mixed with the rest of the population, although
the caste system was certainly developed to
prevent this. In some cases, the aborigines had
maintained their identity, living in remote

Washing clothes and bathing in the stream in
Kerala
villages, and not integrated into the caste system
inasmuch as it defined people’s traditional jobs,
though they were considered below the caste
system.
We heard that there was an aborigine
village not so far away from the hospital
compound. Florence was curious too and we
decided we would take a day, that's how long it
would take us, to walk there, see the village and
come back. The village was located in a deep
valley, surrounded by mountains covered with
jungle. But there was a path winding down the
mountain, so it wasn't totally isolated. The
aborigines used this path which was wide enough
for only one person to come up to other villages
to trade. They carried their products for trading
and their purchases on their heads.
We set out fairly early in the morning and
began walking down. The scenery got wilder and
wilder. Up at the top, the weather was cooler and
the mountains covered with tea plantations, not
jungle. As we went down, it got warmer and
more jungle like. I began to wonder if there were
wild animals there that might attack us. But
occasionally we would meet someone walking
up, probably to shop in the upper villages. None

of these people looked like aborigines who, we
were told, lived at the very bottom. However,
after some hours of walking, we were nowhere
near the bottom, but people began passing us who
did look like aborigines. They were a different
ethnicity and looked different, lighter skinned,
but broader features than the darker, more
delicate Dravidian peoples. People who passed
us, would look in astonishment seeing a
European and a dark skinned Indian, going
apparently to nowhere. But they were all
friendly, greeted us and asked if we were lost.
Florence could more or less understand their
language so she answered that we were looking
for the aborigine village. Why? people would
ask. This seemed utterly bizarre to them. I'm not
sure what she answered. But they always pointed
on down.
By noon time or maybe it was already
afternoon, we were tired. We'd seen a snake on
the path and Florence didn't know if it was
poisonous. It could have been. We didn't even
know if there could be dangerous animals in the
forest. In any case, we knew we had to be back
up and home before dark since there were no
lights anywhere. But the aborigine village was
not in sight and although we couldn't see that far
because of the trees, it seemed like it still went a
long way down.
We saw a house by the side of the path. It
was all wood and the beams were carved in the
forms of flowers and leaves. But it was also
quite open and airy. It wasn't a terribly large
house, but it looked quite new, well-built and
very nice. So, we stopped to stare at it. It's quite
beautiful, I said and Florence agreed. While we
stood there a woman came out of the house and
saw us, or perhaps she'd seen us and that's why
she came out. She said something to Florence
who began to talk to her. Obviously, our
presence was quite extraordinary and she seemed
pleased to have her day interrupted in this
fashion. She asked if we liked her house.
Florence translated it all for me. I said, “it's very
beautiful.”
“Do you want to see it inside?”
I said, “yes.” So, she took us inside.
“You must have something to eat”, she said. We

were both tired and a bit hungry as well, but we
knew if we stayed longer, we could forget ever
getting to the aborigine village. Florence
explained this. “Oh, oh”, said the woman, “why
do you want to go there? There's nothing to see.
Stay here and I will make a meal for you.”
I looked at Florence and she looked at me.
Our tiredness was telling us to stay, our curiosity
to go on. “Come, you'll stay”, said the women
and she began preparations to cook. OK, I said.
we'll stay.
The woman said she had to pick the
vegetables from the garden. We followed her and
watched as she took some vegetables from the
little garden behind her house. She also had
manioc plants and she explained how she grew
them, how they were harvested and how to cook
them. I don't remember if she actually made
some for us. In any case, while she cooked, we
relaxed and talked to her. When she was
finished, she dished out the food and served us.
It was good food, interesting and different than
what I'd been used to. We sat on her porch
looking out over the jungle and a breeze cooled
us off. It seemed like an idyllic place, a kind of
tiny garden of Eden stuck in this remote spot.
But when we finished eating, we somewhat
reluctantly said good-bye, took one last look
down the hill, and said, I guess we'll never know
what an aborigine village is like.
But going up was more difficult than
going down and we didn't have a lot of time. It
was walk fast, hope there are no snakes under the
leaves and hope we get to the top before it's dark.
Twilight at this latitude does not last long. The
shadows were getting very long and we still
couldn't see the top. We walked faster, getting
out of breath and finally, the path straightened
out. It was getting dark, but we made it.
My time in India was running out and I
had to gradually make my way back to New
Delhi. Getting back to the main highway turned
out to be a bit difficult. We had to go by jeep
again and then get to a bus which only traveled
infrequently, perhaps not even once a day. When
we were up in the mountains, the jeep driver
pointed to a bus going around the mountain
curves, but whereas we were at the top of the

mountain, it was toward the bottom. That was
our bus. There was no way he could reach it
unless we slid down the side of the mountain,
which the jeep couldn't do. But we could. Slide
down the mountain? I looked at the steep incline
that was covered with grass and at the bus
winding its way far below us. The jeep stopped,
waved at the bus which hardly could see us, we
grabbed our luggage, each of us had a small bag
and I had my camera. "Go" said the driver and
pointed down the mountain. We sat down. It
was too steep to transverse standing up. We slid
like on a big, bumpy slide. My camera was soon
bumping down the incline separate from me. Oh,
my, I said, it will probably be dead when it
reaches the bottom. Our bags were also rolling
down the incline. And we were hollering at the
top of our lungs. Miraculously, we got to the
bottom before the bus which was winding its way
in huge curves along the mountain sides whereas
we slid straight down. We stood there at the side
of the road and when the bus came, we began
waving madly and standing half way out into the
road, it stopped. It had to or it would have killed
us. We gathered our bags and my camera and got
into the bus.
I left Florence in Bangalore and the next
day continued on my journey toward New Delhi.
Before going home, I wanted to see a little more
of India. It seemed crazy to have been in India
and not seen the Taj Mahal in spite of its being
such a tourist attraction, so I decided I would
work my way up from the south where I was to
New Delhi. It was a train ride lasting a couple
days and nights. I got a berth so I could sleep, I
hoped. The berths were stacked up three in a row
and were nothing more than wood planks
attached to the wall. There were no sheets,
pillows or anything else. Of course, it was warm,
so we really didn't need them. I was even getting
used to sleeping on a wood bed, or maybe I was
just tired. But I worried too because we weren't
closed off into rooms. Anyone could walk by
while I was sleeping and steal my cameras which
was about the only thing I had of much value. I
more or less stretched myself a bit over my
suitcase and went to sleep. In the morning, I did
want to brush my teeth as everyone else did.

There was a sink at the end of the car. The water
that came out of it could have come from
anywhere. But if I didn't use it, there was really
no way to clean my teeth, so I stood in line to
wait for my turn at the sink and then used the
absolute minimum of water.
Breakfast was served and it was a good
breakfast, but it came as all train meals did by
waiters who balanced the food in one hand while
they climbed on the outside of the passenger cars
and opened the doors from the outside to get in.
New Delhi. I had the address of a family
of one of the women students who'd been at the
institute. She had been so insistent that I stay
with her family and she arranged it. They picked
me up at the train station and drove from there in
their car. It seemed like quite a long ride, out of
the center of the city to a suburb with tree lined
streets, no beggars and well-kept homes. This
was obviously where the wealthy Indians lived.
It was pleasant enough to stay there, but I
ran into a problem. I got my period. This turned
into a mild nightmare. There was no toilet paper,
no Kotex, or anything vaguely useable. Finally,
somewhere I did find a place that sold Kotex.
But then came the problem of disposing of it.
There was also no garbage pail anywhere, neither
in public nor private, nor in restaurant toilets and
flushing it down the toilet, I'd tried that
somewhere, caused the toilet to get stopped up
and made an even bigger mess. Finally, totally
embarrassed asked my hosts where I could
dispose of waste. I explained that I had my
period which seemed to knock them for a loop. I
couldn't imagine why. I mean, this is what
women have, how do they deal with it? They
finally ended up giving me a paper bag.
In Delhi, I was mostly on my own. I
found a tour to the Taj Mahal and decided that
was better than trying to figure it all out on my
own. Seeing it is indeed one of those magical
experiences, its white marble intricately carved
facade, the reflecting pool, but also the hundreds
of tourists.
And then it was time to fly back to
Denmark. On my last trip by train to New Delhi,
I'd bought some tea from a peddler who had
entered the train at a stop to sell his tea. He sold

the tea in clay cups. People drank the tea and
then threw the clay cups which were clearly
meant to be disposable out the window, so at the
point where an average cup of tea was consumed
there were piles of clay shards along the tracks.
That tea had not been steaming hot, but I had
drunk it anyway, hoping it was OK. It probably
wasn't.

This is the old fort in New Dehli which I visited
on my own.
On the Russian Airline from Delhi to
Moscow the food wasn't that great. They served
sausages which were greasy and hard to digest. I
don't know if it was the tea, the sausages, maybe
the water when I'd brushed my teeth in the train,
or something else. By the time I got to Denmark
my stomach was rebelling. I'd spent 6 weeks in
India and had never gotten sick. Now I was
home and I began to throw up. Oh well, I
thought, at least I didn't get sick there. I'd been as
careful as I could, at least until the last couple
days. Or maybe it was just luck for 6 weeks.
Golli’s 80th birthday party 1978
Sitting here now with my 80th birthday
coming up in a few months this remembrance
seems unfathomable. Golli was so old. I guess I
am too. Of course, our whole family was invited.
Rudi was also invited to write an essay for an 80th
birthday festschrift. This turned into a huge
problem, because Rudi wrote an attack on the
chancellor Kohl. He also insulted Kohl in it
turning his name into Kohle, coal. The people
who published the book decided it was

inappropriate and rejected it, which made Rudi
angry. I think Rudi eventually got it printed
somewhere else. But despite that we all headed
off to Berlin to enjoy the day.

Golli at his 80th birthday party. He is on the far
right. Next to him is Walter Mossmann who later
sang his songs, Rudi has his finger to his nose,
and Juergen Treulieb is below Rudi

Rudi reassuring Polly at Golli’s birthday party.

Singing for Golli, from left: me, Eva Quistorp
and others

Brigitte Gollwitzer, Golli, Polly and I
Madrid 1979
More singing: Brigitte Gollwitzer on the left,
unknown, Polly, Me, Eva Q. and others

Franco was gone, Spain was finally a safe
place to travel to and in April, 1979 Rudi was

invited by Spanish TV to an interview. As we
had never been to Spain and wanted to go, Rudi
told them he’d come if he could bring the whole
family which they agreed to.
Ever since my Aunt Jean gave me my first
lesson in Spanish when I was 9, I was interested
in Spain and later imagined a romantic vacation
on the beach serenaded by guitar playing Spanish
young men. Of course, that never came to be, but
I wanted finally to go to Spain anyway.

didn’t follow me.
We were in Madrid on Palm Sunday. It
was the first time I experienced the strange
heathen rites that occur in all the Spanish towns
and cities during the Easter week. I was
completely astonished as the black hooded
worshippers appeared marching down the street
accompanied by drums.

Having lunch in Madrid with Maribel, Hosea,
Rudi, Polly
The TV station assigned a guide for us.
Her name was Maribel and she brought us to our
hotel, took us to see the sights in Madrid, and
then got a car to drive out into the countryside.
We got almost as far a Toledo.

Palm Sunday in Madrid. I didn’t get a photo of
the hooded worshippers, perhaps because I was
so astonished.

We took a hike through the wilderness near
Toledo. Here on the left Polly and Hosea with
Toledo in the background. What I remember most
about this hike was that I was somewhat
separated from the others. Suddenly directly in
front of me I saw a snake, a big snake. It was
coiled and looked ready to strike at me. I was
terrified, but my brain said run. So, I turned and
dashed in the opposite direction as fast as I
could. I guess the snake was satisfied because it

Maribel, Polly and I

Polly, Hosea, Me: this may have been at the TV
station and the blue car may have been the one
we were driven around in.
The highlight for Rudi was the TV
interview. Maribel arranged to get us to the studio
on time. We all came along. The interview went
well, Rudi was satisfied at least. And there was
even a gift, a replica of a medieval Spanish clock
which functioned. And they had paid all expenses
for the past few days.
Since we were in Spain, I wanted very
much to see the Gaudi cathedral in Barcelona.
The trip by train was arranged, although Maribel
did not come with us.

Gaudi cathedral: it was still being built.
Polly and Hosea in front

On the main drag in Barcelona looking for a
place to eat: Polly, Rudi and Hosea on the left
The fantastic fantasy architecture of the
whole area was mindboggling. I had always been
fascinated with Gaudi from the time I’d been
interested in pursuing architecture and was glad I
got to see it.

People in the Gaudi park: Hosea on the right

The park around the cathedral, a favorite place
to take a walk.

Hosea standing on a wall in Gaudi park I believe
with Rudi peering between his legs. Where Hosea
got the ball, I do not know.
Canoe trip to Sweden 1979
I pondered what can we do together as a
family that will be interesting and fun for
everyone. So much of our travelling had been for

Here Polly sits on a statue along with other kids
enjoying the place
our jobs, Rudi doing interviews or speeches, me
for my food project. When the kids came along
there was time for them as well and they got to
see all kinds of interesting places. But this time it
was not going to be work. I came up with the idea
of a canoe trip. I found out that there were

organized canoe trips in Sweden, also some that
were conducted in German which would be good
for Rudi and give the kids some practice in
German too. The trips lasted about a week and
went through the lakes in mid Sweden. Nights
would be spent in tents. The kids liked the idea.
Rudi didn’t object. I suppose he wanted to spend
time with the family and do something active, but
he was also always driven by his work, his need
to convince people that things had to be changed
in Germany, that the Greens seemed to be the
only path to accomplish that goal, but the Green
organizations themselves needed to be changed.
He hadn’t completely made up his mind.
Nonetheless, he was willing to put it on hold for a
week.
The weather in Sweden could be cold
even in summer, it could be rainy, we had to be
prepared for anything. I packed all these
necessities, plus a couple cameras. Rudi brought
some books. He couldn’t be without them.
Everything else, the canoes, the food and the
tents would be supplied by the tour.
We weren’t the first to arrive at the canoe
camp. And soon after we came others followed,
the place seemed obvious, the lake shore was
lined with canoes. We approached the beach with
our luggage and looked around curiously. Are
you here for the canoe tour? someone asked.
Everyone was. All of them were Germans, some
families with children our kids ages, also a few
older people whose children were grown and not
there. The tour guide was not there yet. But soon
he came, a young Swedish man, who introduced
himself to all of us, Kenneth. He could speak
German. Then came the long explanation. We
had to collect the food, the tents, the oars, and
choose a canoe into which we would pack
everything. We had two canoes, one for Hosea
and me, the other for Rudi and Polly. All seemed
to be going well.
But then I saw Rudi behaving oddly, the
way he did when he was getting paranoid.
“What’s the matter?” I asked. I knew I had to
calm him down. It would never do if he had
another spell like the one in Vestervang. He said,
he thought some of the Germans might be spies. I
said, no none of them are spies, they are all here

to enjoy this vacation and to paddle through the
lakes in Sweden, just like us. He seemed only
somewhat reassured. “just get to work, I said and
get the canoes packed. It’s going to be good.”
When everyone had their canoe packed,
and life jackets fastened on, we set off, Kenneth
leading the way, everyone following in a long
line.

Kenneth the tour guide.
I think at that time, that none of us had
paddled a canoe before, so we had to get used to
it. But it was easy enough, Hosea paddling on
one side, me on the other and we went forward.
The others weren’t experts either.
Some of the Germans recognized Rudi.
They may have wondered who he was, but when
people were telling each other their names, Rudi
said his name was Rudi and at least one person
then asked, Dutschke?
After leaving civilization behind and
heading out to the middle of the lake, we did not
see anyone else during this whole trip, getting
every deeper into the forest. After a couple hours
Kenneth announced our first stop to eat lunch.
We pulled up on shore and unpacked our food
trunks.

Camping in the forest, the wet clothes had to dry

out.
The weather as I remember it, was not
particularly good. The sun only appeared
occasionally and it rained just about as often,
mostly it was cloudy and not particularly warm.
But this didn’t seem to matter, maybe it made it
seem even more adventurous. Only once I believe
did it get so windy that it could have become
dangerous enough, that the canoes could have
overturned. Kenneth got us as quickly as possible
to the shore where we could get ourselves to
safety. No canoe overturned during the trip.

built to cook our supper. And then we had to set
up our tents. In the morning there was coffee, I
think there was a stove run either on batteries or
gas, I don’t remember, but the coffee was there
steaming hot and waiting for us. Then it was, take
down the tents, pack the canoes and off we went
again.

Sometimes it was warm enough to go in the
water. Here Rudi is having a water fight with
some of the kids.
Sometimes when we were on shore we’d
hike in the woods. Once I was meandering along
and suddenly a snake crawled out in front of me.
I’d seen the snake in Spain not been long before
this and I was astonished and a bit nervous to be
confronted with a snake again. I was the only one
who saw it, was it poisonous? Maybe.

The clothes didn’t dry on the line, so Rudi tried to
dry them over a fire. Polly watches with probably
hoping the clothes wouldn’t catch on fire.
Rudi in the meantime had begun a
conversion with one of the German men. I think
he was a professor who was interested in politics
and soon they were deep in discussions every
time we had a break. Sometimes others joined
them. The paranoia was gone and I breathed a
sigh of relief.
It was hard work paddling for such a long
time when we weren’t used to it. When it was
evening, we were glad. We unpacked the canoes
completely, food, tents and luggage. A fire was

A rainy day, wearing our life jackets which we
had to wear in the canoes: me, Polly, the man in
yellow is the professor who discussed a lot with
Rudi, Hosea, and Kenneth
Although Hosea and I had our canoe and
Rudi and Polly another, sometimes at night we
exchanged places, Hosea and Polly in one tent
and Rudi and I in another. It had been a long time

since Rudi and I had been together, so close
curled up in a tent, sometimes hearing the rain
pattering against it. I think this totally different
atmosphere, exotic place, being together while
doing rather exhaustive physical activity was
seductive both for Rudi and for me. After those
years of frustration, I felt good about being with
Rudi and he must have also felt that way about
me. And we made love at night.

Paddling through the lakes
Greens
Rudi had to decide if he was going 100%
to the Greens. There were no Greens in Denmark
and since joining Women’s lib I hadn’t otherwise
engaged in politics in Denmark, though I did try
to keep up on the news and inform Rudi when he
was at home. But my work continued to be
related to environment questions, theoretical
only, but I had enough to do.

That autumn two people arrived in Aarhus
to see Rudi, Delphine Brox and Olaf Dinne. That
wasn’t so unusual, but their request was
definitely unusual. They wanted to get the Greens
elected into the Bremen parliament in the coming
election. Bremen was not only a city, but also a
province. For a province to get into Parliament a
party needed 5%, that was more than the Green
Lists had had in local elections where much less
was required. But they thought it would be
possible, if Greens and Alternative Lists joined
together and above all, if Rudi could convince the
leftists who were still idling in K groups to join
the Greens. Their proposal was that Rudi come to
Bremen, that the whole family move to Bremen,
so Rudi could work full time for the Greens. That
meant finally leaving Denmark for good. Was
Rudi finally ready to do that? I had been prepared
for many years to go back, but Rudi had always
blocked it.

Internet photo: Delphine second from left Olaf
far right.
Rudi sat in the park with Delphine and
Olaf while they discussed this. Finally, Rudi told
them, well, I have to ask Gretchen what she
thinks of this, and only if she agrees. So Delphine
and Olaf stayed outside while Rudi came in and
told me about the plan. What do you say?
I said, “do it. Find out if they can help us
find a place to live there.”
So Rudi went back and told them, yes, but
they must organize a place for us to live. They
agreed to that.
I was happy about this. I didn’t mind
living in Denmark, but I wasn’t wildly happy
either. The kids, however, knew nothing else,
they’d been too young when we left England, and
they were well established and happy with
friends and school. But I thought, they’ll manage

a change now and I can also get involved with the
Greens for which I’d had sympathy for a long
time.
The move did not occur at once. Perhaps
it was taking time to find a good place for us to
live, I don’t know. But Rudi began spending a lot
of time in Bremen. His job was to convince the
Leftists whose vote was absolutely necessary to
get the Greens into Parliament. Whereas once
these K people had attacked Rudi viciously, some
even threatening him, it was now obvious, that
that direction was a failure and did not create
what those people must have thought it would.
Certainly, we knew from the beginning that it
wouldn’t. But one by one they said, we’ll close
the sects down. Together, we can push the Greens
away from the blood and earth influences, that
weren’t strong, but did exist, which is why many
had been skeptical in the beginning.
Everyone was holding their breath as the
election on October 7 wound down. Would the
Greens make it? By evening it was clear. They’d
gotten over the 5% hurdle and the Green List was
now in the federal parliament. We still weren’t
living in Bremen. But the search for a place to
live and a job for me intensified. I was gladly
awaiting a whole new period of my life with new
challenges and accomplishments, I hoped.

filled the bathtub and put them in. They could
swim, but they were terrified because there was
no way for them to get out. I said, take them out,
they don’t like that. Hosea did.
But later I had a nightmare in which not
the guinea pigs, but Hosea was trapped in the
bathtub and drowning. I woke covered in sweat
and trembling.
None of this was pointing to Rudi. The
feeling of uneasiness was abstract and I put it out
of my mind.
Rudi was very busy. The Greens were
going to constitute themselves to an official party
and he was voted as the representative from
Bremen, so he was virtually all over the place.
But he had to be at home for Christmas. That was
one of the most exciting times of the year for the
kids and we began preparing early, putting up
Christmas decorations, getting a Christmas tree,
buying presents, wrapping them and planning our
Christmas dinner. I invited Pia and her son Sune
as they had no place else to go. Sune was a bit
younger than Hosea and Polly. I don’t remember
how I met Pia, but she had been married or at
least together with a German man, and Sune’s
dad was German, so that was a connection
although that man had long ago returned to
Germany.

Christmas 1979
Sometime that fall, I was taking a walk in
the woods in Denmark. For the very first time I
saw a snake. I’d never seen one in Denmark
before and was surprised. Denmark actually had
one type of snake that was poisonous, but I had
no idea what it looked like. However, I’d read
about the symbolic meaning of snakes for my
food and religion project and the fact that I’d
seen three snakes in such a short period made me
feel uneasy. Snakes were a sign of both death and
rebirth and played a role even in pagan Danish
religion, a remnant still existing in the snake
shaped pretzels that were especially popular in
the winter.
There was something else odd that fall.
Hosea and Polly had two guinea pigs. One day
Hosea wanted to see if they could swim, so he

This was Christmas 1978. Rudi at home
When Rudi came home a few days before
Christmas he was pretty exhausted from all the
activity he’d been involved in. But he could also
rest a bit.

I was pregnant. It was obvious that the
nights in the tent in Sweden had had a result. I
was happy. I’d suspected from the beginning that
it might be. I wanted another child, I had found
that time from the birth and the early period so
erotic and fulfilling, why not again. We could
manage as we always had. But Rudi was not
happy. He said, how are we going to manage
this? How are we going to pay for it? How will
we have time? But I said, we did it before and we
can do it again. So he said, OK, then we can do it.

1978 Our last Christmas as a whole family.

My grandmother whom I never knew had put a
photo her husband in her photo album cut in the
shape of a heart and wrote: last pictures of Julius
July 31, 1917.
We had begun thinking of names, by
winter, it was obvious that the baby was growing
and all was well. One day I looked at Rudi’s desk
on which all kinds of papers were strewn. On top
was a photocopied article by Franz Marek which

Rudi had been reading. I said, “do you like him
Franz Marek? Do you agree with his ideas?”
Rudi said, “yes, he’s a good man.”
So, I said, “let’s name the baby Marek if
it’s a boy. Rudi was enthused, “yes, that’s a good
idea.”
On the evening before Christmas Eve, the
children were in bed, there was quiet in the house
and Rudi sat down to rest and look at the
Christmas tree which was lit and glowing. I sat
on Rudi’s lap and he put his arms around me, I
put my arms around him and I thought all is well,
this is wonderful.
For Christmas eve dinner we got a goose
which could easily feed the six of us. We also had
both the more traditional Danish foods which I
had after all studied and written about as well as
some American elements. In the afternoon, I
discovered we were missing cream. The stores
were still open, so Rudi dashed off to buy the
cream. When he came back, he was rather
nervous. He said, “when I was walking along, a
man seemed to block my path, when I tried to go
around him, he stuck out an umbrella at my legs.”
It seemed a bit odd to me, since Rudi described it
as a purposeful act, but I decided to forget about
it. There was nothing I could do.
Everything was ready, the children
waiting impatiently to be able to open their
presents. As a pre-treat we had muffins, mainly to
have a diversion from the impatient waiting.
Then Rudi said he needed to take a bath. I went
in the kitchen with Pia to prepare the goose for
the oven. It took a while to make the stuffing and
sew up the goose with the stuffing inside. I put it
in the oven and then thought, is Rudi still in the
bathtub? While I’d been working, I’d heard some
noise there, so I’d thought, he’s still there.
I went in the bathroom and he was dead.
The water had been running and
overflowing onto the floor, Rudi was under the
water. I screamed, then grabbed him and pulled
him out of the bathtub. Everyone came running
and Hosea tried artificial respiration, Pia called
the ambulance. They arrived quickly, but after
trying to reanimate him, they stopped and said,
even if we do get him alive again, he will be
brain dead.

For me it was like a sheet of ice came
over me. I could see everything and hear
everything, but it was all unreal. No this could
not be, it was the worst nightmare I’d ever had.
I’d wake up and it would be gone. But I knew it
wouldn’t be. I did call Milan who was in shock,
when I told him what happened, but he said, he’d
come immediately, which he did. And darkness
and cold descended.

