Book III Reorientations 1980-1985
For a long time, I felt like I was encased
in a solid cube of ice. I could see through it, but I
could neither move, nor feel, nor think, but I
could cry. And that is what I did most of the time
when I was awake.

After the funeral, the funerary meal, I believe it
took place in the congregation house of the
Dahlem church. Here: Brigitte Gollwitzer, Rudi’s
dad Alfred, Helga and me. I look like I was in
another world and in fact, I was.
On January third the funeral for Rudi took
place. I had to make some decisions about it.
First of all, should there be an autopsy? I said
yes, because Rudi’s death seemed so unexpected.
He had been healthy enough. He hadn’t had an
epileptic attack where he’d lost consciousness in
years, so I suspected there might be foul play.
The autopsy did not discover any poison in his
system, but I wondered, especially since he’d
mentioned the odd event with the umbrella on
Christmas eve. Then where should he be buried.
To me it made no sense that his grave be in
Denmark. I said, it has to be in Berlin. But
getting his body there was not easy as it had to go
over a border. Gollwitzer was being very helpful
in those days and he or his helpers arranged all of
that. I couldn’t have done it. But where?
Gollwitzer arranged that as well. He found out
from the Pastor of the Dahlem Church that
Niemoeller had a grave reserved, but didn’t
intend to use it. He said, Rudi could have it. So,
Rudi was buried in the cemetery of the Dahlem
Church where many people from the Resistance
to the Hitler regime were buried. The Dutschke

brothers wanted the gravestone to be from
Brandenburg, near Luckenwalde and went
searching for one in the forests. They found one
and it was also arranged to be brought to West
Berlin, which again was over national boundaries
and required a lot of bureaucracy. Rudi’s brothers
were given permission to come to the funeral. I
along with the children had to get to Berlin from
Denmark and we took the train.

The casket being brought to the grave, me in the
middle of the photo
There were lots of friends standing on the
platform when we arrived in Berlin. For a
moment I forgot why we were there. Then it hit
me again, a harsh blow. On the day of the funeral
we were ready to go, but we couldn’t find Hosea.
Finally found him in bed hidden under the
covers. He had stuffed his ears and nose with
cotton. The day was cold and gray, but the
cemetery was packed with people, the crowds
had spread outside the cemetery to the streets
around the church. Gollwitzer preached the
eulogy. I remember sitting there listening and he
kept saying God meant it well with him and I
thought every time, no he didn’t. But otherwise it
was a fitting eulogy, I began crying silently.
Outside the people had begun singing softly, the
International, the International fighting for human

rights.
When it was all over, we went back to
Denmark, but I did not want to go back to that
apartment that had turned into a haunted house.
Peter Sperling and his partner Marianne offered
rooms in their house which was large enough for
us to stay. It was close enough that Hosea and
Polly could eventually go back to their school.
Most of the time I just sat there and cried.
Sometimes, I worried that it might affect my
baby, but I couldn’t stop.
After the total paralysis of those weeks, I
began to think about what I should do. I didn't
want to stay in Denmark. I didn't want to stay in
the house where Rudi had died that seemed dark
and frightening with a massive force of despair
pressing down over it. I wanted to go home and
home in my mind was emerging from the
shadows; it was the USA, the place where once a
long time ago I thought I had thrived. Maybe
being there would dilute the sadness that invaded
every pore.
But how could I do that? I was going to
have a baby in three months. I couldn't just go to
Chicago and get a job so we could survive there.
I needed a place to get settled and have my baby.
It seemed natural to call my dad. I never
intended to stay with him very long. Just long
enough to find a way to start a new life with the
three children. But maybe he saw it clearer; that
it would be at least a year before I could find a
nursery for the baby and a job for myself. I didn't
even ask him if I could come. Jacie answered the
phone as she always did. It took a while before
my dad came. “How are you?” he said.
“The baby is OK,” I said.
“And you?”
“I'm surviving.”
I don’t know if I said anything about
coming but he simply said, “you better stay there.
There isn't any way for you to live here.”
And of course, I knew he meant that he
and Jacie didn't want us in their house. And I
could understand it. Jacie didn't know me very
well, and with me would be three lively and
demanding children. It would not be peaceful.
But I thought if my mother were still alive there
would be no question, she'd do what she could to

help. Perhaps I wasn't so surprised. Nonetheless,
I felt more forlorn than ever. But I didn't explode
at my father even though I often thought later that
he did not do the moral thing. And I blamed him
for that. But what good would it have done? I
just said, “yes, I'll stay here.”
“Do you have a place to stay?” he asked.
“I'll find a place. We're staying with
people I know now. It's OK.” I didn't really have
more to say and he didn't either. But deep down,
I was angry. He was my father, but he didn't
care. Maybe he was justified, after all it was my
choice to go away in the first place. But I had
gone back to visit every few years and kept
contact. No one in my family had ever come to
visit me though, although I had invited them over
and over.
Buying the condo on Groennegade
Marianne and Peter were good hosts, the
bad feelings toward Peter after Vestervang
forgotten. They let me sit at the kitchen table and
cry. That is about all I did, every day. They
made sure the children had food to eat. But one
day they said, your baby will be born in a couple
of months, our baby will also be born soon and
this house is not big enough for so many people.
You have to find a place to live by the time your
baby is born. It was obvious that something had
to be done. At first, I didn't have enough energy
or will to do it. But by February or so, I was
aware that people in Germany had given us a
large amount of money. It had come in bits and
pieces, 10 D Marks here, 1000 D Marks there and
it was enough for us to buy a house, except that
the Danish government demanded we pay taxes,
huge taxes, as much as 80% of the total amount
and what would be left over was not enough to
buy a house or anything else. It seemed so
bizarrely unjust. First, a solution to our housing
problem seemed to have been dropped from
heaven, but the Danish government was
threatening to eradicate it. We had no income
other than these gifts.
I was existing mostly in a haze at that
time, but one day there was a man who came to
see me. His name was Peter Widmann and was a

professor in the theology department at the
University though I hadn’t known him before.
He had a proposal which could save all the
money. It had to be put into a foundation with a
general good will purpose. That is, it could not
be a foundation to support us, but it could be a
foundation to support families in emergency
situations, and we would be the first family it
would support. Peter Widmann would be the
administrator of the foundation if we wanted to
do it that way.
I agreed. It was an answer and I certainly
couldn’t imagine anything better than that.
So, the money was transferred from a
bank in Germany where Gollwitzers and others
had been collecting it to the foundation. Now
there was plenty to do. The baby would be born
soon and by then we had to have a home. I had
to stop crying, and I did.
I thought we should stay in the
neighborhood we knew, in the town center, near
the Ho and Polly’s school. It was also more
affordable than the suburbs. And we didn't want
to use all the foundation’s money for the house,
because we also needed money to live on. We
didn't have much time, but we found a condo
right in the center of the town on Groennegade.
It was a block away from the ancient Frauenkirke
church and two blocks from the main shopping
area. It was very much city living. There were
no trees on the street, no space between the
houses and was built directly on the sidewalk.
There was an iron gate going from the street into
the courtyard. This courtyard was covered with
asphalt where cars could park and there was a
commercial building behind it whose only
entrance was through the courtyard, so it didn't
look like an appropriate place for children to
play. The house which was old had three floors
and the condo was on the second floor. It had a
living room and four bedrooms, one for each of
us, as well as a kitchen and bathroom. It had just
been renovated so everything was new. It
seemed adequate. So, I said to Peter Widmann,
go ahead and buy it for us. It was all done quickly
before Marek was born and in early April we
moved into our new house.
Once we had moved all our things from

Heibergsgade, and Hosea and Polly claimed their
rooms, I had a lot to do. We had to get curtains
and furniture and make the place homey. I had to
get everything ready for the baby that was going
to be born in a few weeks. The sadness didn't go
away. It couldn't. But I didn't have as much time
to think about it.

View of the courtyard from our kitchen
The first floor was already inhabited by a
family that had a baby girl and the third floor was
bought by a young just married couple who also
were expecting a baby. We quickly agreed that
we wanted the courtyard to be a place where we
and the children could hang out. So, we dug up
some of the asphalt, build a low wooden deck on
the side and planted a bunch of trees and flowers.
We still had to be able to park there though and
the commercial building also needed a parking
space, but there was enough room left over for
the children.
I had been going to the doctor for regular
checkups on the baby. For a long time, my blood
pressure had been sinking to the point where the
doctor was beginning to worry, but then it
stabilized. The next problem was that toward the
end the baby was upside-down, that is its head
was at the top which would have presented
problems at the birth. I could feel the head and
knew it was in the wrong place, so I decided to
turn the baby around myself. I nudged it bit by
bit until I could tell that the head was where it
should be. He didn't turn himself around again
and the next time I went to the doctor everything
was fine.
Marek born April 16, 1980

Perhaps a year or so before this I had
decided I wanted to play my flute again. It had
been laying unused in its case for years, but when
I took it out, it seemed to be in good condition
and with some practice, I could make music
come out of it, even though I couldn't play the
difficult things, I'd once been able to play. There
were various music evening courses in town. To
inspire me to keep practicing I decided to attend
one of them in which a small group of musicians
played classical music. They were mostly older
men, but friendly. The level of accomplishment
wasn’t very high, but it was good enough and I
could keep up. I enjoyed it as a diversion. These
courses lasted a few months and then you had to
reregister for the next term which I did. When
the second term began, I went to the room where
I thought my musicians would be, but they
weren't there. Instead there were several women.
“Oooo”, I said. “I guess I'm in the wrong place.”
“What are you looking for”? one of them
asked.
“Music, a classical music orchestra
group.”
“We're music, not classic though.”
“What then?”
“We're a female band, we want to play
women's music. Do you sing or play an
instrument?”
“I play the flute,” I said.
“Well, why don't you just stay here,”
another woman said. “We need some more
people. A flute would be good in our band, don't
you think?”
“I don't think I know how to play that
kind of music,” I said. “I've always played with
notes.”
“Well, some of us don't know either.
Some of us have no experience. You can learn.
Why don't you stay? We'd love to have you.”
I stood there undecidedly for a while.
There was something appealing about a women's
group, and doing pop music would certainly be
something different. On the other hand, I'd
signed up for classical and I knew how to play it.
They noticed my indecision, realized they
might succeed in convincing me and one of them
simply shoved the song they were going to work

on into my hands. It had the words, the guitar
chords and the tune. “OK?” she said.
I took a deep breath and said, “OK”. I
took off my coat and got my flute out. And
played the tune. The others set up the drums, a
keyboard and microphones that belonged to the
school.
It turned out to be a lot of fun. I
discovered that it wasn't so hard to play using the
chords or the tune and making it up along the
way. Sometimes I hit some discordant notes, but
so did the others, so no one really noticed. We
sang mostly songs from the women's lib and the
movements of the time, but also more general
songs that were popular in Denmark. The
women were all around my age. There was
Kirsten who had a son around Hosea or Polly's
age and Annette who had no children, but was
pregnant and others too. Kirsten and Annette
were the two I got to know best. Annette and I
discovered that we were expecting our babies
around the same time so we went to baby classes
together. As they came to realize that I'd just lost
my husband and was expecting a baby soon, they
became a kind of support group for me. The
music we played was rhythmic and joyful. We'd
start a song that we didn't know and mangle it
completely, but after playing it over and over,
we'd get into the swing and then we didn't want
to stop. It was those few hours of joyfulness in
the midst of sorrow and it sustained me.
It was mid-April and my baby was due
any day. At the end it's always difficult. It's
difficult to move, difficult to get up, difficult to
wait. All you want is for the baby to come as
soon as possible. Both Hosea and Polly had been
late, or at least past the reckoned due date. I was
hoping it wouldn't be that way again. I'd heard or
maybe read that having sex could get a birth
going, but that wasn't an option for me. What
could I do?
April 16th was the queen's birthday.
Everyone in Denmark knew that. It was one of
those weird things about the country. And we
had our women's band practice that evening. I'd
been feeling mild labor pains off and on that day.
But that evening everything seemed fairly calm
so I got ready to go. Annette came to pick me up

so we could go together. But when she came in
the door, I felt some stronger labor pains. I sat
down and said, “ooohh, that was pretty strong.”
“Do you think you should stay home?”
she said.
“No,” I said. “I want to go. It's been that
way all day. I don't think anything will happen.”
I got my coat and put it on. But another labor
pain came and this was even stronger. I sat down
again and took a deep breath.
“Maybe you better not go,” she said.
“Wait and see, if labor gets stronger or if it
stops.”
“OK,” I said, “I better wait.” Annette left
and I laid down. There was no doubt that they
were getting stronger and more regular. I called
Jette. Jette was the mother of Hosea’s school
friend Michael, whom I’d gotten to know though
the boys. We’d become good friends and since
Rudi was gone, she offered to stay with me
during the birth. I told her I thought the baby
might be coming. She asked, “should I come
now” and I said “yes.”
When she got to my house, the labor
pains were still coming quite regularly. “Maybe
you should call the clinic,” she suggested.
The woman on the phone listened as I
explained that I thought my baby was on its way.
“How often are the labor pains?”, she asked.
“Every couple minutes, I think.”
“Are they strong?”
“I don't know,” I said. “They aren't that
strong.”
“Well, maybe you better wait then,” she
said.
I put the phone down and laid down
again. They were regular, but didn't seem strong,
yet I knew somehow that it was time and I said to
Jette, “this baby is being born now. We should
go.”
When we got to the hospital, they didn't
see me bending over in paid, or groaning, or even
noticeably having labor, so they took their time
getting me registered and finding a bed for me.
“Jette,” I said, “they are going too slowly, they
have to hurry up.”
Jette talked to the nurse who said, “don't
worry, there's no hurry.”

Finally, a doctor came and took me to a
room to check how far along I was. “Oh my
God,” he said. “Get her into the birthing room at
once.” Suddenly they started moving, got me
where I had to be, cleaned and shaved me and
then in the birthing room they were swarming
over me for a while. “Do you need gas? do you
have pain?”

Student doctor and midwife at Marek’s birth
“No,” I said. I relaxed and the labor pains
let up. The doctor and midwife must have
noticed too and said, “nothing is happening right
now, just let us know if labor gets stronger,” and
as fast as they'd all appeared, they were gone.
Jette and I were alone. She showed me the
brightly colored baby pants she'd knitted which I
admired; we talked a little and then I said, “where
did they all go?”
“They're taking a break,” Jette said.
“I think they better come back,” I said.
“Why?”
“Because the baby is being born.”
“It is? Are you sure?” They'd only been
gone for about 15 minutes.
“Yes,” I said. “Ring the bell.”
“But they said, nothing was happening,”
Jette insisted.
“I think you should ring the bell.”
They must have thought their break was
too short, because it took while before they
appeared. But then they came, calmly until they
checked again. Then there was no calm. Get
ready, the midwife said. And then she told me to
press.
Jette was supposed to take photos when
the baby was being born, but at that moment we

were all so flustered, because it had all happened
so fast that she forgot the camera. At the next
press the head was born and then the body. As it
slid out, I was immensely relieved. I heard the
baby squeak and then I said, “Jette, the camera.”

"I want him to be named Rudi-Marek," I said.

Seeing the new baby, Polly, Me and Marek,
Michael Odgaard (Jette’s son) and Hosea

Marek just born
“Oh my God,” she squealed. “I forgot.”
She grabbed the camera. The baby was still
attached to the umbilical cord and the afterbirth
hadn't come out yet. She was able to take lots of
beautiful photos of the tiny little boy who had
been put into my arms, naked with the umbilical
cord still attached. He was perfect, the shock and
all the months of crying, the despair had not
harmed him. I looked at his puckered little face
and I said, "he looks like Rudi."

Jette’s photos at Marek’s birth
Jetta looked at him too and said, "yes. Do
you know what you will name him?"
Rudi and I had decided if we got a boy his
name would be Marek. But things had changed.

Some of the Cute clothes Jette knitted for Marek
That evening when the music group was finished,
Annette called from the school to see how I was
doing. Everyone from the group was still there.
One of the kids answered the phone and said, the
baby is there. It’s a boy. She announced it to
everyone and they cheered. Annette from my
women’s music group had her baby soon after.
We then met frequently to discuss our baby
questions. For Annette it was the first baby, I had

some experience, so I knew a little more. But it
was nice having this moral support.

Me and Annette with our babies on the beach.
The Next Steps
I am not sure how I would have gotten
through that year if I hadn't had the baby. He was
a good baby on the whole and he thrived. But he
needed to be taken care of. I think he was also a
diversion for Hosea and Polly who missed their
father. To be sure, Rudi had been away a lot,
sometimes for weeks at a time, but when he came
home, he was always there for them, going out
every day to play with them in the park next to
our house. Now these noisy interruptions when
Rudi was at home were gone. Life took on a kind
of dazed uniformity.
Having decided to stay in Denmark I
needed to have a way to survive. With a tiny
baby, I couldn't work right away. But money had
poured in, so we were safe for the moment. We'd

used some of the money to buy the house on
Groennegade and we were living from some of it
too. But for the long term, I needed a way to earn
money. It was obvious that the money from the
foundation wasn't going to last forever and we
needed income. Peter Widmann and the others
from the foundation, I don't remember who else it
was, wondered if I could get unemployment
compensation or some other kind of help from
the state. I didn't really want welfare, but I wasn't
sure if I qualified for unemployment. I'd never
had a regular job.
Everyone was giving advice and the most
promising was the possibility that I could join the
Magister's Union which would give me access to
unemployment money. But in order to do that I
had to have worked in Denmark for a total of six
months within the past two years. I didn't know
if that was the case. I had worked on and off at
the Hygiene Institute, helping Helms with various
projects. I added up all my little jobs at the
institute as well as my World Council of
Churches trip to India which had been within the
past two years. It was a matter of weeks. Could I
come up with 26 weeks of paid work? It was
harrowingly close. In the end I found parts of
weeks and they could count as a full week. It
came out to exactly 26 weeks. What a gasp of
relief and almost disbelief. I could join the union
and get unemployment. That meant I had nine
months (or maybe it was even a year) to stay
home with Marek.
Of Rudi's friends in Germany there were
not many that thought of the fact that he had a
family or even wondered about us. But Milan,
who had been the person closest to Rudi in the
past four or so years was concerned. He came to
Aarhus as soon as he heard that Rudi was dead.
He helped arrange things and then stayed in
contact. In May he came again to Aarhus to be
sure all was well with us. He was the only one.
No other friends came, no family - of course,
Rudi's family couldn't come because they were
on the other side of the Wall. But I didn't hear
from them either at first. I didn't think that much
about it. I was busy enough and we had enough
help from the Danes, from my music group
friends and the foundation.

as a small bedroom. It was something we could
all do together. It wasn’t on the water, we had to
walk about 400 meters to get to the beach, but
being at the end of the colony, we could look out
the windows onto rolling hills, a field of grain
and grazing horses. The house had electricity and
running water in the kitchen, but no bathroom. I
decided we needed a functioning toilet. That
required putting in a septic tank in the front yard.
It was pretty expensive, but I figured we’d be
happier with it. There was a built on shed that
had two rooms, one we made into the toilet room,
the other a bedroom. It had a good-sized garden.
Dealing with all these things were slowly
bringing me back into a new life.
Milan in Denmark in May, Marek in his carrier

Milan holding Marek who is 17 days old

Our summer house on the outskirts of Aarhus at
Skaering Beach: There was a bicycle path from
the city to the dirt road that lead to our house. So
we could bicycle out there.

Summer house 1981 or 1982?
When and how did we get the idea to buy
a summer house? My income from the job at the
Institute and even from the periods of
unemployment was far higher than we'd ever had
before. We could afford to buy a summer cottage
and I liked the idea of being out in nature, away
from the grimy city where we lived, right in the
middle of it. We found a place for sale. It was
within bicycling distance of our house on the
outskirts of Aarhus, a couple blocks from the sea,
but at the edge of a summer house colony. It was
heated only by a kerosene stove, but when it was
burning for a while it heated most of the house
which had a living room and open kitchen as well

Marek is a few months old here: Pukie and Laura
came to visit us and we are having a picnic:
Pukie, Hosea, Marek in front, me, Polly and
Laura
Hannover and GDR visit

My friends in Hannover Suse and
Hermann Bergengruen also remembered us and
invited us to visit them. Hermann was pastor of a
church in Sarstedt on the outskirts of Hannover.
They lived next to the church. Immediately we
were all well-taken care of. Christa Ohnesorg
whom I’d gotten to know after her husband
Benno had been murdered also lived in
Hannover. Her son Lukas was Hosea’s age. I had
a long talk with Christa about how she dealt with
the sudden and unexpected death of husband. Do
you ever get over it?

sometimes.
The Dutschkes wanted us to come again
as we had every year, and I thought for the kids it
was important to keep the connection to the
family. We spent some days both in Luckenwalde
with Gunter, Eva und Torsten, and also in Teltow
where Helmut, Birgit, Thoralf und Eyk lived. We
hadn’t stayed in Teltow before. They lived high
up in one of the GDR high rises, that were
desirable at that time because they had modern
amenities which the old houses did not. I think
they all wanted to see and hold the new baby.
They knew there would probably be no more
babies in the family for a long time.

At Bergengruens Hermann, Suse, Polly, Marek in
the carrier, Jürgen Treulieb, Christa Ohnesorg
and in the hammock Lukas Ohnesorg
Lukas and Hosea at Bergengruens

Continuing the talk, me, Hermann, Marek, Jürgen
and Christa
She said, “you do and you don’t. You
begin to forget the sadness and sometimes you
are happy again, but it always comes back. But
the thing is, you’ve got to live again and enjoy
life.” It was comforting for me, to know that you
could be happy again, but also that it wasn’t
wrong that the sadness could overcome you

Here we are all together: in the back Eyk, from
left Helmut, me, Heidi, Hosea holding Marek,
Eva, Gunter, front: Polly, Torsten, Thoralf. It
might have been in East Berlin where they met us
and later drove us to Luckenwalde. All the
families had cars, which was not self-evident in

the GDR as there was a long waiting list to get a

Thoralf holds Marek, mit Eyk

car and most of them were little Trabis.
But Helmut and Manfred had big cars, I think
they were made in Czechoslovakia, so all of us
could fit in one of them. In this photo: Me,
Helmut, Eyk, Marek, Polly

In Heidi and Manfred’s garten, Heidi holds
Marek with Polly and me

In Teltow, Alfred, Gunter, Marek, Birgit, Eyk, in
front Thoralf

Eva holding Marek

As always when I was in Berlin, we visited Helga

In Aarhus

Hosea already had a great interest in cooking.
Here with Sune. Once he told me he wanted to
make supper. I agreed. He went shopping and
arrived home with a bag. I watched amazed as he
opened the bag and dumped a whole bunch of
living crabs on the kitchen floor. The crabs began
running around and I just stared rather horrified.
Hosea put a big pot of water on the stove to boil
and when it was bubbling nicely, he captured all
the crabs and put them in. Of course, it was a
gourmet meal and excellent, but I would never
have thought of producing such a meal.

Polly showing Marek to her friend Karina

Marek gorging on a banana

Rosa holding Marek in Helga’s apartment

October Paris
It was good to take trips, both to think
about something other than the past and for the
kids to have a new experience. During fall
vacation, they wanted to go to Paris where they’d
never been. We wanted to see the main sights and
the kids did the research to find them. Marek was
six months old. We had a stroller for him and he
was always with us. But people in Paris found
that very strange. Apparently, no one travelled
with a baby that young and certainly not in a
stroller. When we went in museums, they didn’t
want to let us take him. But I think it was because
they thought Polly was pushing a doll around. In
fact, when Marek began to move and make noise,
the guards were a little terrified, they’d never
seen anything like that before. I guess they
realized then it was not a moving doll, but a live
baby, so they let us in. I didn’t know anyone in
Paris, so we were just ordinary tourists, but that
was OK. We got to see all the essential sights,
including getting into the Louvre and seeing the
Mona Lisa.

a Walk in the park

Versailles on a rainy day

Notre Dame: me, Hosea pushes Marek

Inside Versailles: they didn’t allow the stroller

December Going Skiing

Arch de Triumph

And of course, we went to the top of the Eiffel
Tower

But as December rolled around again, I
began to get nervous. It was getting dark, dreary
I could not, simply could not get myself to think
about Christmas. The idea of celebrating caused
me physical distress.
But Milan realized how hard this was
going to be for me. He wanted the children to get
through that first Christmas after Rudi as
painlessly as possible. And when I said we won't
celebrate Christmas he came up with the idea of
going to a ski resort. He wasn't attached to a
significant other at the time and it was a holiday
from work and politics. So, he arranged it.
Everyone was happy. Hosea and Polly both
loved to ski and none of us could cope with the
idea of spending Christmas at home. We had no
intention of celebrating. What was there to
celebrate? Death? Well, yes. I knew from my
food studies that the winter solstice, Christmas,
the dark days, had since the beginning of time
been a celebration of death and hope that life
would return - a death and renewal celebration.
Many of the ancient symbols had to do with
death, and some of these still existed in Denmark
where paganism had never been so thoroughly
eradicated as in some other European countries.
But all I could see was death and darkness.
Rebirth was too abstract. Rudi was not going to
be reborn, so what could that mean for me? To
be sure, we had little Rudi Marek. Rudi's son
who was eight months old that Christmas. He
kept me functioning. But now getting ready for a
trip to the Alps could engage our attention. It
was a necessary diversion. I think we went to
Austria. We stayed at a place near the pistons.
and every day after breakfast we went out. I
couldn't ski when Marek was awake because I
wasn't a good enough skier to hold him. But
when he took his nap, I wrapped him up in
blankets and surrounded him with lamb’s wool
skins and bound him to a sled. We could pull
him around and sometimes I left him at the
bottom of the ski piston and took the lift up then
dashed back down to him to see if he was still
asleep. It was a little hair-raising because there
would be a short period when I reached the top of

the hill that I couldn't see him. I would try to ski
down as fast as I could. Christmas passed while
we were in the mountains, flying, breathing the
crystal cold air, working hard and not thinking. It
was the only way to do it and I was grateful to
Milan for arranging it.

Polly brushing Marek’s teeth
Tables of Food Composition
My period of unemployment was coming
to an end which meant I had to get a job. But
because I had a Master’s degree they had to offer
me an appropriate job. That is, they couldn't force
me to clean floors, or even type. It had to be an
academic job. But there were no academic jobs
in Aarhus, none at least in the areas I knew
anything about. I asked Helms what could be
done and he told me I could work in the institute.
Helms had gotten someone to develop a program
which could reckon the nutrients of diets using
most foods available in Denmark programmed on
separate cards which were stuck into the
computer: that was the state of computers at that
time. It could reckon the nutrients in the
complete diet. I had to type in the nutrient data
on each individual card, then run them through
the computer.
Helms wanted to create a new Tables of
Food Composition for Denmark which would
include the new research done by Helms and
others in the institute on the fiber content of food.
Helms said I could take over this project. It
sounded interesting. I had to collect publications
and unpublished research as well as books about
food composition. As a priority we had to use

Danish research, but if there wasn't any on a
particular type of food, we could use European
research and then even American or other. I
slowly developed a massive amount of
information which I computerized and printed out
individually. That's the way computers worked,
they only computed. They had no memory.
After I'd gotten data on every imaginable
food, Helms said, we should also reckon the
nutrients in food products which are sold in
Denmark. This meant that since most products
listed the food contents as well as the percent of
fat, carbohydrates and protein, and sometimes
several nutrients in grams per hundred grams, I
often had to do lots of math to figure out how
much of each nutrient there was in the product.
The funniest was a Danish cereal product. I had
only the ingredients as printed on the package
and the percentages of carbs, fat and protein.
From this I worked out an equation which
showed me that there was about 50% sugar in the
product. Really horrendous actually. We
published this data and the company which made
the product then called the institute and screamed
in fury at Helms for publishing such a high
percentage of sugar.
“Well, how much sugar does it have?”
Helms asked.
“49%”, said the man.
When Helms told us this, we all burst into
laughter.
When the project was finished, there was
no more work for me. Curiously, many years later
long after I’d left Denmark, I was looking on the
internet and saw that I was still listed as the
person that had created the Tables of Food
Composition for Denmark.
I had to go on unemployment again.
There was nothing painful about it. I got paid a
decent amount, not as much as when I worked,
but enough. We had everything we needed. But
sitting at home doing nothing was impossible.
Helms had nothing against me coming to the
institute when I wanted to. But mostly I went to
the library where I could read. Marek was in the
nursery then, so I had some free hours.
Alfred’s 80eth Birthday Party February 1981

Alfred Dutschke was 80 years old in 1981
and planned on a big celebration. Since it was in
February, the kid’s might have had school
vacation, and anyway, they certainly wanted to be
there to celebrate their grandfather’s birthday. So,
it was off to Germany, to the GDR again. Marek
was still not yet a year old. We took the train to
Berlin and stayed for a few days at Halter’s
before going to the GDR.

stayed when he was in Berlin as well as Ulli
Chaussy who was writing a book about Rudi, but
who had never known Rudi.

Ulli, unknown, me and Polly

At Halter’s house: Hosea, Laura, Hans Halter,
Marek, Regina Halter, Mieri, Polly, Ulrike
All the relatives that could be located
were invited, some whom we’d never seen
before, Rudi’s cousins, that he’d talked about, but
he only knew them from his childhood.
The party took place in a big hall, created
specifically for that purpose.

Alfred at his 80th birthday party and his brother
Willi
Some of Rudi’s friends had also been
invited, Hans and Regine Halter with daughter
Ulrike, Mieri at whose apartment Rudi often

Lilo Alfred’s sister-in-law, Ruth his niece, Alfred,
Willi, Markus Ruth’s on, unknown, Detlev Ruth’s
son

Almost everyone: from bottom left Helmut
holding Nadine, Marek, Eyk, Ulrike, Markus.
Next row: Torsten Ulli, Polly, Mieri, Gunter. Next
row: unknown, unknown, Birgit. Standing: Alfred,
Willi, Detlev, Heidi, Manfred, Siegfried, Heidi
daughter of Lilo, Eva, unknown, Lilo, unknown,
Ruth, Regina, Lilo’s husband (she had been

married to Alfred’s brother Rudi, who was killed
in the war
In the GDR we stayed with Helmut and
Birgit in Potsdam. Marek did not come to the
party. Eva had arranged for a neighbor to take
care of him, so he could have more peace and
quiet. But he wasn’t so happy when we left him
at the neighbors, though I suppose he eventually
settled down with his caretakers. But he did
accomplish his first successful locomotion by
crawling.

least a couple of the days it was warm enough to
swim. I guess we just avoided the blobs of oil.

Crete April, 1981
Marek was going to be a year old. That
was when Juergen asked us if we wanted to go to
Crete. Milan had taken charge in the previous
year, making sure things were going OK with us.
Then it was Juergen's turn. These were Rudi's
friends who cared enough to be sure, even after
Rudi wasn't there anymore, that his family was
managing. I appreciated that. I didn't think there
was any more to it. Juergen, as far as I knew, did
not have a girlfriend or partner at that time, so the
thought did enter my mind that I could wonder if
it was not totally platonic. But I wasn't ready to
think about a new relationship. In any case, the
older kids were enthused about the idea of going
to Crete. We'd get away from the never-ending
Danish winter. There were beaches in Crete and
maybe it would even be warm enough to go
swimming.

This is the beach near the hotel and some of the
black blobs are oil from passing tankers.
We lived in a resort hotel near the beach
and what I remember of that trip is really in
shreds. The beach had blobs of oil on it. It was
early in the season and presumably they hadn't
cleaned it up for the big tourist season. But at

Juergen, Marek and Polly on the beach. To keep
his bottom from getting red and sore, I let Marek
go without a diaper whenever possible.

Marek and Hosea on the beach
Juergen and I slept in the same big double
bed, but it was platonic.

Juergen’s friend Eric was also with us and here
he helps Marek with eating.
Crete: Polly, Juergen, Marek, Hosea, me

Knossos

Having refreshments, Marek practicing standing
up.
We went to Knossos, the place where the
Minotaur lived. Some of the rooms still had the
ancient paintings on the wall, the tiled floors and
huge clay pots which must have been used to
store provisions. Marek was mostly happy with
everything we did because we were always
together.
And strangely that's about all I remember.
We were there a week and one of the days was
Marek's first birthday.

Knossos

Knossos

Countryside in Crete

Me taking a photo in Crete. Eric took this photo

Here in the courtyard of Groennegade with all
our house neighbors having lunch together:
Hosea, Lene, hidden, unknown, me, unknown,
unknown, Ditte, Marek’s head

Windmills in Crete
All my photos for these years are bunched
around certain events. Obviously, I’m generally
not photographing my daily life which was pretty
much the same every day, although I did try to
capture a little of the kids’ daily life. But mostly I
took a lot of photos when we did something
unusual. None of it was earth-shattering, nothing
that would have great consequences, other than
our own experience, seeing a little bit of the earth
that we lived on. I suppose it was a period of
regeneration for all of us in a way.

Marek trying on a new hat

Luckenwalde summer 1981

Lunch on the terrace: Alfred, Torsten, me

Marek fascinated by the Maerklin train

Alfred, Torsten, Gunter, Eva, Tante Gretchen with
Marek

Having lunch in our summer house garden

View from the
summer house
over the fields
Fall 1981

Next photo: Opa holding Marek’s hand in the

garden
Later this same year we went to
Luckenwalde again. By now Marek could walk
on his own and obviously enjoyed joining his
grandfather in the garden. As usual in the past we
went in June when the strawberries were ripe.
There was a large strawberry patch in the garden,
so everyday there were strawberries for dessert.
This was indeed a treat for us, home grown fresh
strawberries, instead of the faded, dried out food
from the HO store.

and hair band. It was popular both with the kids
and the shoppers.

Aarhus

Polly at Bilka, Marlene’s mother Jetta looks on

Polly’s best friend was Marlene who lived in an
apartment just up the street from us. Her mother
had the idea of getting the kids in Marlene and
Polly’s class to model clothes at Bilka, which the
store agreed to, so Marlene’s mother organized it,
got the kids dressed in the store clothes and
practiced with them how to model on the stage.
Here Polly models a sport outfit including shoes

Boy also in the class with Marlene at Bilka

It was still very difficult to get through the
Christmas holidays. We didn’t celebrate again. I
couldn’t bring myself to do all the arrangements,
decorating and shopping, it all just made me too
depressed. But we did celebrate New Year’s.

Our dining area in Groennegade with New Year’s
decorations. The table was one I made, the lamp
I’d gotten in India, but somewhere in all the
moving it got lost. I still have most of the photos
on the wall, but the guinea pig poster which was
made by Sarah Haffner unfortunately also got
lost.
1982
I hadn’t been able to work on my food
and religion project since Rudi’s death. When I
looked at my notes, I just felt sick. But Helms
was encouraging me to go back to it. I said, I will
when I can. I helped with the projects Helms was
doing. One was a diabetes project. It had always
been advised to avoid potatoes, carbohydrates, if
one had diabetes. Helms, who had the childhood

form of diabetes, believed that was wrong and
wanted to prove it. So, I was reckoning both
nutrient values and rates of diabetes through
Danish food surveys. The result was that potatoes
in fact turned out be an excellent food for people
with diabetes.
On the other hand, I was also trying to
form my life into some kind of rational and
meaningful thing that I could identify with. I had
to conceive me without Rudi which I hadn't been
for a long time. Sometimes there was a puff of
liberation. But most of the time I just missed
him.
I remembered my talks with Christa
Ohnesorg in Hannover whom I saw every time I
visited Suse and Hermann Bergengruen. Christa
had been married to Benno Ohnesorg who was
shot dead by a policeman on June 2, 1967. His
death had engendered massive sympathy among
the population in Germany. People who hadn't
thought much about what their society was like,
or who had accepted that things were good
enough, the terrible past more or less forgotten
and left behind, its traces which still flourished
ignored, those people suddenly discovered that
the traces might not only be there, but also having
an effect on people's lives. The movement had
grown rapidly after Benno's death. But why
should change be encouraged by someone's
death? The pain it leaves behind is surely hardly
worth whatever wider reaching results may occur
to those individuals affected, or?. Christa and
Benno's son Lukas was Hosea's age, by then
almost a young teenager. Do you ever get over
it? I’d asked her.
“No”, she said. “It always comes back.
But that doesn't mean you can't be happy. You
can still watch the sunset in the stillness of the
evening, or take a walk in the woods or hear the
birds singing. There are still good things in life.
You must enjoy that.”
I was trying to do that. Sometimes it
worked. Especially in summer when the sun
shone warmly and we could go to the beach or
just walk out without putting on jackets and hats.
There was something exquisitely relaxing
about going to our summer house and I loved it.
We planted fruit trees and got shoots of various

berries from Heide and Manfred when we went to
visit Luckenwalde that year. There was already a
large strawberry bed and we planted vegetables
as well. In good weather Marek could run around
in the garden naked, we could walk down to the
beach. There was something a little idyllic about
it.

though perhaps not hard enough. I guess Aarhus
was just not the place I was meant to be. It was a
small city with limited political activity and not
much cultural activity, at least for me. It was
very hard to make friends. It was a closed
society for the most part with only occasional
breakthroughs for foreigners. But there was no
real sense of belonging for me. Even the
friendships were a bit non-committal. My closest
friends at the time were two women from our
little band, Kirsten and Annette. I still had contact
with Ilse who had lived in Vestervang when we
did, but she had found a German boyfriend and
moved to Berlin. I visited her there.

Our garden in the summer house

Milan came again and here he is in our garden
giving Marek a ride.
It wasn't that these years were without
some excitement. Yet thinking back, I've had
difficulty remembering what I did and when I did
it. I think I finally have it pieced together more
or less. I was trying to redefine my life and make
a life in Denmark. I think I tried pretty hard,

Ilse in the middle, her German boyfriend and me
Pia got a boyfriend too and pretty much
disappeared from my life. The shock of Rudi's
death had been too much and simply severed
whatever bonds we might have had. But Sune
still came around, perhaps even to escape his new
family where he may not have felt he fit in
entirely. Pia and her partner had a baby together
and I suspect Sune was relegated to the sidelines.
The other friend I had was Judith, an artist who
was both talented and politically interested, but
she seemed to have very little time, so I didn't see
her that often.
Berlin, Luckenwalde: May 1982
In Berlin I still usually stayed at Helga's
house, but things were different than they had
been. I considered Helga to be my best friend. I

thought we had a kind of extraordinary
relationship that bound us in some mystical way,
the way it can be on rare occasions. There were
problems though when Rudi began to suspect that
she might be working for the GDR. He told me I
should stop communicating with her and
certainly not tell her personal things about us. I
thought Rudi was being paranoid about it. I had
known her by then for nineteen years. She was
the first person, besides Rudi whom I'd become
close to in Berlin. There were the years of the
student rebellion, the commune discussion and
Andreas’ commune house. But after Rudi and I
left Berlin the contact broke off while we
wandered about Europe, looking for a place to
live. Helga and Andreas had a daughter Rosa,
who was slightly disabled. She was Polly's age.
Helga had to do exercises with Rosa every day to
strengthen her muscles and in time Rosa became
stronger. But then Helga and Andreas separated
and she was alone with Rosa. That's when Helga
found me again. There were the months when
she and Rosa lived in Knebel and then the many
visits, mostly me going to Berlin and staying with
her then. We'd gone through Women's Lib, talked
about female relationships, even considered a
sexual relationship, though it never happened.
Helga went through Film school after she
returned to Berlin and then she started making
films. One or two of them had won some
acclaim. Eventually, she met a man who also
worked in the film business, I think he was a
cameraman. He moved in with her in the
apartment on Pfalzburgerstr where she'd always
lived. He was a lot younger than she was, he
came across as a stud, but I don't know, I never
got to know him.
I always had a reason to go to Berlin a
couple times a year, one thing or another, usually
mainly to see Helga. But she had less and less
time. I would come and want to talk, but she'd
come home late at night and be too tired to talk.
Or she would come in to eat, say hello and go in
to her boyfriend and I could hear them, but that
was all. Her daughter Rosa would come home
from school and she and Helga would greet each
other, then Rosa went into her tent bed or
somewhere else, and Helga went back into her

room. She said it was important, she was making
an important film, she had a lot of work to do.
But she didn't have time for Rosa or for me. I
found it a little disconcerting. Not so much for
myself, although I would have liked to talk to her.
After all, it wasn't that often that I came to Berlin,
but even then, she couldn't make time for me.
But I could leave, I had plenty of other things to
do. It didn't really matter. Friendships come and
go.
But what was alarming was watching
Rosa. I could see that Rosa wasn't happy. She
wanted her mother to take note of her, to be with
her, and when Helga disappeared into her room,
Rosa would shuffle away with her head bowed
down, and I thought it was a burden of sadness
she bore.
Rosa was becoming a teenager, but she
was fading. She would come home from school
when I was there and walk into her room which
was a walk-through room which normally would
have been a living room. She would call for
Helga who if she was at home, was always in her
room with her boyfriend. Helga would answer
and say some greeting, but she didn't come out.
Rosa would ask for something and Helga would
say, later. Rosa wilted. She'd give a pained
glance at the door of Helga's room and then
resigned go to her bed and sit down. Rosa didn't
like the boyfriend. How could she, he had taken
her mother away. He didn't care about Rosa at
all. I would talk to Rosa a little and she perked
up for a while. But I thought, I'm here a couple
times a year, what about all the other days. If I
mentioned this to Helga, she'd deny it. She didn't
notice what was happening to Rosa. Sometimes
Helga would even say things in praise of Polly in
front of Rosa. I'd think how can you do that?
Don't you see how hurtful it is? But she didn't.
So there seemed less and less reason for me to
visit Helga and we talked less and less.
Berlin of course also meant going to
Luckenwalde for some days and this May was no
exception. Marek was two years old and quite
curious about everything starting with the train
that took us there. He was a little nervous with all
the new faces, but got used to them quickly. He

especially liked going with Opa to feed the
chickens and playing with Torsten.

With Opa
Wittenberg: Luther’s church in the background

Polly, Heidi, Marek
Besides the days in Luckenwalde, the
Dutschkes wanted to show us more of the DDR.
At the earlier visits we’d only stayed in
Luckenwalde, but now it seemed OK to travel
around. One of the first trips had been to
Spreewald where we took a boat tour through the
many canals.
This time the trip with all of us was to
Wittenberg. The Luther city had been at least

Resting on the base of the Luther statue: Hosea,
Heidi, Polly, Manfred, Gunter, Marek, Eva

Entrance to the university where Luther taught:
Manfred, Heidi, Polly, Eva, Hosea, Gunter and
Marek in front
partly renovated, probably to accompany the
growing number of tourists, but much of it
looked like the rest of the GDR, grayish yellow
buildings, a few shops with faded articles for sale
displayed in the windows with dead flies in front
of the window panes. The restaurants were
always crowded and the food good, but the
choices limited. Nonetheless, it was interesting
for us to see the places where Luther lived and
worked, whom according to my grandmother had
been an ancestor (her mother’s maiden name was
Luther),
.
Klaus Meschkat
I still knew people in Berlin and I would
see them occasionally when I was there. Once
there was a party. I think it was Wagenbach's
birthday party. A big one. All his authors were
invited as well as family and friends. I guess I
was supposed to represent Rudi who had

published his thesis at Wagenbach's publishing
company. I wasn't so sure I wanted to go to this
party. I didn't really know Wagenbach that well,
and I didn't know who else would be there. But I
went. It was in a big hall with lots of tables
decked up. I felt a little ill at ease when I entered.
I didn't recognize anyone at first and I had no
idea where I should sit. I walked slowly down
the aisles, meandering actually, hoping the
situation would resolve itself. Suddenly someone
called my name and said, “come and sit here”. I
looked to see who it was. Klaus Meschkat, a
friend of Rudi's, someone I'd never really gotten
to know. He was older, had already been
teaching when Rudi was still a student, but I
knew that Rudi had admired him. He was in SDS
too, but after we'd left Germany, I hadn't really
had any contact with him that I remember. So, I
was surprised. But I was glad to be informed as
to what to do, sit down. There was one empty
seat between Klaus and Urs Mueller-Plantenburg
who was a good friend of Klaus's and had also
been in SDS. I don't know what we talked about
that day, but I imagine it was about politics and
how things were going with me. The dinner was
pleasing and there was a real magician who put
on a funny show after dinner. I'd had no opinion
about Klaus before, but after that dinner I had a
good feeling about him. I think he felt the same
way about me. In any case, we decided to keep
contact.
That summer he came to visit us in our
summer house. I was excited about the visit. It
would be nice to have someone come and share
this little spot of peacefulness. We were the last
house on the road and when I saw Klaus my heart
skipped a beat. He was enthusiastic about the
place. The weather was good, the sun shining,
the fields beyond us were green, the horses
neighed in the distance, we picked our dinner
vegetables from our garden and walked to the
beach. But I didn't know how to interpret what
this all meant for Klaus. Why did he come?
What did he think about me? He didn't make it
clear. I was too shy or perhaps too afraid to ask
directly. If he had said it was because he wanted
to be sure we, as Rudi's family were doing OK,
of course, I would have been disappointed.

Perhaps it would have ended this friendship for
me. So, I said nothing, and knew as little when
he left as when he'd come. Nonetheless, I was
sorry when he left. I had enjoyed having him
there. He was a little man, no taller than me, with
a crooked back caused by scoliosis or whatever.
He wasn't at all athletic, nor even interested in
sports, he was an intellectual, a professor at the
University in Hannover. He had a droll sense of
self-deprecating humor, and I could have been
attracted to him. It had been several years since
Rudi's death and I'd been alone since then.
Things could have changed. My brain wasn't so
bedraggled any more. But he gave no indication
of how he felt and so I decided not to get
involved in this, avoid speculation and simply
take it as it was, a friendship and nothing more.
But from that time on when I made a trip to
Berlin I also went to Hannover. I would stay
there a few days with Suse or Klaus and see
Klaus as well as Christa and Lukas too.

On the beach in Aarhus, Klaus, Polly and Milan
being very silly: the three stooges.
As fall came and it got cooler, I would go
as early as possible to the summer house and
light the kerosene stove so that it would be cozy
warm in a couple hours. The kids were in school
and Marek in kindergarten, so I'd go alone, even
as the leaves began to turn, the roadway which
wasn't paved down to the beach covered with dry
leaves. The fall is nostalgic and a little sadness
sometimes creeps in. I would walk on the beach
and start to talk to Rudi. I didn't think he was
there. Though I never knew for sure. But he
didn't really answer and I'd not be sure if it made

me sadder or if I felt a little bit consoled.

The beach near our summer house

Marek and Polly walking to the beach from the
summer house in the fall
During the coldest winter months, it was
too chilly to go there, but I would wait sometimes
impatiently for the earliest signs of spring in
April and then, although it was still icy in the
house, I'd go again and begin working on the
garden. Perhaps this little house gave me a little
glimpse of happiness in those years that were the
saddest of my life. But I did keep busy. I took
courses, learned to develop my films and work on
black and white photos to enlarge them and make
them better, I kept up my music group. I made
board games for the kids to play and a card game,
all of which worked pretty well, but they weren't
quite perfect, although the card game seemed
pretty error-free. For the others I looked for the
next step that would perfect the game. I tried
things out, hoping that a promising future would
open up for me: making games. Yes, I thought of
that too. I think the kids had fun playing them.

Marek doing what everyone else does, cooking
something

Early morning view from our kitchen over Aarhus
roofs

then washing dishes in our Groennegade kitchen

Marek brushing Polly’s hair
South Carolina December, 1982
Even though we hadn't been able to go to
the USA to live, I still hoped that the children

Cecily: I don’t remember exactly when she came
to visit me but it was in the early 80’s.

would at least experience the country and learn
English a little better than they could in school.
Hosea was fourteen. It seemed like it could be a
good time for him to spend perhaps a half year in
the USA. He would be beginning high school
along with everyone else in his cohort, so it
would be new for everyone. I asked Tim if
Hosea could stay there for a semester, but he and
Carol apparently thought it was too complicated.
They had four girls. Having a boy in the mix
might have been intimidating for them. I don't
know.
John and Betsy, however, were enthused by
the idea. Vikki was Hosea's age and Wayne, a
boy, less than two years younger. We arranged
for Hosea to live with them for the fall semester
and go to high school in Greenville, South
Carolina. I was a little nervous because of the
overwhelming conservatism there. How would it
affect Hosea who hadn't really experienced much
religion or conservative thinking? One of their
conditions was that Hosea, along with their kids
had to learn a Bible verse every week. In a way, I
thought that by living in that atmosphere he
would better understand where I came from. But
I think that was too abstract. I was born with it;
he didn't know it at all. John and Betsy were
Christian fundamentalists, as my parents had
been. But they had partly home taught and partly
sent the children to Bob Jones school which was
a Christian fundamentalist school. That meant
they had had virtually no contact with other life
philosophies. But they were a loving family who
cared about Hosea. And the kids loved having
him there.
What Hosea remembers though is having
to learn this Bible verse every week. He knew
they wanted to save him, to convert him. I think
he had mixed feelings about it. In any case,
while he was there, they all went to the public
school, so Hosea did meet other kids who were
not Christian fundamentalists. Nonetheless, he
got the impression of a very conservation place
and it did affect his view of the USA in a not
entirely positive way. It was for him nothing like
the vast opening that I had once experienced in
my high school years in the USA, but that was in
Chicago in a school with people of many

religions and none. One thing that Hosea did
discover in school was the role-playing game
Dungeons and Dragons. Some of his friends at
school played it and he thought it was fun. He
brought the first game books back with him to
Denmark and all of us became avid D&D fans.

Hosea opening his Christmas presents

Polly, John and Wayne at Christmas in South
Carolina

When the Christmas Holidays came for
Hosea, I decided that we should all go to South
Carolina to pick him up. For John and his family
Christmas would be celebrated, of course, so for
Hosea, Polly and Marek it would be a real
Christmas again.

Still opening presents
Since we were in the south and Florida
was not so far away, the kids wanted to go to
Disneyworld, so after the holidays when the
schools were back in session and we figured
Disneyworld wouldn’t be so crowded we headed
off to Florida. Since we were quite close to my
cousin Robert who lived just an hour’s drive from
John in North Carolina, I wanted to see him
again. I hadn't seen my cousin for many many
years, and curiously John who lived near him had
never been there, nor had Robert visited John, but
then they didn’t have much in common. For me it
was different.
Robert and Mai lived in a house on a golf
course. This type of retirement community was
not that unusual in the USA, but they weren’t
really golf players, so it was a bit curious. But I
guess it had advantages, though golf balls landing
in the yard wasn’t one of them. Anyway, Mai got
food for us and we had a long talk. It
concentrated on our ancestors, since Robert had
done a lot of research on them. I asked whether
our great grandfather was the son of the duke of
Roxburg. “Everyone says he was the duke’s son
and he was disinherited because he married a

commoner.”
Bobby laughed. “Where did you get that
story?”
I was taken aback. “But I thought…”
“That’s not the real story”, he said. “I’ve
done a little research.“
"What is the real story?" I asked.
"Complicated," said Bobby.
“Did you ever meet great grandfather
James?” I asked.
“No,” said Bobby. “He was already dead
by the time I was old enough to think about it.
But my mother told me about him. He was a
noble looking man, at least when he was up on
his horse, who acted self-obsessive and as
authoritarian and impetuous as any duke. The
story was that James was the first son of the duke
and therefore should have been his heir. This
could have been possible, since the duke was 26
when James was born. “He could have been the
first son of the duke,” said Bobby, “but I could
find no evidence at all that James was the son of
the duke. The records of the duke’s family that I
was able to find, showed no one named James
being born on his birth date. But there was a son
of the duke born about that time on a different
date and with a different name. So, I just
concluded that the whole thing was someone’s
overactive fantasy. But one day,” said Bobby, “I
was at a family gathering and I stated that the
story about the duke was baloney."
I could imagine Bobby doing that, hurling
out the words with his serious, intense face in his
intellectual scientific know it all manner.
But Bobby began to grin then, not a broad
grin, as I don’t think I ever saw him really
laughing, and he said, “At that Grandpa’s brother
Fred sprang from his seat. He was a very small
man, even smaller than Grandpa. And grandpa
was only five feet 6 inches.”
“Oh,” I said a bit surprised. “That’s not
much.” I hadn’t realized that grandpa had been so
short.
Bobby nodded and continued, “Fred
began pounding on the table, very agitated. He
was glowering at me and he stomped right over
in front of me with his fists up. I almost thought
he might give me a punch in the chin. But he just

glared up at me.”
Bobby was considerably taller, so I could
picture this, the little guy threatening him. “Fred
said, ‘it is not a lie. James WAS the son of the
duke. And don’t you ever dare doubt it. That is
the truth.’”
“So I said, OK, OK, but why then is there
no record?”
“I’ll tell you Fred said, James’s mother,
my grandmother Elizabeth, was a maid at the
castle. The duke put one over on her. Fred’s face
was turning bright red and I was hoping he
wouldn’t have apoplexy. He glared at me again
and then almost spit the words out, and she had a
baby. I was a little taken aback,” said Bobby.
“I’d always heard the story a little differently, the
less embarrassing, moralized version.”
“I know,” I said, feeling confused. The
sanitized version we’d been fed all our lives
made sense to me, but this was something we’d
never talked about and it was a little shocking to
me.
Bobby snorted, sort of a mixture of a
laugh and something else. “Uncle Fred didn't say
whether she'd actually wanted this kind of
relationship. Maybe she did and maybe she
didn't. We don’t know. Anyway, when I heard
that I thought, ah hah, and I started researching it
in a different way.”
“So James was..."
“Illegitimate,” said Bobby. "That he was
in any case, whoever his father may have been."
He looked at me for a moment, and seeing that
this information was taking time for me to digest,
decided not to say any more.
But I wanted to know more. I admired his
perseverance and the amount of knowledge he’d
acquired. So, I said, “What about the story that
great grandfather James killed his wife our great
grandmother Anna. Did you find anything out
about that?”
Bobby looked at everyone else, not
certain that he wanted to pursue the topic in their
presence. “Let’s have something to drink,” he
said and went into the kitchen to get some glasses
and a bottle of coke.
“What is your view of that story?”
“Well, that’s true,” he said. “That is

something even our grandfather could remember.
It was an accident.”
“Yes,” I said. “That’s what I’d heard.”
“One day he was riding in the carriage
with Anna Maria, his wife. It was winter out
there in Nebraska, blistering cold and blustery.
But James was driving, as usual, as fast as he
could go. They came to a bridge. It was only
wide enough for one carriage and there was
someone coming from the other side. James
didn’t stop. But the other driver was as stubborn
as he was, I guess and he didn’t stop either. And
so, they crashed in the middle of the bridge.
Anna Maria was thrown from the carriage and
landed on the ice of the frozen river. That is how
she died.”
“Ugh,” I said.
“After that I guess things got a little crazy.
James became a tyrant, ordering everyone around
all the time. It was grim. That is when Grandpa
and his brother probably felt they had to leave,
for the sake of their sanity. And as for James,
they say that in the end he got crazy and went
around telling people he was God, but it is my
impression that that reflects a rather distorted
view based on an aversion toward him by the ten
children who felt he had killed their mother and
then he went off to Washington state, deserting
them, and married again. There he got into real
estate and became a fairly wealthy man. But he
had only occasional contact with his Nebraska
family and most of them didn’t mind.”
The part of the story I had always heard
and believed was just plain wrong and I am not
sure if my mother and aunts told it wrong
because of me and my brothers or because of my
mother whom they maybe thought was too
innocent to know the whole truth. Or maybe
everyone just liked the myth better. In any case
that was one of our family traditions. I suppose it
defined us in some way. The way all family
histories define each individual in the family,
tying everyone together and forming the seeds of
dissention as well.
It is true that James’ mother knew the
Scottish duke of Roxburgh, because she worked
in Floors Castle in the hilly dale on the banks of
the river Tweed. She knew how the owners lived,

a luxurious life without physical labor, just
horseback riding and parties and drinking and
being pruned. She also would have known who
James’ father really WAS. She impressed this
fact upon little James, who believed that as the
son of the duke, the first-born son in fact, he
himself should also have been a duke, and if his

well have been true, but he did take care of her.
We stayed there for a few days, went to Disney
World and to Epcott Center which I found far
more interesting. At Epcott there was a dinosaur
exhibit in which you sat in a kind of wide train
thing and it took you through a prehistoric jungle
where dinosaurs roamed and seemed to attack. It
was rather dark in the place, so it seemed
realistic. After the first dinosaur attacked us,
Marek began to scream. He was terrified of the
place. But we couldn't get off the ride, so I just
tried to shield him and actually I thought the
thing was really cool. Perhaps his screaming
made it even more realistic. We also went to a
few other of the tourist attractions around
Orlando, including the glass bottomed boats
which I remembered from my own childhood.

birthright was going to be denied to him, well, he
wasn’t going to just forget about it. He was
going to find a way to live like a duke.
Florida January 1983
Disney World, Hosea, Marek in the stroller and
Polly in the middle of the photo with white pants
Marek was not yet two years old. He was
probably a little too young to get much out of
Disney World and he certainly didn't remember
it. But we all had a good time. It was warm and
sunny, although the middle of winter and Disney
World wasn't terribly overcrowded, so we didn’t
have to wait in hours-long lines.
We stayed with the mother of my friend
Harriet who'd been a teacher at Wheaton College.
Harriet and her family lived in Georgia, but her
mother lived in Orlando, so Harriet arranged that
and her mother seemed happy. However, the
mother had a young boyfriend, more Harriet’s
age and Harriet was very disturbed by that. She
thought, he’s just after her money, which may

Mickey Mouse, the symbol of Disney World

We were close to Cape Canaveral and the
kids didn’t want to miss it.

Christmas decorations were still up in Disney
World

Cape Canaveral with a rocket launcher

Marek enjoying a ride

And here the rocket and a launch pad
The most lasting legacy of that trip was
Dungeons and Dragons which was quite new at
that time. No one in Denmark knew it. But
Hosea got his friend, Michael to join the game,
and the three of us played for several years. It
was a withdrawal into a fantasy world and it was
fun. Perhaps it was one of the things that I
actually could laugh at in those difficult years
after Rudi died. Maybe fantasy was better than
the sad reality that kept invading my thoughts and

jarring me.

fixing the bicylcle with Juergen and Laura
One of the tourist sites in Florida
Aarhus
The summer house was also a nice
diversion. In the summer we were there again,
growing our fruits and vegetables, spending time
on the beach and having visitors.

Again, a visit from Laura and Pucki

Hosea and Polly asleep in the summer house
Our only means of transportation to get to
the summer house was by bicycle, so they had to
be in good order. Actually there was a bus but it
didn’t go that often.

Ditte and Marek in the courtyard at Groennegade

A hot summer day on the beach in Aarhus
Luckenwalde

Marek at the summer house

Tante Gretchen, Michael, Helmut, Hosea, Eva,
Heidi, Marek in back, Polly, Gunter, Alfred, me

Marek Torsten,
Polly, Hosea

Marek and Ditte with Polly and Ditte’s dad in
Polly’s room

Water trough in
garden in
Luckenwalde:
Polly and Marek

In 1983 we went to Luckenwalde again.
This time Hosea’s friend Michael came with us.
Aarhus

Marek reaching for the cat: courtyard in
Groennegade
Munich November 1983?

Then I had to work again. But there were
no jobs for me. As I was a member of the
Magister's Trade Union for university employees,
I didn't have to take a job beneath my education
level, that is, it more or less had to be a job at the
university teaching or doing research. But I was
at the bottom of the list even if a job were to
appear, being a foreigner, with only a few work
years behind me and no one to be my patron.
Helms maybe would have, if he could have, but
the institute had no money. So I was told that I
could go to work at the Hygiene Institute and do
whatever I wanted, since there were no projects
for me to work on. I wasn't allowed to be
unemployed any longer
Anything I want? That seemed almost
crazy to me. But I thought up a project. I decided
to see if there were correlations between several
diseases and diets in Denmark. The institute had
food consumption surveys going back as much as
seventy years, maybe more and we also had data
about the food consumption in large farms with a
staff of farm workers going back hundreds of
years, this included the majority of the population
at that time. There was mortality data for the past
hundred years or so. It included the period of the
Second World War when diets changed quite a bit
due to scarcity and other factors. I could use the
nutrient cards and the computer which I'd just
worked on. I would take the Danish food
consumption surveys for the past fifty years, find
out how nutrients had changed and correlate them
with changes in causes of death for the same
years. I had the most success correlating heart
disease and diets because the data was easiest to
interpret. At that time people were still thinking
that butter was a factor in heart disease, but my
data indicated that rye bread as a protective factor
correlated best. I thought it was interesting and,
in the end, I created some charts which showed
that one of the nutrients most highly correlated
with increasing heart disease was decreasing fiber
intake. Not butter as people were saying then,
not cholesterol which was a popular culprit at the
time. This did not fit the existing data.
But what annoyed me about it all, was,
that no one cared. The government had paid me
for nine months and I had worked hard, but now I

could just throw the whole thing in the garbage.
It seemed ridiculous to me, a waste of money and
of my time and money for the state which had to
pay me for something no one wanted. I didn't
like that. Sure, it had fed my family and that was
good. But what irrationality. Other people were
there, Helms and Karen W. and a couple of
researchers whom I talked to during breaks. The
atmosphere was good. But they had no
connection to the work I was doing although the
institute had supplied the food surveys I used. So,
I could have thrown the whole project into the
garbage; it wouldn't have mattered. I thought my
time was worth more than that. So, I began
looking for some kind of outlet for the project.
One day I was reading the Home
Economics Teachers magazine and saw an ad for
submissions to a conference on diet and heart
disease in Munich. Since it was an ad in a home
economics journal, it would be a conference for
home economics teachers, so I figured my
somewhat atypical research situation would be
acceptable there, since they would not be
demanding top researchers. That was perhaps an
illogical thing to think. The theme was diet and
heart disease. I thought, OK, that's exactly what
I've been working on. I decided to send an
abstract of my project.
To my utter surprise I received a letter
somewhat latter saying my paper was accepted
and describing when, where and what was
expected. I read the list of other submissions and
my breath stocked. I knew some of these
researchers because I'd read their articles in the
American Journal of Clinical Nutrition and other
such journals. They were the top names in the
field and had nothing to do with home economics
teaching. I was being addressed as Dr. Klotz in
their letter. Oh my God, whatever have I done?
Holy Shit, I said to myself, I can't do this. I'm not
a specialist. Afraid I'd be in this way beyond my
capabilities and qualifications, I was thinking of
withdrawing, but I went in to Helms and showed
it to him. “This is crazy”, I said. “I'm not a Dr., I
didn't realize what this was. I think maybe I
should simply withdraw.”
He read it all. Probably took a deep breath
to hide his surprise and then he said, “I think you

should do it. The institute will support you.”
I hesitated, and then I took a deep breath
and said, “OK. I'll do it”. But there was one
more thing I had to do. Getting up in front of all
those honorable people with their doctor's
degrees and decades of research and teaching
experience terrified me. I was the only person on
the list of speakers who did not have a doctor's
degree in medicine or nutrition. I didn't want to
tremble and shake and be unable to talk. So, I
decided to take a public speaking course.
The paper which I was going to read had
to be accompanied by slides or overheads
showing graphs of the results of my research. I
had to make professional looking overheads,
printed, not drawn with pens. The institute had
the necessary machines to do this, so with Helms
help I got it all together and it looked pretty
professional, I thought, but I certainly didn't feel
professional. I was scared out of my wits.
My charts showed how during the Second World
War, levels of heart disease stopped growing, at
the same time that butter consumption and fiber
consumption went up. Then I had a chart of all
the correlations between something like 50
nutrients and heart disease. It did not fit the old
paradigm. Helms had already come to the
conclusion that it was fiber that made the
difference, but most people, even these experts
didn't know much about it.
I had never been good at public speaking.
Usually I was so petrified when I had to face an
audience, a classroom or a group of people, that
my mind went blank. I had to have everything
written word for word, so at least I had the option
of reading. That had been a problem for me from
school times and it hadn't gotten any better. It
had led to my giving up teaching my theology
seminars, although at that time it was
complicated by the panic attacks. The course I
took was an evening school course in Aarhus.
The class itself was very friendly. Everyone had
a problem with speaking in public and there was
a lot of sympathy between us. We had to learn to
speak in front of each other, in some cases
without notes. Because we were all in the same
boat, it wasn't as terrifying as being out in the
world somewhere and I started to feel a little

better about getting up in front of people. Still
scared, but not terrified. The course ended just
before my trip to Munich, so I was pretty good in
form.
To my surprise I didn't go alone to
Munich. Both Helms and Karen W wanted to be
there, I suppose, also to be sure the Institute got
some credit too. And to be sure, without them,
without Helms work on fiber and Karen's
research I couldn't have done the report. Perhaps
Helms thought if I were to get in trouble
somehow, because I was appearing as a Doctor
which I wasn't, he would be there to at least
prove there was a doctor behind the whole thing.
I didn't have a problem with that. I just thought it
was funny, that the institute people would have
thought nothing of it, if I'd have thrown the
whole thing away, but when it turned out to be
something desirable, they wanted to be part of it,
as, of course, they should have been.
My report was fairly near the end of the
conference, so I got to listen to everyone else,
and that actually encouraged me. Some of them
were so bad, that I thought OK, I can do better
than that. Some of them had assistants presenting
their work. On the whole though it was all stuff
that I knew from the literature. Nothing new.
Except mine.
The top researchers in the field were also
there. It was the early 1980's and the theory that
heart disease was caused by cholesterol in the
diet was still dominant. What I was saying was
that cholesterol didn't correlate very well with
heart disease mortality. Instead we should
consider what foods might protect against heart
disease, and if you look at it that way, what I
found was that in Danish diets the best protection
was rye bread. Well, no one had ever heard that
before, because no one had ever said it before,
although there had been experiments showing
other grains having a protective capability.
As it turned out, I was the only person
using overheads. The others had more advanced
technology. But they had the equipment for me
there and my overheads looked good. I read my
report loudly and clearly and also answered
questions at the end. It went very well. And then
I walked down off the stage and was swamped. I

was literally swamped by all these people who
thought it was all very interesting and wanted to
know more. But we don't know more, I said.
That's what we need to do research on now. Does
rye bread really protect against heart disease?
We need to do experiments to see what it does to
cholesterol for example. A lot of work still needs
to be done. They agreed.
They wanted to know what I'd published
and wanted literature from our institute. I didn't
know what to say. I had nothing. I couldn't
really say that. It would sound like I was
charlatan. Was I? In any case, Helms and the
Institute were delighted at how successful it was.
All I could do was give them Helm’s stuff and
say our institute was working on this. Which in
fact, it wasn't. The fiber project was finished.
But on the way home with Helms, I said, do you
think we could actually get the Institute to
support this research. Maybe we could do it.
There's obviously a lot of interest. Suddenly, I
had hope that maybe I could get a real and
permanent job.
I got a little rambunctious. Could we
maybe do a research project and see if people's
cholesterol would go down if they ate a diet high
in rye bread. Rye seemed to be the grain with the
highest negative correlation to heart disease in
Danish diets. Helms thought it was a good idea
too, so I tried to see if there was a way to get
money for this.
Helms wanted to try, but said it's a
problem that you don't have a Doctor's degree in
science, but he thought a rye bread company
might be interested in giving funds to the institute
to support me doing the research. We did try, but
since it was me that we needed to get money for,
everyone we talked to wanted to know my
qualifications. What were they? Truth be told, I
didn't have any, other than an interest in the
project, a willingness to do it, and my success in
Munich which should have proved that I could do
research. But no. The system was too inflexible.
No degree, no job. We tried rye bread
companies, which seemed the most logical. But
they asked what's your education? what are your
qualifications? That's all they cared about. I had
none. So, I could get no money. The project was

never done, at least not that I know of. And I
again saw all doors slamming in my face. I was
discouraged.
1984
What did this year bring? Helms wanted
me to go back to working on the Food and
Religion project. which had more or less come to
a standstill after Rudi's death. I'd been having a
good time working on it until then. I'd visited as
many countries as the grant allowed and had lots
of data. I was also working on a concept of how
and why religious commandments about food
arose and how these fit into a general notion of
how religion developed along with concepts of
the logic of inclusion and exclusion. It was I
suppose a kind of post-modernist notion even
though I hadn't read any of the post-modernists
like Foucault and Derrida, and wasn’t enthused
about reading them either, which could help me
develop the concepts as they made sense to me,
rather than taking them over from someone else.
But then I couldn't any more. My brain refused
to connect to the work I’d done before Rudi had
died. I didn't feel as if I'd abandoned the project
though, because I had taught a seminar at the
Husholdnings school several times using the
information I'd collected. I had a lot done already,
Helms wanted me to show that religious rules
about food promoted healthy diets, which
basically they did. But why? I could see that the
environment played an essential role in what
foods could be provided, thus the interaction was
essential. Of the places I’d studied, all had
different climates and environments, all had
different diets, but all of them were good. What
was bad was what industrialization had done to
traditional diets, mostly adding huge amounts of
sugar and making them lopsided in order to be
cheap. But that seemed rather self-evident by
then. So, I began delving into the religious
aspects. The gods, or God, in every case,
demanded offerings and rituals always related to
the basic foods which were the grains which grew
in the specific areas, or with meat of the animals
which flourished best in each area. This food was
offered to the gods, but consumed by the priests.

I also was looking at how the various societies
had developed, both in relation to their values,
the values demanded by the gods, and the rituals,
which often related to food and how and by
whom it was produced. It started getting quite
complicated. I was fascinated by the Adam and
Eve story of the Fall because of consumption of a
special food. I could see that food consumption
was in fact related to the creation of morality, and
the notion of good and evil. I did work on this
thesis that year.

I made quite a few trips to Moesgaard Museum to
see the religious and cultural artifacts, some of
which played a role in my studies. This is the
famous Danish gold drink horn
In addition to the theoretical work, we had
the summer house, where I kept up our garden
and where we sometimes spent weekends.
The kids had had guinea pigs as pets for
some years, the first one had been dropped by
one of the kids and had the back legs paralyzed
which however recovered. However, this guinea

Here Marek working in the garden
pig only lived three years. It was sad when it
died, but soon we had another guinea pig. When

Marek had taken this guinea pig to the
Kindergarten for show and tell, it stayed there
overnight and a couple months after we brought it
home, I was awaken one morning by the guinea
pig making a terrible racket. I went in to see what
was the matter and saw it running madly around
the cage with a tiny baby sitting in the middle. I
thought, it has no idea what to do, so I showed it,
it got the idea, and thus we had two guinea pigs.
They were sometimes taken to the
summer house and allowed to run around in the
grass rather than being stuck in the cage. Once

Here are the two guinea pigs, a black one and a
spotted one. Eventually they did die, but both
lived 7 years
one of them ran away and we couldn’t find it.
After a couple days it hadn’t returned and I
figured a fox had probably eaten it, but
amazingly weeks later it turned up in the garden
again. But at some point, perhaps that year, or the
next the kids lost interest in them and it was my
job to take care of them. I brought them to the
summer house, collected food for them and left
them there over the week, which avoided
constantly having to clean the cage.
Luckenwalde
As every year we went to Luckenwalde to
visit the Dutschkes. It was pretty much like most
of the other trips. Was this the one where they
took all of Marek’s clothes which we’d bought in
the GDR, when we crossed the border to go
home? They’d even taken his shoes and he didn’t
have any others. I complained loudly about that.
He couldn’t go bare foot. They let him keep the
shoes.

Hosea, Marek, Opa Alfred, Torsten, Polly

Marek with Opa in the Luckenwalde garden

In the GDR but where? I don’t remember. Hosea,
Birgit, Eyk, Thoralf, Polly, Helmut and Marek
wanting to get down. We had been taking little

Uncle Manfred and Marek

side trips to see a little more of the country
during those years. Once to Meissen to see where
they made the Meissen porcelain, we’d also been
to Dresden, and the Spreewald. The Meissener
porcelain was a bit expensive, but when I later
saw how much it cost in the West, I wished I had
bought some.

Manfred and Heidi’s house: Polly, Heidi, Tante
Gretchen, Eva, me
Trip through Germany summer 1984

The same place: Marek, Helmust, Eyk

Doing things together as a family was a
way to keep my spirits up. The summer that
Marek was four we decided to take a trip through
Germany to get to know the country better.
Hosea and Polly were enthused about the idea.
We had a book describing all the interesting
towns, cities and villages in Germany and what
tourists might like to see. We couldn't of course
see everything, so I said to Hosea and Polly that
they could each pick out a number of places they
wanted to visit, then we'd work our trip around
that.
There was also a solution to how we
would get around. Klaus Meschkat knew
someone who had a car. I don't think he did, or
maybe he did. The whole complication about the
car eludes me. Someone in any case lent a car to
someone else, who lent their car to us so we had

Hamburg with big gray bombastic buildings left
over from the Nazi era, as well as, new big
bombastic buildings which gave the cities their
face and beyond that, the ever diminishing
remains of war damage, except in the East where
war damage seemed to prevail. But there was no
sign of any of that in villages we drove through.
We were all impressed with the fact that
there was a place called Neanderthal. We didn't
really expect to see Neanderthal people there, but
somehow it made the existence of our human
precursors more real. They did once live there
where their remains were found. We went there
mostly just to imagine what the earth once could
have been like. There was a nice stature of
squat broad shouldered, large headed human-like
creatures and we climbed on it and took photos,
us and a Neanderthal.

Wacht am Rhine, Polly Marek, Hosea in front
three weeks to drive to wherever we wanted to
go. Klaus arranged the complicated car thing.
We took the train to Hannover where we got the
car and then set off on our Germany adventure.
The kids liked to see places where history
was made, especially Hosea. Polly wanted to see
beautiful buildings, castles and things like that.
Often the two overlapped. We drove down the
Rhine valley and saw the castle ruins on the hills,
stopped at a couple monuments - quite ugly
German nineteenth century monumental style,
very big, bulky and titanic. Germany was never
known for something that resembled Danish
design.
Yet the medieval towns were charming,
some of them quite intact, but many of them so
polished that they resembled Disney World trying
to recreate the Middle Ages, everything sanitized
and perfect. Nothing stands out in my mind
about that trip except the endless array of finely
tuned medieval towns. I'd never realized
Germany had so many of them. Somehow, I'd
always thought of big cities, like Berlin and

Hosea, Marek and Polly standing with the
Neanderthal statue in the Neanderthal valley

View with Polly looking out over the valley

Waldeck with Polly, Marek unhappy for some
reason, and Hosea

Waldeck
The trip made a kind of circle through
West Germany and ended again in Hannover
where we had to deliver the car back to its owner.
I remember it as mostly sunny, fun and everyone
enjoying it.
Making the food/religion and other videos
1984
I don't know how I came up with the idea
of trying out video production. I had a super 8
film camera that I'd used in Mexico

and on our Sweden canoe trip. But it was a
difficult job to turn the several minutes of film
into a longer composition worth looking at. I
dabbled with it and never really got into it. But
when video came along, I thought it would be
easier. I took a video course in Haderslev. How
in the world did this all start? In any case, I
remember practicing zooming in and out and
getting the person being interviewed in the right
place and trying out methods to make it look
professional. It was fun and we were able to
borrow the cameras, microphones and lights
other accoutrements to make little videos.
The first one I made was about colors and
the relativity of color. I was thinking of a video
for children in kindergarten. I got the kids in
Marek's kindergarten to be the statists and they
thought it was fun. We had a neighbor named
Elsebeth who taught music and also composed. I
asked her if she could make some music to put on

this video and she composed a lively tune which
was actually excellent and perhaps she used it
later for something else because I thought I heard
it somewhere. When the video was finished the
kindergarten got a copy of it and the kids enjoyed
seeing themselves. Whether they got the deeper
sense of the story, I don't know. I photographed
scenes through colored cellophane to show how
colors could appear different.
The next video project I decided to
produce was about food and religion. I had super
8 films and photos from Israel, Mexico and India
which I had transferred to video. And then I
interviewed people who were living or studying
in Aarhus from various countries who represented
the main religions and their various food habits
and religious commandments. For this video I
applied to the video workshop in Haderslev
which at that time supported projects by lending
equipment for free. Haderslev was quite a long
way from Aarhus, but I went down there to get
the equipment and later used their workshop to
edit the video.
It began with the slaughter of a pig. I
asked around at the Institute how I could film
such a slaughter and someone told me about a
farmer he had contact with who sometimes
slaughtered a pig, not at a slaughter house, but
there on the farm. The farmer agreed to allow me
to film this. It was my idea to photograph it, and
I wanted to make a point with it, but I found the
notion, nonetheless, very unpleasant. The idea
was to show viscerally why religions made rules
about eating meat. I set up my video camera and
the sound equipment in front of the wagon where
the slaughter was to take place. When I was
ready the farmer came with his pig. It was
obvious that this pig did not want to be
slaughtered and that it also sensed what was
going to happen. It struggled and squealed and it
took the farmer all his might to drag it up onto
the platform. I aimed the camera at the platform,
the pig and the butcher and then closed my eyes.
I couldn't bear to see it. I certainly convinced
myself in any case that it was very necessary to
make religious rules about the killing of animals,
if you were going to do it. The gods would not
be happy about it, so they had to be placated.

And almost all religions have rules and
ceremonies about this. Some, of course, simply
forbid the slaughter of animals which is the most
straightforward answer to the emotional
difficulty, but certainly not always acceptable if
human societies were to survive in cold, dry or
unfertile areas where vegetarianism is and was
impossible.
The next scene in the video showed us
eating a meal of various products of a pig,
sausages, pork chops, bacon and such. I filmed
this in our summer house and got two young
people to sit at the table along with Marek to eat
this meal.
The rest of the video consisted of the
interviews and pictures from various relevant
countries which I had taken when I'd done my
World Council of Churches project. It had cost
me a bit of money, to buy the video cassettes and
for other things. But I hoped maybe eventually I
could sell this video. It was after all, educational.
Start-up Course
I was enjoying doing video work and
once again my imagination meandered off into
the unrealizable daydreams of doing this as a job,
perhaps developing a way to make videos for
teaching various subjects and selling them to
schools or other educational institutions. I found
out about a startups course and applied describing
my goal as founding a video company that would
make educational videos. The course itself was
supposed to help you learn how to present your
project to money lenders or banks. And to help
develop the concept, to learn how to deal with
money, bookkeeping and that sort of thing. We
also went around to visit people who had
succeeded in getting a company going. I liked
the people in the course. Everyone started out
quite full of hope that they'd succeed. I didn't find
that my hope increased during the course. Still I
didn't give up either, even though I had the
feeling that I needed someone else to join with
me, someone who was strong, because carrying
the video equipment which weighed a lot, was
generally beyond my capacity, but also I just
needed encouragement to face the problems I

knew this involved. I didn't find anyone.

This is a photo of all the participants in the
course which was held at the technological
institute in Aarhus. I am the person kneeling on
the left.
But at the end of the course, we all went
to celebrate at a bar somewhere in the middle of
Aarhus. Everyone got rather drunk. This was not
unusual. It was the way people celebrated. I
couldn't drink very much, because it just made
me feel bad, but as everyone got crazier, I played
along. I hadn't done this in a long time, just
letting go and being crazy. I hadn't been able to,
but this time I did. I ended up under the table
with one of the men in the course whom I'd liked
and made out. He wanted to have sex in the end,
but this was going too far for me. We were laying
among everyone's feet. They may not have
noticed or they may have. They probably
wouldn't even have thought anything of it if they
had noticed. But I decided it was better for me to
go home.
Being sick fall 84
I got sick that winter. I don't know if it
was a period of unemployment or if it was a time
when I should have been working. It seems to
me that by all logic it was time to get a job and as
always there was no job for me. Helms wanted
me to continue work on the Food and Religion
project and by 1984 the mental blocks were
fading and I thought I could do it. I agreed to go
on with the project.
But that winter I caught a nasty flu which
wouldn't go away. I had fever, I was weak, I
couldn't get out of bed, except to do the minimum

to keep the household going. Hosea and Polly
were old enough to be a lot of help and without
them, it wouldn't have been possible. I was sick
for six weeks and during that time I wasn't able to
do much on my project. It was not going to be
finished by the time the employment period was
over. It wasn't even close to being finished. But
I thought I could go on with it afterwards because
once again I was going to get unemployment
compensation and would be free to do what I
wanted. But I was getting tired. Tired of trying
to work on a project that wouldn't gel, tired of
being sick, tired of winter, tired of Denmark, tired
of being unable to get a real job, often lonely,
feeling there was no future here. But where did I
belong? I was vaguely aware that the identity I
had created for myself had become too mixed up,
too splintered. I didn't know who I was or what I
should do that would give me a sense of
accomplishment. I was torn between Germany,
Denmark and the USA. But I longed to be able
to speak and write in a language that I mastered.
I wanted to go back to the USA. But I had no
idea how I could manage that financially. The
two oldest children were growing up, had already
become enculturated in Denmark. I wanted them
at least to be able to have some connection to the
US culture I knew intellectuality with its
creativity, diversity, complexity. Denmark, or at
least Aarhus, I thought had none of these things,
Germany had two of them, intellectuality and
complexity, but lacked diversity, so I thought.
But Germany had a language that I could not
master, and a certain harshness that made living
there difficult. The spontaneous friendliness in
the USA at least could make me feel better for a
while, until the dark side of the pervading
atmosphere of US violence invaded my
consciousness.
1985
It was about that time at the beginning of
1985 that I got a letter from one of my Wheaton
College friends, Harriet Simmons. I had seen her
once or twice over the years, going to Georgia
where she lived with her husband and daughter.
She had been a bit worried about me, especially

as my religious beliefs secularized and I would
not have called myself a Christian any more. I
don't know if she had a Calvinist or a Lutheran
orientation, whether she believed once saved you
are always saved, even if you backslide, or
whether she believed that you could fall from
grace. If it were possible to fall from grace, I
could have been in that category. She also told
me about Koinonia.
I was rather excited when I read what she
said. She described a commune near where she
lived in Georgia named Koinonia. It was, she
said, a Christian community with left leaning
politics and a compassionate and inclusive brand
of Christianity with fundamentalist elements.
She said that anyone who was willing to adhere
to their rules could live there for a while to check
it out. I think you might like it, she wrote.
Although I did not consider myself to be a
Christian, I found something attractive about the
notion of this Christian community. Maybe like
Rudi, I had to admit my Christian heritage and it
was more familiar to me than any other. I could
affirm the positive message of Christianity of
love and concern for others, for the wretched of
the earth. I believed that was the message Jesus
was preaching. Maybe that was enough. It
seemed like a way to stick my toes in the US
waters without committing myself to staying
there if it didn't work out. It was financially
feasible. It didn't cost anything to live there, but
of course you had to participate in the work of
commune. It was an agricultural commune
which meant working in fields or preparing food
or doing another more unusal job which was
building houses for Habitat for Humanity. So, I
wrote back to Harriet that I wanted to come and
would stay at Koinonia for two months to see
how I liked it. Marek would come with me.
Hosea and Polly were going to school, so they
would stay alone in Aarhus, but I thought they
were old enough fifteen and seventeen. They
knew how to take care of themselves. So, I
packed my suitcases, packed up Marek who was
then still only four years old and in February we
were off to Georgia. It was cold, dreary and dark
in Denmark and I was overjoyed to get away. In
Georgia spring was just beginning.

Koinonia 02/85-04/85
We flew into Atlanta. I don't think I'd
ever flown that way to the USA. But it was
rather close to Koinonia. We took a bus to Plains
or somewhere near there and before going to the
community I visited with Harriet. She still lived
in the same place she'd lived ever since she'd
moved to Georgia. The neighborhood had
changed. It had once been a middle to lower
middle class southern white section of town, now
it was a middle to lower middle class black
section of town, except for Harriet and her
family. But she was happy to live there and had
become good friends with her new neighbors.

Harriet’s house: Harriet, Carol, Carol’s daughter
now called Beth, Sarah
We stayed there a couple days and then Harriet
and her husband Fred drove us to Koinonia.
None of this is very clear in my memory except
for us driving along a small country highway
through wide stretching plantations whose red
earth was being plowed and through small groves
of trees, through low hills and flat lands. We
passed shabby sharecroppers houses made of now
darkened wood with low porches and a few big
colonial style houses. We went through Plains
and Harriet said, “this is where Jimmy Carter
lives. Some of that land is his peanut farm.”
“Where is his house?”
Harriet didn't know.
Harriet and Fred weren't 100% certain
exactly where Koinonia was either, so I too was
watching for a sign, and then I saw it, a simple
sign on the side of the road that said Koinonia in
black letters, not handprinted exactly but not

regulation either. I had a few butterflies in my
stomach. What kind of a place was it going to
be? How would I feel there? Would it encourage
me to come to the USA or discourage me?
“We're here”, Harriet said. There was a
mellowness in the air, the first flowers were
blooming, sunshine warmed the earth, even
though nights still got cold. Everything was
turning green and it was time to start planting.
Koinonia was busy. When we got out of the car,
someone came to greet us.
“They want to stay here for a while”,
Harriet said. “Where do we go”?
We were brought to an old yellow
building which was probably there before the
1940's. Here we had to register and give them an
idea how long we wanted to stay.
“You can stay up to six months as a
visitor”, the woman at the desk said. “You will
have all the duties and some of the privileges of
everyone else. You will be on the work crews;
you can eat in the dining hall and take food from
the warehouse for yourself. But after six months
you must decide if you want to stay longer or
leave. If you stay longer you commit yourself to
Koinonia by donating all your assets to the
community. You will receive a wage for your
work then. Everyone receives the same wage.
Children's education is paid for, and you get a
paid vacation every year. There are also some
rules. We are a Christian community, so we do
not allow unmarried men and women to cohabit.
You should dress decently and of course you are
free to participate in our religious activities.
People mostly go to church in town, to whatever
church they wish.”
“OK”, I said. “I can live with that.” I
thought the no sex outside of marriage sort of
thing was a little old-fashioned, after all we were
the second Wilhelm Reich generation. But I
didn't have any intention of getting involved in
any kind of relationship.
“So that’s all OK for you”? she asked.
“Can you sign that you agree to the conditions?”
“Going to church is not required”? I
asked.
“No”, she said. “We also have
communion here every week. That is also not

obligatory.”
I signed and we were then shown to our
apartment. It was on the second floor of one of
the old yellow wood houses and had a couple of
rooms as well as a kitchen and bathroom.
Everything was old, 1940's style, but functioning.
This is where the guests stayed as well as some
longer-term residents who didn't have a house of
their own.
We were shown where the dining hall
was. “The main meal is served there every day.
You have to get breakfast for yourself”, she said.
And she brought us to the warehouse. “You can
take whatever you need here. You will find
cereal, nuts, flour, muesli, fruit, seeds, grain,
eggs, milk and some vegetables.”
“There is a kindergarten for the young
children”, she said, looking at Marek.
I said, “it will be good if he can go. He
doesn't speak any English though. Will they take
account of that?”
“Oh yes”, she said, “and I'm sure he'll
learn English.”

In the background, the house we lived in: here
Marek with Joe. Marek got enough attention
especially from the young men who knew he had
no father, making him feel secure and playing
with him.

Marek in the middle at the Koinonia kindergarten
I brought Marek to the kindergarten the
next day which was out of sight of our house. I
decided I would stay with him until he got used
to it. There were quite a few children there, most
of them the children of the former sharecroppers.
They were all immediately friendly to Marek and
wanted him to join them, but he was shy. Give
him time, I said.
We discovered that another family lived
in our yellow house and they also had a boy
about Marek's age. He went to the kindergarten
too.
Preparing a breakfast from the produce in
the warehouse was an adventure. The supplies
seemed limitless and there were things that in the
barn would be considered luxury items, Georgia
pecans of the finest quality. I found enough to
create the best muesli I'd ever had in my life.
But everyone ate lunch together in the big dining
hall. This was the main meal of the day and
consisted of a warm meal, drinks and dessert, as
much as you could eat.
Everyone had to work. The tasks would
be assigned, but they asked me if there was
anything in particular I'd like to do. I said I didn't
really have much experience doing farm work,
but I could certainly pull weeds and I could work
in the kitchen. I got a chance to do all of those
things.
Koinonia had been founded by Christian
socialists I guess you'd call them in the 1940's
during the war, people who wanted to live in a
kind of Utopia, common property, solidarity,
equality of races and sharing the wealth. They
had bought the land which had a number of black

Friedl, a German doing alternative military
service with Aktion Suehnezeichen who made
friends with Marek

Friedl with Marek
sharecroppers living there, descendants of the
former slaves who had once lived in the same
place. The new Koinonians explained to them

that they were making a community and they
could participate in it. That meant that they could
work on the farm like everyone else, eat in the
dining hall, send their children to the farm
kindergarten and share in the profits if there were
any. They received some privileges the
newcomers didn't have, but they also had farming
knowledge and experience which most of the
newcomers didn't have.
The sharecroppers were mostly just glad
that they weren't being expelled from the land
which often did happen when new people bought
these big farms. They continued to live in their
homes and participated in the life of the
community. That remained the case to the
present, so that about half the people in Koinonia
were black and half white. But in 1944 the white
racist neighbors freaked out when they
discovered what was going there. They did not
like the idea that blacks and whites were living
on equal footing, they also didn't like the idea of
a community at all, even though it was Christian.
They decided to drive the community out. They
boycotted the products grown there and refused
to allow the produce from the farm to be sold in
the local distribution network. They didn't sell
anything to the community either if they needed
things. This quickly drove the community
toward bankruptcy. But they didn't leave. When
that didn't succeed in cowing the hardy
communards, the Ku Klux Klan made an armed
attack on the buildings. No one was killed
apparently, but some of the buildings still had the
bullet holes to remind everyone. The
community got supplies from further away and
then they got the idea of creating food products
and selling them through a mail order catalogue.
Koinonia grew peaches and walnuts, wheat and
many other things. These were made into cakes,
cookies, muesli, ready mix dough, packaged nuts
and other products. It worked. After a while
their products became known for good quality
and people from far away began ordering the
food and it was delivered. Koinonia survived and
in 1985 it was doing very well after a new
generation emerging from of the sixties turmoil
and dreams of utopia were looking for a more
caring way of living. At some point the

neighbors stopped attacking it. By then the mail
order business was doing very well, so they didn't
need to have any contact with the local networks
at all.
During the day, Marek went to the
kindergarten and quickly made friends with the
boy his age who also lived in the yellow house. I
did the tasks I had to do in the morning or
afternoon, but not both, and had the rest of the
time to write on my food and religion paper or to
talk to people. They were all interesting people.
Everyone was friendly, there were some I could
discuss politics with who understood what our
aims in Germany had been and who agreed in
many things. The weather was great. It was
February, then March, a time when in Denmark
I'd be sinking into despair, that the dreary weather
would never end. Here it was spring, everything
was growing, the farmers were planting, the
garden was already being harvested, the sun
shone, it was warm enough to go without a
jacket. But the oppressive, humid summer heat
had not yet arrived. If it could have been this
way all the time, I thought, it would be a
wonderful place to live.

Marek looking at the Koinonia pigs
Every Sunday the commune celebrated
the Lord's Supper - Communion. But it wasn't
just an oblate and a sip of wine. It was a real
meal with a glass of wine, bread and other food.
It was meant to bind the community which was
surely the original purpose of communion, I'm
sure, not some bizarre ritual about eating Jesus
body. They did not demand that people testify to
being Christian, but most of them were. Then
there was singing and dancing and it always

seemed very joyous. There was no pressure to
participate, but it was fun to do so. I was
enjoying the place.
There was a young German man Friedl
who had been sent by Aktion Suehnezeichen and
was staying for a year. He came from a farming
background and thus his job was to take care of
the fields which at that time of the year consisted
of planting. He quickly became good friends
with Marek and took him on the tractor
sometimes. He knew who Rudi Dutschke was
and thus knew of our connection to Germany.

Kids at Koinonia: Because Marek couldn’t
understand anything at the beginning, he was
shy, but got used to it.
Another family had been there for a year
or so, but it was not their first time. The man had
been a car dealer and had made a lot of money,
but he felt his spiritual needs weren't being met,
so they moved to Koinonia. The rule was that
guests could stay six months, then they had to
decided. If they wanted to stay, they turned all
their assets over to the commune. This family
had assets worth over a million dollars and gave
it all to the commune. But after a time they
thought life there was somehow too easy, so they
went to an even more spartan community.
However, after a time, they decided life there was
too harsh, so he went back into business as a car
dealer and earned another million dollars. Then
they came back to Koinonia, gave up their
million dollars again and seemed to be happy.
On Sunday people could go to church in
the neighboring towns, one of which was Plains.
Since people were of different religions, from
Mennonites to Roman Catholic, they chose
different churches, and some just stayed home.

My brother John and Betsy came to visit us at
Koinonia: Me, Marek, Betsy, John
Several people went to the church in
Plains where Jimmy Carter taught his Sunday
School Class. I thought it would be interesting to
experience this, so I went with the group which
was going there. The church was packed full. I
suspect it had to do with Jimmy Carter. There
was a large room where his Bible class met and
this too was full to the brim. His lesson was
about the parable of the coins. This parable has
been used by conservative Christians to rail
against socialism and maintain that Jesus was a
good capitalist and that the poor deserved to be
poor, justifying the ugly way American policies
refuse to support the poor and in that time, the
Reagan era, to destroy the bit of social net that
did exist. Jimmy Carter took up the challenge of
this and said that was a wrong interpretation of
what Jesus meant in that parable. You merely
had to read all the statements Jesus made about
the poor and the rich to see that Jesus was on the
side of the poor. So OK, maybe Carter had
messed up as president of the USA, but as a
Christian he definitely did not support Reaganite
Christian fundamentalism.
When the service was over, Carter stood
at the door of the church along with the pastor. I
shook his hand and then decided to see if he
possibly knew that much about European politics
to know who Rudi Dutschke was. He said he did

so I told him that was my husband. He did react
to that, perhaps a bit confused, but not unfriendly.

Building for Habitat for Humanity
One day someone came running to me
and said the fields were being sprayed with some
kind of pesticides. I wondered why it was
necessary, but they said the crops grew better and
it was only done early in the season so the
pesticide would be out of the earth and food by
harvest time. The problem though was that
someone had seen Marek going off into the
fields. The kids did that. They had pretty much
free run of the place and no one worried too
much that anything would happen. I asked where
Marek could have gone and went running to look
for him. The spraying had already started so I
grabbed him and said, “come on, we have to get
out of here quick” which seemed
incomprehensible to him, but he came when I
insisted.
Everyone at Koinonia also had a chance
to work with Habitat for Humanity, an
organization that built houses, together with the
people who would live in them around Plains.
Jimmy Carter was and still is very active in this

Removing weeds at Koinonia
organization. I visited it, but didn’t work there.
When we'd arrived in February, the
weather was gorgeous, warm, but not hot, sunny
and almost always pleasant, but by April it began
getting hot and humid. On some days it was
vastly uncomfortable and working in the fields,
pulling weeds which by that time were growing
profusely was not a task I enjoyed doing. The
dining hall was air-conditioned. The only place,
except for the storage facility that was cool,
although when cooking the kitchen was also hot.
In April I began to sneeze. At first it was
occasional and not very annoying, so I ignored it.
It didn't feel like a cold. But within a week my
eyes were itching and burning, my nose running,
and I was having trouble breathing. I'm allergic
to something, I thought. Everything was growing
now. The plants were having their sexual orgy
and I was having a rather violent autoimmune
reaction to it. Although there were times when
I'd thought maybe this is a place where we could
live, where the companionship, the meetings in
the meeting house of various sorts, and the stories
people told were compelling, but although the
Christian pressure was not great, nonetheless, I
knew that I didn't believe even though I believed
in the healing, spiritual aspect of the ceremonies
which were far more real than the wooden

enactments in a church. I felt that it would be
nonetheless, too hypocritical to stay, to live as if I
were a Christian. And the allergies began to take
their toll.
We'd been there for two months. In many
ways, I would have liked to stay, but there were
other claims on me. Because of the allergy
though, I was feeling distressed much of the time
and it seemed like a good motivation to leave.
Polly and Hosea were alone in Denmark, and the
whole goal of the trip seemed to have been
reached. I had wanted to see if there was a way I
could live in the USA, a way to survive if I
couldn't find a job. The answer was yes, I
definitely could survive in a place like Koinonia.
In April we went back to Denmark.
The summer was coming and the weather
in Denmark was better. The trip to Georgia had
reinvigorated me and I plunged into life in
Denmark again without an immediate urgency to
go back to the USA. I went back to working on
the food and religion video which was finished,
but needed a good Danish voice over, so it could
be used for teaching in schools and elsewhere.
Line in the courtyard June 1985
One day Polly came running into the
house all excited, you'll never guess who's in our
courtyard, she said.
“No, I guess not”, I answered. “Who is
it?”
“Line.”
“Line?”
“The actress from Kundskabets Trae.”
“Oh my goodness”, I said. “What is she
doing in our courtyard?”
“She's Hosea's girlfriend.”
“Goodness gracious”. I said. “That's
interesting. How in the world?”
“I don't know”, said Polly. “We have to
find out.”
Kundskabets Trae was a recent Danish
movie which had been very popular in Denmark,
so popular, that I assume everyone in the country

Line on the left in the courtyard with Marek and
Hosea
saw it. We'd also seen it because it had good
reviews and there weren't that many Danish
movies at all that were reviewed so positively.
This movie "The Tree of Knowledge" in English,
was about a school class of teenagers and their
problems with each other. Line had played the
role of the antagonist to the main figure. But she
had received the most praise and was considered
a better actress than the main figure and also had
done a better job portraying her character. I knew
all of this, so I was quite amazed at what Polly
was telling me. I couldn't imagine how Hosea
had accomplished this. He didn't go to Line's
school nor did any of the actors or actresses go to
his school. But Aarhus is not such a big city and
teenagers go to parties where kids from all the
gymnasiums in town meet, a world quite different
from what I knew where our high school was so
big, that there was hardly a need to go beyond it.
In any case, Hosea and Line were a teenage pair
and we started seeing her around. The neighbors
were more in awe of this than they'd ever been
about Rudi, who after all had been a rather
strange and eccentric foreigner who didn't speak
their language and whose importance for
Germany eluded them.
I asked, and Line agreed to do the voice
over for my video about food and religion. The
other people at the video workshop really took
notice and couldn't believe it when they saw that

Line was doing my voice over. How do you
know her they asked in awe? I answered rather
nonchalantly that she was my son's girlfriend.
That definitely raised my status at the video
workshop.
Although I'd gotten support from the
Video Workshop, the video had cost me quite a
bit of money. I thought the video had succeeded,
and that the subject was of general interest. I used
it when I taught my seminar for the household
teacher’s course which I did every year. But I
also wanted to see if I could sell it. It wasn't, of
course, professional, but it wasn't too amateurish
either. The most logical place I thought was the
Aarhus school library system. Such a video
could certainly be useful to show in schools for
various subjects. There seemed to be some
interest on the part of the school system too.
However, they were skeptical about the slaughter
of the pig. I told them I could remove that if they
didn't want it, but it did make a point. They
didn't give me an answer right away and I began
to think they had given up interest in it.

Marek Heidi, Polly, Eva, Tante Gretchen

Train trip: Marek sitting on the baggage rack
Berlin and Luckenwalde
In May we made the yearly trip to Berlin
and Luckenwalde. I wasn’t yet ready to say this
will be the last time for a few years, but it was
also on my mind. I wasn’t certain yet that I really
wanted to move to the USA.

In Luckenwalde, the red signs which praised the
Communist party sometimes urged the population
to do this or that were displayed all over, here in
Luckenwalde: Torsten, Hosea and Marek

Marek catching seaweed

Where is this? Polly, Eyk, Hosea, Marek and
Helmut

Hosea after swimming in the sea

Visit with Golli in Berlin who is holding Marek
Summer in Aarhus
Summer in the summerhouse was a
change from the usual and generally a time to
relax and go to the beach, at least if the weather
was good, which it was sometimes.

Marek on the rocks

Marek looking at the deer in Marselis forest

center of Aarhus Polly and Marek

Polly watering the lawn and Marek in the
summerhouse

Polly in the botanical garden
Helga Reidemeister and the movie about Rudi
May, 1985

Marek riding his tricycle in the courtyard

I'd been thinking for a while of trying to
make a movie about Rudi. I didn't have any

concrete plans. It was just rumbling around in
my head, waiting for an opportunity. I'd tell
people that I'd like to do it. That's all. Just talking
through my hat. But it must have sounded like a
good idea. I surely knew more about Rudi than
almost anyone. But it got back to Helga
somehow. I hadn't told her. And one day she
called me and said, “I heard you are planning to
make a movie about Rudi.”
I was surprised. I was glad to hear her
voice though and I thought perhaps she at least
wasn't intending to end all contact with me. As to
the film I wasn't planning anything, I was merely
posing the question to myself, but I didn't say
that. I wanted to hear what Helga would say.
She got to the point rather quickly.
“I want to make a movie about Rudi”, she
said. “
“Mmmm Humm”, I said. My video
courses and practice with the food and religion
video gave me some background and I was
imagining that as a future project. But it hadn't
been more than that. So, I said, “I've thought
about making a film about Rudi.”
“I thought if you were going to make one
and I wanted to make one, why don't we go
together. I think it could be a good movie.”
What came into my mind at that moment
was that she had both the technical know-how
and the physical tools to create a movie. I had
the subject matter and ideas. This could actually
work out. I said, “well, it's certainly a possibility,
why don't we talk about it.”
Helga said, “I will come to Denmark and
we can discuss it.”
She wanted to get away from the city for
a while anyway and the weather was good
enough. I hadn't seen her in quite a while and
there was no doubt that our friendship was
waning. She had another world that took all her
time, energy and emotions: making movies. I
hadn't been that impressed with her movies,
except for the one she'd done about her sister who
was a fashion model. The others were in my
view both too ideologized and too chaotic with
too much diversion from the main theme, if there
was one. But she was still a new filmmaker who
had to learn. So, she came, alone without her

boyfriend for once. Maybe she'd even broken up
with him.
We spent two days that summer, sitting on
the grass with the sun shining on us and talking
rather excitedly about what could be done. I
imagined that we would work together,
developing an idea, making a script, and although
I didn't have the ability to film it, I thought that I
could participate in putting it together and editing
it. I could see after all, and make a judgement as
to what fit and what was good and interesting.
Since the project started with developing an idea,
Helga was very happy to discuss with me mostly
about the concept. I had an idea: Hosea going to
people who had known Rudi who had played an
important role in Rudi's life, going to the
important places and learn, asking, who was my
father, what did he do, why do people care, what
does it mean for me. Hosea was 17 years old at
the time and although German wasn't his first
language, he mastered it quite well. I was sure he
could do it. He would be the person looking for
the answers to a kind of mystery, searching for
pictures, photos, articles, above all, interviews
about his father who had died five years
previously when he was only twelve. He was at
the age where he could be interested in delving
into more than just the personal remembrances he
had. Helga liked the concept. So, we parted with
the intention of developing this concept, I would
have to be sure Hosea wanted to do it, then
deciding who he would talk to, and what he
would ask them.
We met again in Berlin to discuss the next
steps. Strange but I remember the surroundings
this time as being gray. They probably weren't. I
don't know where we were. In any case, after
making lists of the people to interview and trying
to locate them, the next step was doing the
interviews and discussing the questions to be
asked, which I would have left as much as
possible to Hosea, then to get a team together.
“You and I will be on the team and who
else? I asked.
“It's not necessary”, said Helga. “You
don't have to be there when we film.”
I said, “what? we are making this
together, that means the whole film, not just the

concept.”
“You don't have the technical knowledge.
You don't know how to put a film together. This
is what I learned and why I went to film school.
I can judge whether it is going as it
should”, I said.
“You don't have the education”, she said.
“Oh”! I said, looking at her in
amazement. “I have ideas, I can judge, and I can
learn the rest.”
She shook her head, as if I were crazy.
I was taken aback. I didn't know the
technical stuff, that was true, but there was lots I
did know, intuitively. Education does not make a
wise person. That is education fetishism. Far
worse in Germany and Europe than in the USA.
It has limited German creativity, I thought. I had
been intending to develop a film idea without
Helga in the beginning. I had agreed to work
with her when she asked. But I hadn't agreed that
she take it over and make all the decisions. I was
getting annoyed. I understood that Helga had a
concept now and that was really all she wanted
from me plus to film me reminiscing.
At this point I said, “who is your team?
Do you have one?” Helga said she did. I knew
that Rudi had begun to mistrust Helga in the
latter years because of her almost uncritical
support of the GDR and her ideologized
antipathy to West Germany and West Berlin.
Rudi thought she might have been working for
the Stasi because she seemed unable to
understand the depth of his own rejection of that
regime. Although I thought Rudi was speculating
too much, and I had never considered that Helga
could be working for the GDR, I had also seldom
discussed this with Helga. We'd talked more
about women's lib and other current affairs
without much ideology. Thus, I didn't even
realize to what degree Helga supported the GDR
and its link to the west DKP (German Communist
Party). Still, I was a little worried about that. I
said, “you know Rudi was very critical of the
GDR. He wrote his dissertation about why
communism had failed to create real liberation.
“Oh yes”, she said. “We will show
critical solidarity.”
“I don't think that's what it was”, I said.

“I think it was radical critique.”
She nodded, but I don't think this
registered.
“And who is your team? I repeated. “I
don't know them. Are they perhaps DKP
(communist party) members?”
“Why”? she asked frowning.
“Because DKP members will try to
influence the ideology of this film. One of the
most important things in Rudi's political activity
especially after 1968 was his critique and
struggle with the DKP and the other communist
groups. We cannot have them. They will distort
this film into something unacceptable.”
“That is insane”, she said.
“No”, I said. “That is the truth. I don't
want members of the DKP to be on the team”, I
said. “They will simply push the film into a
defense of the GDR that Rudi did not share.
They will brush over his critique.”
Helga looked at me in amazement. “You
don't want DKP members.”
“No”.
Her face was getting red, inflamed,
twisted. I could see the anger welling up and I
could see she was about to explode. “You are an
anti-communist she shouted. How can you say
that?”
“I am not anti-communist”, I said trying
to remain reasonably cool. “But I am opposed to
the dogmatic communist organizations, that
blindly accept their authoritarian ideology. I just
don't want this film to misrepresent Rudi.”
But she didn't react to that. She said, “I
have my team and this team will make the movie,
no one else. That is that.”
And I thought, my God, Rudi was right;
she was a DKP sympathizer, I had never believed
it. Now I did. “I can't work on this film then”, I
said. “I guess this is it. I withdraw.”
But she had the concept. When she'd
calmed down, she asked, “What about Hosea?
Will you let him be in it?”
I could have told Hosea not to participate,
that it was going to be a distortion of what Rudi
was about. But somehow, I couldn't just demand,
don't do it. Helga had been my best friend for
many years, did that mean anything? I didn't

think I wanted to completely destroy her project.
so, I said, “it's up to Hosea. I won't stop him if he
wants to.”
I explained the whole thing to Hosea, my
side and her side. She was willing to pay him,
and if he thought it was important for him to get
the money, then it was up to him. I thought that
might be an incentive for him to stay. I also
thought he probably could not understand
completely what the problem was. I tried to
explain it. “Rudi opposed the GDR. He opposed
the distorted, so-called communism of their
system. He opposed the authoritarian structures
and lack of democracy. He thought the West at
least had its bourgeois revolution, soviet
communism had not. It was therefore not more
progressive, but less so. Helga does not think
this and so she will make a film that
misrepresents Rudi. As a result, I can't be a part
of it.”
“What should I do”? he asked.
“It is up to you”, I said. “You probably
need the money; you can certainly do your best to
find the truth about Rudi. You can decide.”
I hoped deep down, though I never said it,
that he'd say no. But in the end, he decided to go
ahead with it.
I did not do an interview for this film. I
thought that might make it impossible to do a
decent film, but Helga seemed to brush over that.
I wondered how anyone could get a complete
view of Rudi without talking to his wife. It made
no sense. But she was not willing to make any
compromises with me. She filmed me in my
house, packing for our move to the USA, but I
didn't talk. There was a voice over, hers, which
made it appear that I obnoxiously refused to
participate with no explanation why. This
appeared in the final version of the film. Of
course, I was very angry. The concept itself was
broken. She didn't have Hosea in very much. It
was not a film in which Hosea tried to solve the
mystery of who his father was. Instead it was a
gobbledygook of unconnected pieces, some of
which didn't even have to do with Rudi, a long
discussion between Carola Block and Helmut
Gollwitzer which was interesting in itself but had
nothing to do with Rudi, and then some

discussions in a club of some sort. It was chaotic,
had no real concept and I thought it was a terrible
film. I couldn't understand it. To give up the
chance of making a good film with a clear
concept for the sake of political expediency or
whatever it was that made her so inflexible was
incomprehensible to me. I just shook my head in
dismay when I saw the film. If only she hadn't
been so wedded to her ridiculous DKP and their
closed-minded ideology, if only she hadn't felt
that she knew so much more than I about making
films, if only, if only. But it was the only film
that anyone had made about Rudi at all so for
decades it would appear occasionally on TV and I
was disconsolate. It was also the end of our
friendship.

Marek and his kindergarten friend Thomas.
Thomas’s mother was American and black, his
father Danish. I would go to visit with Gloria
whom I’d met through the kindergarten and the
two boys played with each other.

Hosea’s gymnasium class put on the musical West
Side Story and did a great job. Hosea on the left

Tax problems, job problems, dreams about the
future and deciding to leave fall 1985
The summer as always in Denmark was
over way too fast. It started getting cold before I
felt I'd even warmed up with a little summer
sunshine. There were problems. My
unemployment period was going to end in the fall
and I'd have to go back to the made-up job. I was
getting tired of it. It was beginning to feel so
extraneous. I'd made some progress on the Food
and Religion project but it was going very slowly.
I was sad about the break with Helga.
At the Institute Helms had some hope for
me. He said that the government was giving the
university money for one new position in the
Hygiene Institute. It could either be a technical
or a scientific position. He wanted to have me
get the scientific position so that I could be
permanently hired by the university and continue
with the research threads I'd worked on and that
Helms was working on. He thought we had a
chance.
But the people who worked in the
institute got to vote on who would get the
position. There were only three people in the
scientific section, Helms and two others, but a lot
more in the technical section. They had the
majority and all of them voted for an additional
technical position. That meant I was out. For me
it was a terrible disappointment. It meant that
there was definitively no future for me in the
Hygiene Institute. I did not feel like I wanted to
spend the rest of my life in and out of projects
that no one cared about. Later I found out that
the government had begun a process of cutting in
the universities and had decided that institutes
that had less than four non-technical scientific
positions would be closed down. Because they
had not given me the position, they still only had
three. The institute was closed down and
everyone lost their position. If they had hired
me, they would have met the criterion and would
have continued to receive funding.
But things were getting worse. I had not
yet sold my food and religion video and the
government was now demanding that I pay taxes
on the money I'd used to make the video because,

they said, it was a hobby and not a job. But I
didn't have much money and I felt it was very
unjust. I didn't want to pay the taxes that I
thought should not have been. Unlike in the
USA, the Danish tax system did not give a startup
any leeway. As a result, people with new
inventions left Denmark, because it was common
that people could invest a lot of money, but not
make a profit on it for several years with the
result that they would have to pay a huge tax bill
which was impossible. At that time, just as I was
dealing with this absurd problem there was a lot
of news about someone who had invented a new
kind of contact lenses. Because of this tax
problem he'd gone to the USA and after a couple
years he was earning millions of dollars. He
would have stayed in Denmark, so he said, if he'd
not been threatened by the tax system which
wouldn't allow him to deduct any investment in
his project. I thought, well, I guess I better go to
the USA. Not because my project could earn
money there. It couldn't. It was a Danish video.
In the end the Danish school system did buy my
video and I got some money for it. But it was too
late.
As the days got shorter, the chill more
penetrating, I began to think more and more of
going to the USA. I wanted to get away. There
was too much sadness. I also missed having a
language that I mastered completely. I could put
all of that together and it almost convinced me
that I had to leave. But in the end, it was a
confluence of things that pissed me off so much
that I thought enough is enough. This is not
where I belong. It never was. I didn't want to
come here in the beginning and I never found a
way to fit in. I tried. I couldn't do it, still
sometimes engulfed by sadness.
But what about the children who knew
nothing else? How could I start a new life in the
USA? I had nothing there anymore. My dad
didn't want me too close, at least as long as I and
my children represented a possible expense to
him and his wife.
It was five years since Rudi died and I
was still in Denmark. It had seemed logical then,
being five months pregnant and when I'd called
my dad and mentioned I'd like to come back to

the USA, he said, what will you live from here?
I didn't know.
Maybe it's not such a good idea with a
little baby, he said.
But now Marek was almost five. He was
becoming as much a Dane as the other two
children. I wasn't so happy about that. I wasn't
that happy in Denmark. I had some friends, but
none with whom I could meld in deeper
communication. That is what I missed. For me
there were no expectations in Denmark. Perhaps
it was different for Danes who were completely
at one with their culture, but I could not find the
way in. And as always, I missed my language.
With German and Danish, I always needed
someone to correct them when I wrote for
publication. And I missed the nuances. I knew
enough Danish. I wrote a few articles, I could
engage in conversations, but if I had to have lost
so much, at least, I wanted my language back.
Yet life in Denmark was functioning
reasonably well. I had my job off and on at the
Hygiene Institute. We had a nice place to live.
There were always projects to get involved in. I
had a decent income. Our financial existence
was secure in Denmark, it seemed, even if I
couldn't get a permanent job. And Marek seemed
to be thriving in the kindergarten. Hosea was in
gymnasium and doing well. But Polly wasn't
doing so well in school. She was 15 years old
and it could have been her last school year. The
thought was disturbing for me: telling a child
they had to face the world on their own at age 15.
I thought it was a little barbaric, so that seemed a
reason to leave Denmark. It was all tumbling
around in my head as it had been for so many
years. Go back to the USA. But from the day
my father said to me, don't come, I didn't know
how I could do it. I had three children. I didn't
have a job. I didn't even have qualifications for a
job with a master's degree in theology. What
could I do?
In the winter I was often sick with strange
fevers that lasted a long time and wore me out. I
was lonely, I felt as if I was accomplishing
nothing most of the time. I asked myself why I
was so unhappy in Denmark and I did find some
answers: I had never found a real job. The work

at the hygiene institute depended on projects and
if there was no project, there was no work. Then
when I got unemployment money and the time
ran out, I could design my own project which was
fine for a while, but no one cared. A career was
impossible. I don't know if I really wanted one at
that point, but I did want a job that meant
something to someone besides myself. Your
work does define you in the world, one way or
other and my definition was pretty close to blank.
It was like a human desert. There was nothing it
seemed to dig down to. I had lived in Denmark
for almost fifteen years, yet it remained a place
that was closed to me, a self-sufficient place
where someone who was different, not Danish,
not conforming to the way of being in this
country was basically non-existent. It was very
strange. Germany with all its contradictions had
not been so whitewashed and there were a few
cracks.
I did not have any male friends. I was
open to that possibility at that point. It was five
years since Rudi had died. The pain was still
there, but I was still young enough to think that a
life without a man would be a shrunken life for
the rest of the years that I lived. No sex for five
years, no enticement, no arrousal, no feeling of
needing someone, because there was no one to
need. I missed it.
Helga was not Danish of course, but when
that relationship blew up and the pieces wafted
off in the wind, there was not even a reason to
stay in Europe.
The dream walking on the red earth
There was the option of going to
Koinonia. It gave an underpinning of security,
that I wouldn't end up homeless and penniless.
But it had the problems for me that it had. I
wanted to find another option. I began to have
dreams, strange dreams about going to a strange
place which wasn't Denmark. There were green
cornfields and red earth (like in Georgia), white
frame farmhouses and a feeling of great comfort
to view this scenery. Another dream walking
around a zoo where the animals weren't
necessarily in cages. It was a rocky zoo and most

of the rocks were reddish. At first it was scary
and I was afraid of being attacked, but as I
walked along, the animals were friendly. Or
another in which I was walking down a long road
going on and on and never ending. There were
dangers but suddenly a stone path made of red
rocks appeared averting the danger which I think
was falling down into a deep crevice. The path
represented safety and it went on and on into the
distant horizon, without having a particular goal.
I could simply follow that path. I knew that all of
these dreams were telling me that I didn't have to
be afraid to go to the USA and that I would
manage OK, if I went there.
Amsterdam

Hosea peeing, Marek looking on in Amsterdam

Me and Marek in Amsterdam
I am not certain when we went to
Amsterdam, but since I was thinking of leaving
Europe, I thought we ought to see a little more of
Europe before we go and because Rudi had
worked in Holland, I and the children were
getting a small pension. The money was in
Holland. I thought, we could just go there and
spend it, which would be nicer than trying to
figure out how to get it transferred to somewhere
else. So we all got on the train and went to
Amsterdam, stayed in a nice hotel and had good
food, using the money we had there.
Preparing to leave
By November it was getting very dark in
Denmark. I felt that if I stayed any longer, I
would get sick, the sort of sickness that I'd had
the winter before, a never-ending flu and fever,

but this time it would be worse. I had to go
where there was more sunlight. It was very
compelling. I decided to go to Boston.
Darlene, who'd been my college
roommate and my best friend in the college
years, was living in Boston. The last I'd seen her,
some years previously when I'd last been in the
USA, she was living in Concord, near Boston.
She'd been divorced from Jerry for a long time
then and was living with her two daughters. I'd
always been glad to see her whenever I came to
visit, and the last I'd heard she'd said, come back
and you can stay here as long as necessary. So, I
thought OK, it will be a place to start. I wrote to
her that I wanted to come. I got a letter in
answer, but it wasn't from Darlene. It was from
Jerry. I was a little surprised, but he said, we
could stay at his place until we found a place to
live and he would pick us up at the airport and
help us get settled, so I didn't think so much
about why Jerry and not Darlene had answered. I
guess I was too involved in tying all the loose
ends in Denmark. Jerry had remarried. His new
wife was Sonal who worked at MIT which is

where he met her, but she was originally from
India. They already had two small children and
lived in a fairly large house in Brookline. I had
never met Sonal. I wanted to accept Jerry's
invitation, though I was a little worried that Sonal
might find it an intrusion. But there didn't seem
to be another option. I didn't know how to reach
Darlene. So, I wrote back and told Jerry when
I thought our flight would arrive.
I had to get us moved, get plane tickets,
pack, figure out what to do with our apartment,
my bank accounts, the summer house, all the
little things. Hosea didn't want to come along.
He had his girlfriend, Line, and he was in love
with her. He was seventeen at the time and I
thought he's a little young to be on his own. But
he insisted. He was not going to leave Line. I
did not want to force him. He could continue to
live in the apartment on Groennegade which was
a solution for what to do with it. He could also
get financial support from the Danish government
as long as he was a student. I left some money
for him and also to pay the next payments on the
summer house, hoping it would be sold within a
year. Hosea, I hoped would be able to take care
of these things. But it was probably too much of
a burden for a seventeen-year-old who had no
experience with these things. He ended up being
very unhappy that we left. I don't think he ever
completely understood. But how could he? He
was in his world and did not want to leave it. He
had his school, his girlfriend, his Danish
existence. I was on the verge of descending into
absolute depression and sickness if I stayed. It
was a conflict that could not be resolved. It
would not have been better for any of the
children to have a mother who was about to fall
off the deep end. In the end, the summer house
did not get sold and the money ran out. The
government confiscated all of my bank accounts
where I'd left money for Hosea and the former
owner got the summer house back. Even with
that they apparently weren't satisfied and wanted
to confiscate more. But there was no more to
take. All of this made me so angry with Danish
government, the Danish system, the unfairness
toward me, so I thought. But perhaps it was OK.
Because then I could be glad that I was no longer

there.
I felt a need to photograph some
mementos of this last period in Denmark where
we were still altogether and decided to try to get
some good portraits of the children, trying
various ways of lighting.
It is not easy for a mother to see her
children leave the nest as they say. Part of us
would still be together for a while yet, and in the
years that followed there were many times we
spend together, in Denmark, in Germany or in the
USA. But I knew that I could not survive much
longer in Denmark. It was as if the that chapter of
my life was being ended for me and I had to
accept it, by making the decision to go.

Hosea, Marek, Polly 1985

Hosea and Marek 1985

Hosea, Marek, Polly 1985

Hosea and Line 1985

Nor do I know when I took this portrait, though I
think it was not 1985

I am not certain when I took this portrait of Polly

When was this ski trip, probably 1984 as I don’t
think we went skiing in 1985

The ski trip with Marek: look ma, no hands, or
better no poles, skiing down the mountain

