Recovering 1968
Switzerland, Italy
Recuperation. It seemed like a new
beginning. The life we'd had before had been
wiped out on one gruesome afternoon and it
would never return. But what do you do with
new beginnings when you don't really know
where you want to go? Of course, the immediate
goal was obvious. Rudi had to get better. He
knew he was making progress, but he was feeling
it was too slow, too many steps backward when
all he wanted was to go forward. Sometimes he'd
simply get depressed and this was something he'd
never known before. But for me, I pretty much
just saw the progress.
Thomas who had been working with Rudi
in the hospital gave up his job so that he could
devote all his time to Rudi's convalescence and
training. After the assassination attempt
hundreds, maybe thousands of sympathetic
people from all over Germany and even other
countries had sent money to us, sometimes small
amounts of 5 D marks, sometimes as much as
1000 D marks. It all added up to enough for us to
survive for a while. There was also enough so
that Thomas and his partner Nana could live with
us and we could pay for a month long stay at a
sanatorium. Gollwitzer had done some research
on his own, asking his friends and in the end a
theology professor in Bern advised that a good
place to go would be a private neurology
sanatorium in Muenchenbuchsee in Switzerland
near Bern where we would be shielded from
inquisitive people, the doctors were top rate,
there would be plenty of medical care and
observation, but we would also be free to come
and go. The head neurological doctor there
would check up on Rudi regularly, but otherwise
it was Thomas who was going to do the therapy.
Thomas and Nana would also live in the
sanatorium.
Getting out of Berlin, however, was not so
easy. The press was hovering around the
hospital, watching, waiting to pounce. They
wanted a photo of Rudi. So far, they hadn't been
able to get any. Rudi did not want a picture of
himself as a wreck, mainly because he didn't

want the press to use it as a warning that if you
dare to confront the system this is what will
happen to you. So even though we were offered
money, he still insisted on refusing and I
respected that. By this time though, Rudi didn't
look like a wreck. His hair which had been long
and shaggy, was now a slightly grown out shaved
head, which had been necessary for the
operations. The scars were visible, both on his
head and in his face. But they were healed and
not that obvious. The police president of Berlin
Moch, whom Rudi had met in the hospital,
because his wife had been admitted to the same
section in the room next to Rudi's was willing to
help us get out of the city. So was Dr. Schulz and
his assistant. The plan was that the Doctor who
normally drove home in his car in the afternoon
and thus would not appear suspicious would pull
up to a back entrance and Rudi would hide in his
car under a pile of blankets. Hosea and I would
go in Helga's car, also hidden on the floor. I got a
blond wig for myself and Rudi had dark
sunglasses and that along with his cropped hair
and a funny hat were to be our disguise. Our
plane tickets were under the name Mr. and Mrs.
Klein. It was Thomas who came up with the
name Klein, saying it’s a good Jewish name. I
said, well that was my grandmother’s name, so it
kind of fits. There were enough people involved
in this that we had no idea if everyone would
keep their mouth shut.
The day came and we were all both
nervous and excited. Would we succeed in
escaping the deluge of paparazzi? Helga drove
all the time and since we weren't visible to
journalists who surrounded Helga's house as well
as the hospital because they were expecting we'd
be leaving at any time, they let her go
unmolested. The Doctor drove through a crowd
of journalists to get out of the hospital gate, but
they didn't see Rudi under a pile of medical
supplies, scrubs and towels. Both cars got to the
airport with no trail of journalists. Moch
arranged for us to go through the secret gate into
Templehof airport. This was the same secret gate
that all heads of state used and I don't suppose it
was that secret, but on the other hand, no one
apparently suspected we would use it. In any

case, we were able to avoid the crowds and
public places until we were actually in the plane
that was taking us to Switzerland. If anyone did
recognize us, they weren't journalists and didn't
say anything. We arrived in Bern quietly. We
were met at the airport by Dr. Theunissen, a
theology Professor there who was a good friend
of Gollwitzer. Thomas and Nana drove from
Berlin to Bern in their own car.
No one followed us and no one saw us
enter the sanatorium. No one there except the
doctors knew who we were. Rudi, Hosea and I
had a room and Thomas and Nana had another
room. The doctors agreed to allow Thomas to
train Rudi and were there only as a backup if any
emergency should occur. It was a quiet place,
perched between rolling farmland and tiny
villages. The mountains were quite a way off in
the distance, but Bern was an easy twenty or
twenty-five-minute drive. Because Thomas and
Nana had their car, we could get around easily.

Thomas and Rudi at the sanatorium
There wasn't much there to distract us, so there
was plenty of time for Rudi to learn. He and
Thomas played ping pong in the morning in order
to train Rudi to expand his field of vision which
had been cut in half by the damage to his brain.
Then they read and practiced vocabulary and
Rudi wrote, at first just words, then sentences and
then paragraphs. Our meals were prepared and
brought to us by the cooks in the sanatorium. In
the afternoon, we'd put Hosea in the buggy and
take a walk through the countryside. Soon after
we arrived Thomas and Nana discovered a place
in Bern that had fantastic pear and chocolate ice
cream sundaes, so we began driving there in the

evening for dessert. It was in fact an charmed
life. There were still times when Rudi thought it
was going all too slowly. But Thomas would
encourage him. Look at all the progress you've
made already. You almost beat me in ping pong
today, Thomas would say. And Rudi would say,
I'll beat you, don't worry. But it was difficult
because Thomas would hit the ball to the side
where Rudi couldn't see. It was the best way to
get Rudi to look that way.

Taking a walk at the sanatorium
One day we were out taking a walk down
a country road. We saw a man walking ahead of
us and at first, we thought nothing of it. But he
began walking slower and slower and we could
see that if we continued, we'd catch up with him.
Rudi was nervous.
“Do you think he's a journalist?” I said.
“I don't know,” said Rudi. “But I'm going
to see and if it is, I'll take care of his camera.”
“Maybe we should just go back,” I said. I
didn't like the idea of Rudi fighting with a
journalist. But Rudi said no, so we went on. The
man had now taken a few steps off the road and
was leaning against a tree waiting for us. He
didn't have a camera that we could see. So, we
walked on. When we got close to him, he
jumped out into the road in front of us. Our
adrenaline was racing. Rudi was prepared to
fight; I was prepared to run with Hosea.
He said, “don't be afraid. I know who you
are, but I'm not going to tell anyone. My name is
Karl Gerold.” He was a well-known journalist,
editor of the Frankfurter Rundschau, so we knew
exactly who he was. Rudi was clearly

contemplating what his best response to this
unexpected journalist invasion should be, but
Gerold continued, “I am a patient at the same
sanatorium where you are. I am not here as
journalist. I do not want the press here anymore
than you do.”
“Oh?” Rudi said, not quite sure if he was
telling the truth. “Why are you at this
sanatorium? You weren't shot.”
“No”, the man laughed. “It's not physical
damage to my brain. And this is a very good
sanatorium.” He began telling us about his
illness which was some kind of nervous
breakdown. “So you see”, he said, “it's not the
sort of thing I'd want the press to talk about.”
“I understand”, said Rudi.
“But you are doing well?”
“Sometimes”, said Rudi. “It's not always
so easy. But tell me what you hear about what's
going on in Germany.”
He laughed. “You are still as passionate
about politics as ever.”
“I've been a bit out of things, not because
I wanted to be”, said Rudi. “But how is it all
affecting the country? Are things changing?”
And so, they began to discuss the state of
things in Germany.

Me with Hosea and Thomas playing ping pong at
the sanatorium
Journalists find us at Henze’s
We stayed at the sanatorium for a month.
It was comfortable, nice getting our meals served
every day and a good place to recuperate, but it
was expensive and Rudi had also improved so
much that it wasn't necessary. But where could

we go?
Berlin was still roiled with anger on both
sides, old Berliners who didn't want the dark
status quo questioned had allowed the Springer
press to fan their hatred, but many people were
also curious. It was not a livable situation for us.
It was then that an invitation came from
the composer Hans Werner Henze. He wrote that
we could stay at his estate - La Leprara near
Rome. There was room for all of us, the servants
would feed us and take care of us and we would
be safe. The house was behind a wall with
locked gates. It sounded like an ideal situation to
continue the teaching, learning and recovery
process. It would also be nice for Hosea and me.
I thought that Rome would be unbearably hot in
the summer, but Henze's place was up in the hills
over Rome where it cooled off at night and there
was a pleasant breeze. After a short discussion,
we decided it was the best option.
All of us couldn't fit in Thomas little VW
beetle, so we took the train from Bern to Rome
and Thomas picked us up there. Rome was
steamy in July, but as we made our way out of the
city, up into the hills the air became clearer and
fresher, the green wine fields softened the blazing
sun. We drove through little villages where old
women dressed all in black carried baskets or
filled cannisters with water at the town fountain.
Finally, we came to still another little town with
dusty streets. But along the road were high walls
with closed gates. Nothing was visible behind
them. Near a crossroads, perhaps the only one in
the town, we found a gate of black iron with
fancy embellishments which was the only break
in a high yellow wall. “This is it”, said Thomas.
From the gate we could see a small courtyard and
when we rang the bell, an older man and woman
dressed in black came toward us. We told them
who we were and they opened the gate, began
talking excitedly in Italian which we didn't
understand and then indicated we should follow
them.
We went through the modest ground floor
apartment where the servants lived and then
upstairs to Henze's luxurious home. The man
who had introduced himself as Silvano led us into
a large elegant living room with two grand

pianos, lavish furnishings and paintings on the
walls. Henze was there with his live-in partner,
Fausto. Rudi knew Henze already from the
Vietnam Congress in February. I met him for the
first time.
Henze was perhaps ten years older than
we were. Fausto was younger, a good-looking
dark-haired Italian man, rather tall and thin and
wearing the most bizarre clothes I'd ever seen on
a man, except perhaps as a costume in an opera.
It was a yellow satin blouse and trousers trimmed
with lace and gold buttons. He did not look
happy to see us.
Henze brought us to our rooms upstairs.
There was one bedroom for Rudi and me and
Hosea and one for Thomas and Nana. Each of
them had its own bathroom. These rooms were
also elegantly decorated, with paintings on the
walls. The bathrooms were tiled with expensive
arty tiles and with gold faucets. There were
probably more guest rooms as well as the rooms
for Henze and Fausto. There was also a study
and workroom for Henze. Downstairs there was
a dining room with a big table. And a kitchen
where Silvano and his wife were beginning the
preparations for our dinner. We soon discovered
that besides the older man and his wife, their
daughter also lived and worked there. She was
rather pretty with reddish hair and freckled, in her
early twenties, I'd guess. She also had a daughter
named Anna, a little girl of two. The father of
that baby was out of the picture.
The bell rang when dinner was ready. We
all filed into the dining room and Henze showed
us our places. We stood there unsure of how to
behave. It seemed formal, but how formal?
Should we wait until he sat down? That's what
we did anyway. And while we stood there
uneasily Fausto came prancing into the room. He
was dressed in another brightly colored satin suit.
He didn't walk, he pranced and glided, his special
kind of dance and I would have grinned at the
absurdity of it, except that everyone seemed so
serious. He saw that his usual place at the table
next to Henze was occupied by me which
annoyed him. Just as Fausto approached the
table a cat ran by in front of him. He looked at
the cat with an angry frown as if it were intruding

on his space and gave it a kick. The cat meowed
pitifully and fled. It was apparent that it was a
symbolic act directed at us whom he must have
felt were the intruders and he would have kicked
us out, if it had been possible. I thought this is
really bizarre.
Fausto was Henze's secretary and partner.
He also had a play-acting role. We got used to it,
and I rather enjoyed the play, but Fausto never
was particularly friendly to us. The meal we
were served in any case was delicious. It was a
classic Italian meal beginning with pasta and
proceeding with a number of elegant courses.
This is how the rich and famous live. It's nice to
know, I thought.

Me, Rudi and Thomas having afternoon coffee in
Henze’s garden.
Henze's estate was surrounded by a wall
as were all the villas in the neighborhood. It had
a large garden from which you could look out
over the valley and see Rome in the distance. We
were up in the hills where the searing heat from
Rome was blown away and it was almost always
comfortable. There was a table tennis board on
the patio which pleased Thomas immensely
because he could continue his table tennis
therapy with Rudi and it was good exercise. The
first week there was like living in Never Never
Land, surrounded by beauty, served fantastic
meals, afternoon coffee in the garden, nothing to
do except recover from the hard months before.
And that is what we did.

Rudi and Henze at table tennis on Henze’s patio
We soon learned that we had some rather
interesting, though uncommunicative neighbors.
The villa which was across the street from ours
was surrounded by a very high solid red washed
wall. The gate was solid, so it was not possible
to see inside. But built into the wall on the
outside was a fountain. Water ran out of it all the
time and women from the mountains came there
to wash their clothes or to get water. The owner
of that house was Sophia Loren. We never saw
her.
One day the young woman housemaid
asked us if we'd like to go with her and her
boyfriend to visit the neighborhood. Of course,
we did. The boyfriend worked as a servant at
another villa not too far away and that is where
we went. Here we did go through the gate into
another magnificent compound, not as
overwhelmingly huge as Sophia's, but
nonetheless impressive. This place belonged to
Gina Lollobrigida. She wasn't at home, which is
why we could go in.
Our other notable neighbor was the pope.
Castello Gandolfo was nearby and that is where
the pope spent the summer to escape Rome's
heat. Soon after our arrival we drove there. This
castle was built on a hill over a lake. It was a
summer day, so the lake was tempting. The shore
was rather rocky with sandy patches and most of
these were occupied by clusters of nuns or priests
in their habits and gowns. They didn't take them
off, but they did wade into the water holding

them up or just letting them get wet. We found a
place between the trees that was unoccupied
where we could put our stuff and sit. It wasn't
exactly a beach, but we went into the water. I
wanted to see if Hosea would swim in the water
which I'd read babies did, but he just sank,
perhaps I grabbed him out too fast before he had
a chance to paddle, but he didn't like it and
yelled. The water was also very cold, so maybe
that's why he didn't like it. But it was refreshing
for us on a hot day.
Suddenly there was a lot of movement up
at the castle and the clerics in the lake hurried to
the banks of the lake and stood at attention,
staring up at the castle, so we stared too. The
doors behind one of the balconies opened and the
pope himself came out. All the religious people
made the sign of the cross and we all received the
pope's blessing.
Henze had only been at home for a week
or two. Then he had engagements and had to
travel to conduct concerts in various other
countries and wasn't intending to come back for a
couple months. He gave the servants money to
buy food for us during that time and instructed
them to take care of us. At first it worked out.
Fausto was still there, but he didn't eat with us
and we didn't see much of him. He no longer
wore the costumes. At one point when Fausto
was away the young servant woman showed us
his closet which was full of various lacey, silky
and satiny costumes. Rudi reported however, that
he'd seen him dressed in normal men's clothes
sneaking into the house with a woman. (this may
have been after I left).
After a couple of weeks, the meals were
not so lavish. There'd be a pasta entre and then
no main meal. The afternoon coffee in the
garden didn't appear. Then one day all of Hosea's
toys were gone. Hmm, I thought. They couldn't
have walked off by themselves and Hosea was
just 7 months old. He couldn't walk. I figured
the servants had taken them for their child. I
interpreted it as stealing, but maybe she just
thought she was borrowing them. If she'd have
asked, I'd have let her borrow them. But she
didn't ask. So Rudi and I went down into their
apartment when they were away and looked

around. The toys were there, so we collected
them and brought them back to Hosea. Nothing
was said about it.

which we could see every day, but mostly stayed
away as it was hot and crowded. When Rudi’s
friend Peter Schneider came to visit and discuss
with Rudi he also wanted to go to Rome. So we
made a day trip of it.

Anna with her mom at Henze’s
Maybe they think we're rich like Henze, I
said. But why would we be here then? We
couldn't ask because our Italian was minimal and
they didn't speak English.
Then one evening there was no supper at
all. The family was still there and we tried to
find out what had happened, but they just
shrugged their shoulders and pretended like they
had no idea what our problem could be.
Thomas said, “well, I guess we'll have to
go to town and buy food for ourselves. If we
don’t, we'll starve.”
The next time Henze called to ask if
things were OK, Thomas told him that the
servants were no longer making food for us.
Henze was a bit disconcerted. He had left
enough money so there would be food for his
entire absence. “I'll find out what's going on”, he
said. He realized that there was a small rebellion
in his house and he had to deal with it.
The money was gone. Silvano, the old
man had used all of it to make several trips to
Rome to visit prostitutes. He'd had a good time
in any case, but Henze did not think it was funny.
He got things on track again, but said he'd have to
fire them when he found someone new. So,
things were back to a kind of normal, not so
lavish as at the beginning, but at least we had
food.
We took at least one ride into Rome,

Rudi, Peter, Thomas and Nana in front of the
Coloseum

Me, Rudi, Thomas and Nana at the Coloseum
One day we were out in the garden, Hosea
was standing in his bed, a folding travel bed
which we'd brought with us and which doubled
as a playpen. He liked to hang onto the sides and
stand, peering out over the scenery. The four of
us, Thomas, Nana, Rudi and I were sitting around
the table drinking coffee and enjoying the day.
Suddenly Thomas said, I hear something.
What? asked Rudi nervously.
“I think someone is there.” He pointed
toward the wine fields which stretched out to the
right beyond the garden. We all looked and saw
the leaves rustle. “Run,” Thomas yelled. “Run
into the house.”
I grabbed Hosea and ran. Nana ran too.
But Rudi was unsure whether to run into the
house or to follow Thomas who was running

toward the vineyard where the movement was
coming from. When Thomas saw that Rudi was
hesitating, he said sternly, “You have to go into
the house. Don't come with me.”

Hosea in his bed from where he could watch
everything going on in Henze’s garden. He was 6
months old.
Rudi ran toward the house and Thomas
continued toward the bushes. From inside we
heard Thomas shouting. “What do you think you
are doing here?” There was some tussling and
then Thomas appeared again. “They are gone”,
he said. “I tried to smash their cameras, but one
of them got away, I think. I knocked the camera
out of the other one's hands. But who knows?
This isn't good. They weren't assassins. They
were journalists. But if they shot pictures, it won't
be good for us.”
“Did they get pictures?” I asked.
“I don't know”, he said. “We'll see.”
A few days later there was a phone call
from Berlin. One of Rudi's friends, maybe it was
Bahman or Christian Senler called and said, “did
you see Stern?”

Rudi told him no.
“Well, there are photos of you in Stern
showing you in Henze's garden including the
name of the villa and the village.”
“Oh, no”, Rudi groaned.
“There won't be any more peace now”,
said Thomas looking annoyed when Rudi told
him.
The next day we looked out the window
and saw a big gaggle of journalists meandering
around in front of the gate. They rang the bell.
Over and over. We told everyone in the house
not to answer and to turn the bell off. But it
didn't matter. The journalists didn't go away. We
couldn't go out. Late in the evening when it was
pitch dark outside, it looked like they were gone
and Thomas went out to buy the newspapers and
to see if he could get a copy of Stern. In the
morning when we woke up the journalists were
already there. They tried to climb over the gate.
Some of them succeeded and got into the
courtyard. For the servants this was too much.
We decided we needed to have the police to
protect us. We knew well enough that if the
police came, it would not only be for protection,
but also to spy on us. But we decided we didn't
have any other options. The next day the police
were there, two of them, who were given chairs
to sit on in the courtyard near the gate. They
could keep each other company while they
watched the journalists who were still huddled
outside.
“I wonder how long this will last”, I
muttered.
“I hope not too long”, said Rudi. But he
was a little disconcerted. His training was being
interrupted. None of us could concentrate on
much of anything. And we waited. And every
morning the journalists were there again.
Russians invade Czechoslovakia
On August 20 Rudi got the news when
one of his friends phoned from Berlin. The
Russians have invaded Czechoslovakia. I heard
Rudi burst into an angry tirade, so I listened. "I
didn't think they would do it," he said. "But then
when we were in Prague the Czech the Czech…”

he couldn't think of the word – “they were sure
they would invade. They've destroyed their last
chance, there. And maybe here too.”
That was the thing about the destruction
of Dubcek’s Czechoslovakian experiment with
Democratic Socialism. It was the last chance for
the development of a new kind of Socialism in
the world. To be sure, there was Vietnam, a
socialist revolution (was Che already dead?) At
the same time it's true that the West under the
aegis of the USA was undermining every attempt
to develop a more democratic and more viable
kind of socialism, Milton Friedman and the free
market economists were preparing their
campaign against every country, every person,
every form of government and every movement
that stood in their way. We didn't realize at the
time how pervasive it was. We still had hope.
We still thought the earth was greening. But we
had no money, they had billions, trillions. How
could we have won against them? Yet it wasn't
them, it was the Soviet Union that gave our hopes
the final blow. We knew it. The day the soviet
tanks rolled into Prague; we knew that the last
chance was gambled away. We didn't say it too
loud, but it was very depressing.
The West had killed off or disabled all the
leaders, Robert Kennedy, ML King, the Black
Panthers, Che, Rudi, and they kept killing and
killing. It was the only way they could win. But
killing doesn't win people's hearts. They might
still have failed, just as they did in Vietnam,
because sometimes hope does win against the
greatest of odds. But with Dubcek more or less
imprisoned in Moscow and the rest of Eastern
Europe in the iron clutches of a corrupted
communist party, the doors were all closing.
Rudi called everyone he knew in Berlin,
to see if anyone was going to do anything,
demonstrate, protest, write, talk, anything. But
there wasn't much enthusiasm. It was as if they'd
been worn out from the past months of protesting
and the brick wall they seemed to be slamming
up against. So many of them were ready to say,
oh well, or even to defend the Soviet Union and
take up their propaganda that it was all a
capitalist plot. Rudi was dismayed.
“Why don't they understand?” he said.

“The Soviet Union is not the hope for the future.
There is nothing to defend. What is wrong with
them?”
Trip to California/Marcuse
We still had to figure out what to do.
With the paparazzi invasion outside it was almost
like being in prison. We couldn't go out beyond
the gate, because they'd follow us. We couldn't
even go in the courtyard or the garden because
they could see us and photograph us. Since the
arrival of the journalists outside the gate some
time had gone by and nothing was changing. It
seemed like the only option was to leave La
Leprara. Even that would have to be done
secretly, at night and very quietly.
Herbert Marcuse was the theoretician of
the revolution. He originally came from the
Frankfurter School, but fled along with all the
others when Hitler came to power. He went to
America. Some of those who had fled eventually
went back to Germany like Adorno and Bloch.
Marcuse stayed in the USA and became a
professor, first at Brandeis where I first heard of
him from Cecily. Then he went to California and
taught at the U of C in La Jolla. Like many Jews
he had to overcome an inner hurdle to return to
Germany even just to visit. And for over twenty
years he didn't do it. But in 1966 he was reading
about the young generation, the students who
were rebelling against an authoritarian society,
students who were reading his writings and trying
to put into practice the Frankfurt School theories
from the 1930's. No one in the USA was doing it
in that way and to that degree, so he was curious
and when the students at the FU invited him to
come and speak, he did. That's when we met
him. He was impressed by Rudi, by his
enthusiasm, his earnestness about theory and
practice, his charisma. Rudi and Herbert began
writing to each other, and when Rudi was in the
hospital Marcuse was by chance in Germany and
was one of only a couple people whom Rudi had
wanted to see in the hospital. That fall Marcuse
was back in La Jolla to teach for the fall semester.
Rudi was already thinking of continuing
to work on his doctor's thesis and Marcuse would

have liked to have been his doctor father. The
idea of doing the doctor's thesis in the USA made
me happy. I wanted to go back and see what was
happening there. Rudi thought being in the belly
of the beast for a while would teach him things he
had to know. So, in September, I decided to go to
the USA to see what the options were for Rudi. I
wanted to look both in Boston and in California
because there seemed to be possibilities in both
places. In Boston I had Darlene and Jerry where
I could stay and in California, there was John and
Sue Flores whom I knew from the America group
in Berlin. I decided to take Hosea with me, of
necessity, since he was still nursing. Rudi,
Thomas and Nana would flee La Leprara and
hoped they could get the journalists off their
backs. I packed for me and Hosea in one suitcase
and helped Rudi with his. We left early in the
morning before dawn on the day we had to be at
the airport. The journalists hadn't arrived yet and
it was quiet outside, quiet on the road and in the
airport, I was just another young mother with a
little baby waiting for our plane. After delivering
me to the airport Rudi and the others drove off to
Milan to Feltrinelli.
I arrived in New York the next day. But
when I went through passport control, they
looked at my passport and said I'd have to be
checked.
“For what?”
“To see if your baby has small pox.”
“Huh?” I knew it was ridiculous, but
there was nothing I could do. They led me away
to a little room where Hosea and I were left
alone. Hosea was eight months old and sitting in
a baby carrier on my back. The room was hot
and stuffy. There were a couple of uncomfortable
chairs there and nothing else. I had no idea what
they were going to do to me, and after a while
Hosea started getting fussy. This is the USA, I
thought. This is what they do to citizens. Who
knows what they do to people who aren't
citizens? I don't know how many hours we had
to wait there. But finally, they did let us go.
Hosea wasn't checked for small pox or for
anything else. I don't know what they actually
did check, but they couldn't keep us out, although
I suspect that's what they wanted to do. We were

both US citizens. In any case they did get
someone to follow us and to organize whole
neighborhoods to spy on us.
Later we found out, only because a
neighbor told Jerry, that they had gone to
everyone in the neighborhood and asked them to
spy on us and on Jerry and Darlene also. Jerry
and Darlene were sympathetic to the movement
and opposed the war in Vietnam, but they weren't
activists, didn't belong to any political groups and
probably didn't even go to any demonstrations.
Yet a whole apparatus was set in motion to spy
on them.
My purpose for being there was to see if
the universities would accept Rudi and offer
financial support if he came. The semester at the
universities hadn't begun, but the professors were
back getting ready and I had some names of
people who might have been sympathetic. There
was one at Harvard and I think his name was
Lubasz or something like that. I talked to him
first. When I told him who I was and why I was
there, he was enthusiastic. “We would be pleased
to have Rudi here”, he told me “and I'm sure we
can get a grant for him.” I also went to BU to
talk to Howard Zinn. He too was positive about
the school's possibilities and thought we could
get a grant. I told them, we would also need a
visa for Rudi. He didn't have American
citizenship, but they thought there wouldn't be a
big problem because he was married to an
American. It was all very encouraging and I was
getting hopeful that maybe we'd be able to spend
some time in the USA. So much was in
upheaval, there was still a feeling that things
were going to be liberated in some way, even
though if anyone wanted to, they could see the
dark clouds collecting. But for me, the very idea,
that Rudi was alive, that he could even be
thinking of going back to school and getting his
Ph.D. all of this was making me far too
optimistic.

Cybele who was already four years old and she
and Hosea got along fine as much as their age
difference allowed.
In any case, after getting assurances from
both Harvard and BU that they would support
Rudi's application at the universities and that
there might be money for us as well, so we could
live, I still wanted to see what Marcuse had to say
and for that I had to go to California.

Darlene, Jerry and Cybele with Hosea on the
ground at the beach near Boston

Darlene and I with our kids at the beach
But when I didn't have appointments to
talk to professors, it was also a kind of vacation.
I was away from the paparazzi, away from the
pressures that's Rudi's convalescence had
brought. I could speak English and sometimes
just relax. It was early September, but still warm
and we went to the beach a few times with the
children. Darlene and Jerry had a little girl

Dad with Hosea and Vikki who was only two
months older than Ho in River Forest.
On the way, I stopped in Chicago to see
my father who was still living in River Forest.
John and his wife Betsy and their daughter Vikki
were also there to visit. It had been two years
since my mother had died and dad was thinking
of finding a new wife. There were two women he
liked, one of them was Jacie who had a teenage
on and the other was a woman with several
children, all of whom knew who Rudi was and
were enthused about the 60’s rebellion in the
USA. I liked them all, and hoped Dad would
choose her, but he decided it would bring too
much chaos in his life. Jacie was definitely
calmer.
Dad told me that people who came into
his pharmacy had read about Rudi in the

newspaper, where he was called Red Rudi, and
often when they were in the store, they asked
about him. He said sometimes teenage girls
would come in and say, “you’re the father-in-law
of Red Rudi, can we give you a hug?” And dad
would feel kind of special and say OK.
After that Hosea and I flew out to
California. We stayed with John and Sue and
their children. They were pleasant days with
sunshine, California breezes and a visit to
Marcuse, explaining again why I was there and
seeing Marcuse's enthusiasm for the idea of
having Rudi come. He would do anything he
could to make it happen, he said. And he assured
me that we certainly shouldn't worry about the
financial part of it. I didn't worry too much and
just enjoyed the days there.

Barry is carrying Hosea while I look on in the
background. We went to an outdoor art exhibit.
While I was in California, I went to visit
my Wheaton college friend Barry who was
married and lived on the coast in a quite beautiful
place with view of the ocean.
With my work finished I was preparing to
go back to Italy. Rudi by then had spent some
time in Milan with Thomas staying in one of
Feltrinelli’s elegant apartments in the city. He
had met a number of his friends who had come
from Berlin to visit, talk to him and assess
whether Rudi was indeed getting back to being
his old self. They were surprised at Rudi’s

enthusiasm for getting back into the political
arena at some point and at the fact that the brain
damage was hardly apparent.

Hosea on the beach in California
But things were getting too complicated at
Feltrinelli’s place. Perhaps too many people
knew where Rudi was and Rudi felt it was getting
to be too exhausting so he went back to La
Leprara. By then the paparazzi were gone.
They’d noticed when Rudi left and they didn't
know he had come back. So, he was enjoying the
peace and quiet of that place. Thomas had in the
meantime gone back to Berlin.
When I described the beauty of La
Leprara, Sue said, “I'd like to go there. A trip to
Italy would be nice.” At first, I thought she was
doing some wishful thinking. But then she said,
“I'm going to go.” Her husband, John was
teaching so he couldn't come, but Sue didn't
really have anything to do except to take care of
her two children. She decided she had to take
them along since John was working. I wasn't
sure what Henze would think about the arrival
not only of Hosea and me, but also another

woman and two more children. But Sue decided
it would be OK. Afterall it was a big house with
a big garden and servants. Rudi didn't disagree
when I told him. So, all five of us got plane
tickets.
Back in Italy with Sue and Didi
It brought a lot of life into La Leprara to
have all the children there and at first it was nice.
I was happy to have someone to talk to in
English, and to have a little counterbalance to the
problems Rudi was having. And there were some
new problems, though I didn't realize at the time
how serious they were.
Henze was gone again. Sue looked at the
luxuriousness of the house and decided not only
to bask in it, but to take advantage of it. Why
should anyone be so rich, was her viewpoint, let‘s
expropriate it, at least as long as we are here.
Didi who was 4 years old had the run of the
house. Sue let her do whatever she wanted and if
she wanted to break some object displayed in the
house, it was OK with Sue. If she wanted to
draw on the furniture with colored markers, that
was OK. I watched the slow destruction of the
place with horror. “We should take better care of
the place”, I said. But Sue thought what she was
doing was no problem. It seemed like the only
solution was to get out of there, since Sue had her
return ticket and it would a while until she could
go.
There were more reasons to leave. Rudi
needed medical care and it was too difficult there.
We didn’t speak Italian, we were out in the
country and had no means of transportation. We
needed to start thinking of a permanent place to
live too.
While I’d been away, Rudi had gone to an
Italian doctor who wanted to check his condition.
Dr. Schulz had said, Rudi should remain under a
certain degree of medical control, so it made
sense to find a doctor in Italy. I believe that one
doctor had told him to stop taking the medication
Dr. Schulz had prescribed for Rudi before he left
Germany. Rudi didn’t know what these pills
were for, so when the doctor suggested he didn’t
need them, Rudi stopped taking them. This

doctor suggested Rudi get some kind of brain
scan like an ETC I guess. It entailed that
electrodes be attached to his head which would
record brain waves. But while this exam was
taking place Rudi had some kind of episode,
which I think involved a partial loss of
consciousness. Rudi could not describe it very
well to me. He was a little nervous about it, but
said the doctor didn’t think it was that important.
We didn’t want to go back to Germany at
that time because the situation there had not
improved. There was still a hate campaign
against us and living there would have been both
stressful and probably dangerous. We were still
hoping that there was a chance to go to the USA
where I thought the medical care would be
excellent if Rudi got a job at one of the
universities and had health care. Rudi had
applied for a visa, but was getting no answer.
Several months had passed since he’d been to the
US embassy and filled out all the papers. We
were wondering why nothing was happening.
Everything was up in the air, problems seemed to
be sprouting all over and no solutions were
apparent. I guess that’s what possessed Rudi to
talk to Feltrinelli again.
Feltrinelli as always had ideas.
Lake Como
I was definitely feeling that we had to
leave Marino as soon as possible in order to get
Sue and the children out before the place was a
total wreck. I think it was also at that time that
Henze discovered his phone bill. Rudi had been
talking to several friends in Berlin every day. By
that time the phone bill was astronomical and
even Henze was balking at it. It was simply time
to leave. I would guess that Rudi thought that
whereas Henze's finances might be somewhat
limited, Feltrinelli's would not be. How rich he
was, I have no idea, but he owned estates in Italy,
Austria and I believe also Switzerland, in
addition he had lavish apartments in various
cities, like the one we had stayed at in Milan. I
believe Feltrinelli ended up paying the phone bill.
His idea was that we should stay at a palace on
Lake Como that belonged to the contessa della

Rovere. The contessa was not there, the place
was not being used, though the caretakers were
living there in a separate house.
It was November, the weather was
generally drizzly and foggy which is why no one
was there. Feltrinelli thought we'd be safe from
the paparazzi because it was so isolated, at least
at that time of the year. So it was arranged, I
guess by Feltrinelli that we should take the train
from Rome to Milan and he would meet us at the
train station and bring us to Lake Como. Sue,
Didi and Andrea would come with us and protect
us on the train. Protect? In any case, perhaps
with three children, two American women and a
man wearing sunglasses and a funny hat, we
thought no one would suspect that Rudi Dutschke
would be among this gypsy crowd. We had piles
of luggage, Hosea was in a baby backpack and
Sue had Andrea on her back. Thus we left La
Leprara. I breathed a sigh of relief.

This is a photo from a newspaper as we arrived
in Milan. Rudi is on the far left; I am in front with
Hosea and Sue is behind me.
The train ride went without any great
disasters. No one recognized us. The children
behaved like children and we got to Milan. The
train door opened, we started climbing down the
stairs to the platform and there was a massive
bombardment of flashing lights. I was scared out
of my wits. There was so much noise, shouting,
the kids were scared. Rudi howled. I wasn't sure
if these flashes were cameras or guns. Rudi was
shouting for Feltrinelli. But I couldn't see
anything because of the flashes blinding my eyes.
We pushed forward, stood dazed on the platform
and within seconds Feltrinelli had grabbed Rudi
and yelled, “run”. That was not possible, first
because of all our luggage, second because of the

tight mass of human flesh and cameras
surrounding us. But we pushed through and
eventually got out of the railroad station and into
Feltrinelli's car. He drove off like a maniac trying
to lose the paparazzi streaming behind us.
Soon after when it was dark that night,
Sue and her kids caught a flight back to
California. Feltrinelli packed us into his car to
drive us to Lake Como. But the paparazzi had
followed us. And though it was late and dark and
raining as we drove out into the mountains, along
winding roads there was always one pair, two
pairs or three pairs of headlights behind us. It
was terrifying. Feltrinelli drove fast and for a
while the headlights would disappear, but if there
was a stretch of straight highway, the lights
reappeared. Feltrinelli was getting frustrated. He
was sure he could elude them, but it wasn't
working. I was simply terrified.
We finally arrived alive and unhurt. At
that time there did not seem to be any cars behind
us and Feltrinelli assured us that we were safe.
He knocked on the gate. The palace was of
course surrounded by a high iron lattice fence.
The caretakers came to open and let us in.
Perhaps it was then that I was introduced to
Gianni, although maybe it had already been while
we were in Milan. “Gianni will be your body
guard”, Feltrinelli said.
Body guard? I looked at Rudi who
seemed non-plussed by the prospect. He greeted
Gianni in German, Gianni responded in Italian
and gave us a big grin. He was a balding Italian
man, perhaps in the late forties, with a crooked
nose. He had been a boxer in his time and his
nose had taken a beating. After the enthusiastic
greeting at least on the part of Rudi and Gianni. I
was probably just standing there with my mouth
open. But I decided it was probably a good idea
to have a body guard, seeing as how big and how
empty this house was. Gianni then took out his
gun and showed it to us. “I'll use it if I have to”,
he said.
It was too dark to see much, but we were
brought into the huge house that was clearly
uninhabited. There were only a few lights dimly
lighting room after room in which all the
furniture was covered with white sheets. It was

like walking into a mausoleum full of ghosts.
Finally, we reached a bedroom that was lit up
normally and the bed was made. There was a
desk and chairs. This will be your room, the
caretaker told us in Italian. Feltrinelli translated.
Gianni got another room to stay in, near
ours.

Me, Rudi and Hosea at the palace of the
Contessa della Rovere on Lake Como, taking a
walk in spite of bad weather
I fixed a place for Hosea to sleep near us.
And as it was late at night, Rudi and I then
crawled into the huge bed. I snuggled up to him
to keep warm and we fell into a rather uneasy
sleep, exhausted, a little scared and wondering
how we'd ever survive in this place.
In the middle of the night I was awakened
by noise and flashing lights. Lots of noise,
sounding like a war was going on, gunshots,
shouting. “Rudi”, I whispered, shaking him.
“What should we do?”
"What?" he said waking up slowly.
"They're shooting."
I could see that he was scared.
"Maybe we should get under the bed." I
said.
"Maybe," he said. But he didn't make a
move to do it. "Listen." There was no more
shooting and the shouting had also stopped. It
was an eerie silence. "I think they've left," he
said.
"What if they're in the house?"
"We would hear them," said Rudi. "We
better just stay here." So, we did. But we
couldn't go back to sleep. We just lay there,
waiting for the black spots that were the windows
to turn gray. And they finally did. There was a

knock on the door.
“Who is it?” asked Rudi.
Gianni answered in Italian.
“OK”, Rudi said. “Come in”.
Gianni stood there and started babbling
away in Italian.
“Wait”, I said. What happened here?"
Bit by bit between pigeon German and
pigeon Italian we pieced the story together.
Gianni had heard a paparazzo break a window.
He had gone to that room and saw the journalist
trying to get in. He'd shouted and then began
shooting the gun at the window.
“Eeeegads”, I said. “Did you shoot the
guy?”
We couldn't understand Gianni's answer.
"Is he dead?" Rudi tried. “Dead?”
“No, no”, said Gianni. “Gone. gone
away. Safe now.”
“I don't know if we're safe now”, I said to
Rudi. “This is crazy.”
I suspect that the paparazzi were scared
enough that they didn't want to risk coming back.
In any case, it didn't happen again. But we knew
they were there, always ready to pounce. The
headlines in the papers told the world that we
were at the home of the Contessa della Rovera
which was bizarre enough. Who the heck was
she? Why were we at her house? It was
probably a nice enough place in summer. From
the deck on the lakeside, you could sit and look
out over the lake to the mountains beyond. But
we never saw the mountains. It was always too
foggy. The house itself seemed haunted with all
the ghostly white sheets covering everything. We
were fine staying in our single room with the big
bed and a desk. Gianni kept watch all the time.
And I was consoled by the needs of my child who
was by then ten months old. For his pleasure and
mine I was still nursing him. It was the easiest
way to get food into him and he was content. For
me it was relaxation, pleasure, the only way I had
to blot out the craziness surrounding me.
But it didn't seem like a viable way to
continue our lives. We weren't near anyone we
knew. Rudi had no medical care. There was
basically nothing to do for us except take a walk
along the lake front, eat when the caretakers

brought us food and take care of Hosea. Rudi
was still working on practicing reading and
writing. But he no longer had Thomas to put him
on the right track. “We have to leave”, I said to
Rudi.
“Yes”, he said somewhat skeptically.
“Where should we go?”
“I think we should leave Italy”, I said.
“The paparazzi here are impossible. There is no
way to get away from them.”
“It's OK now”, Rudi said.
“Sure, but as soon as we go out of this
place, they'll be back. We need to have a good
doctor for you”, I said.
“Dr. Schulz? Maybe for a checkup, not to
stay.”
I agreed. “Maybe England. The
paparazzi aren't as crazy there. There are
probably good doctors too.”
“Maybe”, said Rudi. “I'll talk to Erich.”
Erich was delighted to hear Rudi's voice
and when Rudi broached the subject of coming to
England, Erich said he'd do what he could. “I'll
find the best neurology doctor in London”, Erich
said. What about a visa?”
“I don't have one”, Rudi said.
“We have to find out about that”, Erich
said.
“But I don't need a visa to go to England”,
I said. “Maybe I should just go and see about
your visa, find a place to live and make
arrangements with the doctor.” The idea was
making adrenalin flow. If I felt lost and aimless
living in the palace on Lake Como, the idea of
being in London again, the memories of a
summer now long ago that had been so magical
for me at age seventeen was pulling me out of
lethargy, invigorating me. I want to go. So far
all of these months since the assassination
attempt had been a hiatus, a transition, trial and
error, looking for a new life. Maybe now we’d
get to the other end - a place to have a new
beginning.
Rudi agreed that I should go. He thought
it might be easier for him to get permission to
come if I was already there. So, I packed again.
Feltrinelli brought us to the train station in Milan,
I had Hosea in the baby backpack and just one

suitcase this time. We took the overnight train to
London. Rudi went to live with Gianni in
Feltrinelli’s apartment in Milan until the visa
would be ready and Feltrinelli gave Gianni and
money to take care of Rudi and himself.
England
My train arrived in London in the
morning. Catherine Fried was at Victoria station
to meet us. I'd never seen her before, but I was
looking for a tall woman with dark hair and she
had seen my picture in the paper, so we found
each other without any trouble. I was glad to
hear people speaking English. It gave the place a
familiarity that was comforting. London still had
a bit of the magical aura that my first visit nine
years before had bestowed upon it. We packed
our luggage into Catherine's car and set out. I
held tight to Hosea and looked out the window at
the black taxi cabs, the bustle, the rows of brick
houses, the quaint shops so much tighter and
smaller than the more bombastic architecture of
Germany. We drove past Hampstead Heath and
down a quiet street with trees and flower gardens
in tiny front yards. Catherine stopped in front of
one of hundreds of two-story red brick houses.
"This is where we live," she said.
We entered a crowded and somewhat
chaotic living room full of books, mismatched
furniture and the stuff scattered about by a large
family. Catherine brought us upstairs to one of
the many bedrooms. You can stay here Catherine
said. It was a small room with a bed for me and a
crib with slats for Hosea standing next to my bed,
a bright, white washed room also filled to
brimming with stuff, but it felt happy, or maybe it
was me that was feeling happy.
There were always people in the house.
Some of them lived there. Erich had two older
sons and a daughter by previous marriages at that
time. Erich and Catherine also had a four-yearold daughter named Petra. The older children
came and went and Petra lived there. Erich’s
mother also lived there. And then there were the
guests. It was a center of pilgrimages of both
stately Germans from the Nazi exile now long
settled down in London and of young Germans

looking for a source of oppositional strength, plus
there were Catherine’s English friends. So, there
was always something going on. I am by nature
rather shy, so I didn’t mind just sitting there and
absorbing it all. But they were curious about me
too and about Rudi, so I had to talk.
Our goal was to get a visa for Rudi. We
were sure England would provide us with some
respite for a while. The English press, we
thought, would not invade our house in the
middle of the night, and most people on the street
would not know who we were. Also, we wanted
to try to get the best health care possible for Rudi
as he was beginning to have some problems. We
didn’t know exactly their nature. They had begun
while I’d been in the USA. Rudi’d had some
tests in Italy whose purpose was rather murky
and he'd apparently had lost consciousness during
one of them.
The first night at Erich's I unpacked my
bags, got Hosea into his night clothes, put his
little Raggedy Andy doll with red yarn hair,
striped shirt and blue trousers into his bed so he
could look at it when he went to sleep. I was
tired myself after the long journey, so we went to
bed together and quickly fell asleep.
In the morning when I woke up the room
was already bright. I must have slept a long time
because it was December then and generally
rather dreary and penetratingly cold, and it didn't
get light until late. Hosea was talking to himself,
but still lying in bed. I got up and went to pick
him up so I could nurse him. The doll which I’d
put beside his head the night before was in
shreds. The stuffing which had been made of
some kind of little seeds was strewn all over the
bed, mostly just husks. “What in the world”, I
said loudly? “Did you do this, Hosea?”
Hosea was ten months old. He didn’t
understand of course and it was obvious to me
anyway, that he couldn’t have done it. But how
did it happen?
After I fed Hosea, I went downstairs to
breakfast and there was an array of people sitting
at the table in various stages of food
consumption, bread, cereal or coffee. “Have
something to eat”, Catherine said and pointed out
the various options.

I got some coffee and a dish of cereal.
When there was a lull in the conversation, I said,
“an odd thing happened. I had this doll for Hosea
and put it in his bed last night. This morning
nothing remained of it except torn shreds of cloth
and grain husks”.
Catherine laughed. “Ah”, she said. “That
was the mice.”
“The mice?” I said in dismay.
“Erich’s mice”, said Catherine. “The
house is full of mice. But Erich can’t bear to kill
anything, so the mice have to stay. We just live
with them.”
“They aren’t dangerous?” I asked,
thinking of Hosea sleeping there with dozens of
mice crawling around his head, spreading germs.
“I guess not”, said Catherine. “They’ve
been here a long time and we’re all OK”. She
shrugged, so I shrugged and at least it was clear
that I couldn’t put a doll in Hosea’s bed that was
stuffed with seeds, an obvious feast for the mice.
Erich was determined to find the best
neurology doctor in England and came up with a
Doctor Macdonald who, Erich assured us, was
the personal doctor of Princess Margaret and thus
of the highest quality. He was excited about the
possibility of getting an appointment with this
doctor, so I said, let’s do it. The first appointment
was for me alone to go to him and explain that
we needed his help in getting a visa so the patient
could get into England for treatment. I explained
to him that Rudi was a German citizen and in
order to get a visa the doctor would have to say
that he would get the best possible treatment in
England and that he would provide that
treatment. That went without a hitch and I had an
appointment for a couple weeks later which
justified Rudi's visa for the English authorities.
So, we applied for the visa.
In addition to getting a doctor’s
appointment for Rudi and a visa, we also needed
a more permanent place to live when Rudi came.
Catherine said her brother and his family were
going to South Africa to stay for several months
and we could live in their house during that time.
That would give us a chance to figure out what to
do next.
Living in Erich and Catherine’s house was

pleasant. But it was crowded and Hosea was a
lively baby who had to be watched all the time so
he didn’t get into things. I nursed him, but he
needed food as well. I bought pre-prepared baby
food for him at the store, which seemed to be the
simplest way in this crowded place to provide for
him. I kept the baby food jars on the counter in
the kitchen.
One day, I took a jar of vegetables and a
jar of mixed food, opened it and fed Hosea. It
seemed fine, but that evening when I came to
dinner I was confronted by an uneasy Catherine
and an angry mother-in-law. “What did you do
with Erich’s food”, she said accusingly.
I looked at Catherine with total
puzzlement on my face, “Erich's food?”
“You see”, said Catherine, “Erich’s
mother bought these jars of baby food for Erich,
because he has a bad stomach. They are gone.”
“Oh, my god”, I said, my face becoming
hot with embarrassment. “I thought they were
mine. I didn’t think that anyone else was eating
baby food.”
“I know, I know”, said Catherine. “I just
wanted to let you know about this. In the future,
put your baby food on the shelf, and Erich’s will
be on the counter. OK?”
“Of course,” I said. “I’ll get some new
ones for Erich.”
“No, no”, she said. “It’s OK”.
Rudi arrived in London the day before the
doctor's appointment. We moved into Catherine's
brothers house together that evening and began
our life in London. The weather was nasty, but
that was to be expected. I was glad to see Rudi
again, glad to have our little family together, glad
to feel a little hopeful about the future. But Rudi
was nervous about the doctor's appointment in
the morning. Maybe he was afraid that they
would discover something very bad, maybe it
was just all too overwhelming, a new country, a
new language, new people.
In the morning Hosea woke us up talking
to himself, as he always did, ready to start the
day. I crawled out from under the covers and
said, “it's awfully cold in here.”
“Maybe we can get some heat”, said
Rudi.

In front of the house in London we were staying
in that belonged to Catherine’s brother. Me
Hosea and Rudi
I looked around. “They don't have central
heating,” I said. “There are no radiators. I
wonder what they do?”
Rudi got up and looked around. “Here is
some kind of heater”, he said. It was a metal
device of a sort that I'd never seen before.
“I wonder how it works.”
Rudi looked at it. “I think it needs oil or
something.”
“I'll see if I can find some oil”, I said.
Rudi was exploring the heater; Hosea was
crawling around watching Rudi and looking for
objects to grasp to pull himself up to his feet. He
was on the verge of walking, but still needed
support. I went into the kitchen to look for fuel. I
was opening cabinets and doors, pulling bottles
and boxes out and seeing nothing that looked like
fuel for a heater when Hosea screamed.
“Oh my god”, I yelled, “what's he done?”

I dashed into the other room and saw Rudi lying
on the floor unconscious but shaking. I'd seen it
maybe once before, someone having an epilepsy
attack and so I guessed that was what it was, but I
was terrified. I thought you're supposed to hold a
spoon on their tongue so they don't swallow it, I'd
heard that somewhere. I ran into the kitchen
again and got a spoon, but it didn't work. I was
shaking so much with fear that I could hardly
hold the spoon anyway. Hosea was still
screaming too. I had no idea what to do.
Finally, I just ran out onto the street and
said to the next person that went by, “I need a
doctor, do you know where I can get a doctor?”
He looked at me like I was crazy and
walked on.
OK, I thought, try to think straight. What
can I do? It occurred to me that I could call Dr.
MacDonald. I went in again and dialed. I got the
secretary and explained that my husband was
lying on the floor unconscious and I needed to
talk to the doctor. He came. With a shaking
voice, hands trembling so much the phone was
banging against my head, I explained.
Describe exactly what happened the
doctor said. I did. It sounds like an epileptic
attack. Don't do anything now, he said. It is not
dangerous. Nothing will happen. It will stop
soon and he will probably sleep for a while
afterwards. When he wakes up you can come to
the office.
I put a blanket over Rudi and a pillow
under his head when he stopped shaking and he
did go to sleep. Meanwhile, forcing myself to
calm down I found the kerosene for the heater
and got it going so the room warmed up. But I
could see the danger. The heater got hot, very
hot, and how much could Hosea understand when
I told him not to touch it. I kept him away from
it, but it was a constant struggle, because he had
to be exploring all the time.
When Rudi woke up a few hours later, he
was very confused. “What happened?” he
murmured.
“You had an epileptic attack. When you
are ready to get up, we can go to the doctor. It's
OK. You will be OK.” But I could see that Rudi
was very worried.

We arrived at the doctor's office early that
afternoon with Hosea in tow and took seats in the
waiting room. I remember it as being rather gray.
That seems odd. Maybe the walls were really
white, but it seemed gray. Rudi had to fill out all
kinds of papers and since it was all in English, I
helped him. Finally, we were called in. I said, I'd
come along to help with English and that was
fine. Dr. McDonald began asking all sorts of
questions, first the medical history, how long
have you had these attacks.
“This was the first one today, I think”, I
said. “At least the first time he lost
consciousness.” Rudi also thought it was the first
time, although he'd had some problems when he'd
been tested at the hospital in Italy.
“Have you been injured?” the doctor
asked.
Rudi told him he'd been shot in the head.
Dr. McDonald looked up from his
notebook, a funny look. “When did this happen?
Where?”
He looked down at his notes again and I
think he comprehended for the first time what the
name of the person he was dealing with, was Rudi Dutschke.
I saw the doctor's face turn ashen gray
and then white, he gasped and I thought, my God,
he's going to faint. But instead he said, “I must
go out a minute”, and he virtually plunged out of
the room.
I looked at Rudi and whispered, “he's just
realized who you are. I wonder if he will ever
come back”.
“He's a doctor”, Rudi said.
“Yes, but obviously conservative,
Princess Margaret's doctor.”
We just sat there feeling a bit
discombobulated. After about five minutes the
door opened again and the doctor appeared. He
had a business-like look on his face which was its
normal color and he said, “we will continue the
examination.” Whew, I thought. Maybe he
wanted to see if Rudi was a wanted criminal.
He'd had time to check with the police. He
seemed to be reassured when he returned.

Christmas in London, our little tree with
homemade ornaments, and Hosea with his hand
bandaged up
It was December almost Christmas and
we wanted to celebrate for Hosea. We bought a
little Christmas tree and made some ornaments
out of colored paper. But before we could
celebrate, it was inevitable that Hosea would
touch that kerosene stove when we weren’t
looking. I was preparing food when I heard his
scream and dashed into the room with the heater.
His hand was burned and he was screaming with
pain. I don’t remember any more how we found a
doctor, but Hosea got treated and bandaged and
had to go around for a while with his hand
bandaged up.
Ireland
The home office did not renew our visas,
even though Dr. McDonald insisted that he had
presented the case that Rudi needed more
treatment. I was distraught; even Rudi was not
thrilled about having to move again. He enjoyed
the discussions with Erich. Even worse, we
didn't know where to go. Neither of us wanted to
go back to Germany at that time. It was too soon.

The malevolent atmosphere hadn't changed and
Rudi was still not in the best physical or mental
condition, often beset by somewhat irrational
fears. It was Neal Ascherson, a respected English
journalist and author whom we knew from
Prague who arranged for our next move.
"Ireland. That will be a good place”, he
said, "because it's near England and you can
come back easily when we succeed with the
visa." He thought that was still quite possible.
Erich agreed with him. “In the meantime, I've
found a place where you can stay. It's near
Dublin and though it is a bit isolated, you'll live
with other people," said Neal, then added, "Conor
Cruise O'brien and his family,"
“Conor Cruise O'brien?” We were
surprised, we knew that name. He had been a
special representative to Dag Hammarskjöld,
Secretary General of the United Nations, when in
1961 Katanga tried to secede from what is now
the Democratic Republic of the Congo, and we
knew who he was from the media. We hadn't
known his politics were that close enough to ours
that he'd want us to stay in his house. But it
sounded like an interesting adventure. The
O’Brien’s had several houses. The one in Ireland
was a small stone house on a hill near the sea, not
far from Dublin in Howth Summit.
Neal told us not to worry. "I'll get train
tickets and I'll accompany you to Howth
Summit," he said. I was relieved that I wasn't
going to have to struggle to get ourselves moved
to still another new country alone.
The train trip from London seemed to
proceed without mishap. It was evening when
we left; we slept on the train and when we woke
up in the morning, we had to get on a ship to take
us across the Irish sea. It was a gray morning.
We went out on deck to watch for the first sign of
land, Ireland. But it was rather foggy and by the
time we could see a faint dark wavy line on the
horizon, we were almost there. We had to dash
down to get back on the train.
We had delivered our largest suitcases to
the luggage department, so we wouldn't have to
lug them on the train. But when we got to Dublin
and went to pick up the luggage, my suitcase
wasn't there. That meant I didn't have many

clothes, some of Rudi's and Hosea's clothes were
also gone, but the most disturbing loss was my
master's thesis, which at that point consisted of
hundreds of pages of extracted notes as well as a
number of chapters which I'd already written. I'd
been working on it off and on for a couple of
years when there was a moment of peace. It had
been a bumpy struggle to get that far and when I
discovered it was gone, I was stunned by the
thought of having to start all over again under the
circumstances of our permanent moves and
readjustments. We reported the suitcase missing
and described the contents and that was all we
could do. We had to go on.

This is at Howth Summit, on the left Maire
holding Patrick, O’Brien’s dog, Hosea and me
sitting on the front stairs on a nice day.
Neal brought us to Howth Summit, I
assume by taxi, though I don't remember. I don't
think O’Brien’s met us at the station. We left the
city, a smudgy granite kind of city, with street car
tracks and an eternal, but backward look about it.
It was February, the landscape was brown and
blustery. Beyond the city there were hills and
occasionally we got a glimpse of the sea. Once
or twice there was even a glimmer of sunshine
through the clouds which made a pool of sparkle
out somewhere in the great ocean. We pulled up
to a little gray stone and wood house stuck
between the hills and not visible from a distance.
We could see no other houses nearby, just a
gravel road leading past the house and up toward
the sea. Neal rang the doorbell and a middleaged woman opened the door. She grinned when
she saw us. “Come in, come in”, she said and led
us through a porch into a dark living room with a

fire crackling in the fireplace, spreading a stream
of warmth and reflecting its yellow light on a tall
man standing there ready to give us his hand.
She introduced herself as Maire McEntee and he
said I'm Conor Cruise O'brien. “Welcome to our
home. Make yourselves comfortable.” Mrs.
O'brien went into the kitchen to make some tea
for us while Rudi and Conor Cruise immediately
began to talk politics, probing each other’s
standpoints on the questions that interested them.
That was Rudi's way of getting over any hint of
shyness and he always succeeded. Unlike me.
Besides us there was another couple there.
They were younger Americans and I think they
were the children of the Obriens' friends or
relatives. Maire and Connor Cruise were
planning to travel in a few days, leaving us with
the Americans who had bravely agreed to protect
us or at least so we'd feel protected and not get
lonely, considering that we were quite isolated
out in the country. They weren’t revolutionaries
and their politics were a bit naive American
middle class liberal, but they got into the political
discussions, especially he did.
The first week though Obrien’s were still
there, so it was a bursting full household in the
little stone house on the hill. Obrien’s also had a
baby son named Patrick, whom they’d adopted
and who was the same age as Hosea. The two
little boys sat together, eyed each other and
generally seemed content that someone their size
was nearby, both were under a year old. During
the day, everyone worked or read or took care of
the babies. I wrote a story and illustrated it with
pictures of the two little boys Hosea and Patrick
and their funny adventures in a little town
plagued by a dragon living nearby. In the
evening Mrs. Obrien made supper for us. It was
a varying version of the same dinner every day
called Irish Stew. I never knew what Irish stew
really was before. I would watch in awe. There
was a huge pot on the stove. Each day Mrs.
Obrien would add various meats and vegetables
and cook it. What wasn’t eaten stayed on the
stove to make the basis for the next day’s meal.
It actually tasted good and was always a little
different. I wondered how ancient some of the
ingredients could have been, diluted to be sure,

but perhaps adding their own peculiar flavor.

We were invited several times to dinner in
Dublin by people who knew who Rudi was. This
family had a boy named Nicholas Simms who
played with Marek in the photo above.
Rudi had made himself a kind of study
where he could sit at his desk and work
uninterrupted, more or less. The house was too
small to have a real study, but Rudi had
ensconced himself on the front porch which
wasn’t heated and got very cold at night. But we
hung dark gray blankets over the windows and
discovered that they sucked up the heat of the sun

during the day and kept out the biting wind
blowing off the sea. The room got pleasantly
warm and Rudi could work there, a bit dark, but
there was electricity. He was trying to write an
article for a book for Feltrinelli. But it was a
bitter struggle for him. He couldn’t quite get his
thoughts put down on paper. Still he persisted.

This and the previous photo Rudi and Hosea walk
up the hill which leads to the ocean. Here
O’Brien’s dog is with them.
I had stopped working on my thesis. The
loss of all my years of work was too depressing.
I couldn’t start over. So, I was in a bit of a limbo,
although there was plenty to do. I was actually
having fun drawing and making little stories
about the two babies in the house, one white with
pale hair and the other dark skinned with black
hair. And then there was Hosea who was
toddling around, able to get into all sorts of
mischief. He managed to climb into Patrick’s bed
at night, which pleased Patrick, but probably no
one else.
One day we had a visitor. I watched him
climb up the path, a tiny dark figure imposed on
the pale-dry grassy hills. Rudi knew he was
coming, so I called and said, “Horst is on the
way.” Rudi had been sitting at his desk writing,

reading and struggling as always. He jumped up,
glad to put it all down for a while, and dashed out
of the house to greet Horst before he got
anywhere near. They walked up the hill together.

A timed photo where I had to run into the picture,
in Ireland, me and Rudi
Rudi made some tea and we all sat down
in the living room where a fire was burning in the
fireplace, taking a bit of the chill, actually too
warm if you sat too close. It began as a pleasant
visit. I’d always rather liked Horst. He was
friendly to me, willing to talk without the disdain
of some of those SDS people.
But then Hosea needed attention and Rudi
and Horst wanted to discuss seriously about
something without interruptions from Hosea.
Later that evening in bed Rudi told me that Horst
was planning to go underground. “I don’t think
it’s a good idea”, Rudi said. “I am trying to
convince him not to do it. This is not the time for
that.”
“Why does Horst think he should do it?”
“He thinks that the situation in Germany
is dangerous, that a new fascism is developing,
that we need to be prepared.”
“Ach”, I said. “It's bad in Germany, but

there’s no Hitler.”
“No”, said Rudi. “That’s why we have to
work in the open. We have to prevent there from
ever being a Hitler again. We can’t do that
underground. We have to educate people, make
them aware of what’s going on. We don’t have a
large enough basis in the population now. But if
it comes to a point where fascism is about to
return, and we do know what fascism is, then we
have to go underground. I will not hesitate to go
underground, when we know that it is necessary.”
The next day Rudi and Horst argued
again. It was always about the question of how
to do the political work that had to be done. Both
of them agreed that under some circumstances
you had to go underground. But they did not
agree on what the circumstances were and they
did not agree whether those circumstances
existed in Germany at that time. Horst had to
leave the next day and Rudi had not convinced
him.
“I hope he thinks about it”, Rudi told me.
But Horst didn’t change his mind. Later in
October, 1970 we read in the news that Horst had
had been arrested in a conspiratorial RAF house.
One day Neil Ascherson called and talked
to Rudi for a while. Then Rudi turned to me and
said, “they found your luggage.” “What?” I
shrieked with glee. “How? Where? Did they
find everything? My thesis?”
“You talk to Neil”, said Rudi.
“It is a bit strange”, Neil told me. “They
found everything dumped in a corner in the men’s
lavatory in a London train station. But the
suitcase was missing. Your thesis seems to be
there and a lot of clothing as well. They will send
it all to you.”
“Hmm”, I said. “I suppose someone, just
wanted to spy on what Rudi was up to. They
probably thought they’d get Rudi’s letters or
plans to overthrow the government in England,
and then they just get hundreds of pages about
Jesus.” I started to laugh. The thought of MI5
reading all those pages about Jesus and the
Essenes and John the Baptist seemed bizarrely
funny. But I was insuperably happy to know it
wasn’t lost and I could plod ahead.
We started to consider the option of

staying in Ireland. It was far away from just
about everything, but peaceful. For the time
being it was a good life living at Obriens. They
were gone now but we weren’t alone in the
house. We also had contacts in Dublin. I don’t
remember how it came about, probably through
the Obriens or through the university. In any case,
we met another couple, Debbie who was
American and her husband who was Irish. He
was working on a doctorate at Trinity College in
Dublin and she had a job. They liked to discuss
politics. We were making more frequent trips
into town. Rudi was searching the libraries to see
if he could find any interesting documents. And
he began to think about going to back to work on
his thesis about the Comintern and Lukacs which
he had already been working on since 1965 and
now it was 1969. There had been so many
interruptions. Now he thought was the time to
finish it. He wasn’t fully aware though of how
much damage his brain had taken and how
difficult it would be to collect his thoughts,
organize them and put them down on paper. The
first problem, in any case, for him would be to
find a thesis advisor. So, we went to Trinity
College first. I went along to help Rudi with
English. We thought that if he were to do the
thesis in Ireland it would have to be in English
and I would have to help. The professors in the
political science department were fantastic,
delighted to debate with Rudi and wanted to help,
but none of them had any experience in a field
even vaguely related to Rudi’s. They suggested
we try the University of Dublin. There too, the
professors were interested and encouraging, but
none of them knew anything about Lukacs either.
They said, if you want to find advisors to do a
thesis on Lukacs and the Comintern, you have to
go back to England. There is no one in Ireland.
You'd be on your own here. We would be sad to
lose you, but we can’t help you.
But how could we go back to England?
We told these problems to Erich and Neil and
they said, we'll see what we can do. And thus it
was that the first small signs of spring began
appearing in Howth Summit, a bit of green in the
dry grassy hills, a bird twittering that we hadn’t
noticed before, longer hours on the porch,

because the sun warmed it up more.
And one day there was a phone call from
Erich. “You can come back”, he told Rudi. “The
Home Office has agreed to give you a visa for 6
months. The conditions are that you cannot
engage in any kind of political activities.”
Rudi took a deep breath at that and then
said, “OK, I want to work on my thesis. Now is
not the time for politics. I will accept that.”
“We need a place to go when we go back
to London,” I said. “Where will we live?”
“I’ll ask Erich”, said Rudi.

Portrait of Erich Fried photo taken by me
Erich knew almost every left-wing
German in the city of London. Everyone came to
his house to meet him, to discuss politics and for
help with finding a way to live in London. Erich
was always willing and I think most of the time
enjoyed it. I don’t know how his wife Catherine
felt about it. It meant the house was always full
of people and most of them were there to see
Erich. But she had friends too and I liked talking

to her. One day Erich called and said, “I have a
place for you. A German couple Hubertus and
Dorothea have rented a house together with an
English Trotskyite named Sabby. There is room
there for you. It’s not ready yet, but in the
meantime, you can stay at Neil Ascherson’s
house.”
So, we moved again. First for a short
period into the home of Neil and his wife Corinne
Adam who was also a respected journalist. They
had a dog or cat; I don’t remember which and
that brought a new problem. The animal food was
in a dish on the floor. One day Hosea discovered
it when no one was looking and he began eating
it. When I saw that I grabbed him away, but it
was too late. He got sick. Whether from the
animal food or something else I don’t know. In
any case he got a high fever and cough, so we
took him to the hospital where they thought he
had whooping cough, so he had to stay there until
the fever was gone.
The house for us was soon ready. This
time we hoped it would be more permanent, even
though there was a nasty little bug in the
ointment; the visa was only for 6 months. It was
on shaky ground. But I decided to put that out of
my mind. I loved England since that summer
when I was 17 and had combed the countryside
with my friends. I wanted to live there. For Rudi
it was more difficult. True there was Erich and
all the Germans who were always there. But with
his brain damage it was not so easy for him to
learn English. He knew that someday he was
going back to Germany to finish what he had
started there.
The house we moved into was perfect. It
was a big two-story house on Limes Ave. in
Golders Green with a nice backyard for Hosea.
Rudi and I got a big room on the second floor
which had our bed and a desk for Rudi to work
at. On the first floor there was a big room for
Hosea. Sabby had a son Roy who was 5 years
old and lived with his mother during the week,
but on the weekends, he was at our house, so
Hosea had an older and wiser playmate and they
got along quite well. Besides Sabby, Hubertus
and Dorothea, there was a French woman living
there, but she left fairly soon after we came.

Jurgen Treulieb who had been in SDS in Berlin
and had worked with Rudi on various actions had
a sister named Pukie who wanted to learn English
and needed a place to live. There was room for
her too. Pukie had a daughter Laura who was a
year younger than Hosea. Laura got a bed in the
room with Hosea. We were a commune of sorts.
It wasn’t what we’d imagined in Berlin. We
couldn’t do politics here. But there were lively
discussions about what was going on in Germany
and England, about what could be done to change
society at every mealtime where we often ate or
drank coffee or tea together in the kitchen.

This is my visa for England
We decided we needed to make the yard
safer and more appropriate for the children. It
resembled a dump and there was quite a bit to
clean up. We were given a wooden jungle gym
as a gift for them to climb on and decided to
build a sandbox. The problem was getting the
sand. That turned out to be no problem. Just at
that time we had visitors from Germany. One of
them was Bommi Bauman and some of his
friends. They pitched in with the sandbox work
and then said, “we have an idea for the sand. We
saw a construction site not so far away with piles
of sand.”
That evening they had some errands in
town and when they got back, they had a trunk
full of sand. It filled the sandbox.

Hosea’s first glimpse of a snowman. He obviously
didn’t like it.

Taking a walk in Hampstead Heath, Hosea and I.
Hosea is wearing the sweater mom knitted for
Darlene, who then gave it to me when Hosea was
born.
any money. That was impossible. I think by then
the money we’d gotten after the attack on Rudi
was gone, but now Augstein from Spiegel jumped
in and sent us money every month, enough for us
to pay the bills.
Polly

Winter of 1969 in front of our house on Limes
Ave. Rudi and Hosea.
I soon discovered there was a Women’s
Lib group of American and English women living
in London which I joined. We read the new
women's literature, discussed and got to know
each other, and I was beginning to feel a little
grounded in London. Neither Rudi nor I earned

What happens to sex when you have a
baby and a husband who is not completely well
and have to flee and have no home and things are
mostly chaotic? There had been times before all
that happened that having sex with Rudi turned
out to be ecstatic, but there had been times when
it was difficult. It was quite a while after our first
meeting that I found out that he had never slept
with anyone before me. All he knew was
masturbation. Sometimes I felt dissatisfied, left
up in the air, and I ended up being frustrated. I
didn't know then what to do about it and there
didn't seem to be time to do research on it.
Maybe I subconsciously thought it was not
something that you researched, you just knew or
you didn't or someone told you or they didn't.
And Rudi didn't have time either. Women's lib in
those days didn't help much in partner solutions,
although eventually I did learn a lot about my
body, myself.
But the normal diminishing libido was

Rudi and I mulled over names. We

Polly, I think she is about four months old in this
photo as well as the next one.

Polly three months old
compounded by our complicated life. When we
did have sex, Rudi had the feeling that the huge
piece of his skull that was nailed in place would
fall off. He became terrified and couldn't do it. It
was overwhelmingly frustrating. But I had to
understand his fear and of course I did. I thought
that piece of his skull might fall off too. It wasn't
the most erotic kind of fantasy. Nonetheless we
had sex sometimes, he being driven as men are,
and me hoping that it would be ecstatic again.
And thus it was that I became pregnant. I didn't
take anti-baby pills as they were called, because
after the first attempts to try them I felt so sick
that I stopped. We were in London then, living in
the commune on Limes Ave. and it did not seem
like such a bad situation to have another baby.
Neither Rudi nor I had a job, but we had enough
money to pay the bills, so there would be time
and not too much pressure, I thought.
Catherine Fried was also pregnant. She
was several months ahead of me, so she knew
what services were available. We started going to
a birth preparation course together until Catherine
had her babies, twin boys.

wanted some kind of revolutionary connection, to
remind ourselves of the continuity of the
revolution. We decided on Polly because she was
a character in Drei Groschen Opera and there was
the Brecht connection, the good German
tradition. If the baby had been a boy we wanted
to name him Brecht. Nicole we thought meant
victory of the people so we thought that was a
good revolutionary name to go with Polly. Erich
was somewhat skeptical though. He thought
maybe Nike Laos or whatever the Greek was
might have meant victory over the people. We
decided we would not accept that interpretation.
It was November 1969 and the predicted
birth date was past. I didn't think much of it,
because with Hosea we thought the birth date was
past, but in fact it hadn't been. However, after
two weeks, the doctor was worried. So once
again the birth was set in motion by breaking the
waters. Giving birth in London at that time was

in the house helped when we needed help and I
was very glad that we lived in a community.
How, I wondered, could anyone manage with two
babies not living this way.

Rudi, Hosea and Erich in the Fried’s backyard

Laura and Hosea riding on a truck that was
made by one of the many visitors we had; in front
of our house on Limes Ave.
much easier than in Germany. Fathers could be
with the mothers all the time. Everything was
much more easy going. After breaking the
waters, the birth did begin and went very fast.
Rudi was with me and saw our beautiful little girl
a second before I did. They gave her to me
without cleaning her off. She looked wrinkled.
"Why is she so dark?" I asked. "Because she was
overdue”, the doctor said. “Her skin dried out.
That skin will eventually fall off and she'll be her
normal color.”
The babies slept in a crib next to the
mothers all the time unless the mother wanted to
get some sleep. There was no swaddling. Within
a few days Polly followed me with her eyes when
I moved around her crib and I thought she will be
a very perceptive person.
Hosea and Laura slept in the kid's room
downstairs. Polly slept in the crib next to our
bed. Because Laura had appeared a bit before
Polly had, Hosea was probably less concerned
about being displaced than he would have if he
had been the only child in the house. Everyone

In the backyard Limes Ave. Polly on the jungle
gym which I believe we got from Ardens who
lived in London, had 4 kids and we visited them
any number of times. John Arden was a
playwright; his wife was actress and writer
Margaretta D’Arcy. Polly is wearing a dress that
was a gift from Herbert and Inge Marcuse, the
shoes belonged to my brother Tim when he was a
baby.
Antonio visits London

People reappear. You don't know exactly
why, but there are these cycles in life, little odd
connections that assert themselves and demand to
be made meaningful. I don't know if Antonio's
appearance was meaningful at all. The last time I
saw him, I didn't really see him. It was when
Rudi had crawled through the unlocked window
in the basement of the house he lived in and
retrieved my guitar. I never expected to see
Antonio again.
But one evening the doorbell rang at our
house on Limes Ave. Maybe Rudi had already
talked to them on the phone and knew they were
coming, or someone had announced their
presence. They were there for a political
discussion about the possibilities, always the
possibilities. Three revolutionaries from Chile.
And Chile was very interesting at that time.
Allende had been elected president, a Marxist,
the first democratically elected Marxist and he
was promising huge reforms. At the same time
the even further leftwing opposition, the MIR had
retreated from the cities, to unknown places
where they were planning some kind of protest,
violent protest, attempt to press the government
to take even more drastic Marxist steps. Gaston
had tried to make contact with MIR, but had been
basically ignored, snubbed because of his upperclass demeanor and family connection to Allende.
Gaston had given up after staying in Chile for
some months in 1970 and returned to Europe. It
had been a disappointment for Rudi. But these
young men wanted to discuss Marxism and MIR
with Rudi. And Rudi wanted to hear what they
knew about what was going on in Chile. It was a
complicated situation.
I got the kids to bed and then went into
the kitchen where they were sitting and in the
midst of an intense discussion. One of them was
a red-haired man, the other two were dark, part
Indio maybe. The red-haired man introduced
himself as Antonio and I looked at him again. It
had been eight years. He looked a lot older than
when I'd seen him last and very serious, he'd lost
a lot of hair, there was no sign of flirting in him,
no flippancy, no sign even that he knew me from
some time in the past. I sat down and listened for

a while. But I wasn't part of it. They were going
back to Chile and they wanted to participate,
maybe join the MIR. They were resolute and
stern. They weren't aiming to have fun. It was
not the same Antonio who had played the guitar
so beautifully. I am not sure if Rudi even knew it
was the same man whose room he had once
snuck into. Maybe he didn't. He'd never seen
Antonio before. I also don't know if Antonio and
his friends joined the MIR or what happened to
them after Allende was dead.
Cambridge
We had gone back to England so Rudi
could go to the university. But it wasn't that easy
to accomplish. People were giving us advice,
Erich, Neil, anyone who thought they knew
anything about British Universities. It should be
Oxford or Cambridge they said. Oxford and
Cambridge were still imbued with super prestige
and they weren't considered revolutionary, by no
means. But there were some professors who
knew about the discussions of the oppositional
communists, from Trotsky to Lunacharsky,
Lukacs, of course, Rosa Luxembourg and Karl
Liebknecht, all those whom Rudi admired, and
they had ideas about how socialist economies and
societies could function if they were not
hindered by the deformed communism of the
Soviet Union. These were all questions that
rattled around in Rudi's mind. But Rudi couldn't
just walk up to the door at one of those
universities and ask to be let in. We didn't really
know what he should do, so our helpers did some
research. They discovered that the official at
Cambridge's King's College who was in charge of
admitting students was in fact very sympathetic
to Rudi and to his kind of politics. His name was
Bob Young. So, we made an appointment with
Bob Young. Rudi's English was shaky, but he
could communicate and understand most of the
time. Still he always wanted to have me along
for meetings like this. I was officially his
translator, but it wasn't just that. Rudi was afraid
to go anywhere alone. He felt that if he had an
epileptic attack, I would both understand and be
able to control the damage. But I had to act like

there was no problem in any case. Going to
Cambridge was awe-inspiring in itself. I'd been
there once before when I was seventeen and now
as we walked through the portal into the quad of
King's College, I couldn't help but think of the ca.
800 years that students had planted their feet on
these worn stones. We found Bob Young's office
and went into a room filled with books, a room
that must have been something like this since the
beginning, just different books, new desks, and a
few modern conveniences like electricity,
telephones and maybe an electric typewriter.
Bob Young was pleased to see us. He
turned out to be an American, friendly,
sympathetic and probably a little awed by Rudi,
but we were basically too awed ourselves to
notice. He wanted to know what Rudi planned to
study, how far along he was, how good his
English was, and could he write a thesis in
English, things like that. I said, I would help
Rudi with the English and otherwise the
discussion went from Rudi's historical analysis of
the Comintern, Lukacs and other opposition
Communists, to the analysis of whether any of
this was relevant today and whether socialism
with a human face had a place in our world. It
was a long discussion and already late afternoon
when we finally got up to go. Bob Young said he
would see what he could do. He thought the
chances were good that this would succeed and
he would get back to us.
We heard from Bob Young a few weeks
later. “It won't be easy”, he said. “If you want to
proceed with it, it will be an uphill struggle. Are
you prepared for that?”
Rudi said, “yes.”
“The English system is different from the
German, so your previous work can't simply be
transferred. And then one problem”, he said, “is
that they think your brain has been destroyed by
the bullets. They also think it's a problem that
English isn't your native language. You will have
to prove that you can actually write a
dissertation.”
“How?” said Rudi perplexed. “I can
prove it, when I do it.”
“Write a paper”, said Bob Young. “That
isn't so unusual. They will often ask foreign

students to do this. Write maybe 10 to 20 pages
describing what your thesis is, and how you will
go about supporting it. What kind of data you
have, what research you need to do. That will be
a good start.”
We agreed to that. I say we. I was as
interested as Rudi that this would succeed. I
wanted to come to live in Cambridge, to absorb
the atmosphere, even if I wasn't the student.
Some of the infatuation of my teenage visit was
welling up again.
So, Rudi started to write his paper. He
wrote in German and it would be my job to
translate it. But it wasn't easy for him. I was, in
fact, surprised at how he was struggling with it.
When he'd explained to Bob Young and even in
Ireland when he talked to the professors, he could
make a clear argument for his thesis even in
English. But when he showed me the first pages
he had written, I stared in disbelief. It made no
sense at all. I had a terrible sinking feeling in my
stomach. Why couldn't he write? Had
connections in his brain between thinking and
putting it down on paper been damaged? I knew
that such things happened. But I took the paper
to Rudi and tried to act nonchalant when I said,
“there are a few things I don't understand. I read
him a sentence. What do you mean by that?”
He explained it. His explanation made
perfect sense and so I wrote it down in English.
We had to go through the whole paper this way.
And every new page he wrote was the same way.
But in the end, I had put it all together in English
into a coherent essay describing his thesis. I felt
rather proud, that I had been able to make sense
of the gobbledygook. But I also had misgivings,
because I could see that if it took this much effort
to write 10 or 20 pages, how much would it take
to write a 200 or 300 page dissertation?
Nonetheless, we sent it to Bob Young.
Bob Young answered a few days later and
he was pleased. “We have something to work
with”, he said. “But there are a lot of people that
need to be convinced. You will also need a thesis
advisor.”
“I was thinking of Joan Robinson”, Rudi
said.
“Does she know?”

“I haven't talked to her”, said Rudi. “But
she knows.”
“So, you must talk to her. If she agrees
she will have to stick up for you to the
authorities. Of course, they are skeptical. They
don't want a student rebellion at Cambridge.”
Rudi laughed. “Well, that's not my
intention. My place to do politics is in Germany.
Not here. I only want to do my dissertation as
quickly as possible.”
Joan Robinson was pleased with the idea
of having Rudi as a student. Her field was
economics, not sociology which was Rudi's field,
but she knew about socialism and was
sympathetic, not only from the point of view of
economics and she was sure the discussions with
Rudi would be fruitful for her as well. Rudi was
also pleased with the idea of getting more
economic insights into his analysis. He thought
that was one of his weak spots.
The talks went on from one bureaucrat to
another. Every possibility had to be covered,
every objection needed an answer. Months went
by. We also went to Oxford while we were
waiting so Rudi could apply there as well. We
didn’t have a patron at Oxford the way we had
Bob Young at Cambridge, but there was a lot of
curiosity about Rudi there too. They didn’t say
no.

This is in the yard at Bob Young’s house. The
swimming pool is mine which was a gift from
Aunt Jean. Laura, Hosea and Polly.
Sometime during the summer, Bob Young
told us it was going to work out. Rudi would be
accepted as a doctoral student at King’s College

and we would get a place to live at Clare Hall.
Clare Hall wasn't really a school; it was a
complex of large and small apartments where
graduate students could live. It had meeting
rooms where seminars could take place and it had
a dining hall. We could sign up for eating there
and we did. There was a French cook which
everyone raved about, so we thought, it won’t be
the typical rather bland English food like fish and
chips. But we couldn’t move in until September
when the semester started. Bob Young suggested
we move in with him and his family until then.
Their house was big enough and Rudi could start
working on his dissertation right away and
talking to the relevant professors, starting with a
meeting with Joan Robinson. We were excited
about going to Cambridge and impatient to start
our new life there, so we accepted the offer.

Clare Hall backyard. That’s our house with
balcony on second floor and patio on first floor.
The house was furnished. Hosea and Polly sit
there with another child.
Cambridge had things to offer for the
children in summer and we quickly discovered
the Cam river and the boats which plied it, called
punts. You could hire a punt for a small price and
then punt it down the river. Students loved it, I’d
guess, because the river was always full. The
children loved it too, and Rudi wanted to be the
faster punter. He would stand there on the back
of the boat and try to push our boat fast enough to

pass up everyone else. He wasn’t exactly an
expert at it. He spattered water on us and our
neighbors and sometimes shoved us toward the
other boats whose punters desperately tried to get

Punting on the Cam. Usually Rudi punted. I
guess he is taking the photo here. Me and Hosea,
Pukie and Laura
out of the way. Perhaps if he’d been alone,
they’d have been pissed at him, but our boat was
full of kids, Hosea, Polly and when Pukie and
Laura came to visit, Laura too. So, Rudi tried to
go faster and everyone else was looking at him a
little cockeyed, like he’s nuts, but oh well, and
then Rudi gave a huge, uncontrolled punt and lost
his balance and went splashing down into the
river. At that point everyone within sight began
to laugh. So did we. Rudi crawled back up on
the boat like a half-drowned rat and laughed too.
That late summer and early fall were like
an idyllic promise. The sun shone, we lived in a
modern apartment in Clare Hall with student
families all around us, all of them with children
who joined our kids in the big yard behind the
houses. The French cooked meals in the dining
hall really were good and I didn't have to cook,
which I wasn't much good at anyway. Because of
all the kids around, our kids had plenty to do and
there wasn't much fussing. We got to know our

neighbors quickly. Next door to us lived Anna
and Ian who had a little boy about Polly's age and
a baby. Anna became a friend. I had also gotten
to know Bob Young's wife whose name was
Sheila and they had a little girl Sarah, Hosea's
age.
And then there were the afternoon tea
parties. It was a little like another never never
land, totally outside of reality. While the adults
sat and talked the children ran around and there
were always children at these events, which
during the summer while the weather was nice
happened almost every day. Those months which
in my memory were filled with one warm sunny
day after the other, were among the happiest of
all the years I spent with Rudi. It couldn't last,
could it? I didn't think at that time that it couldn't
last. I thought I was lucky. At least most of the
time. Nothing is perfect.

Me, Rudi and Polly in our apartment at Clare
Hall
The first time it happened, it was a day
like so many days. Rudi was working. He was
always working except when he went out to play
with the kids and he did that every day. He liked
to run around the yard at Clare Hall and get the
kids to play with him. But all too often, he would
suddenly jump up from his desk and scream my
name, Gretchen. It was a horrible shattering
scream that make my heart jump, as if it would
burst through my chest and make my muscles
cramp up all over my body. He had no idea how
terrifying it sounded. But he was scared out of
his wits and I suppose it was an involuntary

reaction. He thought he was going to have an
epileptic attack, lose consciousness, fall on the
floor and die. He thought I could save him. And,
of course, I could. He wasn’t going to die from
that. So after the first shock wave that hit me
after the scream, I would run over to him. Tell
him to relax, sit down, think of something else.
And usually after a while he did calm down, but
he was tired then and would go and lay down.
But on that particular day, he didn’t
scream. He was sitting at his desk quietly
reading and the children were outside playing. I
looked out and saw them outside with all the
other kids who lived in the complex. The sun
was shining, it was bright out there and then my
heart jumped so it felt like it would burst through
my chest, all my muscles cramped up, my head
started to waver as if it were a ghost floating
above me. I was scared out of my wits. What in
the world was happening to me? Was it a heart
attack, was I dying? I called Rudi.
“What’s the matter?” he asked looking at
me, trying to discern. He could see the horrified
look on my face, my pale cheeks.
“I feel very bad”, I said. “I don’t know
what’s the matter.”
“Should we call the doctor?” he asked.
"I'll lay down," I said “and see if it goes
away.”
Eventually it did go away, slowly the
panic faded and then I got up and made the
supper. I didn’t know what it was though and I
thought perhaps I should see a doctor. But it was
gone and I didn't think about it again. Until it
happened again. And that was maybe a few
weeks later. After that attack, I did go to the
doctor. He determined that it was some kind of
psychological thing and gave me valium. He
didn't give it a name, just told me to take the pills.
But I didn't like to take pills without
understanding what they were for and why I was
taking them. Nonetheless these attacks were very
frightening to me, so at first I did take them
regularly. But after a while it seemed absurd to
take them when I was feeling OK, so I began to
take them only when a panic attack began. It
always started with my heart beating, my head
whirling, not exactly like dizziness, more like an

inability to stand up, to concentrate on anything
and an overwhelming sense of fear. I'd grab the
pills the way Rudi grabbed his pills whenever he
felt an epileptic attack coming, and I suppose if
you viewed it from outside it might have looked
very funny. But it didn't feel that way at all.
In fact, these attacks eventually became
debilitating for me. They'd come at any time and
leave me feeling lame and then afraid to
undertake anything in case I'd get a panic attack
in the middle of doing whatever I was doing.

Hosea helping Polly learn to walk behind Clare
Hall on the road to the blackberries which we
picked while they were ripe.
Women's lib
The Women's liberation movement was
exploding all over, in the USA, in Europe and
probably elsewhere too. There had been little
bursts of women's discontent, even in Germany

in 1968 among the SDS women, and now they
were beginning to expand like a massive display
of fireworks. Women everywhere were ready
and waiting to do something about their
discontent.
In Cambridge there was no women's
liberation group. We'd had one in London, but
Cambridge was still out of the mainstream, a
country village in a way. I talked to Anna my
neighbor about women's lib and some of the new
books that were appearing at that time and she
was enthused about the idea. “We need it”, she
said. “We need to try some consciousness raising
and do something.”
“I have been thinking”, I said, “that we
need a group here. And since there isn't one, we
have to start it. Who else can we inspire to join
us?” Anna said, she'd ask people she knew. I
talked to Sheila about starting a group and she
jumped right in, "yes, we have to start. We can
do it. I'll think of everyone I know who might
possibly be interested. We'll get them all to
come."
“OK, let's make a date for our first
meeting and get everyone we know to come and
bring their friends,” I said.
Sheila began to imagine that there'd be a
lot of people and was thinking of where we could
meet. “For the first meeting”, I said, “it would be
good if we have the meeting at my house,
because it will solve the problem with Rudi.” I
think Sheila might have understood by then, and
said, “for the first meeting, there probably won't
be hundreds of women appearing.” There was a
problem with Rudi because he was afraid to be
home alone. He didn't want me to go away. I
knew this little bud of a disturbance was going to
become a thorn, but at least it wouldn't have to be
the first problem I had to solve, if we had the
meeting at my house. Sheila and Anna agreed.
The meeting day came and I was nervous
and excited. Was our attempt going to succeed?
Would we flourish in this town of intellectuals
and self-appointed elitists? Were women ready to
rebell? Both Anna and Sheila thought everyone
they'd talked to was going to come. So there'd
definitely be more than just us three. Rudi was
also a little nervous. He was happy I wasn't

going out, but he wasn't sure what to think about
our house being full of women we didn't know.
When the doorbell rang and the first women
appeared Rudi went upstairs to read. The
doorbell kept ringing and women kept coming
and pretty soon, it was obvious to me that this
was going to be a success, even beyond our
expectations. Cambridge was just waiting for the
signal.
All of the women were excited about it.
Everyone had ideas. So we talked on into the
night and then made plans for our next meeting.
We decided on some books to read and topics to
prepare for. And then we had to decide where we
would meet. “There will be a lot more women
next time”, someone said. “I know a lot who will
want to join. We need a bigger meeting place.”
When the meeting was over, I went up to
Rudi, who had in fact come down several times
to observe us, and had even offered to make tea
for us, which we accepted. I said, “the women in
Cambridge are ready for liberation. I think this is
going to be a success. Everyone in this town isn't
a right-wing establishment Tory. Especially the
women. Lots of them are probably wives of
husbands who study or teach here and they aren't
so satisfied with their situation.”
Rudi knew he couldn't stop me from
going to our Women's lib meetings. In theory he
supported it. He accepted it as part of the cultural
revolution that we had begun in Germany in the
mid 60's and that had begun in the USA even
earlier. But he couldn't deal with his emotions,
his fear that he would have an epileptic attack
and lose consciousness again and no one would
be there. So, he wanted me to be nearby because
he felt that if someone was there, he wouldn't die
even if he blacked out.
By the time of our next meeting which
would not be at our house, we had to find a
solution for Rudi's fears. I discussed this with
Anna. The solution was simple enough, her
husband Ian would come over with their son
Christopher and be with Rudi, Hosea, and Polly.
Rudi didn't like the idea of a stranger, someone
from outside the family possibly seeing him lose
consciousness or having an epileptic attack. He
was trying to argue against it, trying to convince

me, that we could have the women's lib meeting
at our house again, but he knew well enough that
we could fit 25 women in our living room with
difficulty, but no more. He was putting pressure
on me, making me feel bad about deserting him.
I'm sure it wasn't his conscious intention. But he
did it anyway. I had to fight back, argue for
liberation and he had to accept it.
By the time of our fourth meeting in
December there were about 250 women in our
group. It was too many for one group. It was
unwieldy and people had different interests,
different ideas of what we should be
accomplishing. Some wanted to do more
consciousness raising, some wanted to organize
working women, some wanted to study women's
health and do counselling, some wanted to work
theoretically and write pamphlets. There was
probably also a lesbian contingent, but
gay/lesbian rights and organizing were not
particularly evident at that time. At that meeting
we decided to split into four different groups
which would deal with these things and everyone
could decide which group they wanted to be in.
It was a vibrant and exciting group of women and
I was so pleased to have started it, to have seen it
grow so much and be so active. I wanted nothing
more than to stay with it and build it up some
more, accomplish something. I chose the
theoretical work and pamphlet group.
Polly on a bike
in the Clare
Hall backyard.

Clare Hall kids having built a snow man in the
backyard. Rudi holds Hosea and Polly is sitting.
Expulsion
Just after we moved to Cambridge our
visas ran out. For the past year and a half there
had been no problem. The labor government
tolerated us and Michael Foot who was a labor
party member of parliament had represented us
and gotten the visas. But there was an election
that fall. Everyone thought Labour would win
again. We didn't think too much about it at all.
The beginning of a new stage of our lives in
Cambridge was on our minds and we didn't
expect trouble after all the grilling Rudi and I had
been through to get him into Cambridge.
But Labour didn't win. That made me
queasy. But Rudi said, England took in Marx,
why should there be a problem? Yeah, why?
Now there was a Conservative government and
they didn't listen to Michael Foot and had no
obligations to him. They probably hated him, in
fact, and were delighted to trample on him a bit.
But what did it matter to him? He was old and
used to it. It was us it went out over. But we
applied for our new visas and hoped.
The letter arrived soon enough and I
opened it. I probably screamed when I
comprehended what it said. The visas were
rejected and we were commanded to leave the

country immediately. In Cambridge I had been
superbly happy for the first time in a long time. I
loved Cambridge, the afternoon teas sitting on
someone's lawn in the still warm September
sunshine surrounded by a varying array of left
wing and liberal intellectuals who either lived
and worked in Cambridge or came to visit. It
was quaint and maybe a bit prissy traditional
English, but it was so bizarre that it was fun and
everyone enjoyed themselves while the kids ran
around outside of the nerdy ring. There were
professors and authors from all over the world,
some of them influential, like Noam Chomsky
whom I met for the first time in Cambridge or
Bishop John A.T. Robinson, who wrote Honest to
God. Political activists came too, like Tariq Ali
and Jan Kavan whom we'd already met in
London. They all wanted to meet Rudi. Although
Rudi knew he was the object of their special
interest, he treated them like ordinary discussion
partners from whom he could learn something in
order to assess the possibility of change in the
world - the revolution. The discussions were
always about politics which was everyone's
passion at that time. It was always lively, there
was no underlying aggression or apparent
indifference toward me as I had experienced it in
Germany. Everyone, of course, wanted to see
and talk to Rudi, that was a given. But in
Cambridge they didn't ignore me. That was
another thing that hadn't happened so often in
Germany.
.
Our Cambridge Women's Lib group was
growing beyond all expectations. It was like
living in a kaleidoscope of color and music and
having a hugely amusing time of it. And then
this letter came like a proverbial sword of death,
cutting off the source of life. Anger and despair
started creeping through my veins. Rudi was not
happy about it, but it wasn't the blow to him that
it was to me, because speaking English was, after
all, a burden for him. And I understood that. I
knew how it was with German for me. He
couldn't make the revolution in England and the
revolution was still his goal. But he had viewed
this time in England as necessary period of
preparation and so he accepted being there
without the joi de vivre that I felt. Still, he was

looking forward to getting down to work and that
was what Cambridge was offering him.
Rudi talked to Erich as always, and Erich
as always had an idea. “There is a way “, he said,
“to contest such a decision. It's something rather
new and I don't think anyone ever tried it before.
But you should. It is a kind of tribunal where you
bring your case before a jury which can
potentially overturn the decision of the Home
Office.”
There was no doubt in my mind. We
were going to try everything. Rudi liked the idea.
Not because he thought it would necessarily
succeed in reversing the visa decision, but
because he was relishing the chance to face the
public again. He was missing the notoriety. He
was missing the high it gave him. And this was a
chance. To be sure, it would be more difficult to
argue in English, but even that was a challenge he
wanted to test himself with.
We sent in our papers as required for the
tribunal and were given several months to
prepare. So, the first semester in Cambridge
suddenly became, not a time for Rudi to do
research on the politics and economy of the early
Soviet Union, but instead we had to do research
on how to present our case. Erich thought we
should find an establishment lawyer with a good
reputation rather than a leftist lawyer because that
would make a better impression on the
conservative jury that was making the decision.
We weren't sure if that was prudent, but we
figured he knew England better than we did, so
we said OK. But how will we find one. How
will we pay for one? Erich said, don't worry
about that. So, we didn't.
Our lawyer was named Sir Wiggeder, an
aristocratic kind of man who obviously belonged
and probably sympathized with the upper class,
but he must have also had some connections to
Labour as well, otherwise, I don't know why he
would have been chosen and why he would have
done it. He fit my notion of the typical
Englishman in a pin-striped suit jauntily swinging
a black umbrella held loosely in his hand and
tapping the sidewalk at each swing. I don‘t
remember if he really did have an umbrella, but
he could well have. Although he was presenting

our case, our daily interaction was with a local
solicitor named Rosemary.

This was at the Tribunal which took place at this
Thanet House. Rosemary is the woman next to
the policeman. This is from a newspaper.
Rosemary was less typically upper class
English in that she didn‘t have her nose up in the
air and didn‘t carry an umbrella, except I suppose
when it was raining. She lived in Cambridge so
we had almost daily contact with her. I have no
reason to suppose that she was not sympathetic to
our cause. It was her job to collect all the
information which would then be used in the
tribunal. As a result of all of this, Rudi could not
work on his dissertation. But he was back in his
element. And thus it was that fall gradually
evolved into winter. There was no more warm
sunshine, no more boat trips on the Cam, the last
blackberries had been plucked from the bushes
by the side of the road beyond the Cam, but still
lots was going on. Students were writing to the
newspapers on our behalf. We had pretty much
all the professors at Cambridge University on our
side. A lot of them had signed a document
protesting the government's action against us.
As much as I did not want to think about
it, I had to. What if the tribunal failed to reinstate
our visas? Even though everyone encouraged us
to believe that the English were fair and would
end up making the right decision by letting us
stay, even though we had support from all over,
especially from the university, the intellectuals
and the artists, still we had to face the fact that we
might have to leave.
Where could we go? Austria and
Switzerland, the two countries where German
was spoken refused us. What was left? We could

have gone back to Germany. But at that time
neither Rudi nor I wanted to. Rudi did not think
he’d have the peace and quiet he needed to work
on his dissertation and I thought it was still
dangerous. We thought of Sweden because it was
known to be liberal and Peter Weiss lived there
and he probably would have helped us get a
foothold. But that was uncertain.
Then a letter arrived from some students
in Denmark. It said that they had heard that we
were being expelled from England and they
would like to have us come to Denmark to the
university in Aarhus. There was a professor
there, Johannes Sløk, who would be happy to be
Rudi's advisor. He was head of the department of
History of Ideas, and the students in the
department wanted to hear what Rudi had to say.
They would do what was necessary to get a visa
for us, and their preliminary discussions with the
bureaucrats indicated it would work out, they
would also offer Rudi a position as a teaching
assistant. He could teach in English or even
German. They would also help us find housing.
It sounded almost too good to be true.
Denmark was close to Germany which was good
from Rudi's point of view. I'd lived in Denmark
for some months in 1964 with Jørgen, and at that
time I'd felt positive about the country. I hadn’t
thought much about Jørgen in the last years, but
now I wondered what had happened to him,
wondered if he ever was or could still be angry at
me for deserting him, wondered if I'd ever meet
him. But I was quite sure he didn't live in
Aarhus.
Anyway, all the logistical problems of
moving there would be solved. We were assured
that everyone knew English, so we wouldn't have
a big problem with the language. We discussed
it, we slept on it, we wavered, Rudi was
increasingly more positive toward the idea. So,
in the end I said, OK. We'll find a good life in
Denmark too. It's a liberal country with a good
tradition. The King wore a Star of David band on
his arm when the Nazi's were threatening the
country and a concerted plan by the Danish
Resistance succeeded in getting almost all the
Danish Jews out of the country before the Nazi's
arrived. This made me feel like Denmark was a

good choice.
At that time, we didn't yet know whether
the tribunal would reject our plea. But we told
the Danish students that if we had to leave
England, we'd accept their invitation.
One of the first things Rosemary wanted
to know was if Rudi had done anything against
the unwritten agreement he’d made when getting
the first visa, that he wouldn’t engage in politics
in England.
Rudi said he had not engaged in politics
in England. But what did that mean? What do
you think the government has against you then?
Did you engage in any kind of political activity in
Britain? Who did you meet while you were here?
Were some of these people political?
Yes, of course, all of them were in one way or
other. Of course, I talked about politics, said
Rudi. How could I not? But aside from long
discussions about theory and learning about what
the different organizations were doing, we did not
engage in political activity in Britain. I discussed
politics with everyone who came to visit, with
everyone. But I didn’t organize, I didn’t
demonstrate in England, I didn’t plan any
political activity related to England.
“But you discussed politics”, said
Rosemary.
“Yes”, said Rudi.
“Then I think you should try to remember
everyone you met and talked to about politics in
the past two years since arriving in England. By
enumerating them, we'll take the wind out of the
sails of the other side. I expect they’ll come with
a long list of all the leftists you’ve had contact
with in England, as proof you were preparing an
English revolution.”
Rudi shook his head. But OK. We’ll try
to remember. We knew, in any case, that they'd
listened to our phone conversations and had our
house bugged. In fact, they'd parked their
listening truck which was large and had a huge
listening device right in front of our house, so we
had no doubt.
Rudi had talked to some very radical
people, not only Tariq Ali, but also people from
trade unions who were organizing strikes in
Wales. That was when we‘d taken that vacation

in Wales. It was a vacation, but we’d chosen
Swansea because Rudi wanted to see what the
strike was about. Schlacke was a friend who was
making a movie about the IRA. We'd had a visit
from Bommi Baumann who had gone
underground. Erich's house was always full of
left-wing people. The list got quite long. Later I
wondered if Wiggeder was really in cahoots with
the secret service who ended up getting a free list
of many left-wing people whom they then
proceeded to spy on. That, certainly, was the
danger of getting an establishment lawyer. Of
course, he talked to the other side. He even
admitted it, saying we should know how they are
going to argue.
Erich did his best to be helpful. He tried
to find out what he could to help us, but he got
excited and nervous about the whole thing.
Someone he talked to said they'd heard this or
that person who was on our list of leftists we'd
met was actually a spy working for some
country's secret service. The whole thing turned
paranoiac. It was like, who could we trust. Who
was trying to harm us? Who passed on
information to whom? Erich had been pondering
it. He thought the government must have gotten
information about us from someone who was
working for the secret service. He started making
suggestions. I’ve heard he said, that someone
from the Czech embassy might be. I’ve heard, he
said and expounded all the rumors he’d been able
to collect. I didn’t know what to think of it.
Some of the people he mentioned were friends
and I found it perturbing to think that they might
be spying. Where did Erich get this information?
Was it believable? If it were, that would be very
distressing. But if it wasn’t then who was
making up the rumors and why? At first, Erich's
dire accusations made me think some of our
friends really were spying on us, but as this
escalated, I thought, this is being used against us,
divide and conquer, and someone was spreading
disinformation. Erich believed it. I didn’t want
to think about it.
The question soon came from Wiggeder
this time, not Rosemary. Do you think anyone
you talked to were spies? This question didn't
seem so odd at first, because it came with an

array of other questions. I didn’t have time to
ponder what an answer might result in, and said,
“Erich believes maybe it's someone from the
Czech embassy and I also named the names. But
I do not think that is correct I said. I do not
believe these people work for the secret service.”
Wiggeder didn’t seem to react much, but I went
home after that session and did think about it. I
shouldn’t have said anything. I was sure Erich
was going overboard on this and that whatever he
may have heard, he was misinterpreting it. But, I
thought, the other side will be glad to know who
we suspect. Will Sir Wiggeder pass on this
information? I suppose he will.
The next time I saw Wiggeter I said
forcefully, “forget about that spy stuff. Someone
is making it up. Do not use it in the tribunal.”
Wiggeter said, “I’ll find out if these
people are spies and if they aren’t, I won’t bring
it up.”
But shortly after that one of the people
Erich had mentioned told us that some stranger
from the government had come and offered him a
job as a spy. He thought it was very strange.
Why would they think I'd do that? he asked. I
thought it was strange too, but I had an idea why
it happened. I was angry at myself that I'd even
mentioned the names. It was obvious what was
happening.
The tribunal itself was set for December
21, just before Christmas. It was a weird time. I
would normally have been thinking about
Christmas trees and gifts for the kids and Santa
Claus, and making a little magic for them.
Instead we had this public appearance looming
over our heads and then the very large possibility
of having to leave the country quickly. We’d had
meetings with the lawyers, discussions with
Erich, and in between something vaguely
resembling a normal pre-Christmas life for the
sake of the kids.
The day of the tribunal arrived. Rudi was
nervous and excited, so was I. We had our
arguments for staying in England, which in
essence were variations on the theme that we
were in England so Rudi could recover and he
was not interested in doing politics in England.
But he had prepared a speech in which he talked

about England’s liberal history, about the radical
immigrants it had harbored, Marx, Lenin, and
then criticized the system for the way it was
behaving toward us, but hoping it still
remembered and would act on its liberal tradition.
On the first day our lawyer presented our
case, stating that we were not a threat to national
security, that we had not engaged in political
activity in England and therefore the reason for
expulsion was invalid. Wiggeder named all the
people we’d met, that we had on our list and Rudi
said he’d talked about politics with them, but had
not engaged in any political activity in England
with them.
Then the government's lawyer asked us
questions. They were all based on hearing our
telephone conversations and other listening
devices. We knew they had listened because
shortly after we'd moved in the house on Limes
Ave. a truck parked in front of our house. It had
a kind of radar like device on the truck bed which
was aimed right at the house. It was a huge thing
and whether it actually could hear us, or was just
meant to intimidate, I don't know. In any case,
almost everything they asked about were things
that had been discussed on the telephone, so it
was obvious they'd had a listening device on our
phone. Why did you go to Swansea, they asked?
Who visited you? Why did Bommi Bauman
come to visit? What is your relationship to
Schlacke? Wiggeder had already mentioned all
of those names. There was nothing new.
Except that when the names of two of the
people came up, Wiggeder said they were spies.
I gasped when he said it, mentioning names as if
it were a fact. I couldn’t believe my ears. “No, I
muttered. that’s wrong, and I just shook my
head. Some of the press did pick up on it, but it
didn't become prominent. I was shaking my head
in any case, and afterwards both Rudi and I
apologized to the two people, saying we didn't
know what that lawyer was thinking. In any
case, we did not think they were spies.
Our best defense, we thought, was that we
had two witnesses from Germany. One of them
was Professor Gollwitzer and the other was the
former Mayor of Berlin, Heinrich Albertz, whom
we had viewed as an enemy because of his role

on June 2, 1967. But after he'd resigned, he said
publicly that he'd made a mistake and tried to
redeem himself by giving some support to the
students. Gollwitzer and Albertz both gave
praising character assessments of Rudi, and asked
that he be allowed to stay to finish his studies at
Cambridge. Afterwards, they took us to a fancy
restaurant which someone had recommended for
its good, not-typically English food. But it was
so fancy that it required a tie. Rudi didn’t have a
tie. He never wore one and now he was ready to
turn around and go. But Albertz said, “wait, I
have an extra tie in my briefcase.” He opened it,
took the tie out while we stood there, gave it to
Rudi, who fumbled around with it trying to get it
tied properly which he couldn’t. So Albertz gave
him a hand. The host watched with a blank look
on his face, but once the tie was on Rudi, he had
to let us in.
The third day of the tribunal was the
secret day. We were not allowed to be present
while the secret service and the government
brought their evidence against us. This sounded
like a travesty to us. How can you have a trial in
which you don't know what they are accusing
you of? Only our lawyer could hear what the
government had against us, but he was not
allowed to tell us. This was outrageous and the
democratic portion of the press found it
outrageous.
The fourth day they announced their
verdict. Based on the information they'd heard in
the secret trial, they determined that in the future
Rudi could possibly be a danger to England's
national security. Therefore, they were not going
to allow us to renew our visas. The argument
was bizarre and against all democratic principles
which England had once subscribed to that
someone should be punished for something they
might perhaps do in the future.
For me it was a terrible blow. I didn't
want to leave. It was worse than that really, it
was tearing me apart. People tried to console us.
Denmark is a good place to live, a liberal country.
Rudi was going to be able to teach at the
university in Aarhus and he'd be able to teach in
German. We were going to live in a commune in
the country near the sea, a very beautiful place,

they said. One of the professors at Cambridge
was a Dane and he invited us to dinner and gave
us some contacts. It was all going to be OK. I
thought, sure, it's another adventure, and it might
be nice living in the commune. We'd be the only
ones there with children, they were all a bit
younger than we were. But the commune was on
a farm and the farmer and his wife had two young
children.

