Salvations Book III Germany 1964
The Freighter
A memoir with broken pieces. Yeah, that’s
the way memory is. That’s why no one really
agrees on what happened at any time and place.
Certainly documents, diaries, photos from the
time are more likely to give a less biased picture,
but even those are snapshots and can’t tell the
whole story. I am trying to fit my pieces together
in this story. But often I can’t because I only
remember part of the story. So, I am either just
leaving it blank or trying to fill in the blanks so it
makes sense. Where I’ve forgotten and have no
documents to give me clues, I’m saying, I’ve
forgotten. But the part that I do remember or have
evidence of some sort is here. The conversations
were never recorded, but as long as I remember
the gist of it, I guess it’s OK, for clarity. This is
part three of my life, leaving the USA, meeting
Rudi, my married life and what we did, what our
family did and what I did and thought about it
then and now.
The day I arrived in Newport News it was
a gray and cloudy day in February and there was
a bitter wind. The harbor town seemed grimy
and run down. It wasn't an inviting beginning to
face a new life. I called the transport company
and they said, the ship would not be leaving that
day and they couldn't say for sure if it would
leave the next day. What should I do? Find a
place to stay, they said and call again in the
morning. I felt at a loss. Where could I stay?

This photo from the internet says it’s the YWCA in
Newport News, Virginia. I don’t remember what
the place looked like, so this is probably it.

I didn't have much money. A hotel would be
depleting my meager resources, but maybe there
would be a YWCA in town. They were generally
pretty cheap. I found out where it was, and went
there. I could get a bed in a room with another
woman for a reasonable price which seemed OK.
The room had two beds, a table and a couple
chairs. Nothing comfortable, but a place to lay
my head. The other woman was there when I
came in. She was as young as I, but in some
ways seemed older, in other ways younger. She
was from the countryside, somewhere in Virginia.
She had no money and needed a job, which is
why she was in the city. It was new for her and
she felt a little forsaken. But she was friendly
and wanted to know why I was there. I told her I
was taking a freighter to go to Europe. She
thought that was pretty brave.
“How long have you been here”, I asked
her?
“A couple weeks”, she said. “And still I
can't find a job. My money is running out.”
“I wasn't very successful at finding a job
either”, I said. But then I thought, that's not the
best thing to say. I could see she was a little
discouraged. So I said, “I did do cabin cleaning
in Yosemite. There were jobs there.”
“Why did you stop?”
“Because it was too hard. I ached from
head to toe all the time.”
She smiled. “I hope I can find a good
job”, she said.
“I hope so too.”
In the morning she got up early to go job
hunting and I called the transport company. The
boat won't leave today, they said. So I had to
spend another whole day in Newport News. At
lunch time my roommate was back.
“So you're still here”, she said.
“Yeah”, I said. “They still aren't telling
me when the ship is leaving.”
“Well, let's go and find some lunch, if you
haven't eaten.”
“I haven't”, I said. “That's a good idea.”
The next morning when I called the
shipping company, they said, come.
So I packed my stuff again and said goodbye to my roommate. She seemed a little sad that

I was going. “Good luck”, I said to her. “There
has to be a job here somewhere. I'll cross my
fingers for you.”
“Thanks”, she said. “And have a good
trip.”
I took a taxi to the harbor and the taxi
driver located the ship. It cost a dollar and I
didn't give the driver a tip. Perhaps I just forgot,
I wasn't used to taking taxis, but afterwards I felt
bad about that. He had been helpful. Odd that I
remember my guilt feelings about it.
I stared at the ship. “That's it?” I asked.
“That's it”, he said. The ship was old and
rusty. I was wondering if it was seaworthy. It
didn't inspire confidence. There was a wobbly
stairway made of chains banging against the side
of the ship which led from the ground to the deck
which I had to climb holding my suitcase and
guitar while the stairs under me swayed back and
forth. It was harrowing going up. Once on deck
I saw a small group of people standing there with
their luggage, looking a little bewildered, so I
walked over to them.
“You're all passengers?” I asked.
“Of course,” they said. “And you are too
I suppose.”
“What are we supposed to do?”
“No one knows. No one has appeared
here except us. I guess we just wait.”
Everyone was looking each other up and
down, measuring, guessing what kind of
shipmates we'd have. Most of them were young
men, but besides me there were a couple of
women who were clearly older than I. The day
was passing, the pale sun that occasionally shone
through the clouds was already lowering. It was
windy and cold on deck and we were hoping we'd
be able to go inside pretty soon. “Hopefully
they're not going to leave us on the deck all the
way to Europe”, I said.
Everyone laughed.
Finally a rather rough looking sailor man
did come. “So is everyone here?” he asked.
“We're all here”, one of the young men
said.
“Good”, said the sailor. “Then I will
bring you to your rooms. You will eat at the
captain's table so be there for supper tonight at 7

o'clock.”
“Where are we going?” one of the women
asked.
“I don't have that information yet”, said
the sailor. “You will find out tonight.”
My room was big and airy and I was in it
alone. This at least compared favorably to the
ocean liner I'd once taken from Montreal where
we were four squeezed into one little room. This
room had a bathroom attached, and seemed as
good as a middle-class hotel. I was feeling a bit
more at ease. At dinner time we were directed to
the captain's dining room. There were twelve
passengers, four women and eight men. The
captain came in before the food was served and
greeted us. He told us his name in strongly
accented English and said, “I am German. Most
of the crew is German. The ship will be leaving
port tonight. We are taking a load of coal to
Antwerp and we should be there in about two
weeks.” He was a big burly man who seemed a
little gruff, but not unfriendly. The meal was big
and Germanic, but good. I ate a lot as I'd been
living on snacks more or less since I'd left New
Haven. When we were finished eating, the ship’s
horns were blowing and we went back on deck to
watch as we slowly drifted away from the pier.
There would be no solid earth under our feet for
two weeks.
It did not take terribly long for me to
realize that the four women on this ship were a
scarce commodity. Besides the eight male
passengers, there were an additional 42 sailors.
Every one of these males was horny. I sidled up
to the women who looked me over, noted my
American accent and decided they didn't want too
much to do with me. But they were older and
apparently more experienced in situations like
this, and one of them said, “you are going to need
protection.” I noted that they must have been
German since they spoke German when they
were together.
Soon enough I knew what they meant.
That night after we’d eaten, the male passengers
were courting me. One after the other. They
would try their charms on me and I thought this is
really bizarre. They seemed to be rather macho
young American men who were going to test

their manhood I guess, not at all like the college
intellectuals I was used to. They were nice
enough, but I knew exactly what they wanted
from me, and I didn't want to give it to them.
That night I didn't sleep very well. The
motor rumbling, the swaying, everything was too
strange to allow me to relax. Then as I was about
to drop off to sleep, a light flashed into my eyes
waking me again. I saw that it came from my
porthole and I wondered how anyone could even
be there as I hadn't been aware that there was a
deck outside my room. I was scared. The
window was locked and so was the door, so I
didn't think whoever it was shining that flashlight
at me could get in. I hid under the covers and
hoped he'd go away. But it was eerie.
I didn't meet the Dane until the next day.
I was sitting next to him at breakfast, which once
again was hearty but good. As he spoke with an
accent, I asked him where he was from. I soon
found out that he was a journalist who had spent
the past year in the USA, mastering American
English, learning about American society. He
was smallish and quite a bit more delicate than
the other men, but he had a funny sense of humor
and seemed more city sophisticated than the
others had. His name was Jørgen Siegumfeldt.
During that day, as I was still unattached, the men
continued to swarm around me. I felt a little like
a queen bee who was being suffocated. But
Jørgen stayed away. After supper I saw him
walking alone so I hurried to catch him.

This is one of two photos I have of Jørgen. He
gave them to me to remember him by and of
course, I do remember him. But I don’t remember
him looking so serious and bulldoggish. Nor do I
remember him with this weird hairdo. But I guess
it was the style then.

He grinned when he saw me.
“Let's go on deck and get some fresh air”,
I said.
He looked surprised and for a moment I
wondered if that was rejection.
“Only if you want to”, I said a little
confused.
He noticed me slightly withdrawing, “I
thought you were with one of those American
guys”, he said.
“No”, I said. “I'm not.”
“But...”
“Don't worry”, I said. “If you go with
me, they won't slaughter you, I don't think so
anyway.”
“OK”, he said. So he came onto the deck
with me. It was cold and windy and not a place
you could stay very long.
What can you do on a freighter carrying
coal from Newport News to Antwerp in the
middle of February? I hadn't really pondered it
that much before I got on the boat. It was simply
a tool to get me to where I wanted to go. But it
was going to take two weeks and that was a lot of
time to fill up. The freighter did not have a
swimming pool or entertainment, sitting rooms or
libraries. It had a dining room where the
passengers and the captain ate their meals and it
had bedrooms. There was a room with tables
where you could play cards. But really how
could one spend all that time.
By the next day, two of the older German
women had hooked up with the German
stewards, the other woman had chosen one of the
American guys. All the other men were left to
their own devices. I spent my time getting to
know Jørgen. He was funny, sometimes
intellectual, sometimes a little goofy. He liked
black American culture and understood in his
way the American “rebel without a cause”
generation. He said his family had been
Communist and had been in the resistance when
Denmark was under occupation by the Nazis.
“And now?” I asked.
“They live in Copenhagen. They live a
good life like most Danes.”
Not knowing what else to say, I
asked,“How about religion. Do you believe in

God?”
“Probably not”, he said. “Denmark is not
a religious place. It's not like the USA.”
Being on a ship you are enclosed in a
mini-society with no way out. It has it's own
rules and morals, there is no connection, it seems,
to life outside. What you do refers only to this
period of timelessness. So for me, it did not seem
connected at all to the weeks I'd spent with Steve.
Once I had gotten to know Jørgen it was apparent
that about all we could spend our time doing on
this ship was to go to bed together. If I slept with
Jørgen, so I thought, it meant nothing to the
grounded relationship with Steve. I don't think I
had any qualms about it. Not many anyway. I
wanted to sleep with Jørgen and he moved into
my bed for most of the rest of the trip and that is
not an exaggeration. Because that night we ran
into a storm. The boat which had swayed fairly
gently until then began to bounce, kind of like a
bucking bronco. I threw up my supper. I lay
stiffly in bed, trying not move in a way that
would cause stronger waves of nausea. I tried to
will myself to sleep and in the end I did sleep.
But in the morning just getting up to go to the
toilet, I began to throw up.
“I feel terrible”, I muttered to Jørgen.
“Are you OK?”
“I'm OK”. he said and looked at me
turning green in the face. “You don't look very
well. Do you want to stay here? I could bring
you some breakfast?”
“No breakfast”, I said. “I couldn't eat.”
“It's better to eat something,” he said.
“I'll bring something for you.”
He went to breakfast and came back with
some food which I ate and promptly threw up. I
stopped trying to get up and then even to eat. But
I still threw up even when there was nothing left
in my stomach. So I was stuck in bed, but when
Jørgen came to lay beside me in the periods after
I'd thrown up and felt slightly better for a while,
we made love. That made me forget how awful I
felt, so I was glad he could do it. He never got
sick.
The storm kept up for some days. One
morning Jørgen came back from breakfast and
said the captain had told them that a ship had

sunk in the storm less than a hundred miles away
from us.
“Oh”, I groaned. “Is that to imply that we
might sink?”
“I hope not,” he said.
“Oh well”, I said, “I don't think I'll ever
be able to get up or eat again, so what does it
matter.”
“What about sex,” he said.
“Well, I would miss that.”
I was throwing up a little clot of green
slime by then. Nothing more. But I felt no
better.
“Why don't you take some seasick pills?”
“I have,” I said. “But I throw them up
before they can work.”
Yet one day, when we'd been sailing for a
week, I woke up in the morning and felt an
overpowering hunger. I stood up to go to the
bathroom and nothing happened.
“I'm going to eat,” I said to Jørgen.
He looked at me in surprise. “You don't
have to throw up?”
“No,” I said. “I don't feel nauseated and
look, I'm standing up.”
“Congratulations,” he said. “I think you
got your sea legs.”
“It took a long time,” I said. I ate
breakfast that day and when I walked into the
dining room everyone clapped. “You've been
away a long time”, the captain said.
I nodded. “It wasn't nice.”
“So you must be very hungry.”
“I am.”
“Well, welcome back. There's plenty of
food.”
“Is anyone else still sick?” I asked.
“Yes, there are a few still sick. You're
lucky, you've gotten over it.”
By the second week the sailors were
getting crazy, being cooped up in too small a
space for too long. One day I went on deck and
some of them were out there fighting, tearing at
each other like cocks fighting. I moved away
from them but watched. They had no inhibitions
and pretty soon blood was flowing from the faces
of several of them, but they didn't stop. They
were wild animals tearing each other apart and

perhaps they would have fought to the death if
the captain hadn't arrived, screaming in rage. He
opened a trap door in the deck floor and began
flushing the sailors down into it. There must
have been no stairs there because they held onto
the edge of the opening as if they were swinging
in the air. The captain stepped on their fingers to
make them let go. They screamed and I thought,
oh my God, this is horrible. When he finally had
them all pushed into the hole he tried to slam the
door down on their heads. They didn't move out
of the way, so he had to put his whole weight on
the door to make it go down. Even when he got
it closed, I could still hear the sailors banging on
the door.
But we weren't in Antwerp yet. Everyone
was getting restless and it still was a couple days
away. That was the worst period. Everyone was
stir-crazy, the perpetual rolling, seeing the same
people every day.
But the day did finally come when
someone yelled, land in view. We couldn't see it
from the deck, but we believed it. We would land
the next day. That afternoon I walked through
the ship with no particular goal in mind. There
wasn't much of a walk. On the landing between
decks there was a big barrel which hadn't been
there before. I walked over and looked into it.
To my astonishment it was filled with condoms,
thousands of them, a whole barrel full in fact. I
burst into laughter, thinking these sailors were
apparently expected to fuck every female in the
city of Antwerp. But it was too much to just let
this pass without doing something. I took a
handful of them and walked away, into my room
where I filled one of them with water and tied it.
It was now a roly poly white blobby ball. I went
back out to see if anyone was around to tease.
Pretty soon one of the stewards came by.
I held up my ball and as soon as he saw it he
started to laugh, so I shunted it into punting
position, threatening to throw it at him. He
laughed at that too. So I said, “do you think I
won't throw it?”
“I don't know,” he said.
“I might,” I said.
One of the passengers heard us talking
and appeared around the corner. When he saw

the situation he too started to laugh, so I said to
the steward, “should I throw it at him?”
“Yes,” said the steward.
“No, throw it at him,” the boy said.
We must have been fairly loud because
more people were appearing and all of them were
laughing. Do it, they started to chant. Throw it.
“Who should I throw it at?” I said.
Everyone pointed at someone else, so I
said I'm going to close my eyes and throw.
The watery ball slide out of my hand and
headed toward one the bystanders. It landed on
the floor with a loud splat and splashed water on
several people. Everyone cheered. And then, I
don't know quite how it happened, but within a
few minutes everyone had a water-filled condom
and a massive free for all began with these things
splattering against sailors and passengers, the
walls, doors, floors, everything. Pretty soon
word of the craziness had spread all over the ship
and all the sailors were there, everyone shouting
and laughing. The floors were covered with a
film of water which made them slippery and
people were soaked from head to foot.
Inevitably the noise aroused the captain.
He strode into the area with a red face and
howled. Stop! But we still had full balls in our
hands and these simply escaped our hands, at
least a couple of them going splat on the captain,
who was more enraged than ever. “Go!” he
yelled at the passengers. “Go to your rooms.” To
the sailors he said, “you will clean this up.
NOW!” Everyone's face dropped a little, but it
still seemed like a victory of sorts. We had
broken the unspoken rules, instigated a rebellion
and created a curious commonality among
passengers and crew. Even after our
depredations, the barrel still had lots of condoms
in it for the sailors to use the next night in
Antwerp.
By supper time everything was back in
place, the sailors were down wherever they were
supposed to be and the captain sat at his place at
the table, calm as ever, ready to enjoy his meal.
He didn't say a word about the Ragnarök. I don't
know if he knew I'd started it. But I do not
believe he punished the sailors other than that
they had to clean up the mess.

In the morning we were in port, but it
took a while before we could leave the ship. We
collected our luggage and stood waiting to get
out, everyone at the same time, both passengers
and crew. No one had to get anywhere in a hurry,
so we decided to stay together, all fifty or so of
us. It must have seemed slightly like a rampage
as all of us left the ship, pushed our way through
the harbor and headed in a pack toward the low
life end of the city. We passed dingy bars, cheap
food stands, day time hotels, drunks, and
prostitutes, sailors, and the curious. We stayed
together for the rest of the day, eating lunch in
one of the grubby restaurants which probably
never had so much business at once. In the
evening, we went to some bars where there was
music and dancing, but then gradually people
said they had to go, some to catch a train to
somewhere else, the sailors I suppose found
women, and I decided to stay one more night
with Jørgen in one of the cheap and shoddy hotels
in the district.
In the morning Jørgen and I went to the
train station. He was off to Denmark and I was
headed for Ebersberg, a village in Bavaria where
I was going to learn German at the Goethe
Institute. At first as I sat on that train, it seemed
so quiet, so still, and a little lonely. But then I
looked out the window, watched the scenery, on
my way to a country I'd never been to, to an
adventure that would unfold in ways I could
never have imagined.
Amin Farhang
Ebersberg is a little village in Bavaria,
tucked between well-cared for fields with the
Alps visible in the distance on clear days. I
stepped off the train that late February day of
1964 with my guitar in one hand and a suitcase in
the other, feeling lonely and somewhat
abandoned after the long trip, but curious.
Standing there on the platform, I looked around
me and could see the whole town. The houses
were white or yellow with tile roofs, big, clean,
modern-looking, the streets were clean,
everything was clean. Around the village the
fields, some plowed, but most still a winter
brown, stretched to the snow-covered mountains
in the distance. It was not difficult to find the

Goethe Institute. It and its international students
were the only things of note in this little town and
the director of the Institute was the most
important person and well-looked upon by the
townspeople.
After announcing my arrival, I was shown
to my room. Each of the students had a clean and
modern, though small room with a big sink, I'd
never seen such a big sink, sparkling white walls
and a massive picture window looking out over
the fields to the distant Alps
With some trepidation I approached my
classroom on the first day. Because I'd had some
German in College, I was able to remember
enough to skip the beginners class. I wondered
what the other students would be like. As always
in a new place, I had a few butterflies in my
stomach. I wasn't the first in the room nor the
last. I picked a seat in the middle and observed
those around me. There were more men than
women. They seemed to be mostly around my
age. Many looked Middle Eastern, there were
some Europeans as well, but not many
Americans. Most of those in my second level
class had already gone through level one, so the
place wasn't new for them and I could tell that
they knew each other. But they were also curious
about the few new faces in the class, including
me. That was good. I was drawn in and didn't
have time to feel left out.

Amin and Kasim in Ebersberg
By the end of the first day of classes a
French woman named Denise had approached
me. She spoke with a strong French accent and
seemed worldly wise. She was somewhat older

than I. She was also new to the school, but had
learned a little German she told me from her
previous job, so she was also placed in level two.
As the two new women we quickly became
friends. When I told her my name was Gretchen,
she conveniently forgot it, probably because it
was completely unpronounceable for her, and
during our second day of class, she saw me
reading a letter from my Wheaton friend, Carol.
She saw Carol's signature and decided rather
arbitrarily, that that was me, which made no
sense, except that she must have found the name
Carol more to her liking. So, she called me Carol
with a very French sounding R and soon
everyone was calling me Carol. It was a little
disconcerting, but somehow, I also found it
amusing, so I let it go.
There were a number of men from
Afghanistan in the class who wanted to pursue
their university studies in Germany. Two in
particular always seemed to be together, and
perhaps because Denise and I also became a
noticeable twosome, they gravitated to us. One
of them was named Kasim and the other Amin.
Amin was a gentle, mild-mannered and obviously
highly educated person whom I liked. He was
long and slim with brown hair and hazel eyes.
Sometimes the two of them would sit with the
other Afghanis and discuss, sometimes heatedly,
in their language. I wanted to talk to Amin, but
our only common language was level 2 German.
Still we tried. Amin was enthused about his
country. He wanted me to know everything. He
drew maps for me, "Here is where the Pashtuns
live", he said, "and their traditional homeland
extends to part of Pakistan." He tried to explain
the problems this caused, but our German wasn't
sufficient to get the ideas across very well.
“Are you Pashtun?” I asked him.
“No,” he said.
““What are you then?””
“I can't explain. But I am from Kabul and
my language is Dari. We also have different
languages in Afghanistan.”
Then he pointed to the map he'd drawn
again. “See the Soviet Union is right there, very
close. They are our neighbor, so Afghanistan has
connections with the Soviet Union. We have

trade and we need to have good relations with
them.”
“Are you a Communist?”
“No, I am a monarchist,” he said. “We
have a king. But we also want democracy for our
country.”
“So is it good to have a close relationship
with the SU?”
“Yes,” he said. “It is better than the USA.
They have betrayed us.”
I was somewhat puzzled, I wondered how
the USA could have betrayed Afghanistan, but
our language put limitations on how much he
could explain. I understood that he believed that
closer relations with the SU were necessary for
Afghanistan to develop, but I didn't know why. I
enjoyed talking to him and it was forcing me to
master as much German as possible.

Me and Amin in Ebersberg. He was sweet,
sometimes a little melancholy and often fingered
his prayer beads, although he didn’t believe in
God, so he said.
We hadn't known each other very long
when he admitted to me that he was in love with
a woman in Afghanistan. Her name was Zora.

They had wanted to marry, but her parents would
not allow it. After some round about attempts at
explanation, he finally made it clear enough that
she belonged to the royal family, sister of the
queen, and because he was not nobility, they
didn't accept him. I thought it was a terribly sad
and dramatic tale. He seemed to have accepted
that he could not marry Zora, but he was still
very conflicted about it, sometimes pining away
like a dejected rejected lover. “Zora wanted to
marry me,” he said. “Maybe it still can be.” I
assumed from what he said, that he was not
interested in a boyfriend - girlfriend relationship
with me. But that wasn't what I was looking for
anyway. Nonetheless, I felt a twinge of jealousy
and I was angry at myself. Did I want everyone
to be in love with me? When I had no intention
of reciprocating? What was I thinking? (In the
end he did marry Zora some years later, and then
after they’d had two daughters separated.)
I told him I had a boyfriend in the USA
that I was going back to when I learned German.
But then I thought if I talk about this it will make
him sad. I had no doubts in my mind about my
future with Steve. But I wasn't missing him
because every day was so full of new
impressions, feelings, learning, discoveries and
insights. There wasn't time, although sometimes
in the evening I'd take out my guitar and sing
blues songs that reminded me that somewhere on
the other side of the ocean was a man that was
waiting for me and I was going to go back to him
soon enough. Jørgen hadn't distracted me from
that intention, Amin would not, no one would. It
was the one certainty in this meandering
existence, I thought.
Denise got a job in Munich, which was a
fairly short train ride away from Ebersberg. She
said she needed the money to pay for the course
and to have something to start her life when the
course was over. She worked nights a couple
times a week and the following day she'd arrive
by train in the morning and go to class. She
wasn't very attentive in class on those days and
she looked a little sickly.
“What kind of work do you do?” I asked
her.
“I work in a night club,” she explained.

Me, Amin and two other Ebersberg students who
were from Africa. I don’t remember their names.
“I'm a companion for the guests.”
“What does that mean?”
“I sit with them, make small talk,
encourage them to buy lots of wine. The more
wine they buy, the more money I get.” She
shrugged. “And they give me tips. You could do
it. You earn good money.”
“No,” I said. “I couldn't do a job like that.
I don't drink wine anyway.”

This is the only photo I have of Denise. She is the
second person from the left.
But maybe because of Denise’s job some
man found out that there were young girls at the
Goethe Institute. He appeared there one day,

friendly to all of us. So I was friendly to him and
he focused on me, complimenting me, trying to
make nice small talk. Eventually he said he
could offer me a job in Munich.
“What kind of job?” I asked. I didn't have
much money either, so I wasn't opposed to
earning something.
“It's like a receptionist,” he said. “You
could earn a nice salary.”
So I said, “well maybe.”
“If you're interested, I'll come again,” he
said.
“OK,” I answered.
When he left, Denise came to me and
asked what he wanted.
I said, “he offered me a job.”
She laughed. “It’s not a job. It's no
good.”
“What then?”
“Don't go, don't talk to him again. It
could be dangerous.”
But he came again and wanted to see me.
Both Denise and Amin had the task of keeping
me hidden and scaring him away. I watched from
a window upstairs and saw him getting angry as
Denise told him I wasn't there and that I wasn't
coming back and that he should go. He was
insistent, so she started to yell, “she's not coming.
Leave her alone.”
Amin shouted at him too, "get off the
school property. You don't belong here."
“What do you have to say about it? he
shouted back. "She said she wanted the job."
"Do you want me to get the director?"
Denise yelled.
He seemed a little cowed by that and
started walking away. "I'll come back," he
shouted.
“No you won't,” Denise and Amin both
shouted. "If you come back, we'll have the police
here right away." He left and never came back.
Afterwards Denise said, "you are too
naive. People like that, they go after innocent
girls and kidnap them. Don't ever do that again."
I was a little scared. I hadn't liked him, nor had I
liked his manner, but I didn't think he was
dangerous. I wondered how I'd ever know.
The weeks went by. It was April, the sun

started to shine more, the grass turned green,
farmers plowed and planted and our German
slowly improved. My conversations with Amin
got a little more detailed. Not enough that I
could really understand everything he tried to say,
but I was fascinated by him. He was mysterious,
enigmatic, and charming all in one. I'd
sometimes watch him when he was with the other
Afghani men and he was animated, opinionated
and they seemed to look up to him. I couldn't
guess why, except that I knew he was smart, his
German was better than any of the others and he
was diligent and knowledgeable in class.
Sometimes I would think if I didn't have Steve
could I ever even imagine developing a
relationship with him, if he could unbind himself
from Zora. And I'd think why speculate. I have
Steve and he's the only one I want.

Me and Amin in Ebersberg
One day Denise suggested we go to
Munich to sight-see and go out on the town at
night. We could stay overnight on the weekend
when we didn't have classes. Since arriving in
Germany, I hadn't seen much more than this little
country backwater village. I wanted to see
Munich. Of course, we had to have Amin and
Kasim along too. That would add spice to the
whole venture. They wanted to go. I suspect it
was a macho thing for them to spend the
weekend with two Western girls. Thus, it was that
the four of us went to Munich.
I had never been in a nightclub like the
one Denise brought us to. It was huge and full of

men and some women, dressed up and trying to
look sophisticated with their drinks in their
hands. Lights flashed, music blared, waiters
weaved through the guests and the show girls all
mingled together. The show girls pranced and
danced wearing high heels, dressed scantily in
pink underwear, but with huge pink and white
plumes emerging from their behinds. They
strutted around the room with their plumes
floating up and down, brushing our faces and
shoulders and the heads of the guests; the men
watched them with guile. After whipping up the
testosterone in the audience they climbed onto
the stage and danced to the kind of music that I
imagine goes with pornographic sex. Amin and I
did not drink alcohol, but Denise did. I don't
remember whether Kasim did. We watched this
show until it finished late at night. It seemed
overtly depraved to me. But I thought that I
should have a notion of what it was that people
did at such places. We got a room for the night
with two double beds, so all of us were sleeping
in the same room. Denise was going to sleep
with Kasim, which left no other option than for
me and Amin to sleep in the other bed. I held my
feelings in check because we both had someone
else. I could be in the same bed with Amin
whether something happened or not.
But I stopped speculating about it when I heard
Kasim say, “in Afghanistan men do not have sex
with women who have pubic hair, so can you
shave it away."
I was taken aback. He wanted Denise to
shave her hair off, so I waited to see how she
would react. Perhaps she was a little surprised
too, and she said. "You want me to do this?
"Yes," he said quite resolutely.
"Alright," she said. She got a razor and
filled a pan with soapy water and then turned the
light off. She did this while I sat there beside
Amin in the darkened room with enough light
shining in from the street so that Denise could see
what she was doing and so could we. Amin said
nothing. Perhaps he was as amazed at all of this
as I was.
Amin and I did not have sex. We simply
lay there beside each other and listened to our
roommates, rustling the covers, bumping their

bodies into each other, breathing, making soft
sounds. I don't know how Amin felt about it. He
didn't say. Whatever kind of relationship we had,
it was bounded by his yearning for a girl in
Afghanistan, and the fact that we were only in the
same space temporarily. He belonged to
Afghanistan and I did not. It was OK with me.
The affair with Jørgen had been on a ship out of
time and space, but here we were grounded and it
made a difference. Still, for everyone at the
Institute Amin and I were viewed as a couple, and
some of the middle Eastern men did not like it.
They were never overt about it, but I felt a little
uneasy in the presence of some of them. Maybe
they also envied Amin and Kasim, too, in fact, I
imagine they did, because they were the only two
who had girlfriends, the others could only stare
full of craving.
One evening when Amin and I were
taking a walk through the countryside together on
a lonely little road that led out of Ebersberg,
suddenly a car appeared in the distance. I didn't
think anything of it at first, but then Amin who
was holding my hand squeezed it in a tense way
that made me look at him. He was uneasy.
"What's the matter?" I asked.
He said nothing, but he clenched my hand
in a harder grip. As the car approached, I could
see that there were a bunch of men in it whom I
did not know. They weren't from the Institute
and they weren't from the village. But the car
didn't drive past us. It slowed down, the men
stared at us and then suddenly it swerved toward
us, directly at us.
Run, Amin whispered sharply and I could
sense his fear. He yanked me away from the road
and we jumped into a newly ploughed field that
was filled with huge clods of soft mud. It was
hard to run through it because the mud stuck to
our shoes, weighing us down, but with so much
adrenalin somehow, we did. The car gassed up
aiming directly at us and virtually flew off the
road. But when it hit the mud it sank. We kept
running until we were out of breath, then I looked
back. The car was stuck in the mud and the men
were cursing and trying to get it out.
“Don't look,” said Amin. “We have to
keep running,” and he gave another tug on my

hand. We have to get back to the institute as fast
as we can. We stayed out in the field though and
cut back that way, thoroughly covered with mud.
The men did not follow us.
I asked Amin what this was all about, who
they were and why they were doing this, but he
couldn't explain it. I think he knew, but it was
either a language problem or he didn't want to tell
me.

The whole school made a day trip to a Salt mine.
I’m not sure which one it was. In any case, we
had to wear these outfits to protect our clothes.
Then we sat on this little train which drove us
through the mine. It was underground. The best
part of the tour was the slide going down. It was
a very long slide which whizzed us down past
layers of tunnels to the bottom, the longest slide I
ever was on and great fun. In this photo I am
third from left.

Berlin 1964
At the end of the two-month course, I
wasn't sure what my next step would be. I
needed real life experience talking to Germans in
order to master the language. The Goethe
Institute provided a basis, but most of the time we
were talking to people who knew no more
German than we did.
"I'm going to Berlin," Denise told me.
"It's big, it's interesting, it's got a wall through the
middle. And there's always something going on
there. It's really the place to go. So, why don't
you come with me."
"Berlin?" I hadn't thought of Berlin. As
far as I knew Americans tended not to go there,
Munich maybe, Schwabing. Maybe there was
something a little scary about Berlin. On the
other hand, I didn't have a better idea and Berlin
really was interesting, a place that was still
dangerous, a cold war pivot point, surrounded by
Communists, the edge of the "free world". I'd
never been in a communist country and to get to
Berlin, unless you flew, you had to go through
East Germany, the soviet zone, the German
Democratic Republic (GDR). After all the years
of my childhood hearing about how these godless
monsters would devour us, which I didn't believe
any more, nonetheless, I wanted to see for myself
what the truth was.
We'd be on the train chugging through a
communist country for many hours. I didn't
know if it was safe. Maybe they grabbed people
off the train. I was sure I'd heard about things like
that happening. But did they grab Americans off
the train? I didn't know that for sure.
It was the beginning of May; spring had
come. Everything was green and when the sun
shone it was warm. The earth was friendly and I
was full of undefined expectations. I said goodbye to Amin which was another melancholy
parting. But we planned to see each other again.
For Denise and me it was a normal trip to
Munich, the one we'd already made a number of
times. There we changed trains to go to Berlin.
And like every train ride, time and space blend as
you traverse through the peephole from one set of
spaces to another. My mind and body were
flowing through gently rolling hills, the perfect

villages and green fields of Bavaria, the Germany
we'd come to know, that is until we reached the
border to the GDR. It felt like entering a jail
where you never may be able to get out. The
train crawled very slowly into a kind of walled
passage where uniformed guards stood along the
tracks holding big ferocious German Shepard
dogs whose eyes seemed to pierce through the
train.

Walls around train tracks at DDR borders.
I had no camera at that time and no one took
photos of me. I found all of these photos on the
internet, in order to give an idea of what it was
like in Berlin at that time.

Guard and dog
There was a jolt and a squeal as the train braked.
And then we sat there and nothing happened. It
took a long time, then finally we heard the doors
open and two guards with a dog came into the

car. They looked at everyone's passport, let the

Inside the train
dog sniff under the seats, sometimes they made
people open their luggage. Their faces were noncommittal, emotionless, while we were virtually
paralyzed, fearing that any movement would
make us seem suspicious. Hours later the train
started moving, slowly past the cement walls, the
guard towers, the plowed and mined border and
then into the GDR. The fields were big and less
well cared for. The houses were gray or tannish
stucco or rain stained brick. Everything was old
and gray, houses, trees, trucks, the few cars on
the road, buildings, railroad stations, all pre-war
remnants, shabby or pre-fab artless buildings that
housed factories, I suppose, or animals for the
collective farms, or stores where people could
buy their groceries. At the railroad crossings
people on bicycles waited for the train to pass.
There were almost no cars, but there were
Russian army and transport trucks. They too
looked old-fashioned and slightly dilapidated.

Guards waiting for trains

Communism in practice looked dreary.
Living in West Berlin
At the border crossing to West Berlin, the
process was about the same. Guards with dogs
again, now as it was evening, the cement
walls were brightly lit with flood lights. The
soldier border guards banged on the bottom of the
train cars to be sure no one was hiding there, the
dogs sniffed under the seats, they checked the
luggage racks, they stared at us to see if we
looked suspicious and returned our passports
which they'd taken when we'd entered the
country.
With the procedure completed, we moved
on slowly into West Berlin. The city was a
massive burst of light after the GDR dimness
we'd been traveling through. It was a big and
bustling city, the showcase of the West. It had to
appear new and bright.
Soon after we arrived in Berlin Denise
got a job as a companion in a bar, the same thing
she'd done in Munich. For that she had to spend
the evening with a man, encouraging him to drink
and accepting the drinks he bought for her. I
asked her why she wanted a job like that and she
said, I can earn a lot of money. She also soon had
enough to pay for a small apartment with a
balcony. But I didn't think she was that happy.
She would be drunk every night and have to sleep
half the day to get over it so she could go back to
work the next night. She would try to dump as
much of her wine as possible on the floor when
the man wasn’t looking, to avoid getting too
drunk. She told me that sometimes the men
would offer money if she slept with them. They
weren't supposed to do that. We aren't
prostitutes, she told me. But sometimes she did it
anyway. If I like the man, she said. Then I can
do it.
But I couldn't find a job. I didn't have
much money and I knew I'd have to do something
if I wanted to stay there. I certainly couldn't
afford an apartment, even a tiny one. Someone
told me about the Bahnhofsmission. It was really
nothing other than a homeless shelter located in
the railroad station at Bahnhof Zoo. You could
stay there for free. So, I thought until I find a
way to make some money, I'll just stay there. It

opened in the evening and closed again in the
morning, so you could not be there during the
day, although you could leave your luggage

Bahnhof Zoo 1960’s it was the center of my life
after I arrived in Berlin.
locked up in the train station lockers so you
didn’t have to carry it around. Men and women
slept in separate large windowless rooms which
had rows of beds. That was it. In the morning
they served coffee. There were days when it got
to be too much for me. The beds creaked, there
was always noise, someone snoring, or twisting
and turning, farting. It didn't smell that good by
morning. There was no place to take a bath and
after a few days, I decided to get a hotel room for
a night, just so I could take a bath. Then I went
back there. But again, after a few days I wanted
to get out. It was warm by then and around West
Berlin was a forest, Grünewald, which during the
day was filled with people, as it was the only
place the inhabitants of the city could go to

Grunewald

escape city grime. All of West Berlin was
surrounded by the wall, so there was no place
else to go. On a hot day, Grünewald was a nice
place to be. There were a number of lakes where
people went swimming, and the forest was
crisscrossed with trails. I went there to relax and
at night when everyone left, I just stayed. I
figured I could sleep on the ground, as it was
staying reasonably warm all night. I found a
place near a big tree that seemed a little sheltered
and had a patch of comfortable grass to lay on.
Darkness came very late by then, but when it did
get dark, I fell asleep.
It was totally dark when a sound woke
me. I tried to capture in my mind where I was,
for a moment - confusion. I felt a drop spatter
my arm and suddenly I became aware of a human
being standing not very far from me. My God, it
was a man who was peeing, aiming at the tree
that I was sleeping under. I didn't scream. I
somehow had a certain presence of mind. I
simply said in German in a calm voice, that
belied my feeling of angst, “what are you doing?”
The man who had not seen me did
scream. His stream of pee stopped abruptly, he
jammed up his zipper and ran. If I hadn't been so
scared myself, I would have laughed. As it was, I
decided I better find another place to lay down
and try to sleep out the rest of the night. The next
day I was back at the Bahnhofsmission. At
breakfast that day, there was a man who said he
had been a prisoner of war in the Soviet Union
and had just been freed. He had a huge loaf of
brown rye bread which he'd brought from the
Soviet Union and offered everyone a slice of it.
There were ways of surviving with little
money which I was learning. Just a couple
blocks from the railroad station was
Kurfürstendamm, the main shopping and
restaurant street in the city. Street artists
collected there and decorated the sidewalks with
chalk drawings, leaving a hat to collect coins
from passers-by. Most of them got enough
money from this endeavor to eat. But it was
illegal. When the police came, they had to
disappear and get their money and chalk before
the police could bring them to a station and
expropriate their tools. The artists were willing

to buy us a bite to eat, if we'd stand at the street
corners and warn them when police were coming.
Very cheap food was available at a place called
Aschinger which had a huge dining area with
long tables, seating maybe ten or twelve people,
and they served very inexpensive hearty pea
soup. You could take rolls with the soup which
were piled up in a basket on the counter. When
the cashier or servers weren't looking, we'd fill
our pockets with rolls, so there would be enough
for the rest of the day and breakfast the next
morning.

I think this is the block that Aschinger was in. It’s
not there anymore.
It was about that time that I met Sven.
Like so many young people he'd also recently
come to Berlin looking for a job or to escape the
army. He told me he knew about a basement that
had a bed in it and a wash tub and told me that I
could stay there. He had rented a room
somewhere else. The owners of the house with
the basement didn't have to know. But I should be
quiet and not attract attention to myself. It was
easy to get into through an unused back door and
the owners never looked. This was an
improvement over the Bahnhofsmission because
I was alone there and it didn't smell. There was
no bathroom though, so if I had to pee at night, I
used the wash tub. But Sven proved to have
more useful skills. He soon found a job at a
restaurant in Tegelort and told me they needed
dishwashers and he thought I could get a job
there. I didn't have permission to work, but he
was quite sure they weren't asking for
documentation for jobs like that. So, I went
there. It was way in the far northwest corner of

West Berlin, a long bus ride through the forest to
a lake that had a row of restaurants with tables
outside for dining on the terrace with lake view.
They hired me. The pay was minuscule,

Restaurant with terrace on Tegel lake
but on the days I worked there, I got free meals. I
didn't earn enough for an apartment of any kind,
but Sven had discovered how to live cheaply in
Berlin and was living in a place where it was
possible to rent a bed. It was a legitimate
rooming house with beds rented by the week.
Sven rented a bed in a room with another man,
but when I went there, the owner, a little Turk,
who seemed slightly crazy, said he only had a bed
in a room for men. No women there. But he
looked at me pointedly. “Maybe the kitchen,” he
said.
I said, “the kitchen is OK, if there's a
place to sleep.”
“I show you,” he said.
The house itself had had the top floor
blown off in the war and it had never been
repaired, but the floor under that was usable and
that's where I was taken. The kitchen was old,
but reasonably clean. “The woman over there,”
he pointed to another room, “uses this kitchen,
but you can have the stove.”
“The stove?”
“I put pillows on stove. You sleep there.
She doesn't come in much. Doesn't cook here.”
It was very cheap and I could actually
afford it, so I said. “OK.”
Three bed cushions were placed on the
old-fashioned iron and brick stove which was
large enough to turn it into a bed. The woman
who also used the kitchen heard the commotion

and came in and stared at this situation for a
while. She didn't seem too happy and finally
said, “I come in every morning at 5 AM to wash.
I will disturb you.”
“I won't look,” I said. “I will sleep and I
won't be disturbed.”
So, she had to accept it and so did I. I
would turn the other way when she came home
from work at 5 AM and eventually her presence
didn't even bother me. We started to talk. She
would make coffee after she washed and offer me
some and we became friends of sorts. Her name
was Marlies. It was obvious that she had an allnight job, but she didn't tell me what it was and I
didn't guess. She was a big woman with blond
hair, very northern Germanic looking, and she
had a boyfriend who was also very big and blond.
He seemed nice enough. He'd come in with her
or appear in the evening and always seemed
friendly to me, but I never talked to him other
than superficial pleasantries.
It was Sven who informed me what he
and his roommates suspected her job was. "She is
a prostitute, and her boyfriend is really her
pimp." Everyone in the apartment knew it by
then and it didn't really make any difference. The
atmosphere between everyone remained cordial.
One day Marlies asked me if I wanted to
go swimming with her. It was a hot day and I
thought it would be nice, so I went. She brought
me to a large public outdoor swimming pool
where we changed into our bathing suits and then
I set out with her toward the pool. Within a few
minutes there was a trail of men following us. It
was making me feel uneasy. They started to
whistle and a couple of them were virtually
breathing down my back. “Won't you come with
me?” one said. And then another, the same thing.
I shook my head, looked down so they couldn't
see my eyes, nor I theirs and tried to walk faster.
They kept up and started hissing.
I looked helplessly at Marlies. She
realized that this was annoying me, so she turned
to them with her mighty bulk and said, “leave her
alone, she doesn't belong to us.” To me she said,
“ignore them. They are harmless.”
The men stopped in their tracks in
surprise, but just for a moment. The boldest of

them was up at my side again. “Won't you marry
me?” he said.
I started to laugh then. “Why would I do
that?” I said.
“Marry me,” he pleaded again with a
funny look on his face.
“Go away,” I said. And Marlies repeated
it.
They did go away then and we had a nice
swim for the rest of the afternoon.
It was summer semester at the Free
University, so I decided to see if I could audit a
course. I knew I wouldn't be able to understand a
lot, but I thought it would help my German and
perhaps I could understand some. So, I got a list
of courses and found one in the theology
department that sounded interesting about
theology and society. The professor was Helmut
Gollwitzer. I didn't know anything about him, but
I thought it would be different than the theology I
knew from Wheaton College since the name Karl
Barth had been mentioned in the course
description. I already knew who Karl Barth was,
since I’d heard him lecture in Chicago. Karl
Barth had come to the University of Chicago for
a week of lectures when I'd been a senior at
Wheaton and the college had arranged
transportation down there, so we could hear all
the lectures which were titled Evangelical
Theology. I had found it interesting then,
especially after he talked about Communism and
our Wheaton Professors had been shocked at
Barth's positive interpretation of it.

This is the entrance hall of the Henry Ford
Building. Antonio was sitting on the bench which
you can see in the photo.
Antonio
I began going to the FU several times a
week to hear Gollwitzer's lectures. One day I
was walking through the Henry Ford Building
and a young man sitting on a bench in the big hall

started whistling at me. At first, I started to hurry
away, but then I decided to look at him. He was a
cute red-haired guy and he looked rather
innocuous, and a little off beat, so I slowed down
again. He noticed my not so sly glance at him
and said, “come here.”
I sauntered over, trying not to appear
eager and figured I could just go if he turned out
to be too obnoxious. But as soon as he spoke, I
could tell he wasn't German. He also could tell I
wasn't German as soon as I spoke, so he said, “I
could tell when I saw you that you aren't
German.”
“How could you tell?”
“By the way you walk.”
I laughed. “And I could tell by your
whistling that you weren't German.”
He laughed and since we immediately had
that in common, that we were strangers here, we
continued talking.
“Could you tell where I am from?” I
asked.
“No,” he said. “But I can now, hearing
you. I would not have thought you were from the
USA.”
“Good,” I said.
“You think it's good?”
“Yes,” I said, “I don't want to be an ugly
American.”
“I don't think you are,” he said. “I can
tell”.
I smirked a little. “Where are you from?”
His name was Antonio Garcia and he was
from Chile. In the course of our conversation I
told Antonio that I had a guitar and he wanted so
badly to play it, so I said, “OK, I'll let you play
my guitar if you play for me.” He was happy
about that and so was I because he was good. He
played Chilean and Latino songs and sang with a
flourish and he taught me to play Malaguena.
“Can I borrow your guitar for a while, so I
can practice?” he asked.
I agreed to this but said, “just be sure to
give it back when I want it.” He kept it at his
house.
Letters to Judi
During this period, I once again wrote to
Judi, who had been a friend at Wheaton College.

Because the letters describe some of the feelings I
had about my earliest experiences in Germany I
will quote from them. Some of this I don’t
remember at all. Rudi is not mentioned in either
letter. I don’t remember exactly when I met Rudi.
The first letter is undated, probably from
June: “I feel like I’m sitting on a bunch of pins
that represent all sorts of incomplete possibilities
for my life which are nastily pricking me and
allowing me no rest and which refuse to resolve
into some definite direction for me. What is going
to happen if I remain in this state forever? I hope
someday to find something stable anyway, but at
least I am not too old yet. I guess I have a few
years before I have to start worrying about being
so undirected. Anyway, I am having a chance to
see and experience many different and unusual
things that maybe wouldn’t have occurred if I had
been able to settle down to a definite path right
after graduation. Germany is a strange land that
does not wholly please me. The German people
are basically fantastically complacent. America a
few years ago had the beatniks and they sort of
(the sentence wasn’t finished and since then my
life has been a wild rash of fantastic experiences
which allow me only time to sleep before another
barrage comes. Yet today things have become
ordered enough to allow me to find time for letter
writing) So I’ll finish the sentence. – put some
excitement in the national life. In Germany it
doesn’t exist. This opinion hasn’t changed even
though I am now at the other end of Germany.
Before I was in a little town of only farmers.
Now I am in Berlin. I live in an apartment that
costs me $8,50 a month and has never been
repaired since the war. From my balcony I see
only the bombed-out shells of buildings. The
Germans like their potatoes and beer and going to
the beach on Sunday. In this city they have made
an apparently quite successful effort to forget the
wall. The want to be like what they think
Americans are like which of course is not what
Americans are like. Nevertheless, they laugh at
the American tourists in Germany. But not at me.
They always, for some odd reason, think I’m
Swedish. I can speak German though not terribly
fluently. I can understand when they speak slowly
but when they talk fast with mouth half closed, I

don’t understand a word. Being Swedish means
being avant garde and socialistic. I think the
Germans are a little awed by them. The Germans
aren’t avant garde. I really want to come home.
But will wait until September.
My bed is on an oven. It is a big oven. Maybe
some morning I’ll wake up cooked – or with
meditations comparable to Descartes who did his
in an oven. My next-door neighbor is a prostitute.
In Germany it’s not illegal and also is tax free.
Prostitutes are plentiful. If you walk down the
street at night it’s about all you see. Anyway, my
neighbor Marlies is very nice. Another one of my
neighbors decided one evening to rape me, I
don’t know his name but I convinced him not to
and now I keep my door locked. Before I found
this room, I was seriously contemplating
spending the rest of my time here living outside
or in a tent. I tried one night and was awakened in
the middle of the night by a man urinating by my
head. He hadn’t seen me and was as startled as I
It took me a month to find this room. I had very
little money, but it wouldn’t have made any
difference because Berlin doesn’t have enough
hotels and I was never able to find one at any
price. Thus, I stayed in the mission until the
snoring, the stink and bedbugs drove me wild.
My present room has no available hot
water. I must wash everything cold. No
refrigeration so we must shop every day and to
keep things like milk cold, put them in cold
water. There is one bathroom for 13 people.
I met an older German woman who
wanted to help me find a room. She was
extremely bitter about Germany. She said this
prosperity is all a farce. Her room had no indoor
toilet only an outhouse. Her husband had been a
negro and her son is a mulatto. Naturally not
being Aryan, her husband was killed by Hitler.
The son was sought, but was hidden for the
duration of the war in a cellar with two Jews and
never found, so he is alive.
With another guy who lives here I brought
up the subject of Hitler and he said, I refuse to
talk about it. I wasn’t born then. But it seems to
me that people who won’t look at their history
objectively are in a condition a allow a repetition
of that history. West Germany is no ideal place

with an impenetrable wall separating it and very
frequently another murder as someone tries to
escape from the East. I have been in the east
sector of Berlin. It really is like another world.
There are no cars on the streets. The shops
display perhaps one dress in the window.
Everything is expensive, except theatre and
books. I bought a book there and went to the
theater to see a Bertold Brecht opera. In the West
B. Brecht is hard to find. I tried to go into the
university in the East, but it is guarded. Only the
students at the university can enter. It’s like a jail
there.
I have two jobs in order to earn enough to
pay for food and rent. I dry and wash dishes
Sundays and Mondays and Thursdays clean
house. The other days I am free except that I also
attend classes at the Free University. One is on
Phenomenology and very difficult to understand.
The other is Bultmann’s philosophy of religion
and last time I understood most of it. Another is a
class given by a rather well-known German
theologian Gollwitzer. He is quite liberal, and I
can understand him most of the time.
July 18, 1964: “Who knows I may end up in
Afghanistan. Anyway, I’m seriously considering
a semester in Kabul just to learn a little Persian.
If I’m to be a language philosopher I ought to
learn many languages. It’s provincial I think to
make a whole philosophy just from the English
language. We need a broad perspective in today’s
world. I guess I really want to be a perennial
student and learn as much as possible, and maybe
if I’m lucky I may even find some use for it.
Most people don’t accomplish great things before
30 anyway, except for artists. And I’m probably
no artist.
Germany, despite its lack of much is still the
most theologically creative land I believe. Yet I
am sitting in a café with a bunch of German style
beatniks who are eingebildet (what’s the English
translation?) and they think Americans are. They
have their guitars and beards and long hair. They
do nothing. No studying – perhaps a bit of
reading or sidewalk painting and mostly sitting in
cafes and being horrified by Goldwater’s success
which certainly must have caused a bit of horror
in America too. If Europeans could vote, Robert

Kennedy would definitely be our next president.
My lovely friend Steve Bigger is going to live in
New York and be a taxi cab driver this fall.
I wish I could write but I can’t get any ideas
that excite me more than 5 minutes except a
picture book of Germany that I’m working on
and the beginning of a theology book in which I
think I’ll try to write my theological ideas.
Nobody here has heard of Dylan. No wonder
they criticize us. Elvis Presley gets across the
ocean in 2 half seconds, but Dylan? Who knows?
They think Blowin in the Wind came from
England or something.
I have been friends with a red-haired man
from Chile whose uncle is the communistic
candidate for president. He is intelligent but
unfortunately a bit overloaded with women. A
wife, a mistress and God knows how many more.
He is rather beautiful. Also, a crazy friend in the
East zone who makes me laugh and cry as well.
He wants so much to get over the wall.”

In the letter to Judi I mentioned the picture book
of Germany which I was working on at that time.
I still have it. This is a page from it. I didn’t have
a type writer, so had to print the text.
The struggle with the landlord
One night I was awoken by noise and
scuffling outside my door. It escalated into
shouting and I could hear that one of the persons
was Marlies. There were also some men's voices.
“Geh,” one of the shouted. “Nein, das ist mein
Haus,” growled the other and I knew it was the
landlord. What the heck was he doing there in
the middle of the night? But then it was quiet.
In the morning Sven told me that the

Turkish German landlord thought Marlies was
having her customers come into the house and he
had barged in in the middle of the night thinking
to find some kind of in flagranti delictis in
Marlies' bedroom. But only Marlies and her
boyfriend-pimp had been there, as was always the
case, when Marlies wasn't out on the street or
wherever she went with her customers. But the
Turk didn't believe it and he appeared the next
night again, once again causing a ruckus and
waking everyone up.
The next evening when I got home from
working at my restaurant in Tegelort, it was dark
in the apartment and when I switched the hall
light on, nothing happened.
“What's the matter here?” I shouted. One
little candle was flickering on the floor, making it
possible at least to see where my door was.
One of the young men came out of the
boys’ room. “We took out all the lightbulbs,” he
said. “When the Turk comes tonight, he won't be
able to see anything.”
I laughed. “That's a good idea. “
“Use this candle now,” he said pointing to
the little one on the floor.
No one could sleep any more. It was
turning into a war and as soon as the Turk turned
the key in the lock that night everyone had their
doors open listening. He switched the lights on
and nothing happened. He howled. “What is
this? Where are the lights?”
Everyone started to laugh and he
screamed. “You can't do this. I'll catch her,” he
growled.
“She isn't here. How can she do anything
when it's dark?”
“Yes, she is,” the Turk was angry. But he
had to leave. There was nothing he could do in
the dark.
The next night he arrived with candles
which he lit and walked through all the rooms.
Marlies wasn't there that night and he saw
nothing except for all of us who of course were
awake. He continued with his nightly visits,
waking everyone every night. He came crashing
noisily into the place, searching every room,
talking loudly so we'd be sure to wake up. But he

couldn't find Marlies, yet he was sure she was
hiding somewhere. Everyone's sleep was being
disrupted every night, and people were getting
crabby and irritable because of lack of sleep, so
we had a conference to try to figure out what to
do. We finally decided that we had to keep him
out and since he had the keys to the door, the
only way to keep him out was to block the door
so he couldn't open it. We collected as much
furniture as we could from all the rooms and that
night, we wedged it in between the door and the
wall, with the result that the front door could not
budge.
Of course, he showed up that night again
and we could hear his keys clicking in the lock
and clicking again, and then he shook the door
handle and tried to unlock it again, but the door
didn't open. He started swearing under his
breath, then louder and louder. Then he began to
shake the door, but nothing happened. “What did
you do?” he shouted, so everyone in the whole
building would be likely to wake up.
We had all crept out of our rooms and
were congregated in the hall, suppressing our
urges to laugh. But we didn't say anything.
“You are there,” he yelled. “I know
you're there. Open the door.”
No one said anything.
“I will get the police.”
“He wouldn't dare,” one of the boys
whispered. “He'd be in more trouble than we
would.” So, we didn't do anything.
He started pounding, kicking, screaming,
trying to make the door move and the door didn’t
budge.
Finally, he yelled, “I'll be back in the
morning.”
We all went to bed with a certain feeling
of victory. Though short lived.
Rudi
On the days I didn't work, I'd often take the
U bahn from Spichernstrasse, near my home to
Bahnhof Zoo, which was a kind of central point.
The Zoo and Aquarium were there which
however, cost money to enter, so I hadn’t gone
into them, just passed by. The Gedächtnis Church
was close by. Young people from all over West
Germany and Europe congregated there

View of Gedächtnis Kirche in the 1960s

Young people on the steps of the Gedächtnis
Kirche

U bahn at Spichernstrasse
and sat on the stairs. Some played guitars and
sang, others listened and joined in conversations.
At that time, it was not a congregating place for
junkies and druggies which it became later. So, I
went there for entertainment and then I’d go to
Aschinger to eat lunch which was also nearby.
It was mid summer by then and on one
particular day, I bought my bowl of pea soup,
filled my pockets with buns to take home and eat
later and sat down at a table that was empty. All
the tables were big, and it was expected that
people would sit down with strangers, but it
wasn't busy at that time. I had about half of my
soup eaten when a young man asked if he could

sit down at my table.
“Ja,” I nodded.
He took a place right across from me and
set his lunch down. “You aren't German,” he
said.
“Nein.”
“Let me guess.”
I shrugged. If I said anything even in
German, he'd know because of my penetrating
and hopeless American accent, so I didn't say
anything. He tried a few guesses, Danish,
French. “Nein,” I said.
“What then?”
“American.” I saw his look of surprise,
like everyone and wondered a little why everyone
was so surprised, but I thought it was fun to not
be identified right away. He was clearly making
a pass at me, so I looked him up and down to see
if I wanted to pursue a conversation with him.
He was rather small, older than I, a little scruffy,
certainly not a business man. Acceptable, I
thought and said, “so where are you from?”
“I'm from Italy,” he said “and my name is
Lugio. What's yours?”
“Gretchen,” I said.
“What brings you to Germany?”
“I want to learn German, and you?”
“Looking for work,” he said, “and just
traveling.”
After a few more remarks of this sort, and
both of us having almost finished our soup, he
said, “I have to meet some people pretty soon at
the Aquarium. Do you want to come along?”
It sounded like a good idea to me,
something different, I hadn't been there before, so
I said yes.
There was a group of people both sexes,
waiting for him in front of the building with its
tile fish, lizards, and snakes on Budapester street.
They looked like a troupe of Gammler, which is
what the Germans called young people who sat in
cafes, drinking beer, discussing existentialism, or
sitting on the steps of Gedächtniskirche, enjoying
the sun, or looking for someone of the opposite
sex to hook up with, people who may have had
no home, or who may have had wealthy
bourgeois parents, but who were rebelling. In
any case, it was the alternative scene of that time,

and there were no drugs then. That misfortune
came some years later and turned it into a scene
of petty criminality and degradation. Everyone
was glad to see Lugio and when he introduced
me, they were glad to see me and accepted me
into their group with no questions asked. We
went into the aquarium. It was dark and cool and
it took a while for my eyes to adjust. But then I
fell into the spell of that afternoon. The fish
seemed to be psychedelic, glowing colors from
the lights shining on them, sending their
shimmering spell into the black room. It wasn't
because of Lugio that I was feeling so electrified
by the dream world around me. He was beside
me most of the time, claiming me. And that was
OK, because he wasn't aggressive about it.
When we'd wandered through all the dark
halls with their watery tank walls, past every fish,
large and small, as well as a few startling red and
yellow frogs and some poisonous snakes, we
went outside again and the group was discussing
what to do next. They made various suggestions,
all of which were unknown options for me, so I
just listened and thought anything would be fine
with me. A unanimous decision was finally made
and Lugio asked me if I wanted to go to the cafe
at Steinplatz, a hang-out I hadn’t been aware of
before. Of course, I did. It wasn't very far away,
three or four blocks. It was an outdoor cafe with
a movie theater behind and a park across the
street. There were maybe five or six long white
tables there, all of them already full of people.
Our group of eight was going to have to squeeze
in somewhere. One of the tables had a few
random empty spots, not enough for all eight of
us to sit together, so everyone took a spot where
they could. My companions were obviously
regular faces there, because there were calls of
recognition and space was made for them. The
last available space that I could see was very
small, but I wriggled into it and found myself
sitting next to a man on my left who had a stack
of books on the table at least two feet high. I
looked at the books first because they were pretty
much right in front of me, whereas if I were to
observe my neighbor I would have had to make a
very obvious twist to be able to stare him in the
eyes, something I wanted to do, but decided it

would be too impolite at this point. The books
were written in another language which I guessed
was Polish. In the meantime, the man had turned
his head toward me and said, “Let me introduce
myself, my name is Rudi.”
I said, “My name is Gretchen.”
He could hear that I had an accent so he
said, “you are not from here?”
I shook my head.
“You are on holiday? or are you a
student?”
“I'm American and I'm here to learn
German.” His accent when he spoke German
sounded different than what I'd heard before, and
I thought he might have a foreign accent, and be
from somewhere else, especially because of the
books in front of him. So I asked.
“No,” he said, “I'm German. But I'm
learning Polish so I can read these books. But
Gretchen, that is a German name.”
“Yes,” I said. “It's my real name and I
don't think my parents knew it was German when
they named me that.” I was looking at him now
and I saw that he had thick black hair, slightly
longer than the usual which swept over his
forehead. His eyes though were the most
spellbinding, hazel eyes that seemed to have
flecks of gold in that light, translucent and
penetrating at the same time, gentle and
compassionate. I didn't want to take my eyes
away from him. I did notice that he was wearing
short black lederhosen, though not the kind with
straps that was customary in Bavaria. In fact, it
was not so common for men in Berlin to wear
them at all. His legs were very muscular. I liked
the way he looked, so I asked him why he wanted
to read all the Polish books.
“They were written by Kolakovsky,” he
said, “a Polish Marxist. I read one of his books
translated into German, but these haven't been
translated, so I'm trying to read them in Polish.
Kolakowsky is very interesting, a critical
Marxist, opposing Stalinism.”
“What does he say?”
I wasn't sure if I even really understood
everything Rudi was saying, as he tried first to
talk in German, which I simply didn't have
enough vocabulary to understand. I had taken

one course in Marxism when I was in college and
that was about all I knew, except for the
propaganda which impressed upon us that the SU
was a vicious dictatorship and opposed
democracy.
“My English is bad,” he said. “I had no
English in school. I try to explain. He opposes
the dictator, like Stalin, the dictatorship of the
proletariat, Stalin misused Marx for his own
power.”
“Don't people learn English in school?”
“Not in the GDR. Just Russian. I know a
little Russian. That helps with Polish.” He
grinned.
“What is GDR?”
“That's East Germany, the communist
part.”
“You live there?” I asked surprised.
“Not now. I did when I was in school. I
fled. I am a refugee.”
“Oh,” I said. “Was that difficult? How
did you get over the wall?”
“It was before the wall,” he said. “A day
before the wall.”
“Wow,” I said. “So why do you read
communist books?”
“It is hard to explain in English.”
“Are you a communist?” I asked lamely.
It wasn't quite making sense to me.
He shook his head. “A Marxist,” he said.
“I don't know much about Marx,” I said.
“We get only propaganda in the USA. There is a
difference between a communist and a Marxist?”
He smiled, “it depends.” I knew my
German wasn’t good enough to find out what it
depended on.
But our conversation continued, some in
German with my part being very halting and
some in English with his part halting, but we
were sort of understanding each other and I was
amazed at the idea he seemed to be describing
that there was a difference between the
Communists and Marxism. But it took a long
time and we were also both drinking a cup of
cocoa. Most of the others had beer, but when I
ordered cocoa, he said, “don't you want beer?”
“I don't like it,” I said. “And I don't want
to get drunk.”

“You could try Malt Beer,” he said. “It
doesn't make you drunk.”
By then the shadows were starting to get
longer, some people had already left perhaps to
go home and eat supper. But the group I'd come
with was still there. So was Rudi and some
others. Everyone paid for their drinks and got up,
and then we were all standing there. No one
wanted to go home.
“What should we do?”
“There’s a John Wayne movie. High
Noon. Why don't we go and see it?”
Rudi was enthused about the idea. “Do
you want to go?”
“Sure,” I said. “I don't think I've even
seen John Wayne in a movie before.”
“You haven't? You are an Ami?”
“Ami?”
“American.”
“I didn't go to cowboy movies,” I said.
“This is a classic,” Rudi said. “You
should see it.”
So I said, “OK, I want to see it.”
We were once again on the march in a big
group. We got our tickets and as we took our
seats, I found myself sitting between Rudi and
Lugio. For a moment, I thought I should choose
which of them to concentrate my feelings on, not
that it was necessary to do that at all, but it was a
warm evening, with perfume in the air and all
these pairs holding hands getting closer to each
other and I thought I have two options right now.
But I didn't really have to decide since both of
them were next to me. The lights went out, the
movie came on the screen and just as interesting
for me as the film was the strange zigzagging of
stimulation coming from the two people sitting
beside me. When the movie was over, it was late.
Most of the people went home then, but Rudi was
still there, I was there and a few of the others
were still there.
“What do you want to do?” one of the
girls said to me.
I shook my head. “I don't particularly
want to go home,” I said. In fact, I didn't really
want to go back to the nightly terror between the
Turk and Marlies. "It's terror there."
“What kind of terror?” she asked.

I gave a short version of the standoff.
She looked at me and at Rudi standing
next to me. “OK,” she said resolutely. “You will
go home with Rudi.”
Rudi seemed startled.
“It's OK, isn't it?” she said to him,
noticing his funny look.
He made a quick decision, one that in fact
was quite out of character for him, though I didn't
know it then. He said, “it's OK.”
So there I was facing a night with a man
who was fundamentally beautiful. There was no
way I was going to say no to this. Yet I was a
little scared too. Why? I wasn't looking for an
ersatz for the man who was waiting for me across
the ocean, I thought. I was living in the moment.
I had been for a long time. And when the
moment was passed, it was gone without
consequences.
He picked up his worn leather briefcase
and said, "Come with me. It's in Krumme Lanke.
We have to take the U-bahn." I walked beside
him to the U-bahn, sometimes we brushed against
each other slightly.
Going on the U bahn at night when your
mind is soaring into ethereal realms feels like
there is a glimmering translucent film over
everything. That's the way it was. The other
people all seem to vanish. And only Rudi and I
were real, as real as the flow of ions that surged
between us.
It was still a long walk from the U bahn to
his house, through dark quiet streets, late at night,
most houses had no lights on, people slept and we
were part of a night swarming with another kind
of life. When we got to his house, he said, “my
room is in the attic, be very quiet when we go
through the house. The owners are away, so it's
OK, but we don't want to wake anyone.”
However, up in the attic, even though we
were whispering, we were noticed. A young
man's head peered out of a door as Rudi opened
his own door. “Oh,” the man said obviously
amazed when he saw me. “Who is that?” He
came out all the way and the light from his room
revealed him to be a tall, blond German boy.
“An American friend,” said Rudi.
An Ami? The boy said it loud and with

such a note of sarcasm or maybe irony, I wasn't
sure which, that it brought another head peering
out of another door. Rudi pulled me into his
room and closed the door. “They are a little
impolite,” he said. “But they don't mean it in a
bad way.”
I wasn't sure, but I decided to ignore it.
Rudi’s room was a little attic room with
steep slanted walls. There was one little window
through which a full moon cast its rays. With no
lights on it was still bright enough to see the
contours of everything in the room, though all in
black and white or rather silver. The bed was a
foam mattress laying on top of orange crates that
were filled with books. The opposite wall was
covered with orange crates up to the slanted
ceiling all of them filled with books. There was a
desk under the window and that too was filled
with books. In fact, I'd never seen so many
books crammed into such a small space. One of
the orange crates was stuffed with clothes, there
was a radio, a lamp, and a typewriter on the desk
and that was about the extent of the furnishings.
How much do I remember of that night? I
know that I was very taken by this man. There
was something quite irresistible about him, even
though he was a bit awkward, but because I was a
girl, I hardly noticed it.
“Have you read all those books?” I asked
“Not all of them. But I will.”
I looked at the titles which the moon
illuminated. Marx Das Kapital. Lenin. “Why do
you have so many Lenin books?”
“I need all of his writings,” Rudi said.
“I'm thinking of writing my Doctor's thesis about
Lenin, or the Comintern.” Ernst Bloch, das
Prinzip Hoffnung, I took a thick book up into my
hands and held it up.
“Very important. Have you read Ernst
Bloch?” he asked.
“No,” I said. “I've never heard of him.
Perhaps there is nothing translated into English.”
“Probably not.”
Then I saw a series of well-worn greenish
booklets all authored by Paul Tillich. “But I
know Paul Tillich,” I said. “He is a professor at
the University of Chicago and I went there once
to listen to his lecture, so I've heard him. I read

Courage to Be. But I don't know Neue Blätter für
den Sozialismus.”

“This is the journal of the religious
Socialists from the 1920's,” Rudi said. “There
aren’t many of them left.” He picked up one of
the booklets almost tenderly. Tillich was a
socialist then, a revolutionary, a religious
socialist. When he went to America, he changed
like others who rejected their radical background.
“I never dreamt he'd been a
revolutionary,” I said. “I guess he or they didn't
want to talk about that.”
But I didn't want to talk any more. Rudi
was standing there at the other end of the room,
not far away, but not close enough. He didn't
know what to do and I didn't either. So I stopped
talking and I think then, he knew that he had to
act. He took a step toward me and I wanted
nothing more than for him to take me in his arms.
He didn't do that. He just took my hand. I took
his other hand and we stood there for a while just
letting the almost painful waves of desire roll
over us until it wasn't bearable anymore and then
we were on his bed in each other’s arms.
The moon was still shining in on us and I
could see Rudi's face next to mine. He looked at
me smiled and then closed his eyes, so I also
closed my eyes so there was only feeling. But
suddenly there was light, not the silver light of
the moon, but something red and flickering. I
opened my eyes and saw that the door to the
room was on fire. It was the only exit from the
room. I screamed in terror. Rudi jumped up and
grabbed the blanket off his bed that he used to
pound the flames until they were gone. My heart
was pounding now from the shock. I grabbed
Rudi's hand with my shaking hand and he
noticed. It's out now, he said trying to calm me.
He opened the charred door and looked
out. The housemates stood there laughing. I
couldn't believe it. They had almost killed us and
they were laughing. Rudi was furious. “What in
the world were you thinking. Look at the door.
It's burnt. You could have burnt the house down.
You could have killed us.”
They stopped laughing then noticing that
Rudi was almost hysterical with rage.
“We wouldn’t have let that happen.”

“You couldn't have stopped it,” Rudi
shouted. “What is the matter with you?”
“Hey, calm down. It's OK.”
“No, it isn't OK,” Rudi said. “The door is
burnt. What are you going to tell the owners?”
“We'll fix it,” they said. “We're sorry
about this. We didn't realize it would be that
bad.”
“You put oil on the floor and then put a
match to it, WHAT DO YOU EXPECT will
happen?”
“We're sorry, really. We didn't think.”
“No,” said Rudi, “you didn't think.” He
closed the door then and sat down next to me.
“They won't do it again,” he said. He took my
hand again and then put his arms around me and
we went back to bed. And thus it was, that my
relationship with Rudi began with conflagration.
Perhaps that should have been a warning for me.
But I looked at Rudi's beautiful eyes reflecting
the moon beams and I thought I want to stay with
him. At least for now.
In the morning Rudi told me that the
owners were away on vacation and wouldn't be
back for a month. That is why he could take me
to his room. But in fact, it was forbidden by law
for girls to be up there and in fact, if the police
knew, the owners could be arrested for allowing
fornication in their house. The other boys were a
little surprised at the blatant breaking of rules, but
would keep quiet about it. The door would have
to be painted though before the owners came
back.
“Do you want to go back to your place?”
he asked.
“No,” I said. “It’s terrible there.”
“Well, you can stay here until they come
home.”
“But I do need my stuff.”
So Rudi said, “OK, we'll go and get it.”.
“I will leave that place for good,” I said. I
don't want to go back, so we can take everything
and I'll disappear. I didn't pay the rent for this
week, and I won't since I'm not going to be
there.”
We went back to that crazy apartment
together, snuck in when no one was around and
got my stuff which all fit into my suitcase and a

bag. And thus it was that I moved in with Rudi.
I didn't have my guitar. It was still at
Antonio's place. But now I wanted it. I wanted
to sing to Rudi. I needed to let out the feelings
that were welling up. Confusion, I suppose and
incipient love. All the Weltschmerz, the sad love
songs, seemed to be bubbling up.
“We have to go to Antonio's to get the
guitar,” I told Rudi.
“Do you know where it is?”
“Yes, I can find it.”
So Rudi agreed to come with me. When
we got to Antonio's house no one was there. We
walked around the house and I found a basement
window that opened into Antonio's basement
room. I could see my guitar leaning against his
bed.
“There it is,” I said. “Now, how do we
get it?”
"Maybe the window can be opened," Rudi
said. We tried that window, but it was locked.
"Let's try the others." We went around the
basement, trying the windows and one of them
indeed opened when we pushed it. "Yay," I said
and squeezed my hands together an old habit.
"But it isn't very big and it's a long way to the
floor."
"I can do it," Rudi said. He squeezed
himself through the window which was a tight fit,
but by twisting and turning while sliding in he
did it and then dropped lightly to the floor. I saw
him disappear and then reappear in Antonio's
bedroom where he got the guitar. However, it
was too big to go through the window. He had to
go to the back door and open it. Then he locked
the door again from the inside and came back out
the window.
"Wow," I said when he was back up.
"That was a fantastic feat. Antonio will wonder
what happened to the guitar. But oh well, it's
mine and I need it." I could say that I never saw
Antonio again after that, but in fact, I did, years
later.
It was whimsical summer, the world
seemed like a banquet spread out before me. To
be sure, it was all impermanence and at that time
I simply was living day to day, feeling I had
control of the meaning I made of every sensation,

every action, an I and thou kind of meaning. It
seemed beautiful to me. Rudi had said that when
the owners of the house returned, I'd have to
leave. But that seemed a long way off. For now,
every day was filled with Rudi. We had to
engage with each other, probe and I needed to
make sense of it. I liked the idea of creating
meaning from the chaos of sensations that were
swirling around me. There was a lot that Rudi
said and believed that was fantastically new for
me. Even his books, Marx, Lenin, Kolakowsky,
Trotsky, Bloch. All were mysteries, filled with an
air of forbiddances. He was engaged with
something that had been taboo in our American
suburban middle-class cold war life. But I'd been
kind of sniffing at that forbidden fruit for a long
time. Rudi was consuming it. And I wanted him
to tell me why, but it wasn't so easy in languages
we were both learning.
I informed him that I was listening to
Prof. Gollwitzer's lectures at the Free University,
but that there was a lot I didn't understand.
“I know Gollwitzer,” said Rudi. “That is,
I've been to the church where he preaches and
I've heard his sermons. He is a good person.
There is plenty to discuss about his ideas. It is
good that you are listening to his lectures.”
“You have been to his church? I said in
surprise. Do you go now?”
“It's been a while. He's not preaching
now in the summer,” said Rudi. “But I'll come
with you to the lectures from now on,” he added.
“I want to hear him too and then we can discuss it
afterwards and what you don't understand, I'll
translate.”
“Do you believe in God?” I asked.
"Yes," he said. "Do you?"
"Yes." I told him a little about Wheaton
and my ponderings about scripture and
Christianity. "Are you a Christian?" I asked.
"Yes, he said. “It's strange, but most of
the people I know think it's peculiar. They don't
understand how I could believe in God. But in
the GDR, I went to church. I belonged to the
youth group Junge Gemeinde where we discussed
questions like this. The pastor was able to
combine Christianity and Socialism in a way, that
made sense to me. He meant a lot to me.”

"You were allowed to go to church in a
communist country?" I asked in surprise. We had
always heard that Christians were persecuted by
the communists.
"Yes," he said. "Anyone could belong to
the church, but it could be a disadvantage when
you wanted to get a job, unless you were also a
member of the Freie Deutsche Jugend, the
Communist youth group or a member of the
Communist Party.”
“You could be both?”
“Yes,” said Rudi. “The church was a kind
of independent space, where we could discuss
things people otherwise didn't discuss. But it
wasn't anti-communist. Here in West Berlin, with
Subversive Action people or at Stein Platz, I can't
discuss these things. Most of them laugh.”
“Ow,” I said.
"You will have to read Ernst Bloch, Rudi
said. He brings the Christian tradition and the
revolutionary tradition together. I think you
should read Thomas Müntzer to start with. It's
easier to understand than lots of Bloch's books."
Rudi started rummaging through his many books
until he found a smallish red book. He dumped it
into my hands. I opened it, saw that Rudi had
underlined some passages.
“Who is Thomas Müntzer?”
“He was a revolutionary who lived at the
time of Martin Luther. He wanted to reform the
church, but unlike Luther he sided with the
peasants and poor people against the princes and
their cronies.”
“I will get you your own copy,” Rudi said.
“Then you can work on it. Bloch writes a
beautiful language, but it isn't so easy.” The next
day, he presented me with the book and I began
working through it. My German was now several
months old and it was hard work. I had a
dictionary by my side. But the story of Thomas
Müntzer was prophetic and symbolic. I was just
beginning to understand what kind of a
revolution it was that Rudi was talking about.
“Where is your family?” I asked Rudi one
day. I'd told him a little about mine.
“They are all in the GDR,” he said. “I am
the only one who came to the West.”
"Didn't they want to come?"

"They all have their families, their homes,
their jobs."
"So why did you leave?"
"So I could go to the university," Rudi
said. "I wasn't allowed to go in the GDR."
"Because of religion?" I asked.
"No, it was something I did when I was in
gymnasium."
"What?"
"We learned from the beginning that we
would never again go to war. We in the GDR
stood for peace. Even when the West started to
rearm and build up an army. We opposed this. I
was convinced that we were right. We should not
have an army. What if there was a war, it would
be a war of the Soviet bloc which we belonged
to, against the West. Germans would be killing
Germans. I couldn't accept that. But in 1956 the
GDR decided it was going to create an army. I
was in Gymnasium then. We were told that we
should register for the draft although it was not
required. We discussed it in my class. But the
arguments did not seem right to me and to many
others in my class as well. I refused to sign up.
Almost all the boys in my class refused to sign
up. But the FDJ leader was very angry about this
and reported us to the Communist Party
bureaucrats. The head of the school tried to
convince me to change my mind. I argued with
him. Finally, they decided there would be an
assembly that everyone in the school was
required to attend. The CP leader and I had to
have a debate about the army. Maybe he thought
I wouldn't do it. But for me it was a challenge.”
“Were you nervous?”
“Sure, I was. But then he talked, and it
was so banal. I could counter everything he said.
They thought he would put me down. But when I
answered him, the students clapped for me. They
just listened sullenly to him. The CP leadership
was getting very nervous. In the end they broke
up the assembly, because they could see all the
students were on my side. After that they
threatened me. If you don't register for the army,
you can't go to the university. They also
threatened my teachers and told them they would
have to lower my grades because of my
insubordination. The teachers were scared of

losing their jobs so they did it. That's why I
couldn't go to the university."
"But you could go to university in West
Berlin?
"At that time there was no wall. You
could just take the S-Bahn and go to the West.
But I had to have a west German Abitur, because
the Free University wouldn't accept my GDR
one. So I went to the Askanischen Gymnasium in
West Berlin to take the required courses for a
year. That was in 1960 and because there was no
wall, I could go home on the weekends. It wasn't
that far. I finished there and got the abitur in
Summer 1961. Then I went home to
Luckenwalde for summer vacation to be with my
family. I was going to start at the Free University
in the fall. But during that summer people started
to leave the GDR in large numbers. It was easy
enough. They just had to walk or drive across the
street that separated East from West Berlin.
Getting into Berlin from the countryside was a bit
harder. There were controls there, but hardly any
barriers. The Ulbricht government of the GDR
was getting very worried. But what could they
do? Yes, there were rumors, they were going to
stop the drain. But I didn't think too much about
it. It got to be August and in our garden the
plums were getting ripe. I was thinking of
picking plums and my mother would bake the
fantastic plum cake that I love. But my mother
was thinking, you've gone to all this trouble to
get to the university and now what if they close
the border and you can't study after all. I told her
not to worry. Nothing will happen. But she said,
more people leave every day. They will stop it. I
think you should go now.
But classes don't start until October, I told
her. That's still two months away.
My mother was insistent, so finally I said
OK. I'll go now, but I'll be back to have some of
your delicious plum cake very soon. My mother
smiled and said all right. So I collected a few
things to take with me. It couldn't be too much
so there would be no problem getting into West
Berlin. The guards were watching for people
trying to flee with their belongings. My brother
Helmut had a motorcycle so I sat on the back and
he drove. At the Berlin border, Helmut knew the

police guard. We're just going to visit friends in
Berlin he said and the policeman let us go.
Helmut dropped me off and I went to the police
in West Berlin to register. Helmut drove back
home. He had a job and a girlfriend that he
planned to marry. So he decided not to stay, and
regretted it for the rest of his life. The next day
the wall was there.”
“The next day?” I said in amazement.
“You were cut off from your home?”
“Yes,” said Rudi. “They had rolled out
barbed wire overnight and had police and soldiers
guarding the entire border of the city. No one
could get through. And, I couldn't go home. I
was now an illegal refugee. Republikflucht it's
called. If I went back, I'd be put in jail. So there I
was in West Berlin and I had to start a new life."
“Have you seen your family since then?”
No, he said. There is no telephone
connection. We can write letters. That is the only
communication I've had with them since 1961.
Rudi was attending classes at the
university. He also had a job and he read all the
time, except when we were eating or in bed. He
carried a very large, worn out black leather brief
case, that was packed full of books. It was so
heavy that I could hardly lift it, but he had it with
him all the time. Whenever he had to sit and
wait, he pulled out a book and read. He read
while waiting for the bus, he read sitting in the
subway, he read while eating unless I was there
and we were discussing the questions I had. I
wanted to understand what he believed. It was so
out of the framework that I'd known. Christianity
and Marxism had always been diametrically
opposed; Rudi combined them. The idea was
intriguing. It went a step further than Buber I
thought. I and Thou, the relationship between the
individual and God, then the relationship between
the individual and the person that reflected the
love of God. But what about society, where was
it in all of this? The individual did not only find
meaning in the authentic relationships with the
people around her, but also within the context of
the culture, society, and economic structures.
That made a lot of sense to me.
So I discovered in the dialogue with Rudi,
something that perhaps had eluded me before, a

basis for building up, going beyond the
existentialism that I thought was offering me the
best way to understand the world. It was
exciting, riveting, a journey of ideas and new
ways of thinking, like making a leap, maybe the
leap of faith that Kierkegaard talked about, but
with a different content.
For the first time, my thoughts were
diverted from the assurance that Steve would be
waiting for me. I hadn't rejected the notion. Rudi
was not offering any kind of future for us. On the
contrary, he said quite bluntly, "I am a
revolutionary. I am married to the revolution."
That sounded like a little too much pathos
to me, exaggerated somehow or dogmatic. But
he didn't seem dogmatic otherwise. Perhaps he
was testing these ideas himself and didn't really
know how to interpret them. But I wasn't thinking
of marriage and family with Rudi. I was instead
fathoming the notion of revolution, a revolution
which would change the relations of production
as well as human and social relationships. It was
a quest that would not be so easy. Some of it
seemed self-evident, some of it left big questions.
But I wanted to know what it would mean for me
and for everyone. I had been a rebel without a
cause. It wasn't such a big step to imagine
rebellion with a cause. But the cause was so
huge and when you started to grasp at it, the
pieces often seemed beyond reach. So it was a
great project, to get the pieces to fit. It meant that
I had to turn upside down the premises I had been
imbued with as a child.
I continued to visit Denise once in a while
and took Rudi along. Denise called me Carol and
Rudi wondered about that. I told him she liked it
better than Gretchen. He decided he did too and
began calling me Carol, but I said that’s not my
name. Gretchen for most Germans is a name for a
little girl and not appropriate for a woman. So
Rudi had to think of other names for me.
Sometimes he called me Kobold. I thought that
was sort of funny and didn’t mind to much. Then
he came up with Gretka, a kind of Russian
variation, something he did with other names and
had to do with his preoccupation with the Russian
revolution and his studies.
Rudi belonged to a little group of

revolutionaries called Subversive Aktion. Mostly
they read and discussed. They read some Marx,
but mostly authors from the Frankfurter School,
most of whom had fled the Nazis and a few were
still in the USA, above all Herbert Marcuse.
Adorno and Horkheimer had returned to
Frankfurt. But the Subversives didn't just read,
they had pulled off an action against Eberhard
Diepgen who was the chairman of the Student's
Association ASTA at the Free University in
Berlin at that time and also belonged to a dueling
fraternity, which was forbidden in Berlin.
One evening shortly after I moved in with
Rudi, he said he had to go to a meeting with the
Subversive Aktion.
“Can I go too?” I asked.
“Yes, if you want to. It is pretty
theoretical.”
“I'll try to understand,” I said. “And what
I can’t, you can explain afterwards.”
There were five or six men. I do not
remember any women there, maybe the
girlfriends of some of them were there too, but
they didn't talk. That's when I met Bernd. I
knew already that he was Rudi's best friend.
Rudi had told me a little about him. He had fled
from East Germany, a bit earlier than Rudi. He
had come to West Berlin to study, had become
interested in Marxism from a critical standpoint,
was going to get his degree in Sociology and they
had met in the required statistics class which both
of them found onerous and both failed the first
time. They didn't like math. But they managed to
pass the second time. They had so much in
common and I guess that's what brought them
together. I was enthused about meeting Bernd
and positively inclined toward him from the start
because he was Rudi’s best friend. Rudi did tell
me that Bernd was not religious and could not
understand at all why anyone would have any
interest in religion.
Bernd was a somewhat rotund man with a
reddish beard, yellow teeth and as I remember it a
kind of perpetual rumbling laugh. He seemed
very friendly. When I came in that room the first
time meeting the Subversive Aktion group,
everyone seemed amused by my presence, or
maybe by the fact that Rudi had a girlfriend

which apparently was not something they'd really
expected from Rudi since he hadn't had a serious
girlfriend that they knew of since they'd met him.
I wanted to interpret their interest as acceptance.
That was a misinterpretation. But the discussion
was incomprehensible for the most part, in
academic German, throwing around sociological
concepts and I don't know what all; my now six
months of German-speaking experience was
inadequate. However, occasionally I would catch
a sentence or two and could not help but make a
comment which was probably irrelevant to what
they said, but they thought it was funny.

Bernd Rabehl internet photo
Rudi and Bernd were viewed as a kind of
reincarnated Marx Engels pair, even somewhat to
the appearance: one gaunt and though not
bearded, often dark with chin stubble and the
other rotund and bearded. They would develop
their revolutionary theories together and
eventually inspire a movement, so they hoped. It
was hard to imagine how Rudi, Bernd and their
little group of seven or eight people would bring
a revolutionary movement about, but I was
willing to believe it. It was a time of hope. I
knew that already from the changes I'd seen
happening in the USA. Germany was different of
course, but not that different.
After the first meeting with Bernd, we
went to his house and I met his girlfriend Uschi.
Uschi was the kind of German girl that was an
enigma for me. She was pretty, but her short hair
was dyed black, something many German girls
did and I never could figure out why. American
girls usually, if they died their hair would make it
blond. Uschi wore lots of makeup and exuded an

aura of non-comital distance toward me. She was
not a student. She had a job as a hair dresser and
I don't think she had any aspirations to join in
these theoretical discussions. She seemed pretty
much to accept what Bernd presented to her.
Uschi and I never found much of anything to talk
about so I never got to know her. That's the way
it is sometimes.
Rudi and Bernd had begun preparing for a
course on Marxism which they were presenting
for the Social Democrat Youth Group, so they
would disappear into their discussions and I
would sit there and listen. There wasn't much I
could do. But it wasn't boring, because I was
trying so hard to learn German and understand.
One day Rudi was listening to the radio.
He listened to the radio at lot, the news, anything
about politics. But on this day he started
grumbling. I could hear a man speaking, a kind of
sing song political rant. I could tell that much. I
didn't know who it was and I couldn't understand
much. But Rudi was getting angry. Finally, he
grabbed the radio and smashed it against the wall.
I was shaken. The radio was broken.
“Why did you do that?”
“Ulbricht,” he muttered. He hated
Ulbricht who was the chairman and president of
the GDR. Rudi considered it Ulbricht's fault that
the Wall had been built that separated him from
his family. It probably was at least partly
Ulbricht's fault. Whether the SU was behind the
decision or supported the decision, I don't know.
In the past the SU had been opposed to building a
Wall. But the drain on qualified persons from the
GDR had become so great that the country would
have collapsed without the Wall.
Thomas Ehleiter
I don't remember the first time I met
Thomas Ehleiter. He was Rudi's other best friend
at that time. Rudi had met him when he worked
with him at the Harnack House both of them
washing dishes and peeling potatoes. Harnack
House was next to the Free University, but was
actually a club house for the officers of the US
army where they met to relax and get a good
meal, partly prepared by Thomas and Rudi.
While the two of them sat working together
Thomas also was Rudi’s teacher presenting

This is the Harnack House where Rudi and
Thomas worked.
aspects of Marxism that at the time were new for
Rudi. Rudi developed a great admiration for
Thomas, both because he listened to Rudi, related
positively to Rudi’s religious notions and willing
and interested in discussing that.

Thomas Ehleiter from a photo that someone gave
me.
Rudi introduced Thomas to me soon after I
arrived. I liked Thomas, he was both fatherly and
caring and there seemed to be something special
about him. Thomas occasionally went to
Steinplatz in order to get into discussions and
arguments, trying to convince people, but didn't
belong to any of the small political groups. Rudi
treated Thomas more like a mentor, someone who
knew more than he did, was older and wiser and
very good at helping him clarify and put together
his thoughts about Marxism and revolution. Of
all Rudi's friends that I had met, I liked Thomas
best. He seemed to have more empathy and
accepted people as they were, which some of the
Subversive Action people could not do. They
were supremely intellectual and couldn't relate to
people who didn't talk the way they did. I, of
course, did not fit the bill, since my German was

still quite rudimentary.

Me near Henry Ford Bau
Thus, it was that the summer went by
with lectures at the university, going with Rudi to
his political meetings, Steinplatz sometimes, my
job in Tegelort, reading the books Rudi was
giving me and then the nights with him. It was a
little hiatus of perfection. But Rudi's house
owner's vacation was going to be over and they
were returning. That meant I had to leave and
that summer of revelation was drawing to a close.
Suddenly that time out of time was dissolving
into a far more difficult reality.
So many things came crashing down on
me at once. My original plan to learn German for
six months and then go to France and learn
French for six months was not going to happen. I
didn't have enough money for it, but that is not
the whole reason I didn't go. I was in love with
Rudi. For the whole summer when I thought of
Steve, I'd be confused, filled with doubts. Could
I be in love with two people? Was it possible?
Or was the attraction to Rudi, his energy, his
ideas, his charisma, whatever it all was, was it
pushing Steve to the sidelines? I didn't have to
solve that dilemma in the end.
A letter came from Steve. I opened it in a
state of agitation bringing up the question of
where my feelings were. In the last couple
months, I'd not heard much from him and I
suppose I hadn't written much to him either. But
the message was not what I'd expected. My eyes
flew over the few sentences. It said something
like, I'm sorry, but I have met a woman and we

are engaged to get married. I thought I was
seeing wrong, so I read it again. I think I was at
first in a state of shock, and then I began to cry.
That at least could release some of the surprise of
it all.
That wasn't the only blow. I knew of
course, that I'd have to leave Rudi's abode when
the owners came home, but I hadn't yet decided
what to do then. Until Steve's letter came, I was
expecting to go back to him. With that option
gone I felt dislocated. Rudi had said, when the
summer is over, you must go. I knew that. He'd
said it often enough, I am a revolutionary and a
revolutionary has to make the revolution. I can't
plan for a future with marriage and a family.
What could I say or even think? I had
never had the intention of preventing him from
making the revolution. I knew that he was trying
to figure out how this revolution was to come
about. It was something he had to do and I
accepted it. I didn't feel like I knew enough at
that time to help him in any significant way, but I
didn't want to lose him. I felt like my world had
been blown apart. The two men I'd been in love
with were gone. All I could do was mourn and
try to put the hollowness that seemed to have
invaded me aside.
But it was even worse. I had slept with
Rudi and with a couple others before Rudi. It
had been a while since I'd had my period and I
was getting worried. By that time, I would wake
up in the morning and feel sick. It was too
obvious. I knew that I was pregnant. I didn't
know who the father could be, and I knew that I
couldn't tell Rudi. He may or may not have been
the father, but to put this kind of pressure on him
seemed wrong to me. I had to solve it myself.
In those days’ abortions were illegal
everywhere. But I couldn't imagine going through
with the pregnancy. I had no money, no support,
no job and I wasn't ready for a child. My mind
was churning. I wasn't going to risk my life with
any back-alley quack. So how? I thought that
Denmark was a liberal country, more liberal than
Germany and not very religious. Abortions were
illegal there too, but maybe there would be a way.
And I knew a Dane, Jørgen. What would he say
if I showed up in his life again? We had written a

couple letters after we'd parted in Antwerp and I
knew where he was living. He wanted me to visit
him at some point. It could be now. It was worth
the risk if there were a solution and he was
willing to help me.
It was one of the sad days in my life when
I went to Bahnhof Zoo to buy a train ticket and
travel first to Cologne where I wanted to visit
Amin again. It would only be for a day and then
on to Copenhagen. Rudi came with me to the
train station. He didn't know why I was going to
Copenhagen. I told him that I was visiting Amin
in Cologne and Jørgen in Copenhagen. They
were just friends. We found the platform for my
train and Rudi stood by me, carrying my luggage.
I don’t know how he felt about it. Maybe he
would miss my presence, the discussions about
religion that he couldn’t have with anyone else,
the nights in bed. He came with me into the
train, looking for a seat, but the second-class
compartment in the train was full, no seats. I put
my suitcase on the floor and then went to the
door with Rudi who had to hurry to get out before
the train started. We stood there holding each
other, he on the platform and I on the first step
until the conductor blew the whistle. The doors
closed and he was outside. As the train began
moving, he ran alongside it to the end of the
platform and then he was gone. I sat down on my
suitcase and cried. I felt so forsaken and alone, I
couldn't stop crying. The other people crowded
around me, looked, but did nothing, there was
nothing they could do. When the conductor came
to punch the tickets, I was still crying.
“What's the matter,” he said. That set me
off crying even more and I couldn't explain it.
He took pity on me and said, “come you
can have a seat in the first class.”
I was so surprised that I stopped crying at
least for a moment and followed him. There I
found an empty compartment where I could curl
up in the corner and cry some more. The trip was
slow as it always was through the GDR. The
train stopped frequently and then there were the
long waits at the border. I still had tears in my
eyes at the first crossing. The border guard stared
at me a moment, but kept his face hard and stiff
while he checked my passport. Then he went on

to the next passengers with his sniffing dog.
Amin was living in Cologne. He had
begun his studies there and he intended to get a
doctor’s degree. We had kept in contact since
we’d left the Goethe Institute and he wanted me
to visit him, so I thought I it would be nice to go
there on the way to Denmark. It was a short visit,
but I had told Rudi I was going to stop there on
my way home and I’d given him Amin’s address.
I was glad to see Amin again, but at that time I
was worried about the problems that lay ahead. I
didn’t tell Amin why I was going to Denmark,
only that I’d met a German man that I really
liked, but he was going to make the revolution
and so he thought getting too involved with a
woman would distract him. Amin was still
pining over Zora. So we consoled each other.
Amin showed me Cologne, we ate at an Afghani
restaurant and the rest is lost from memory. At
the end of my stay he brought me to the train
station and then I was off again to somewhere
else where nothing was clear and the future was
foggy. I felt terribly alone, deserted and unhappy.
I arrived in Copenhagen the next
morning. It was a big station, like all big city
train stations, full of people who don't see you,
hurrying to somewhere. But Jørgen didn’t live in
Copenhagen. I had to find another train to Sorø.
All the signs were in Danish. I couldn’t read
anything, and I had no idea how to get any
further. I felt so frustrated that I again just put
my suitcase on the floor, sat on it and started to
cry. No one paid attention. After a while I
thought this is ridiculous. I brushed away the
tears and went to look for an information place
which wasn't that difficult in the end because the
little stand had a big sign over it that said
Information. I got some instructions about using
the public telephones so I could call Jørgen.
He was surprised to hear my voice but he
sounded very pleased when I told him I was in
Copenhagen. Sorø is not that far, he said. Come
on the next train and I’ll be at the station.
There was a grin on his face when I got
off the train and he saw me. He hadn't found a
new girlfriend yet which might have made the
whole venture impossible. As it was, he said I
could stay with him. He lived in a little

apartment. He'd gotten a job as a reporter at the
local Sorø newspaper. I explained to him quickly
why I was there. I didn't want him to have any
false notions about it.
“It's OK,” he said. “I will do my best to
find a solution. I think it can be done.” But it
wasn't so easy. Jørgen talked to a doctor he
knew. But the doctor said, he couldn't do
something illegal. Only if I was bleeding and it
was an emergency, then he could do something.
But of course, I wasn't bleeding and I wasn't
going to do something drastic to make that
happen. Jørgen agreed with that. It wasn't worth
risking my life. So time went by. Living with
Jørgen was pleasant enough. It was a relatively
quiet countrylike place and the people at Jørgen’s
job were friendly. He also brought me to visit
various members of his family, his parents who
had been in the resistance and were or had been
communists, his sister who had a couple little red
haired children, all of them were accepting of me,
and sometimes I thought what if I stay here
forever? Could I live in this quiet but rather
idyllic place? What would I do for the rest of my
life? It was hard to imagine.
Jørgen's own doctor had an idea when
Jørgen told him that the gynecologist would only
do something if I was bleeding. You could take
your own blood and pour it in, then as it flowed
out, dash to the gynecologist and he could see
that it was bleeding. The idea sounded insane to
me, but Jørgen said he was willing to donate his
blood for that purpose. I agreed. It seemed like
it was the only way out and time was gradually
running out. It would be too dangerous beyond
the third month. So that is what happened.
Jørgen came home from work one day with a pint
of blood. We arrived at the gynecologists as it
had almost all flowed out again, but it was a
mess. The gynecologist agreed to do it without
asking any further questions. It was a relief for
me.
With that taken care of, I had to go. I had
decided to go back to the USA and figure out
what my next steps would be. I needed space and
time to withdraw and recover. But Jørgen who
had been unbelievably compassionate throughout
the whole thing and to whom I was grateful and

indebted, didn't want me to leave. He had gotten
used to me being there when he came home from
work. I wasn't much of a housewife, but he liked
our discussions in the evening and I think he was
simply in love with me. He asked me to marry
him.
I was a little taken aback. I hadn't even
considered that he was thinking in that direction,
so at first I said, no. But he was insistent and I
was beginning to think that I did owe him
something and I had no one else. The two times
I'd been in love, the kind of love that engages the
whole being, mind, body and spirit, both times
when I thought I'd found the person in all this
world who was everything for me, both times it
had ended in disaster and pain. Maybe this less
emotional, less engulfing relationship would miss
the highs, but also stave off the catastrophe. So I
said, yes. Jørgen was ineffably happy.
“But,” I said. “I have to go back to the
USA first, to get my things.”
It made sense, so he said, “I understand.
But come back as soon as possible.”
“I will,” I said.

Rudi 1965
Chicago seemed different when I got
back. There was no urgency either to go or stay.
For the time being the bright lights were off. I
had no money and thus no way to hurry back to
Denmark. But I couldn't go home to live either.
In any case I had to earn some money.
But last time I tried I hadn't been able to find a
job on the East Coast or the West Coast, so how
did I think I could get one in Chicago? Part of it
was simply lowering my expectations. I was
willing to do just about anything since I wasn't
thinking of it as the start of a career. But I needed
the money, so I signed up at a temp agency and
got a couple typing jobs that lasted some weeks.
Boring, but allowing me to collect a small stash
of dollars.
I found Cecily, my girlfriend from high
school, and she liked to listen to tales of the
adventures I'd had and was sympathetic to the
pain. She was also full of ideas that I liked to
listen to. She said she had an apartment with
another girl from high school and there would be
room for me too. With three of us paying the
rent, it wouldn't be so much. It sounded good to
me. I moved in.
But now away from Jørgen with the
anguish and obligation of those months fading, I
was feeling less impelled to go back to him. Was
it my obligation? Would it be my happiness? I
would mull over it at night before I fell asleep
without knowing the answer.
One day I was shopping in Oak Park and I
saw someone walking toward me with a familiar
springy step, a blond shock of hair; it had to be
Mr. B my English teacher from high school. I
felt a twinge of excitement, a remembrance of
those years, now seeming so long ago when he
had meant so much to me. I walked toward him
and suddenly he saw me. His face lit up and I
thought he certainly hasn't forgotten me.
“It's so good to see you,” he said. “What
have you been doing these last years? Are you
living here now?”
“I am living in Oak Park for the moment,”
I said. “But I don't really know what I'm doing.
I'm kind of searching.”
“Why don't you come to my house,” he

said. “We can have a good talk.”
It sounded fine to me. “Do you still live
in Austin?”
“No. We've moved to Oak Park so the
kids can go to good schools and it's safer.”
He lived in a somewhat worn bungalow
and as soon as I arrived, children seemed to pop
up out of everywhere. There were six of them
altogether, and they swarmed around me. I
wondered what their dad had said to them. One
of the littler boys especially latched onto me. I
thought he was awfully cute. He reminded me of
a smaller and slightly darker Mr. B. But then Mr.
B. came and shooed them all away, saying we
have to talk for a while without being interrupted.
“You didn't seem very happy when we
met,” he said.
“No, I guess I'm not so happy.”
“So, things aren't going so well? What
are you doing now?”
I told him about my job that I disliked,
about the fact that I'd applied to Yale the previous
year and wasn't accepted. That I wanted to go to
grad school, but didn't know where or how I'd
pay for it.
“And men in your life?”
“Not good,” I said. I told him about Steve
and Rudi and Jørgen.
He listened intently, trying to pick up
whatever cues I was giving. Then he said, who
do you really love, unconditionally?
I didn't have any doubts about it. “Rudi,”
I said. “But he sent me away.”
“You really love him,” said Mr. B. “then it
has to be him.”
“But…”
He interrupted, “No, buts. Write to him
and tell him you want to marry him. Then you
will see what he answers. If he says yes, you go
back, if he says no or doesn't answer, you forget
about him.”
I didn't object any more. In fact, it was
obvious, I didn't really have another option. If I
was going to give up on Rudi and then pine over
it the rest of my life, without having tried again,
harder, it would be my own fault. I knew Rudi
would be freaked if I sent a letter asking to marry
him. I couldn't do that. But I could write him a

letter asking to come back. If he said yes, that
would be enough.
I was both energized and nervous about it.
The whole idea had set a new more optimistic
spin. But it wasn't easy to write the letter. I'd
start, think that sounds ridiculous. I don't want to
frighten him, but he has to understand what I
want. I finally got a letter that I thought was the
best I could do. I told him that I wanted to come
back and help with the revolution. His ideas had
impressed me and I thought it was the right thing
to do. I wanted to be with him. I didn't write that
I was ardently in love with him, I thought that
would be too much, that he'd feel crushed by that.
I sent that letter off with trepidation. If he didn't
answer, I'd have to surmise after a while that it
wasn't going to happen. If he answered and said
no, I'd know. I'd be crushed, but I'd know. But
maybe he'd say yes. I had to wait.
Time passed. It seemed a long time,
though actually it wasn’t more than a couple
weeks. I was beginning to give up. And that
began driving my spirits down. There'd been that
flicker of hope after the talk with Mr. B. He had
been like a magician once before in my life. And
again, he was trying to do that kind of magic,
pulling a tattered life together. But no letter came
and I was doubting. The past year after all had
been nothing but disasters.
But it was good to have other people to
come home to after my mind-numbing job.
Cecily would try to cheer me up.
Winter came with sunny ice-cold days
and bundling up to get on the el to go downtown
to my job. Or dark snowy days. Every day.
There wasn't much to break the monotony. But
one day Cecily said, “do you know how to ski?”
“No,” I said. “It's difficult to learn to ski
here in Chicago being so flat.”
“What would you think about a long
weekend learning to ski in Minnesota?”
“Minnesota,” I said with astonishment.
“Are there mountains there?”
“Maybe not mountains, but big hills.
There is a tour, it takes us up there on Friday, we
have until Sunday, ski lessons, two nights and
food. What do you think?”
“Yeah,” I said, mulling it. “Yeah, that

might be fun. I'd love to know how to ski.”
So, Cecily and I bought tickets for the
tour. On Friday we got on a bus filled with
Chicago kids who mostly didn't know how to ski,
but everyone was enthused. The weather was
sunny and cold and when we arrived in
Minnesota some hours later and were dumped off
into a bright landscape of glittering snow and
hills I felt, for the first time in a long time a thrill.
We were first led to a hut where we got fitted for
ski boots, skis and poles. Then we were divided
up into classes according to how much skiing
experience we had. Cecily and I were beginners.
By then it was dark and the lessons would begin
in the morning. After breakfast our beginners’
class was taken to a very small hill with a very
slight incline and shown how to do the plough. I
tried it and fell. I fell a hundred times and Cecily
was laughing. “Can you do it?” I asked.
“No, but I don't want to fall.”
I looked at her for a while and saw that
she was going so slowly and carefully that she
didn't fall very much, but I thought, you can't get
down the hill that way. So, I tried again faster
and fell. I didn't master it that morning. None of
us had, but we were all very hungry when lunch
time came around. In the afternoon, the sun was
blazing down on us, the snow sparkling and our
class gathered on a slightly higher hill with a
slightly stronger incline. The teacher watched me
for a while and with this new challenge, I went
about three feet and fell.
“Try to go slower,” the teacher said. “Do
this and she showed me what I was doing
wrong.”
I tried and fell after about 10 feet. It was
better. Before mid-afternoon break, I was getting
down the hill without falling. When I saw Cecily
I said, “I can get down the hill now.”
“Without falling?”
“Yes.”
“That's great,” she said. “I'm still
working on the little hill.”
Before dark there was still time to
practice. The teacher watched me again and said,
“you're doing better. You should work on
improving your technique and she showed me
how to go from snow plough to straight and back

again, stopping and turning.” By the time it got
dark I could do it.
Sunday morning, I decided I had to try the
highest hill. It was much steeper and of course
much higher than any hill I'd been on. I stood at
the top, looked down and felt a little shiver go up
my back. It was a challenge and if I fell, it'd be
more painful than on the little hill. But I pushed
off and fell. I got up again, it wasn't so bad after
all, so I started again. I didn't fall. I began going
faster and faster, the wind searing my face,
exuberant. When it seemed like I was going too
fast, I slanted and v-ed the skis, causing the snow
to spray out and it slowed me down, and that
worked too. I got to the bottom without falling
and thought this is fantastic. I marched up to the
top again and as I stood there ready to push off
the teacher saw me. “What are you doing there?”
she yelled. “That's not for beginners.”
“I can do it,” I said.
“Can you?” she looked at me in
amazement. In the beginning I had been the one
who fell the most and she hadn't seen me since I'd
been mostly lying flat in the snow.
“Yes, I can,” I said.
“OK. I'll come with you and you show
me.”
I went down the hill with the teacher
following me, flawlessly using the snow plough
which is all I knew. I couldn't parallel ski, but it
didn't matter. “Wow,” she said when we got to
the bottom. “That was very good.”
After lunch we had to go home again and
I was not happy to leave. I was learning to fly
and I loved it.
One day, I don't remember how it came to
my attention, but I found out that a German
newspaper, die Welt, had a front-page article
about students demonstrating in Berlin. I had to
see it. Could Rudi have been there? I got the
newspaper from the library and read the article.
Mostly I was looking for Rudi's name, but it
wasn't there. There were some photos of students
running through the streets but their faces were
too fuzzy to recognize. It was a demonstration
against the Congolese president Tsombe whom
the students believed had murdered Lumumba, a
man who had brought a moment of hope to

Congo that the oppressing colonial powers could
be overthrown. There were African students in
the demonstration and also a lot of German
students, several hundred anyway, who had
thrown tomatoes at the entourage. And I thought,
I'm sure Rudi was there.
But no letter had arrived from Rudi for
me and I was getting ready to give up. I had to
do something. So, I decided to apply to the
University of California at Berkeley to study
architecture. After the months at Aunt Dorothy's
house where Uncle Cliff had helped me work
through a book on advanced geometry, and
considering that I'd had an interest in architecture
for a long time, I thought that would be a good
possibility. I knew about the Free Speech
movement at Berkeley, all the political action
going on there and I thought it would be a
stimulating place to be. So, I sent off my
application and waited.
But I thought, what if Rudi really does
answer and says I can come back? Then, I don't
want to be in Berkeley. So, I applied to the
University of Hamburg in Germany to study
theology. Just in case. The philosophy
department in Berlin was neither existentialist nor
Marxist oriented, whereas the theologians were
more interesting. When I was in Berlin Rudi had
said that he thought it was a good idea for me to
get a degree in theology, so I was thinking of him
and, even though he lived in Berlin, I'd be close
enough in Hamburg. I waited.
Eventually letters came from both
Berkeley and Hamburg. I was accepted at both
of them. But which would I accept? I didn't
know the answer yet.
Then one day I came home from work
and Cecily said, “there's a letter for you.” I
wasn't getting that many letters, so my stomach
twitched.
“From Germany?” I ventured, afraid to
hear the answer.
“I think so”, Cecily said. She handed me
the blue airmail letter with my name written in
Rudi's solid well-formed, slightly Gothic German
handwriting.
Now I was shaking. I could hardly open
the thing. Yes, no, I have to be prepared for the

worst. Maybe the best. It seemed as though the
paper was made of rubber, the way my fingers
couldn't tear it. But then it was open. I took it out
and read.
It started with a little news about what
Rudi was doing. He described how he had
organized a demonstration in Berlin against
Tsombe who was a tool of western imperialism.
How the police had tried to catch him, when they
realized he'd led the demonstration away from the
prescribed route, because Tsombe's caravan had
been rerouted at the last minute to avoid the
demonstrators. How they'd found Tsombe's
caravan and thrown overripe tomatoes. How
Rudi had escaped the police by springing over a
10-foot-high wall. It's good to be a trained
athlete as a high jumper, he wrote. The police
could not get over the wall.
I couldn't help grinning at that.
Then he wrote that he'd moved and no
longer lived in that attic where he couldn't have
guests. And finally, I saw the words, you can
come if you want to.
I was holding my breath without realizing
it. Now I let it all out and Cecily saw me
relaxing. “It's good news?” she asked.
“Yes.” I said triumphantly. “I am going
back to Germany.”
My choice between Berkeley and
architecture or theology in Hamburg was made. I
would be close to Rudi. Not in Berlin yet, but
close. The semester started in April so I wanted
to go back a little before school started so I could
see Rudi in Berlin before I had to be in Hamburg.
That would be soon. I had enough money to pay
for the ship passage and my parents were
agreeing to give me a little money to pay for my
studies.
That time I sailed on the Queen Elizabeth.
It was old by then, but still elegant and certainly
different than the freighter I'd sailed on the last
time. I didn't get seasick.
Even though I had Rudi's letter with his
new address I was full of apprehension when I
got to Berlin. What would he really think when I
showed up at his door? Yes, I'd sent him a letter
and told him I was coming before beginning my
studies in Hamburg, but I hadn't heard from him

again. As always, I didn't have much luggage,
just a suitcase and my guitar. I got a map of
Berlin and found the closest U bahn, and then I
walked through the streets. It was as area of
mostly old, apartment houses, still pockmarked
from the bombs of the Second World War, but no
ruins. Here and there were new houses that had
replaced bombed out ones; these were built fast
and cheaply after the war and looked pretty
flimsy. I found Rudi's street and the number. It
was an old house. I walked up several flights and
saw the door that had Rudi's name on it. There
were some other names as well. I was afraid to
ring the doorbell, afraid that he wouldn't be there,
afraid that he wouldn't be glad to see me. But I
hadn't considered the possibility that when I
finally did ring and someone came, that it
wouldn't be Rudi. In fact, it was a girl. When I
saw her, I was about to flee. My first thought was
that Rudi had a girlfriend. But I said, “is Rudi
there?”
She said, "I'll see." She closed the door
again, leaving me outside and I could hear her
footsteps fading away.
In a few minutes or probably it was
seconds, but it seemed a lot longer, the door
opened again. This time Rudi was standing there.
He was surprised to see me, but he broke into a
grin, so my apprehension softened a bit. “Come
in,” he said and grabbed my luggage. He led me
through a long dark hallway to the end and
opened the door. “My room,” he said. It was a
large room with two big windows looking out
onto the apartment buildings across the street.
There was a tile oven in the middle of the room
and his bed next to it. The walls were covered
with orange crates filled with books. He had
more even than when I'd left. He also had a desk
which faced the windows.
But I still was a little worried. “Who was
the girl?” I asked.
“She lives in the apartment,” said Rudi,
“along with some other students. We all rent our
own rooms and use the kitchen and bathroom
together.”
“OK,” I said relieved. I was safe.
I was only there about a week when Rudi
told me he was invited with others from SDS to

go to the Soviet Union. He was invited by the
Komsomol to visit Communist youth groups.
Rudi had mixed feelings about it. He knew that it
was a propaganda trip, but he also felt a
propinquity to the revolution that Lenin had
instigated. He thought at that time, that it was
Stalin who had perverted it. He was also afraid,
since the train to the SU went through the GDR
and because he was a refugee that he might be
arrested going into the Soviet zone. But he
wanted to see the revolutionary sights and feel
the presence of the fathers of the revolution
including those whom Stalin had murdered.

Rudi had left. It was still an experiment for both
of us to clarify whether we were going to stay
together. I didn't really have any doubts, but
maybe Rudi did. I wanted him to figure it out
without me invading. So, each of us went our
ways, I took the train to Hamburg, arriving at
Dammtor Station which was closest to the
university and the place where I would live.

Dammtor Bahnhof, my first view of Hamburg as I
arrived in the spring of 1965 internet photo
Rudi bottom right in the SU
So, he was excited about the trip.
Before he left though, he had to prepare a
paper on his theory of revolution which he
wanted to finish before he left. He was missing a
meeting of Subversive Action in Munich and
Bernd Rabehl was going to read Rudi's paper
there. It became my job to get the paper typed up
in time. I was a good and fast typist, but I was
typing in a foreign language and my German,
although it was improving, was still incomplete
and I didn't understand everything that Rudi had
written. Nonetheless, I got it done, Rudi was
pleased and I was keeping my promise to help
him with the revolution.
Rudi was not one to keep his mouth shut
and in the SU he asked troubling questions, like
why has Trotsky been removed from all the
photographs? Why were the opposition
Communists murdered? The Komsomol handlers
did not like the questions and usually didn't give
any answers.
The spring semester was going to start
soon in Hamburg, so I didn't stay in Berlin after

Administration building of Hamburg University
about as it looked when I arrived in 1965
I remember the first look I had at the
university, a brownish round building with cupola
near the Hamburg Dammtor train station. In
front of it was a big park with chestnut trees
which looked friendly. I got a taxi to bring me to
the place where I would live. I had found it
because my mother belonged to an organization
which arranged for Germans to visit families in
the USA and the German woman who visited my
mom, a teacher in a gymnasium lived in
Hamburg and knew the owner of this house who
was also a teacher in a gymnasium. It was in a

nice section of Hamburg with well-kept middleclass apartment buildings mostly painted white
and within walking distance of the university.
My room turned out to be what had once been a
closet. It was very small, but there was room for
a bed and a desk. The woman of the house was a
middle-aged proper lady with silver streaked
black hair pulled back into a bun. Her daughter
who worked, also lived there.

House on Heimhuderstr. I don’t know if this is the
house I lived in, but it was like this Internet photo

Helmut Thielike internet photo
Thus, began my life in Germany. I found
the theology department which was in a newer
skyscraper and met my professor whose name
was Helmut Thielike. His Christianity was
typically German protestant, though not so liberal
and not so neo-orthodox as Karl Barth, whom
Thielike had studied with, but certainly not like
US Fundamentalism.
He was supportive of the West German
status quo, but he had been opposed to the Nazis
in the Hitler era, and had belonged to the antiNazi Confessing Church. Because of that he had

lost his job after Hitler came to power. I went to
his lectures and tried to understand as much as I
could. I was taking German language classes as
well and my German was slowly improving. I
didn't understand everything, but I got the gist.
I also took Hebrew which was required so
I could read the Old Testament texts in the
original which would be required in theology
courses. In Hebrew class I met Jutta Diener who
became my closest friend in Hamburg. Jutta lived
with her mother who was open-minded and
friendly, so I ended up spending as much time
there as in my narrow little room.
After a couple weeks of getting settled, I
went to Berlin to visit Rudi for a long weekend.
Two weeks after that, he flew to Hamburg to visit
me. He had to fly because as a refugee from the
East, he would have been arrested on the train
going through the "zone" as they called it. Jutta
was a great help, since Rudi could not even enter
the house where I lived, much less stay there.
But Jutta had some friends who were glad to let
him sleep at their house. Rudi would fly to
Hamburg maybe once a month. I was finding my
studies interesting and engaging, so I didn't miss
Rudi much during the week, but I also couldn't
wait for the weekends to come when I could be
with him.

The Alster in Hamburg with fountain in the
center. Internet photo
When Rudi came to Hamburg, we could
spend the days together, but the nights were a
problem. There was no place. We had to be
creative. One time we rented a row boat on the
Alster which is a small lake in the middle of
Hamburg, surrounded by buildings and stores.
There is a fountain in the center. Rudi rowed out
to the center where a few sprinkles from the
fountain occasionally landed on our heads. The
people walking along the quays were small busy

ant like forms in the distance. We could see
them, but we figured, they couldn't see us. We
laid down on the bottom of the boat, stretched out
as much as possible, I crawled into his arms and
we made love.
I think it was probably sometime during
that first year of theology studies that I decided to
see if I could hear the theologian Karl Barth
again. He was a professor in Basil in Switzerland,
so I went to Basil, found the university and
Barth’s teaching schedule. Thus, I was able to
hear him lecture again this time in German.
The Book Fair
There is a Book fair in Frankfurt. Every
year publishers present their new publications for
the fall season. It is a huge event. "Let's go,"
Rudi said. "It's a fantastic place to see what new
books are coming out. You'll be amazed."
Rudi loved books and he read in every
free minute, even when he was eating. But there
was no way he could ever afford to buy all the
books he wanted to read. I saw books I wanted to
read too. It was like a book Never Never Land.
Most of them were in German, but I was at the
point where I felt I could read them.
"Let me know if you want any," Rudi
said.
"OK," I said. "But how many could we
ever afford?"
"Don't worry about that, said Rudi, "they
don't sell them here anyway."
I was taking Hebrew to fulfill my
theology requirements and I needed a Hebrew
Bible with references. To my astonishment as I
meandered through the religion section there was
one. "Wow," I said. "To think they publish this."
It was huge, annotated, and with text in quite
large Hebrew letters. It was also very expensive.
"What is it?" Rudi asked.
"The Hebrew Bible. I need it, but it costs
a lot of money. It'd be great to have for my
Hebrew class and exegesis." I gave it a little pat
and walked on to look at more books with a bit of
regret that it was beyond my financial
possibilities. Back at the place where we were
staying, I paid no attention as Rudi took off his
coat. But then he came up to me with a grin on
his face and a book in his hands. "For you," he

said. I stared in disbelief. It was a huge book.
The Hebrew Bible. "Oh my God,” I said, "where
did you get it?”
“At the Book Fair,” he shrugged.
I knew that meant he'd stolen it, because
you couldn't buy books there. "How in the world
could you steal something so big?”
Rudi grinned. "My stomach," he said,
and showed me how he stuck it under his shirt.
To me it looked like his stomach protruded far
more than normal on such a small man. But he
said, "I got a lot of other books too," and he
pointed to a stack on his desk.
"How could you get so many?"
"It's my method," he said. "The book fair
is an excellent place to do this because there are
so many books and so many people milling
around creating cover. I do have to wear this
jacket." He wore a roomy jacket with inside
pockets and wide sleeves and filled all of its
crevices with books.
"It's stealing," I said.
"There's stealing and stealing," he said. "I
would never steal from the local booksellers. We
have to support them. But the big chains, that's a
different matter. And the Book fair, well, those
books would not have been sold anyway, so they
aren't losing any money. They’re throw them
away when the fair is over."
In October when the semester began
again, I was less inclined to feel satisfied during
the week and the trips to Berlin were seeming
more onerous. We started discussing about
changing this situation. It was still 1965 and
although there had been large student
demonstrations in the USA, in Germany most of
the demonstrations had been limited to the
university. Thielike had publicly ranted against
these student disturbances. He didn't understand
what the problem was and considered the
students who participated to be rabble rousers.
Rudi was not yet publicly known, but I knew that
Rudi played a role in some of the activities.
Thielike was thus talking about Rudi and I was
beginning to feel uneasy, going to his classes.
During the week when I couldn't see
Rudi, we'd sometimes wanted to talk together, to
discuss what was going on in the world and to

plan. I didn't have a phone and I wasn't allowed
to phone from the place where I lived. But I
couldn't really see any impelling reason why
Rudi couldn't phone me. It cost nothing to the
house owners. However, that too was forbidden.
Nonetheless, I told Rudi when I thought they
wouldn't be home and he could call me during the
day when they were at work. It worked a couple
times. But then one day when Rudi's phone call
came, the daughter was at home and she
answered. She told her mother, and I was bawled
out and told never to let that happen again. It was
getting more and more unpleasant for me there.
But the winter semester would not be over until
February. I would have to be patient.
Herbertstrasse
One weekend when Rudi was in Hamburg
we decided to go to Herbert Strasse. That is the
famous red-light district where prostitutes live
and work. I had been there once before one
evening when the street was packed full of
people, mostly men, but also women who had
come to gawk, as I had. But this time it was
during the day. The sun was shining and for Rudi
and me it was simply a different place to take a
stroll on a nice day and he was as curious as I
about the place. Both ends of the street are
closed off with a big iron barrier that said youths
under 18 not allowed. In those days it didn't say
anything about women not being allowed, so
holding hands we entered, perhaps with minor
apprehension.

Herbertstrasse in Hamburg internet photo
The street itself is deceivingly quaint, a
cobblestone street, no cars, the houses are old,
small and cute. If it weren't for the huge
windows in the front of every house, it could be a

charming medieval lane. But the huge windows
of course had a purpose. There were chairs in
them and in some of them a scantily clothed
woman sat, looking out to see if there were any
customers approaching, or otherwise chatting
with the other women sitting in the window.
Why men go to prostitutes was something I
couldn't quite fathom. I, in any case, would have
never thought of doing such a thing, but then
maybe most women don't. There are enough
women in the world who want to have sex, I
thought, so it seems there would be no need to
get it that way, although maybe not. I suppose it's
not always easy for a man and definitely better
this way than rape. But the atmosphere seemed
chilling, presenting women's bodies like this.
There was hardly anyone on the street at
that early hour, so Rudi and I were
embarrassingly obvious, and we were even more
obviously not customers as we were walking
close together hand in hand, both gawking pretty
much like naive country bumpkins, which Rudi
fairly recently actually was. The people who
worked there did not like it. A soft buzzing
sound like a hive of bees started up. It followed
us as we walked along and got louder and louder.
It became ominously aggressive and although no
one said any words, it was clearly a way of
indicating that we should get out of there. But
we were in the middle of the block by then and
had no intention of dashing away. So, we went
on with the threatening buzz following us though
no apparent person was visible who was making
it.
Then the noise began to take a curious
form, it sounded less like a buzz and more like it
was saying Gretchen. I thought at first, that can't
be. They can't know my name. But the Greee
tchen, Greeee tchen became clearer and it was
definitely not an illusion. Rudi heard it too and
he was baffled. I looked in the direction it
seemed to be coming from and finally saw a
woman leaning out of one of the windows,
waving wildly at me, indicating I should come.
Wondering why, we went over there. I didn't
recognize her at first. She had red hair and was
wearing sexy black underwear. But she quickly
said, “don't you recognize me? I'm Marlies.”

It clicked. “Oh yes, now I do.” She'd lost
a lot of weight, but she was still a big woman.
"The red hair, it’s different. I have to get used to
it."
She laughed, “yes, it is. I live here now.”
The buzzing noise that had been
following us had completely ceased. Apparently,
we were now accepted guests.
“I live in Hamburg too. Rudi is visiting
me now. He’s still lives in Berlin.” I brought her
up to date on what I was doing in Hamburg.
Then she said, “you left that place in
Berlin before it got really bad.”
“I could see it was getting bad. That’s
why I went to stay with Rudi. What happened?”
"I'll tell you what happened", she said.
"The little Turk got the police to come and they
forced us to let him in the house and threatened
us if we were to bar him from getting in again.
He came the next day and took all my things out
of my room, my Persian rug and some other
things that were quite valuable. He took them
home with him. So, the next time he came, I
grabbed him and I said you stole my things, you
give them back. He said he wouldn't." Marlies
began to laugh at the memory. "I grabbed him by
the scruff of his neck."
I could imagine that. Marlies was about
twice as big as he was.
"And then I heaved him over the side of
the balcony, that was the fourth floor and I said, if
you don't give me my stuff back, I'm going to
drop you. Well, he was terrified and he said he'd
get my things for me."
“Wow,” I said. “Did you get your stuff?”
“Yes, he brought it back. But there was
no point to me staying there. It wasn't good
anyway. So I got a chance to come here.”
“And this is good?” I asked, probably
with a large note of skepticism in my voice.
“Yes, this is good. It is safe. There are
friends here, I earn a lot more and it is a nice
place to work. Why don't you come and visit me
sometime? We could have a cup of coffee and
talk.”
I nodded, but I didn't think I'd do it. I
wasn't sure if it was safe for me. What if they did
kidnap me. I didn't know.

Before long the cold weather came and
Rudi's room which had been light and airy in the
summer turned drafty, gray and very cold in the
winter. He would get coal briquets and put them
in the tile oven which after a while got warm, but
the warmth did not reach beyond two or three
feet from the oven. Rudi put his bed right up
against the oven to absorb as much heat as
possible, but if he had a bowl of water for
washing on his desk near the window it would
freeze to ice overnight. For me, being in bed
with him was the only way to keep warm.
We had been discussing how ridiculous
and expensive it was to travel back and forth
between Berlin and Hamburg. Rudi had read
about Thielike's political proclamations and said
he’s not developing in the best way. He reminded
me, as I knew, that Gollwitzer was in Berlin.
“Gollwitzer,” Rudi said, “is prima. You could
study theology here with him.”
“But there is no Theology Department on
the FU,” I said.
“There is the Kirchliche Hochschule here.
And Gollwitzer is actually teaching at the FU as
well as at the KiHo. You can get a theology
degree from the FU.” That was all I needed. I
started preparations to transfer to be close to
Rudi. He wanted it now, so I no longer felt that I
might be invading his space.
Dieter Kunzelmann
Christmas vacation was coming and Rudi
and I could be together again for a few weeks.
The coming and going of the last months was
difficult. I wanted to be with him all the time. I
was in love with him and I was ready to imagine
a utopian future for us. I knew that there were
more parts to this than just Rudi and I. But I
never thought about the possibility that the more
parts there are, the greater the chance for
something to go wrong.
I got on the bus in Hamburg on a gray
wintry day, carrying my guitar and a few clothes.
At the other end, some hours later after two
nervous border crossings in the GDR, I arrived at
Stuttgarter Platz in Berlin and saw Rudi standing
there. When he saw me, he ran up to the bus and
grabbed my luggage. We took the U-bahn to his
place on Waitz Strasse. He had fired up the coal

oven and when we sat on his bed leaning against
the oven, we could feel its warmth.
“We have a place to spend the holidays,”
he said. “In Bavaria.”
“In Bavaria?” I responded in surprise.
“The Munich Subversive Action is going
to spend a week in a house in the Alps and they
want us to come too, so we can all get to know
each other better and discuss how we will go
forward and how to better coordinate our
actions.”
“What kind of a house?”
“It belongs to the family of one of the
members. His name is Lothar Menne. It is
supposed to be a nice place.”
“Warm?” I asked.
“I think it's warm,” said Rudi. “His
family has money. It's their vacation home. It's
also near skiing areas. So we'll be able to ski
between discussions.”
“Oooo,” I said. But we don’t have ski
equipment.”
Rudi shrugged. “We can rent it there.”.
“OK,” I said. “But who will be there?”
“Dieter, of course. And Lothar and others
from the Munich group. I don't know them all.
We'll see.”
“That sounds good,” I said. “I want to
meet your friends and skiing is fun. Can you
ski?”
“Yes,” he said and laughed. “I’ve
swooped down the mountain a few times when
our school class went sking in the
Fichtelgebirge.”
I was looking forward to this work
holiday. I wanted to meet this Dieter whom Rudi
admired. I went with great expectations to
discuss ideas on how to make the revolution, to
be with Rudi all the time and to ski in the alps.
Lothar picked us up at the train station in
Munich and drove us to his family’s house in
Kochelsee. There was no snow in Munich and I
was wondering how we'd ski, but as we finally
got higher in the mountains, the snow appeared
and then got deeper and deeper, the forest got
thicker and the pine trees were covered with
huge clumps of snow weighing their branches
down - a winter wonderland like the pictures on

German advent calendars that had found their
way to the USA. It took a couple hours driving
up mountain roads through quaint villages to get
to the house which was in the forest and seemed
very isolated, surrounded only by snow and pine
trees.

This is the room where everyone sat. I took this
photo 55 years later.
We went inside into a wood paneled room
where the warmth from a fireplace blasted us as
we opened the door and I almost choked on the
acrid smell of cigarette smoke which filled the
room. The people had all made themselves
comfortable on the chairs, on pillows on the floor
and stared at us when we came in. Lothar had
been very friendly on the trip and I liked him. He
introduced us to the others, but they seemed to be
rather indifferent. I was a little surprised.
“Find a place to sit,” Dieter said. He was
seated on a chair, higher than the others,
commanding like a pasha. At least that’s how I
remember it.
There wasn't much space, but Rudi and I
squeezed together on a chair. They continued the
discussion which consisted mostly of Dieter
talking and most of the others agreeing with him.
Rudi listened at first. He wanted to see where
they stood, what their ideas were. I was not
understanding all of it. Especially in large groups
discussing together, it was hard to understand, so
sometimes I just spaced out and was just glad to
be near Rudi. We were squished together on that
chair meant for one person and that was enough.
But pretty soon I discovered that the
others didn't like it that Rudi and I were so
obviously attached. Or rather, it was Dieter who

didn't like it. So, he got his two women Dagmar
and Marion to try to seduce Rudi. Rudi was
rather impervious to the whole thing. He wasn't
going to be seduced; I don’t know if he even
noticed the two women chasing him. But I could
see it and I thought it was strange and rather
nasty. Dieter declared that my bourgeois
character had to be destroyed if I wanted to be a
revolutionary, something like that; and so he
proceeded to set up a campaign against me. I
was treated in a contemptuous and perpetually
unfriendly manner. After several rounds of this
sort of treatment by Dieter and the two women, I
was almost reduced to tears.
That night when I was alone with Rudi, I
said. “Why are they like that?”
Rudi seemed a little perplexed. He didn't
know why they were doing it or how to counter
it.
The next day it started all over again. But
I could tell that not everyone was following
Dieter's commands to deconstruct me or scare me
away. Lothar and Inge were friendly. Bitsy was
friendly. A couple others were at least not
unfriendly. But none of them, not even Rudi,
were able to open their mouths and tell Dieter to
stop behaving that way. They wouldn't criticize
him to his face. They didn't defend me in these
sessions where everyone was sitting together,
even though some of them were friendly enough
when we were in free time mode. I had to face
the fact that people did not act the way I had been
used to at college. The immediate solidarity that
certain groups with a common goal ought to
have, did not exist. On the contrary, it seemed
like the first phase in the formation of the group
was testing, testing to see how much meanness
they could generate toward the outsider. And
becoming an insider had hurdles which I, in any
case, had no idea how to overcome. Nor did I
know if it was possible at all. It was a cultural
difference that I found very difficult to come to
terms with. But at that time, the first time I was
experiencing it, it left me in a state of pure shock.
I'd thought we're coming together to discuss how
to make the revolution. We were in it together,
we had a common goal, I expected immediate
solidarity, but instead there was just unkindness

and rejection. And it was all justified with
rinsing out your bourgeois attitudes. It was silly,
actually stupid and I didn't like it. It was the first
time this happened, but not the last. What I had to
discover was, that not everyone was like that.
On Christmas eve we decided to go to a
Christmas Eve service at the nearest church.
There was a Catholic church in the village which
was a walk of several kilometers through the
snow. We all bundled up and went out into the
crisp cold air. It was dark, but the snow reflected
light from the moon, so we could follow a path
through a forest of pine trees and into the village.
It was not a terribly large church for a not
terribly large village, but inside the air was warm
and smelled of incense. The gold statues and
holy articles glittered in the candle light. The
Christmas tree had lit candles and everything
seemed to sparkle. We were so many people
traipsing in that our presence seemed to fill the
church. Everyone stared. No one could imagine
where so many young and strange looking people
could have come from. And strange we must
have been, with our slightly shabby clothes, long
hair, Dieter with a red beard, Rudi as usual with
several days worth of dark stubble. But the
service went on and the worshipers turned back
to their prayer books. It was a respite from the
torturous sessions with a self-assured Dieter
leaning back in his chair, a pasha surrounded by
his harem and eunuchs. The glowing church on
Christmas Eve was one of the pleasant moments
of that trip.

This is more or less how I remember the church,
but when we tried to find it 55 years later, we
didn’t succeed.
The other happy side was a day trip to go
skiing. We drove up to the ski lift of the
Mittenwald ski area in the German Alps. My
Midwestern hill skiing was a little different than

being on top of a mountain. But we found the
blue path, the easiest one and I thought I could do
it with my snowplow expertise. Rudi had been
skiing before, but he wasn't that experienced
either. Luckenwalde is as flat as the US Midwest,
but he'd been with his school in the
Fichtelgebirge. He wasn't a careful snowplower
though. When he got on top of the mountain, he
put his feet together and shot down with no
graceful curves or parallel stops. He just shot
down until he either reached the bottom or fell
which was seldom.
The blue ski path from the top of the
mountain spiraled around the mountain kilometer
after kilometer through snowy, silent pine forests.
It was rather gentle and it was nothing but the
force of gravity pulling me down, endlessly. It
was exhilarating. Not the two or three minutes it
had taken in Minnesota to reach the bottom, but
hours. This was like a huge orgasm, flying over a
white path, with sunshine sparkling between
trees, magical. And I liked magical things. It
was being alive and rather than enduring the
passage of time, it was timelessness, an escape
from that smokey room in Lothar's mountain
house with frowning and disapproving people. It
is good that I could fly, because otherwise I might
have considered fleeing from that place.
After that holiday, I went back to
Hamburg to finish the semester. Once away, I put
the discomfort about the Kochelsee experience
away and tried to forget about it. We had already
talked about how to make that the final Hamburg
semester. I found out that I could indeed get a
degree in theology from the Free University in
Berlin and study at the Kirchliche Hochschule. I
had to apply to begin the next spring semester in
Berlin. But more importantly we had to decide
how we were going to live together. Rudi’s room
on Waitzstrasse was too small for two to live
there permanently and it wasn't allowed anyway.
But to rent an apartment we needed to be
married. Finding separate rooms to rent would
be virtually impossible.
The Poster Action February 1966
The university semester didn’t end until
into February, so I was still spending long
weekends in Berlin with Rudi. After the

Kochelsee meeting it was decided to prepare a
double action occurring in Munich and Berlin at
the same time, in the hope that we’d be noticed
and that the press would think we were a large
organization all over Germany, which we at that
time were not. However, the goal of the action
was to print a poster and plaster it all over the
two cities. The cost for the printing of the posters
was taken care of by Wolfgang Neuss.
Wolfgang Neuss was a cabaratist, wellknown in Berlin at that time. His shows were
political and anti-authoritarian and thus he was
respected in the leftist scene. Rudi and I had been
to one of his shows where we also got to know
him personally. He was also known to have
supported critical actions financially and to use
his satirical magazine Neuss Deutschland, a
satirical dig at the GDR Newspaper Neues
Deutschland - to criticize the flaws in West
German society.
In 1965 the Springer Press was collecting
donations for the families of American soldiers in
Vietnam by selling miniature copies of the liberty
bell. Neuss protested in Neuss Deutschland. The
poster action was the kind of thing he’d agree to
finance.

Wolfgang Neuss the man with the drum internet
photo

The poster was printed in black, white and
red and had written in large red letters Mord:
Murder, Revolution, Amis raus aus Vietnam!:
Americans get out of Vietnam!

This is the poster which we pasted up in Berlin
and Munich and which was paid for by Wolfgang
Neuss
I was in Berlin the night of the action.
Participants were sent out in pairs with the
posters and paste, so they could plaster the
posters all over the city. A couple people stayed
to listen to the police radio so we’d know when
they discovered it. Since I was a foreigner and
could be thrown out of the country, they decided I
should be one of the police radio listeners. The
police, of course, did discover it. One of the
participants was pasting a poster at Bahnhof Zoo
and the police saw him without him being aware
of it. He was arrested. After that the police went
through the city ripping all the posters down and
by morning, they had found most but not all of
them. One house owner actually forbad the police
to take the poster off his house. The press got a
copy of it and the next morning although hardly
any posters could be found it was in all the
newspapers and one of them printed the entire
text as well.

One of the first demonstrations I participated in.
I am holding the poster I made before it was
destroyed. This sort of drawing is why Rudi
called me Kobold.
Two days after this action the SDS
organized a demonstration legally registered by
the authorities. For this demonstration I made a
poster on cardboard which I attached to a stick. I
wanted to show the sexual aspect of men
murdering people. The poster was quickly ripped
out of my hands and destroyed by some violent
men watching the demo.
A peaceful demonstration on side streets
was not what we thought would get our point
across. Therefore, instead of going home after the
demo, the rallying cry was passed from person to
person, “go to Amerika Haus.” Here we would be
noticed. It was not part of the agreed upon
demonstration route. Ca. 500 of the 2500
demonstrators followed the cry and marched to
America House. It was a clear, cold day, but
everyone sat down on the cold cement. The police
arrived soon and surrounded us. Then through
their loudspeakers demanded that we leave. No
one moved. Pretty soon a small white object
smacked against the America House, yellow slime
dribbled down, then another and another. People
were throwing eggs. It looked so funny that
everyone started to laugh. This didn’t please the
police who began dragging people away.
There was anger over these spontaneous
actions, not only by the police and politicians, but
also by some of the older male SDS members

who didn’t agree with spontaneous actions. The
wanted to throw the participants out of SDS.
However, the majority of SDS members voted
against expulsion. And the SDS became a focal
point of the new movement, from then on
growing rapidly.
Getting Married March 1966
Getting married was an ideological question
which we didn't have an easy answer for. We
began discussing the pros and cons on the
weekends when we were together. Marriage
tended to support the existing oppressive social
structures and it wasn't revolutionary. On the
other hand, by living in a revolutionary way,
perhaps marriage could be transformed. If not, we
could always disband it. In the meantime, if
Rudi's parents came to visit us when they became
retirees, which would be very soon and which was
allowed by the GDR authorities, they'd freak out if
we were living together and not married. Did we
want to waste our time dealing with that when
there were other more important things to do? Or
what about my parents visiting?
We discovered that everyone who lived
and married in Berlin could get 3000 D Marks.
With our difficult financial situation that would
be very useful. We were who we were. Would
we be different people with different goals if we
married? Hardly, I thought.
Rudi had been ambivalent in the
beginning. His parents disapproved of the
marriage, because as his mother wrote, I was of a
different race. She actually used that word. What
would the revolutionary friends say? One of his
closest friends Bernd had insisted he end the
relationship with me. Bernd was not a Dieter.
Rudi had met him some years before when both
were trying to pass the final Latin exam. Bernd
was also a refugee from the GDR and they had
similar political ideas which they developed
together. Bernd was friendly enough in the open,
but behind my back, and maybe behind others’
backs he tried to create confusion. Rudi told me
what Bernd had said about me, no foreigners, no
Americans. That he was racist became clearer
with time, but I was already getting the negative
vibes from him. Some of the SDS members were
married, so what could they say? And the others?

Did it really matter? Dieter? I don't care what he
thinks, I said. Do you? I asked Rudi. Rudi
couldn't say yes to that. And Bernd? You don’t
have to listen to him. He’s not you. And so it
went, back and forth. We wrote down a list with
pros and cons, so we could see it in front of us.
The pros were somewhat more convincing.
During the week I studied. My big
accomplishment in Hamburg that winter was
passing the Hebraicum. Jutta and I would study
together every day and she passed too. It was not
easy and I was double translating from Hebrew to
English to German, but it worked out.
With the Hebraicum behind me and the
semester over, I told my landlady, that I was
leaving and was going to Berlin to get married to
Rudi. She wished me luck and I think she was
quite happy to see me go. Not that she disliked
Rudi. He was super polite when he came to visit,
always charming, and warm to her. He never did
much more than ring the doorbell, so I'd know
he'd arrived, he didn't stay in my room, even
when no one was there. He never even entered
the house. But Rudi did not look like the typical
offspring of the educated elite, nor did he exactly
behave that way. He lacked the general stiffness
so many of them had, he looked a little wild with
hair longer than most and he was often slightly
unshaven. I am sure she thought he was going to
try to stay overnight, which he never did.
Thus, we decided to end the problems
with being together overnight and all the other
uncertainties. With that decision made, we had to
organize a wedding. I had parents in the USA and
Rudi’s parents were in the GDR. When I wrote
my mother that we were planning on getting
married, her reaction was probably not great joy,
but satisfaction that this was better than having
her daughter be totally wayward. She wanted us
to come to the USA to get married. But at that
time, I wasn't emotionally prepared to go back,
even for a wedding. It would involve the church
presumably and explanations and even just
getting to the USA, and certainly it would
completely exclude Rudi’s family. So, I said we
couldn't do it in the USA. Nonetheless, my
mother organized a wedding shower in River
Forest and invited relatives and the women from

the church. It made her feel good and we did
receive the gifts which were a great help in
setting up our first household.

My mother holding one of the shower gifts.
We decided to have the wedding at the
end of March. That would give my parents time
to make preparations to come to Berlin. It also
gave us time to plan our wedding party and to
look for an apartment where we could live. We
discussed the possibility of getting married in a
church with Professor Gollwitzer marrying us.
But Rudi decided his friends would find it simply
too strange and would protest and tease him,
perhaps more than he wanted to deal with, so we
decided it would not be a church wedding.
Neither of us were members in the German
Lutheran church either, and it might have been
required to marry. However, for the sake of my
parents we wanted a ceremony that would be a
little solemn and have a religious aura and we
wanted a joyful party as well. So, we produced
our wedding ceremony according to our gospel.
There would be no church and no minister, but
we wanted someone to play the ministerial role.
Of course, it had to be Thomas. There was
something clerically expansive about him, his
manners, his way of speaking, his pastoral
concern. He was happy to play the role when we
asked him. We then wrote the ceremony that
Thomas would present. It consisted of poems
and essays that Rudi and I had written, quotations
from the Bible, including one in Hebrew, as well

as some from Marx and other revolutionary
philosophers. Thomas liked it.
Rudi had some friends who played in a
band and they were happy to come to the
wedding party to provide music. My parents
were willing to supply some money for the
shindig, so we could afford to invite lots of
people and provide a worthy wedding dinner for
everyone.
Then we had to find a place for the party
to happen. We didn't have the slightest idea. But
one of the students we knew from SDS was Horst
Kurnitzky. He was friendly and gregarious and
as soon as he heard about the problem, he said I'll
help. He knew someone who owned a
bar/restaurant with private rooms in the back
which we could rent for a reasonably low price.
It's not luxury, Horst said. But you won't find
anything for less money. It's a bargain.
I was leery, because it was a bar. But
Horst insisted that they had good food. So, we
went to look at it. I was disappointed. Not that I
was expecting to get married in a cathedral. It
was on a typical working-class Berlin street with
little swirls of dust hovering over the sidewalk,
lined with apartment houses pockmarked from
the war. When we walked in the door a gust of
alcohol laden air almost knocked me out, I felt
slightly like choking. The owner brought us to a
room in the back and said we could rent this
room. It was dark, dreary, and pervaded by a
stale smell. The wallpaper which was yellowed
with age had pistols on it. I probably looked
quite worried as it didn't make me feel in a
wedding mood, more in fact, like a fleeing mood.
“It's doesn't really look like a place to celebrate a
wedding,” I said finally.
“But it will,” the owner said
enthusiastically. “We will have tables here with
white table cloths and there will be flowers on the
tables and candles lighting it up romantically. It
will look very nice, I assure you.”
I didn't feel assured, but Rudi was saying.
“it looks OK and turning to me, doesn't it?”
“Maybe with lots of flowers,” I
murmured, but still with a worried look. I was
thinking that my parents would freak out when
they walked into that bar. Then we discussed the

food. There would be about 50 guests and we
would have ham and chicken. There would be
alcoholic and non-alcoholic punch, salad,
potatoes, or d'oeuvres, vegetables and of course, a
big cake. It sounded good so I was feeling a little
mollified.
I was nervous about my parents coming.
I wanted them to be there. But I knew they
would see my life as something so remote, so
strange and perhaps frightening for them. Maybe
they would be worried, or sad, or maybe just glad
that I at least wasn't wandering off into some kind
of self-destruction. They wouldn't understand
much of anything that was said, since they didn't
know German, and that would be good. Most of
the guests were radical left-wing activists and
revolutionaries. They were from all over the
world. It would be a colorful group with
Haitians, Africans, lots of South Americans, and
Germans as well as a couple other US Americans.

The napkins which my mother brought from the
USA with the date of the party.
I had butterflies in my stomach as these
opposing strands of my life were swirled around.
It got worse.
We set the date for the party. My parents
bought their planes tickets, the place and the food
were ordered, the guests invited. The plan was to
go to the court house and get married in the
morning and then to the party in the afternoon.
We went to the court house to get an
appointment. Why should anything go wrong?
Rudi and I went in and told the secretary we
wanted a time to marry on March 26 which was a
week away. Have you put up banns she said?
Huh? I said. I looked at Rudi and he

shook his head perplexed. He didn't know what
banns were. I certainly didn't have the foggiest
notion. So, Rudi said, “what do we have to do
for that?”
“You must put up an announcement about
your marriage and it must be hanging publicly for
three weeks, so anyone who objects has time to
see it.”
“But no one objects,” I said.
The secretary laughed. “Perhaps not, but
this is the law. You must do it or we cannot
marry you.”
I was ready to cry. “My parents are
coming from the USA in a few days for the
wedding. They can't wait here three weeks.
They already have their plane tickets.”
“I'm sorry,” she said. “But there is
nothing I can do.”
We told them to put up the banns and
when we left I did start to cry. “What am I going
to tell my parents? They are coming for the
wedding and they will have to leave before it
happens.?
Rudi tried to comfort me. “We just tell
them the truth. We will have the party anyway
and it will be very nice.”
“I don’t know,” I muttered. I still had to
face telling them about this. I couldn't imagine
they'd understand. Even I didn't. I'd never heard
of such a thing.
My parents flew into Frankfurt and I went
to meet them there. They rented a car and we
drove through the Rhine Valley, trying to get
distracted by the Lorelei, which they’d heard of
even in the USA. As we drove on through the
Rhine Valley and looked at the ruins of castles on
the tops of the hills, I began to wonder why I was
doing this in the first place. I did love Rudi, but
somehow with everything going wrong, I started
to speculate that the whole thing was a big
mistake.
"Maybe…" I said.
My parents waited for me to go on, but I
didn't. I wanted to say let's not go any further.
But I didn't.
And on we went to Berlin. They were
worried about driving through the GDR, but I
tried to calm them down about that. Nothing will

happen, I told them.
But I was not calm. It was only a year
since I'd last seen them, so it wasn't so much the
distance in time. Maybe I was imagining the
distance I felt in my heart and I had no idea how
to breach it, I wasn't wise enough. I felt as if I
was doing something wrong, because this
wedding was taking place in Germany, and my
mother was left out of the planning. I wanted the
truth as I saw it, to be out there, but I knew it
couldn't be. So, I sat in the car with them with
my stomach in knots the whole time. My mother
was asking questions, how the party was going to
be and who was coming, where we'd live and I
answered her questions as best I could. But I
could not reach into a deeper pool of emotions
and bring them to the surface. I wish I could
have, but I was young and where should the
wisdom have come from? I was afraid even to
tell her that when the party was over, we still
wouldn't be married. At least, I did it before we
got to Berlin, stumbling over words, embarrassed
and finally making it clear what had happened.
She took it in stride.
By the time we got to Berlin, I did say, "I
feel sick."
My mother was sympathetic. "What's the
matter?" she asked.
"I have a stomach ache. I don't know if I
can do this?"
"Do what?"
I mumbled something.
"Everyone feels that way when they are
going to get married," she said. And my dad said,
“it will be alright.”
And so, we reached Berlin. Before the
wedding one task remained. Rudi’s family
couldn't come to the wedding, of course, but they
wanted to get to know me and my family so we
arranged a meeting between my parents and some
of Rudi’s family in East Berlin. Rudi's dad and
his brothers came, I think two of their wives were
also there. His mother was not well enough.
They made reservations at a nice restaurant and
we sat together trying to communicate. They
didn't know any English, so I tried to translate the
questions and the answers from both sides. At
least my parents could see that everyone who

lived in a communist country was not a terrifying
communist and Rudi's family were pleased that
my parents weren't radical anti-authoritarians like
us, but rather quite ordinary middle-class people
in a way, like them.

We stopped on the way and bought this little
bouquet with a pink rose and lilies of the valley
And so, the day of the wedding party
arrived. I was alternating between trying to
get ready and thinking of running out of the hotel
where I was staying with my parents in order to
escape the event. My mother took the dress she'd
sewn for me out of the suitcase. It was a white
suit, with a straight skirt and short jacket and a
black blouse. It was my choice. I didn't
philosophize much over the symbolism of it, but I
knew what it was supposed to mean. White
purity, and I believed there was a lot of purity in
the love I had for Rudi and the hope for the life
we would have together, but the black stood for
the dark side, the opposition. What was the dark
side? The rejection of my past which a
commitment to a life in Germany with Rudi and
the revolution meant, the refusal to have the
wedding in the USA which would have pleased
my mother so much, the abortions which I'd had
some time before when I'd been too young and
irresponsible to have a child or maybe it was just
some feeling of impending doom.
I don't know what my mother thought
about that dress. I guess she was used to me
being a little weird, and she must have thought a
black blouse for a wedding was a little strange,
but she made it and then she said I looked nice

when I had the whole outfit on.

The tables set up for the wedding party
When we got to the restaurant, Horst was
there. He grinned when he saw us. Come and
look, he said, leading us to the room in back. I
was amazed. The gleaming white table clothes,
lit only by candle light, sparkling on the
silverware. The bouquets of flowers made the
ugly walls almost invisible at first glance. The
dank smell was overpowered by the pungent
smell of the flowers. I breathed a sigh of relief.
More and more people arrived and eventually we
were seated.

My dad, Joy and the brother of a friend from
Bolivia.
Although Cecily could not come to
Berlin, she told me a very good friend of hers,
Joy, was in Berlin and she could be her
representative, so I immediately invited Joy.

Rudi, me, dad and mom
There were a couple others from South
America who didn’t know German, but did know
English, so we put them all together with my

parents so they had people to talk to. Joy did an
excellent job of getting my parents to relax. There
was non-alcoholic punch for them. Waiters
brought the food and everyone was enjoying it.
The food was good, everything seemed to be
going well and I was relaxing a little.

The cake and sandwiches which remained
available for people to take during the entire
party.
The wedding cake was cut and served and
people cheered. Before Thomas stood up to
present our wedding sermon, someone read a
letter from Dieter Kunzelmann in which he
regaled against the institution of marriage in a
humorous way and even I had to laugh. There
was a plastic charm attached to it an elephant and
a poodle on a little chain. It said, “the Central
Committee of Viva Maria, first meeting March
23, 1966. The CC of Viva Maria has taken note
that one of its members has officially gotten
married. The questionable parallels from party
history make it our duty to speak out on our
worries about the consequences of taking this
step. The CC nonetheless combines its best
wishes to the married comrades with the pressing
demand that they do not lag in the fight against
the ever more aggressive class enemy and in spite
of temptations build our common future.”

Rudi and I - I look pretty happy.

This is Thomas preaching our wedding ceremony
sermon, looking fantastically priestly. Sitting
beside him are left Rumba and right Eden.
Thomas was dressed all in dark clothes in
order to look priestly and he preached our sermon
better than any cleric could have done. It had an
English section so my parents could get
something out of it.

Next to my mother on the left is Rambousek
called Ramba and his girlfriend. I don’t
remember the name of the man on the right.
After the plates had been cleared away,
the musicians got their instruments
and played. There wasn't much room to dance,
but some did.

Musicians

The musician with the sax I think was Ingo, next
to him Eden and Bernar from Haiti.

When the musicians took a break I attempted to
play the guitar and sing a folk song.

Rudi and I hugging, dancing
In spite of the camouflage this was a bar,
and alcohol was being served. The wedding
guests could buy drinks if they wanted to and

some did. We had rented the place until late in
the evening, but when the deadline passed,
although we could stay, other customers were
allowed in. I could see that a couple of the South
American students were getting drunk. One of
them, Flavio, plunked himself down next to my
mother and started to move closer to her. I didn't
see it at first. But when I looked, he was
touching her. My mother seemed in a state of
shock and didn't know what to do. “Do
something,” I said to Rudi, horrified.

Flavio who got drunk and behaved completely
obnoxiously
Rudi got Flavio away from my mother,
but he didn't go home. Instead he got noisy and
then without warning he was punching the other
customers. Some of them started punching back.
Rudi chased them outside, but they stayed in
front swinging at each other until Flavio stood
there with blood all over his face and his fancy
clothes and still, he wouldn't stop. People came
out of the bar and forced all of them to leave.
But I didn't want to stay any longer. It was
enough.
For the next couple days while my parents
were still in Berlin, we showed them around. We
also had an appointment to view an apartment
which we possibly could rent. My parents drove
us there, but I felt funny having them come in
with us. I don’t know why. They wanted to see it,
but I knew it would be ugly. It was. It had a
kitchen, yellow with age, that had a bed in it, a
bathroom, a bedroom with an ancient bed and a
small sitting room full of worn furniture. It was
dark and dingy, and the price was outrageous, as
we were renting from a renter and he was
exploiting the fact that it would be impossible for

us to find anything else. So we took it.
We finally got married officially on
Friday, April 13th. It had been the first free day
after our banns had expired. If it hadn't been that
day, Friday, the 13th, obviously the reason why
that day was free, we'd have had to wait much
longer. I decided that I’d interpret it as an
auspicious day and that all would go well with us.
First Trip to Luckenwalde
The rest of Rudi's family who hadn’t
come to Berlin wanted to meet me, now that I
was part of the family. This was going to be
traumatic for me. Rudi could not be there to
support me, because of the infamous Wall. I had
to enter a Prussian conservative culture that I
didn't understand and meet the family that had
become my family, alone. Rudi's family was
even less happy about Rudi marrying a foreigner
than my family had been. I would be walking
into a kind of trap, into their web, with no
protection. For them, the idea that their son
married someone who was not German, was
difficult to come to terms with. It wasn't what
they wanted for Rudi any more than my parents
wanted me to be stuck so far from home.
I had to get a visa to go to Luckenwalde.
Although it was fairly easy to pass through the
Wall to East Berlin for foreigners - a visa was not
required - going beyond the city limits of East
Berlin was far more difficult. First there was a
trip to East Berlin to the police station to apply
for the visa. Then a wait of 6 weeks or so until
the visa was approved. Arrival date and
departure date as well as location had to be exact.
Then another trip to East Berlin to pick up the
visa. And finally, the trip to Luckenwalde itself.

Checkpoint Charlie was where Americans had to

cross the border to East Berlin. There was
another crossing at Friedrichstrasse for
Germans.
One of the Dutschke brothers met me
after I’d gone through the border control at
Checkpoint Charlie in order to drive me to
Luckenwalde.
In Luckenwalde our first stop was at the
police station to get my visa stamped. Then, we
drove to the house where Rudi grew up. A stucco
duplex built in the 1930's with a large yard, but
not much space inside. Rudi's parents lived there
as well as his brother Gunter and Gunter's wife
Eva and their baby Torsten. There was a small
living room, dining room and kitchen downstairs
and two small bedrooms upstairs.

Gunter standing in front of the Dutschke house
Strasse des Friedens 32B in Luckenwalde
The occasion for the invitation was the
baptism of baby Torsten. Eva and Gunter had
decided to make me one of the godparents, so it
was important for me to be there. This was
something curious for me. The custom of
godparents had disappeared in my American
family and I had no idea what it entailed. There
wasn’t much I could do anyway, since I lived on
the other side of an almost impenetrable Wall.
But I was prepared, brought nice clothes to wear
for the ceremony and probably a few treats like
oranges and coffee which they could not get in
the East.
Everyone was very busy the morning of
the baptism, getting themselves ready, but also
preparing for cousins and other relatives to arrive,
and having food for all of us

Me with Torsten in his baptism dress. All
following Photos are from Eva on the baptism
day, this one unfortunately blurry.

Here Gunter holds Torsten. From left Heidi, me,
Torsten, Gunter and Siegfried.

Siegfried-Ruth’s husband, Eva’s brother-in-law,
Ruth, boy on shoulders is Thoralf, Helmut’s son,
in front of him Rudi’s mother and in front of her
Detlev-Ruth’s son, and next to him his brother
Ralf, Heidi, behind her Gunter, me next to Gunter,
in front Eva’s sister Inge, holding her son, Eva’s
mother, and not sure who is on the end.

They were all friendly, took time to make sure I
was O.K. with everything and explained to me
what I had to. I suppose they were somewhat
curious about me, and probably even found it a
interesting that an American was present on this
occasion.

Back row: Inge’s husband whose name I don’t
remember, Helmut, Thoralf, me, Gunter, Siegfried
- Ruth’s husband - next row: Ruth - Ruth is Rudi’s
cousin - Eva’s mother, Heidi, Inge holding her
son, front: Ruth’s two children Detlev and Ralf

Rudi’s father Alfred, me, Rudi’s mother Elsbeth,
Heidi

Neighbor, Birgit-Helmut’s wife, Ruth, Heidi is
Manfred’s wife, Siegfried, me, Helmut, Torsten in
the buggy
Being married 1966
It hadn’t been easy to find a place to live
for Rudi and I. And the place we finally did find
was not ideal. We didn't have much money and
neither of us had jobs. We were students. I was
still getting a small monthly sum from my parents
and Rudi had a German BAFOG grant, the
standard one for students who had no family who
could pay for them. We were also getting the
3000 D Marks which every couple got who
married and lived in Berlin. We had gone from
place to place after reading the papers in the
morning to get a list of all the available
apartments, and at all of them the owner would
glare at us, usually that was enough, and say not
available. If they ever bothered to ask about our
jobs and we said students, they said not available.
It was getting very discouraging. We had no idea
where we could possibly live if everyone said no.
It was disconcerting and I was beginning to
wonder what kind of place Berlin was, where dour
people controlled all the living space and
obviously hated students.
Finally, though, while my mother and
father were in Berlin, we had found still another
address, another place to look at and be rejected.
The young man living at that place was a renter.
His parents had rented it decades ago and after
they died, he continued to rent it, but didn’t live
there as he had a job in another city. But he didn't
want to give it up. I imagine the rent he paid was

very low. He was offering to sublet it to us at a
price that was high for an apartment of that size
and in that condition. He was taking a nice profit.
But we were desperate.

A journalist’s photo of Rudi doing errands, this
time buying groceries. It didn’t mean I never did
it, but does prove that he did do it. The ideal was
to avoid gendering and he tried often with
success.
It had a living room, a bedroom, a kitchen
and a bathroom. It looked like it hadn't been
renovated in 50 years at least and the furniture was
all very old, but massive. It was on the third floor,
facing the courtyard with very little sun coming
into it, and it seemed both musty and dark. There
was no sink in the kitchen, just a basin that had
only a cold-water faucet. The bathroom also had
no hot water. But there was a coal heated water
tank. You could fill the tank with water, build a
fire in it using coal briquets and wait several hours
if you wanted to take a warm shower. It was
seldom I had the patience for that and mostly just
took ice cold, very fast showers and so did Rudi.
But I was happy that we had a place that was ours.
Our life together could begin. The walls were
covered with dark, faded wallpaper. We weren't
allowed to change anything in the place, but I
decided that I could cover the walls with
newspapers which I attached at the top and then
pasted on to each other, but not onto the wall, so
we could remove it when we left. The newspapers
were a lighter color than the wallpaper, so it wasn't
quite as dark as before, but still pretty gloomy.
For Rudi it didn't matter. All he needed was a
place to put his books, a desk, his typewriter, a

lamp and a bed to sleep in. We had all of that
including the huge double bed that came with the
apartment. The living room became Rudi's
workroom and I did most of my studying sitting
on the bed.
Daily life had to be dealt with in spite of
the revolution. Neither of us were experienced in
running a household. For me it was obvious that
we both had to do the necessary chores as equally
as possible. So, we split the cleaning tasks, which
were often rather neglected, so dirty dishes tended
to pile up in the sink. We both were supposed to
cook. Rudi actually mastered the art of frying
breaded fish, so we had that once a week. I

Me and Rudi
attempted other things on the other days. Once it
was soup and I remember it particularly because
of the bizarre result. I put various vegetables in it,
including red cabbage. The soup turned a
disgusting gray color. We had to eat it, as we had
nothing else, and it tasted OK. Rudi often did the
laundry which required carrying a large laundry
bag to the laundromat which wasn’t that close by.
He also bought the briquets which were heavy
from a place fairly nearby that sold them, so we
could have heat. Both of us did the shopping.
The Commune Discussion

In the beginning, I went with Rudi to SDS
meetings. He had joined SDS the previous year
and the Subversive Aktion had dissolved due to
disagreements on theory and practice. I had
gotten to know two of the people from that group
Peter Pusch and Heidi whom I liked. I had visited
them a couple times, as they didn’t behave like
elitist intellectuals, nor did they have an
indifferent or negative attitude toward Americans
and didn’t seem to think women should only play
a support role. But when the Subversive Aktion
split, they were on the other side. I am not certain
exactly what the contentious points were, but I
think it had to do with how critical one was
toward the GDR, Marxism, and the role of
critical theory. They had a less critical attitude
toward the GDR, although I think they had never
lived there. This was a problem for Rudi who
knew the oppressive aspects of that system. So
Peter and Heidi disappeared from my life without
me really understanding why.
I sat through SDS meetings with Rudi and
did not understand much of what mostly men
were discussing in an extremely intellectualized
language. But I began to notice a few things.
Most of the women did not talk at all. But one of
them Elke Rigehr dared to stand up and speak her
mind. I understood everything she said and
thought she was nailing the problems on the
head. But the men began to laugh. This was the
deciding moment for me. It was obvious that
most of the men were male chauvinists, impolite,
elitist, and basically intellectually rigid. I told
Rudi I would not go to SDS meetings any more.
He suggested we start a study circle for women
and we could read Bebel’s Woman and Socialism,
a good starting point. So, we did that. I met
another woman I liked, I don’t remember where,
maybe in this circle, called Agatha although that
wasn’t her official name. She was married and
had a little son. Her husband Eike Hemmer was
in SDS. For a while we exchanged visits at each
other’s houses and discussed the problems we
experienced. It wasn’t that I was completely
isolated. There were people I liked and with
whom I could communicate. Nonetheless, I
wasn’t always happy with the situation.
Rudi was deeply involved in SDS and

when I criticized it, he would say, yes, that is a
problem, but it is the only organization we have
to work with. He had a goal with SDS. From the
beginning it had been a left-wing theory-oriented
group. The underlying Marxist assumption was
that a revolution could not occur if the economic
situation was not revolutionary and there was no
revolutionary working class. This was certainly
the case in Germany in 1966. The working class
had achieved many of the goals that the trade
unions had aimed for. Workers had far more to
lose than their chains. Their standard of living
had increased rapidly, their wages allowed them
increasing comforts, vacations, and a widening
range of consumer goods. They did not want
things to change, especially since they were
aware that in the communist GDR workers did
not have many of these options.
Rudi, however, believed that there was a
revolutionary situation when the whole world
was taken into account. There were liberation
movements in Asia, Africa and South America
where it was indeed the majority of people who
were oppressed. Under those circumstances, the
question was, what role should Germany play.
Definitely not to sit around discussing theory.
There had to be action. Furthermore, there were
other questions which were pressing: the
influence of the GDR communists who
constantly tried to infiltrate and propagandize in
leftist groups in the West. Rudi thought it was
important to counter the ideas of these people
who had supporters in the SDS. Rudi wanted to
emphasize the anti-authoritarian theory which
demanded action, to fight against the
authoritarian structures of West German society,
which had not changed since the Nazis had
power. The whole problem of dealing with the
Nazi past had basically been swept under the
carpet. This had to change. Furthermore, although
West Germany was a democracy, this democracy
had been forced on the country by the allied
victors. The people had not chosen it, and if they
could have had a choice in the period after the
war, they would have preferred either a return to
monarchy or to fascism. The authoritarian and
non-democratic structures in the university and in
society had to be countered. All of these factors

required immediate action, not waiting for some
unknown future. Rudi and those who agreed with
him thus wanted to push the SDS in this
direction. It was a harsh struggle, but in 1966 the
anti-authoritarian faction had acquired a slight
majority. I was not part of this struggle.
Although I no longer went to SDS
meetings I did go to two study groups; the
Women’s Bebel group and also the Viva Maria
group. The Viva Maria group was started by
Rudi. He had a particular interest in the liberation
movements in third world countries. There had
been a popular movie at that time called Viva
Maria about the revolution in Mexico in the
second decade of the 20th century. Rudi saw the
movie four times, and decided to call his study
group after it. I went with him a couple times to
see the movie, including the time a man a couple
rows in front of us got a heart attack. Rudi dashed
over at once and began giving him heart massage
until the paramedics came.
I joined Viva Maria because it also
covered the Free Speech Movement, the civil
rights movement, and the black power rebellion,
in the USA which identified with the liberation
movements in the third world and. I wanted to
know what was going on in my native country, so
it became my task to read the alternative
newsletters and report on what was happening.
For me the most relevant thing I read about in the
writings of the American movement was that
communes were forming among the activists.
People were moving together, living in
communities, sharing, doing their political work
together, or having fun. The idea rang a bell. We
could do that too.
I had been pondering on the situation of
the women in the movement, which was now
defining itself as the anti-authoritarian movement.
How could we break the chains that seemed to tie
us down and silence us? Obviously, it couldn’t be
in a male oriented group like SDS. But in a
commune? The thought made a lot of sense.
Maybe if we did this, if we just lived together and
had to face daily life as well as the revolution, we
could begin to develop solidarity with each other,
to be friends and to like each other. I told Rudi
about it and the hopes that I had for it. It would be

a new way to make the revolution. A way that
dealt with the means and not just the ends, a way
that would lead to a new economic, personal,
social and caring society. Maybe it would do
away with capitalism as we knew it because it
would not be based on ever increasing
consumption, but instead on ever increasing
solidarity and more caring personal relationships.
I suggested this to Rudi and he liked the
idea. “Let’s start a study group on communes,
we’ll organize it,” he said. “Call a meeting. It can
be here at our house. You could prepare a report
about the commune experiments you've read
about. Then we can invite people for the first
meeting.”
"I'll invite them, not you,” I said. I wanted
to invite only the people that I found to be open to
diversity, tolerant and friendly. I didn’t want the
more chauvinistic men to be in the group, they
would try to capture it and weaken the antiauthoritarian and liberating elements for women
“OK,” Rudi agreed with this. So, I made
a list of the people whom I felt showed empathy,
and invited the people I thought could actually
discuss rather than overwhelm it. I prepared a
paper on the history of communes back to the
middle ages and then discussed new American
experiments.
After that the discussion began. Everyone
seemed enthused about the idea. But there was
no clear plan of how to go about it nor of how the
commune would be organized. Our task was to
find answers. It was self-evident that it had to be
a political commune, a place where people could
develop and practice a new way to do politics and
to change society. In a commune we would live
together, we would be forced to talk to each
other. Furthermore, we would demand that
everyone participate in all the work, the men
would clean and cook and take care of the
children as well as the women, the women would
have time to study and discuss.
After the first meeting everyone wanted to
meet again to continue the discussion. At the
second meeting more people came, people I
didn't know as well as the ones I'd invited in the
first place. But, of course, it quickly became
known and more and more people wanted to join

the group. We couldn’t stop them.
Helga and Andreas
At that time, I was often sick with sore
throat and fever. I was lying in bed, feeling a little
feverish and weak, when the bell rang. Rudi
answered and I heard him talking to people at the
door. Rudi came in and said there are
visitors for you. They wanted to see me? I was
flummoxed. Everyone who ever came wanted to
see Rudi, and this was frequent. They’d sit at
Rudi’s desk, smoke and talk. The smoke of course
soon filled the apartment which wasn’t big and
seared my throat and eyes. But these two people
wanted to see me. “Do you feel well enough to
talk to them?”
“Yes,” I said. They came into the
bedroom and sat on the end of the bed as there
were no chairs, trying to make themselves
comfortable, or trying to relax. I suspect they
were a little amazed at their chutzpah, daring to
even come and afraid it wouldn't work out. I was
surprised, since I'd seen them only a couple times
at the commune group. I wasn't even sure of their
names, but they introduced themselves. Helga and
Andreas Reidemeister. They were married. That
already created a bond. They had been to SDS
meetings and had heard about the commune
group. They wanted to get to know me and discuss
the commune idea. This was brightening my
spirits. We talked for a long time, about everything
imaginable. I was impressed with them, I liked
them, they liked me and they didn’t smoke. I
suspect that this visit made all the difference for
my relationship to the movement and to Germany.
We talked about where we came from.

Andreas Reidemeister the only photo I have
They could tell I was American from my
accent. "Why did you come to Germany? Did
you meet Rudi here or in the USA?"
"I was really aiming to study philosophy,"
I said. "But then I met Rudi here in Berlin. It

changed everything."
They laughed.
"Are both of you from Berlin?"

Andreas at a later time, internet photo
Andreas said he was, but Helga originally came
from West Germany. Andreas family was an old
Berlin family. Both of them were well-established
families with money, educated-bourgeoisie is what
the Germans call that class, families whose
prestige comes from education, and positions in
cultural and educational institutions rather than
business. Their families had not opposed the
Nazis and now, as then, supported the status quo.
Helga was more perturbed about her family's
background than Andreas. Her father had been a
Nazi and she wanted to atone. It was
incomprehensible to her that her parents could
have been convinced Nazis. She also believed that
there was a part of Germany, the GDR, that had
broken with the National Socialist tradition
completely which West Germany had not. This
was an illusion which Rudi who knew the GDR as
Helga did not, could not agree with. Helga and
Andreas were not students. Andreas was an
architect and had worked with a famous architect
Sharoun on the new West Berlin Concert Hall.
Helga was a gilder and had just completed the
swinging high in the sky on scaffolding.
After our first meeting we met frequently
not only in the commune group. At one meeting
Andreas announced that he had some ideas about
building a commune house for us.
I thought the idea was fantastic, maybe
more revolutionary than some of the more gilding
abstruse organizing and theoretical ideas they

were discussing in SDS. “I think we need to have
both common areas where we can do things
together and also a place of our own to withdraw
when we want to be alone,” I said. “It shouldn't
be like a big dormitory.”
"I've begun to work on a model," Andreas
said. “Do you want to see it?”
“Oh yes,” I said.
He had some drawings which he
explained showing how it could function. I told
Andreas he should definitely present his plan at
the next commune group meeting.
When they left, I was feeling very
encouraged. I liked their ideas about practical
communal living and building our own place. It
was the first time I'd felt as if there were people
with whom I could build a lasting friendship.
Helga and Andreas became for me an
essential building block of the commune
discussions. Andreas’ commune plan was meant to
create communication, promote equality for men
and women, make antiauthoritarian child care
possible, with a place to discuss theory and
prepare revolutionary practice. He knew of an
empty lot that belonged to the city and thought he
had connections that might help us get it.

A model of the commune house put in the setting
where Andreas thought it could be built near the
U-bahn station Oskar Helene Heim which was
also not far from the university, useful for the
many students who were in the group.
However, the whole project would cost
quite a lot of money. But we were also a lot of
people and we thought, if everyone worked, even
a little, it might be possible to earn enough

money to get started. There were about 60 people
in our commune discussion group.
The following plans were drawn up by Andreas for
a commune house which never came to be. The
idea he said, was to make it organic and living.
These are various views of the plan showing the
different floors.

Lukacs in Budapest
We didn't go on a honeymoon after our
wedding. That's surely a bourgeois thing, the very
word sounds kind of gooey. But then again in a
way we actually did. To make it palatable for a
revolutionary, it had to fit into our political
objectives and still be a get-away that would be
interesting and fun too. So, in April that year, a
few weeks after the wedding we heard that Inge
and Lothar whom I'd met at that ruthless
Christmas holiday in Lothar's family cottage in
Bavaria wanted to drive to Czechoslovakia and
Hungary. This was 1966 and those places weren't

the goals of mass tourism. But you could go
through the rather onerous visa process and then
you were free to travel where ever you wanted.
Lothar had a car and it was big enough for four
people. It was an affordable way for us to take the
trip and Rudi was jubilant about going to Hungary
to meet Georg Lukacs, the Marxist philosopher
whom he was planning to write his doctor's
dissertation about. Lukacs was over 80 years old
so Rudi thought there wouldn't be many
opportunities to get to talk to him. For me the
idea of going to Communist countries, freely
meandering through them, with no limitations
seemed adventurous. I’d been in the GDR by
then, so it wasn't novel, but it was almost like a
pioneer journey to venture beyond the known
western world.
Our first stop was Vienna. Rudi had
found the names and addresses of many old antiStalinist communists who had written books that
he'd read and liked. He wanted to meet them, talk
to them, ask what they'd done when Communism
was still a hope in the 1920’s, see what they
thought about the world after Stalin and
Khrushchev and what, if any, were the
possibilities for our age? Many of these people
had been active in the 1920's when the proletarian
revolution still seemed possible and the
International still connected communists in a
worldwide and hopeful project. Some of them had
been imprisoned or expelled from the party by
Stalin. What would they say now that a new
generation of young people in the West was
talking about revolution - again? What would
they think about the cultural revolution in China,
the Chinese/Soviet split?
All of these people were pleased to meet
and talk to us. They had been isolated for so long
and were amazed that there was a young
generation of people who even cared about these
things. Some of them were Jewish, part of a
particular culture that was apparent in the way
they lived and behaved, gracious, intellectual,
more bourgeois than working class, even though
they identified intellectually with the working
class, sitting in their studies whose walls were
lined with books, still enthused about getting into
discussions of politics and what could be done in

this world, the movements, the ideas. I suspect it
was a remnant of a left socialist European culture
that was annihilated by the Nazis.
Rudi had written a letter to Lukacs, telling
him he was working on a dissertation about him
and he wanted to come to Budapest to discuss it.
He got an answer, not from Lukacs, but from a
man named Ferenc Janossy who said he was
Lukacs stepson. He wrote that he would arrange
an appointment with Lukacs. It wasn't always so
easy because Lukacs was an old man and
sometimes didn't want to see strangers, especially
cynical academics, but he was sure it would
eventually work out. That was how we got
Janossy's address.
From Vienna we drove on to the border of
Hungary. It was a long and tedious process to get
through the border control, but eventually we had
all the stamps we needed and we were in a new
Communist country for me, but one we'd had a
certain sympathy for ever since the rebellion of
1956.
The scenery changed. The roads weren't
as good, it was flat with fields stretching to the
horizon in the blazing sun. We went through little
village after little village, all virtually the same, all
dusty, with a long row of attached very low houses
along each side of the road, mostly dark yellow
but with curly patterns of green and black mildew.
There seemed to be a kind of town square in the
middle of each village where children with mostly
black hair and a few with blond hair as well, ran
after chickens or each other. I thought you could
see hints in some of their faces of the Mongols
who had once overrun the country.
There were hardly any cars, but here and
there a rattling truck went by. Lothar drove fast.
Very fast. On the curves he had to go on the
wrong side of the road to avoid flying off the road.
I was scared. I had always hated going fast in a
car especially when it seemed like the driver didn't
have full control. Lothar insisted he did, but I
didn't think so. The scenery remained the same
all day.
We arrived in Budapest safely that
evening. It was still light which is what Lothar
had been aiming for, thinking we'd have more
difficulty finding our way in the dark. There were

no maps, presumably to prevent Western spies
from finding targets for whatever paranoiac
Communist leaders thought they wanted to find.
The only way we could find Janossy's house was
to ask. Rudi said we should look for older people
to ask, because they will probably know German,
the younger ones, they learn Russian in school,
but no German.
Rudi would jump out of the car when we
saw an older person and show them the address.
To our surprise lots of them did know German.
But not all knew the way to where we wanted to
go. Sometimes the instructions were unclear, so
we had to ask again and again. But finally, we
were there. It was in a suburban area with
separate villas, each surrounded by a high iron
fence as was Janossy's house. We rang the bell
outside the fence at the entrance and soon a
teenage boy came out and opened the gate. He
didn't speak German, but indicated we should
follow him. We went through an overgrown
weed-filled garden to a fairly large-sized gray
stucco house. At the door a thin man with white
hair who, I noticed, had no fingers and a woman
with bright red hair greeted us in perfect German.
I'm Ferenc Janossy said the man and the woman
said her name was Maria. The boy Andres was
their son. They were delighted to see us,
enthused, jubilant almost. We handed them the
fruit and cigarettes we'd brought, things that were
hard to get in the East.
“Sometimes we get professors coming
here,” said Ferenc grinning. “The last one was a
professor from the USA, I asked how long he
could stay. And then we discovered that Lukacs
didn't have time before his visa had run out. But
students from the West, young people, you're
young enough. He'll talk to you.
You will have to tell us what's going on in
West Germany. We've heard a little,
demonstrations against the war. But not much
gets through really.”
“And who knows what's true,” Maria
added.
“Yes, yes,” Rudi said. “And we want to
know what's going on here.”
“There's much to talk about.” Maria led
us to a living room and brought a pot of tea.

“Supper will be ready pretty soon,” she said.
Andres prepared the meal while we talked. It
turned out to be a festive meal with egg soup, two
kinds of sausages, onions, radishes, bread, cheese,
fish and potatoes.
Maria told us that in the Hitler era she had
been incarcerated in Belsen-Belsen and
Auschwitz. Now she worked as a researcher in
metallurgy. Ferenc's father had died when he was
seven and his mother remarried, Georg Lukacs. In
1920 they had to flee Budapest when the soviet
republic of Hungary was destroyed. They went to
Vienna and then Berlin. But in 1933 after the
Reichstag fire, they fled to Moscow. In 1942
Ferenc was arrested there because he spoke
German. He was incarcerated in a Siberian
concentration camp where he lost his fingers to
frost bite. After the war Lukacs wanted to go back
to Budapest, but Ferenc was still in the
concentration camp and Lukacs refused to leave
without him. One of Lukacs' friends was
accustomed to play bridge with Beria, Stalin's
terrifying chief of secret police. Lukacs asked him
to use the occasion to plead that Janossy be
allowed to leave. Shortly after that, Janossy was
free and they returned to Budapest.
Rudi and Lothar told them about the
student movement which was growing at that
time; there'd already been some demonstrations
which had received wide press coverage and the
Springer newspapers had begun their hate
campaign against young people whom they
imaged to be communist infiltrators.
“Tell us about 1956,” Rudi said.
“The revolt was ten years ago, but it's still
on everyone's mind, the good and the bad. But no
one dares to say anything in public now. You will
have to talk to Brody. He is the best expert we
have on the revolt. I'll arrange it,” Janossy said.
The next day three young people came to
discuss with us, a student named Therese, Franz
Brody who was the editor of a paper and Gabor
Revai, a 19-year-old student, whose father had
been the minister of culture before the 1956
uprising. He died in 1959 and was viewed
critically by the Hungarian people including his
son. He had been a hard critic of Lukacs. Brody
was a Jewish intellectual of the old school or so it

seemed, a bit older than we were. At first, he
seemed rather stiff and nervous, but after a couple
of swigs of cherry brandy he loosened up and told
of his experiences in 1956. Ferenc and Maria told
us that the Petrofi club played an important role in
the revolt. It was a group of critical mostly
communist intellectuals which had grown so fast
in 1956 that they needed loudspeakers so people
on the street could listen to their meetings. Brody
who had participated actively had a more negative
view, saying that the left communists had been
influential only in the first two days of the revolt.
After that liberals and fascists took over, armed
themselves and began killing communists and
Jews.
It took a few days before we could get an
appointment with Lukacs, so we spent the time
seeing the city and with discussions, one of the
days with Agnes Heller, a professor of philosophy
who had been a student of Lukacs and then his
assistant.

Photos from internet showing May 1 celebrations
in Budapest
We were staying in a little hotel in the
center of Budapest. On May Day I woke up
because of the loud noises coming from the street.
I looked out the window and what had been a drab
street with a few oily cars and trucks going by,
now was filled with people all going in the same
direction. “Wake up Rudi,” I called. “You've got
to come and see this. Where do you think they’re
going?”
We got dressed and went out to follow the
crowds. A block from our hotel I had to gasp in
amazement. The city was transformed into a burst
of red, pink and white streamers and flowers

chattering to each other in Hungarian, and perhaps
they said something to me which I didn't
understand, so one of the brave ones tried English.
“Where are you from?” she asked.

May 1 celebration Budapest
flying from telephone poles and houses.
Everything was decked out in May Day splendor.
People were strolling down the street with smiles
on their faces, watching a big parade. "The first of
May," Rudi said. "They celebrate that way in the
GDR too."
"Well, I never saw anything like it," I
said. Half the people were in the parade carrying
red flags, Hungarian flags, flowers, balloons,
posters of Marx and Lenin and signs for peace in
Vietnam. There was a huge platform where the
communist party leader Kadar and others sat and
saluted the parade. Young Pioneers in the
traditional white blouses, blue skirts and pants and
red neckties handed carnation bouquets to the
party leaders. After the sport organizations went
by, dancers dressed in folk costumes danced
traditional dances. It was psychedelic.
We asked what else we should do while
we waited for Lukacs. Go to the Gellert hotel and
spa was the unanimous suggestion. It had once
been the elegant meeting place of high society.
Now it was open for everyone. There is a heated
swimming pool there and it's still pretty mindboggling. So, we went. We didn't have bathing
suits since we hadn't intended to go swimming on
this trip. But it was possible to rent them there. I
went to the ladies' section and Rudi to the men's.
There was a rather long line of women waiting to
get bathing suits and tickets, so I got in line. The
other women must have noticed at once that I
couldn't have been a native, probably from the
western style clothing. In the East bloc countries,
most clothing was made of synthetic fabrics and in
unimaginative utilitarian styles. They were

Elegant swimming pool in the Gellert Hotel where
we swam. Internet photo
“I'm American,” I told her. She repeated
this to all the others and they swarmed around me
astonished to see an American there. “Why are
you here? What do you think of this place?” I
tried to be careful and positive. While we were
talking a couple of solid looking young women
tramped up to where we were standing and barged
into the line ahead of me. Their attitude was
obvious. We have the right to do whatever we
want and we aren't going to stand at the end of the
line. I was baffled at their behavior and stared
with my mouth open. The Hungarian girls,
however, reacted with anger and said, “go to the
end of the line. You can't barge in in front of an
American.” The girls stared at me for a moment
and decided I really was an American. They
actually moved away and either went to the end of
the line or barged in somewhere else. The
Hungarian girl who spoke English best said
bitterly, “they are Russians and they come here
and think they own the place. They always do
that.” The implication was that there was nothing
the Hungarians could do about it, but they couldn't
stand the Russians. Nonetheless, oddly it seemed,
the Russians were obliged to behave when an
American was there. The swimming pool was
almost like a Roman bath in an elegant but now
scrubbed down and fading room with arches and

tiles. The water was warm.

Photo of Revai Gabor from the internet, older
than when we met him, but recognizable
Revai Gabor, the young student we'd met
one of the first days was enamored of Rudi. He
asked us to come and visit him at his house. This
turned out to be complicated and weird. His
house was another of the large, but deteriorating
villas in a suburb of Budapest. We were not
allowed to go to the front door. He led us through
an overgrown garden to the back of the house and
into a basement door and told us to be quiet. We
wondered why all the secretiveness. It almost
seemed as if we were breaking into the place. He
brought us into a room that was comfortable, with
a old Persian rug on the floor, a bed, books, a
desk, well-lived-in, but in good condition.
His mother lived upstairs, the wife of
Jozsef Revai, a woman who must have felt that her
husband had been mistreated, perhaps she was
paranoiac, and Gabor was surely suffering from it
all to a degree. Jozsef Revai had played an
essential role in the formation of the Hungarian
Communist Party and until 1953 was Minister of
Culture. He had supported the Stalinist Rakosi
regime. He died in 1959.
Gabor was overjoyed to have us and
simply gobbled up Rudi's descriptions of the
rebellion in the West, while at the same time being
very opinionated. He told us we could stay at his
place. It would cost us nothing and he wanted
very much to have us. But his mother could not

know about it. That would not be so difficult as
long as we didn't make a lot of noise and just
stayed in the basement. We never found out
exactly why we had to be so secretive, nor was it
completely clear what role Gabor's father played
in the Hungarian revolt. In any case, he hadn't
been executed or jailed and in fact, continued in
the government. He had apparently made certain
compromises to keep his position in the party, but
nonetheless, would have preferred a return to a
harsher ideology. Gabor’s mother probably had
supported him. Gabor obviously had a very
different view.
The meeting with Lukacs was the high
point of the trip for Rudi. We went to Janossy's
first and he escorted us to Lukacs. It was all a
little formal, like having an audience with the
grand old man. We were led first into a waiting
room in the front of his house, which also was one
of the old villas like those in which it seemed all
the Communist Party leaders or past leaders lived,
having, I suspect, taken them over when the
bourgeoisie left. The working people did not live
in places like this, but rather in small apartments
in the city. But like all the other villas this one too
was faded with cracked and dirty stucco walls and
unkempt gardens.

Lukacs lights his cigar. Internet photo
While we waited, I could tell that Rudi
was nervous. This was a big moment for him. It

took a while before Lukacs was ready to receive
us. But finally, a house caretaker appeared at the
door and told us we could go in now. Lukacs was
standing there to greet us. He shook everyone's
hands and told us to sit down. Then he sat down
behind his desk and lit his cigar.
Rudi had a long list of questions he
wanted to ask about the history of the Comintern
in the 1920's and 30's, but Lukacs wanted to know
what was happening in the West. He'd heard
about student movements, demonstrations and
unrest in the West. “Why?” he asked. “What are
you demonstrating for? What do you want?”
Rudi’s questions had to wait. He told
Lukacs about the movement in Berlin, about the
most recent demonstrations against the USA and
the war in Vietnam. Lukacs nodded and then said,
he knew something was happening and was
surprised but pleased that students were active.

Lukacs or maybe it was Janossy gave us this
photo
Rudi kept trying to get his questions to
Lukacs in edgewise, but it was obvious Lukacs did
not want to talk about it. Perhaps it was a painful
history for him. What they had once dreamed of
is not what these Communist countries had
become. Lukacs himself had made some decisive
mistakes which may or may not have made any

difference. Lukacs admitted that it had been a
mistake to make a pact with Stalin, but he didn't
want to talk about it. It's more important to talk
about what must be done in the future, he said.
We should have worked harder to democratize the
movement and get the people to support
democracy, especially in Germany, he said. It still
hasn't been done.
He also admitted, he'd made a mistake in
his main work History and Class Consciousness.
He had postulated a nature filled with spirit. But
he said, nature is formed by human beings and
does not have its own dialectic. Rudi asked him
about his friendship with Ernst Block and what he
thought of him now. Lukacs said his Principle of
Hope was wrong, a result of the failures of the
20th century.
For Rudi the meeting was interesting, but
also a little disappointing. He thought that Lukacs
had always pursued a contradictory path in
relation to his own history, sometimes giving in,
sometimes critical, and that he was still doing that.
Back in Berlin Rudi collected his notes
and we got back to work. Besides studying we the
project revolution had to proceed. What
Germany’s role would be was not yet so clear.
To get a better idea of the path we could
follow it was our intention to go to the USA, the
belly of the beast, and make connections with the
movement there, since we believed nothing could
really be changed if the USA did not change. And
then we planned to go to South America as soon
as we finished our studies to support the liberation
movements which seemed very active and had the
potential, we thought, to usher in a new era. In the
meantime, there was plenty to do in Europe.
Rudi’s Parents Come to visit
But sometimes there were other problems
besides the revolution. In the midst of all of this,
Rudi’s dad had reached retirement age and could
now travel outside the GDR. His mom, because
she was chronically ill with emphysema, could
also leave the GDR. They announced they would
be visiting us in West Berlin. Rudi was overjoyed.
It was the first time he’d be seeing them since the
Wall had been built in 1961. I was thinking, oh my
God, how am I ever going to deal with this.

The days before they arrived, we spent
cleaning and scrubbing the apartment as it had
never been cleaned before, Rudi got a haircut, he
borrowed clothes from friends which he thought
his parents would approve of, although they didn’t
really fit him. And then he went to the border to
meet them. I waited at home.

One of Rudi’s friends Bernd Juds invited us along
with Rudi’s parents for coffee which is where this
photo was taken: me, Rudi, the friend’s teddy bear,
Rudi’s mother and father.

Rudi with his mother in West Berlin, Rudi wearing
a borrowed coat.
When they came in, I greeted them, they
greeted me. We suggested they sit down and have
something to drink, but Rudi’s mother wandered
through the apartment inspecting everything. She
immediately found something to criticize. You
can’t use terry cloth towels in the kitchen, only in
the bathroom. Where are your inner curtains, you
only have the drapes? His dad didn’t like Rudi’s
haircut. And so it went, on and on. Everything
seemed to be wrong. By the twentieth criticism I
couldn’t take it anymore. I went into the bedroom
and slammed the door. To drown out their
complaints I played the flute. But I couldn’t help
hearing how his mother virtually yelled at Rudi,
“how can you let your wife do that and not do
anything. You are a wet washrag.” Rudi said
nothing, pretending to ignore it.

Rudi and his mother, advertisements in the
background
First Sit-in at the Free University June 1966
During the summer semester of that year
the growing student movement began clashing
with the administration of the university. It had
begun already in 1965 when the ASTA, the
student association, invited a journalist Erich
Kuby to a podium discussion. Kuby had been
forbidden to enter the university after he had
questioned the “free” in the Free University some
years before. The students protested against this
prohibition, but the rector remained unmoved.
Then an assistant in the Otto Suhr Institute of the
University Ekkedhard Krippendorf wrote that also
Karl Jaspers had been forbidden to take part in the
podium discussion. This was an error, which

Krippendorf later admitted, but nonetheless, he
was fired from his job. Then came the declaration
that leftist organizations could not hold meetings
in the university at all, whereas right wing
organizations could. Students were getting angrier
and angrier. The rector who was pronouncing all
these prohibitions was Hans-Joachim Lieber, and
Lieber was Rudi’s doctor advisor, so Lieber was
completely aware of who Rudi was and the role he
was playing in the rebellion. Rudi was also
Lieber’s assistant. Lieber demanded a loyalty
statement from Rudi. As assistant Rudi had a
guaranteed academic career ahead of him.
Refusing to sign the statement meant he would be
fired and his hope for an academic career crushed.
Rudi refused to sign.

Photo of a sit-in in the Henry Ford building.
Internet photo
On June 22 the academic senate was
meeting to discuss their problems with the
rebellious students. The news was passed by
telephone that students were gathering in the
Henry Ford building, so Rudi and I got on the Ubahn and hurried over. When we arrived, students
were already sitting on the floor outside the
meeting room.
After waiting five hours the rector came
out. He refused to discuss the demands of the
students, but said it would no longer be forbidden
for leftist groups to use the meeting rooms, and he
suggested the students could join a discussion
about a new constitution for the university.
Then he said, you must leave now or there
would be unpleasant consequences for students

and professors. This threat irritated us; we booed
and whistled and did not move. The sit-in was
refunctionalized into a teach-in. Rudi was one of
the first, though not the first to stand up and start
talking. He was extremely good at it, which is why
he played such a large role in the movement, even
though not everyone understood what he said.
This time he began with a quote from Marx.about
the failure of Germany to have a revolution even
when others succeeded. He went on to say, “since
then we maintain the same servile reactionary
continuity. Our call for democratization of the
university stems from the historical process of dedemocratization. We carry on the confrontation
without illusions, but we will continue without
giving up and are convinced that through the
constant mediation between action and
information campaigns our faction, the
antiauthoritarians, will grow.” He ended with the
words, “keep up the struggle against the
authoritarian conditions within and outside of the
university.”
All of us students, as well as some
assistants sitting on the floor in the crowded hall
continued discussing for hours and in the end
agreed on a resolution demanding the
democratization of the university and for the first
time, democratization of the whole of society.
Culture Revolution
The word culture revolution came from
China. It sounded good to the revolutionaries in
the West. And at first, they imagined that it could
be emulated. There were photos in the press of
young people in China standing in front of walls
where all sorts of information, ideas, slogans and
whatever were pasted up. It looked as if it were a
new kind of democratization. But China was far
away and very few people went there in those
days, so hardly anyone knew what was really
going on there. The concept of culture revolution
could be defined as we wished in the West and
what it meant for us was the transformation of
authoritarian structures in our society into antiauthoritarian structures. It would redefine how
families interacted, how people lived together,
how children were brought up, how education
would be organized, it would reevaluate values
which had been distorted by fascism in Germany

taking cues from earlier revolutions: freedom,
equality, solidarity, human rights, anti-racism,
democracy and liberation from social and
economic oppression.
When the press began describing the
horrors of the cultural revolution in China, we
didn’t believe it at first, thought it was
propaganda. But as I remember, it was when
Ernest Mandel who was a Trotskyist went to
China and came back saying, it’s as bad as the
press is saying it is, then we began to understand
that what we were doing had nothing to do with
what was happening in China. Unfortunately,
many leftists in Germany refused to believe
anything negative about China. They saw a
successful revolution there, they saw its rejection
of the Russian way, they didn’t recognize that it
had nothing to do with breaking authoritarian
structures, on the contrary. The anti-authoritarian
direction of the rebellion was blocked by their
upbringing to need inflexible structures in the
thinking of some leftists. In the end, that split the
movement into hostile factions.
Nonetheless, the sterile petrified way of
thinking, the inability to understand the goals of
an anti-authoritarian movement, did not define the
legacy of our movement. In the end, it was the
anti-authoritarian and democratizing impetus that
still lives. Chinese Maoism which once had such a
hold on many leftists has virtually disappeared.
That doesn’t mean that authoritarian thinking has
disappeared. It hasn’t, there are constant efforts to
reinstate a new authoritarianism not only in
Germany but everywhere.
Certainly, I ask myself why it is that so
many people would rather have a dictator telling
them what to believe and what to do, rather than
taking the responsibility upon themselves to end
oppression, exclusionism, lack of solidarity and
gruesomeness. I don’t know why. Are humans in
essence simply torn between these extremes and
unable to resolve it to their own advantage?
Mother dies September 1966
We were married for maybe five months;
I don't remember exactly the date when I got a
letter from my mother. She wrote that she'd been
diagnosed with cancer. I stared at the letter in
disbelief. This could not happen. God didn't let

these things happen to us. I thought that and yet I
was also beyond that kind of thinking, still it
welled up in shock situations. At first, I couldn't
read on. I was too overwhelmed with fear, anger,
regret. But the letter was longer. It said they
found a cancer the size of a grapefruit in her
breast. I’m quite sure it was a grapefruit and I
thought that is big, why didn’t she notice it
sooner? It had been removed along with the lymph
nodes in her arm pit. The doctor said all the
cancer had been removed. She added that she was
often in great pain especially where the lymph
nodes had been removed. It all made no sense to
me. A while before she'd said she'd had her uterus
removed. It was routine, at least that's how she
wrote about it. I accepted that. Now this.
I called up to talk to her. She sounded
cheerful on the telephone. "It's getting better", she
said, "There's not so much pain."
"Should I come?" I asked.
"No," she said. "I'm going to be OK."
I believed her. But I sent her a little gift, a
bracelet. I was thinking that she'd have an
opportunity to wear it. She'd be OK.
Rudi and I made plans that September to
go to Amsterdam. He wanted to go to an archive
there that had documents from Communists and
Revolutionaries from the 1920's. It was for his
doctor's thesis and we thought in between his
research, we'd also see the sights of the city. We
got a room in a small, plain and quite cheap
hostel.
I don't remember much of that trip. Rudi
went to the archives, I must have gone with him,
but I don't know what else I did. We hadn't been
there long. After breakfast we were ready to leave
for the archives and the phone rang. We didn't
think about it. It was the hotel phone for the
management. There was no phone for guests. But
after talking for a few minutes in Dutch, the
manager came up to us with a worried frown on
his face. It's for you he said looking at me. I felt
an inner lurch, the pre-conscious awareness of
doom and I took the phone. "Hello," I said.
"Hello Gretch," said my dad. It was his
voice, but it was cracking. "Mom died," he said

.

This is probably one of the last photos of my
mother.
I dropped the phone and started to scream.
Rudi could guess what had happened. He put his
arm around me for a moment, then grabbed the
dangling phone and said, "hello, here is Rudi" in
his funny German English. I heard some of the
conversation in a sort of in and out mixture of
static and Rudi's struggling words to get it all
clarified. I did not stop crying or screaming.
The manager of the hotel was
understanding. He already had known what it was
about, because the telephone company had
searched for us all over first in Germany than in
Amsterdam, calling all the hotels until they found
us, explaining why. How they did it, I don't know.
So, when Rudi hung up both of them were trying
to console me. And Rudi was saying the funeral is
in two days.
“We have to go,” I said.
“Yes, we’ll go,” said Rudi. “I need to
have a visa. Don't cry any more, because we have
to find out how to get one now.”
I gulped a few times and said, "yes."
My grandmother had died the year
previously. She had been 88 years old, was dement
and lived in an old people’s home during her last
year. I thought 88 was a normal time to die, an
expected time to die, especially for someone
whose brain no longer functioned very well, so I
thought let the dead bury their dead, it isn’t

reasonable for me to spend so much time and
money to go to the USA to the funeral. I was
living in Hamburg at that time. But my mother
was not old and not dement and it was not a
reasonable time to die. She had been awaiting her
first grandchildren, although none were on the
way at that time. But she was preparing for it. She
was creating a Noah’s ark. It would be a wooden
ark that could open and she was sewing small
stuffed animals to put into it. At the time she died
she’d sewn two rabbits, two pigs, two elephants
and a giraffe, and planned many more.
We went to the American Embassy which
miraculously was open. At first, they indicated
that it was impossible to get a visa right away. I
began to cry again, in fact, I completely dissolved
into tearful gasps while the lady at the desk stared
at me. Finally, she said, “I'll see what I can do.”
She disappeared and I cried. There was no reason
to stop. It was all too despairing for me. After a
while she came back with all kinds of forms to fill
out. I have no idea how many hours we were
there, but by the end of the day Rudi had a visa for
10 days in the USA. It would be his first and only
visit to the USA. We got our plane ticket for the
next day and arrived in Chicago in time for the
funeral.
It was a difficult ten days. I could hardly
fathom that my mother was gone. I saw my father
torturing himself and often crying. He didn't seem
quite aware what he was doing. Once he took
some kind of object that had open wires and was
plugged in. He held it in his hand while the
electric current went through him. I screamed at
him to drop it, get away from it and at first, he
didn't even seem to hear, but then he did get away.
His hand was burnt. I knew that he had been sure
God would save my mother. He had surely prayed
and prayed and he believed in prayer. So why had
she died anyway? She was only fifty years old.
All the usual answers, it's God will. God had a
purpose. We are too small to understand. The
people from the church told him those things, but
it didn't comfort him.
After the funeral things loosened up a
little for the rest of us. John and Tim wanted to
get to know Rudi a little, so we went out to eat and
Rudi got to see a glimpse of the middle-class

milieu that I'd come from. One day we were
going to take a drive and Rudi asked if he could
drive the car out of the garage. “Do you know
how to drive it?” I asked.
He said, “I can do it,” which wasn't really
an answer. But he got the keys and turned the
ignition on. That he could do. I think his plan
was simply to try to make it move a couple inches
back and forth inside the garage. But that was
somewhat more complicated. He had to get the
car out of neutral and give it gas. He had to back
up to get out of the garage, but the car went
forward. He slammed on the brakes before the car
broke through the wall, but there was a crunching
noise. I think he hit the watering can that was
stored there. You have to put the car in reverse we
were yelling at him. He did. But everyone got as
far away as possible. His driving did not
encourage trust. The car lurched backwards into
the garage door which wasn't open enough to get
the car out. There was another nasty crunching
sound, this time the sound of wood splintering.
And then more crunching. Rudi was trying to
figure out how to stop the car. He finally did, but
the garage definitely needed a new door. John and
Tim were laughing. I suppose for them, someone
who was an adult and so hopelessly incapable of
driving a car was unbelievable.

63rd and Cottage Grove photo from internet
Rudi wanted to see the slums. He had
read about the slums in the USA as a place where
opposition was boiling over, Black Panthers,
Malcolm X, Stokely Carmichael, Huey Newton.
Maybe that was the place that the revolution in the
belly of the beast would start. There in the depths
of the USA people were angry, oppressed and
wanted change. Rudi was always looking for the

fringes that would begin eating away at the
monstrosity of US and world capitalism, its wars
and exploitation of ordinary people. Like Marcuse
he thought it would have to be the people who
were being pushed aside and left behind in the
grab for money and power.
So, Rudi and I took the el to the South
Side to 63rd and Cottage Grove which was the
emblematic center of the black ghetto. We left the
el station and started to walk around in a
neighborhood where there were no white people.
I am not sure how it looked to Rudi. Perhaps he
thought it was the right place for the revolution in
the belly of the beast to start. The el tracks over
the street blotted out the sunshine except for the
mottled designs on the dusty street where a bit of
sunlight shone through cracks in the tracks. The
houses were old and leaning on each other. Paint
was peeling, tattered paper flattered in the wind,
dust whirled around out feet. But it was a busy
place. Rudi found it exhilarating, but probably
mostly because of the story he was reading into it.
I didn't know anyone who lived nearby any more,
not even at the University of Chicago which
wasn't far away, so we had no place to go, we just
wandered aimlessly for a while. A police car
passed by, the policemen saw us, stopped and
asked if we were lost. I said, no, and they drove
on. We walked on, but there was nothing very
different on the next street or the next, and the
police came around again. This time they stopped
and said, “you shouldn't be walking around here.
We'll bring you back to the el.” The policeman
opened the car door and didn't leave us a choice.
“Get in,” he said. It was a little unsatisfactory, but
at least Rudi had his first glimpse of segregation,
profiling and how blacks and whites did and didn't
survive together in the USA.
But we had a chance to get another view.
It wasn't in Chicago. Rudi's visa was for 10 days,
so we decided to spend that last three days in New
York. There I did have a friend, Ron Watson,
whom I knew from Wheaton. Ron had finished
his theology studies at Princeton and was working
as an intern pastor at a church in New York City.
It was a very big church in the center of
Manhattan in an area near Harlem. The church
Ron told us, was open to all sorts of groups with

all kinds of ideas, some of them very political and
very radical, some of these groups had their
meetings there, it was a revolutionary center. This
was interesting.
“Do you know some revolutionaries,”
Rudi asked.
“Yes,” said Ron. “I know Malcom X’s
group.”
Rudi's eyes opened wide. “You knew
him?”
“Well, not him personally. But we have a
local group here in the church that is part of
Malcolm X's organization. He had been here a
few times, but that was before I came. Our group
was one of the first that started accepting people
who were not black. That was what Malcolm
wanted. He wanted to expand his organization to
include everyone who was fighting for a more just
society in the USA. The head of our group was a
Japanese woman who was one of the first nonblack leaders in the group. And I was one of the
first white people who actually belonged to the
group. Malcolm was going to come to talk to us.
But the week before he was expected, he was
assassinated.”
Rudi wanted to go to Harlem. It wasn't
terribly far from where we were staying, so Ron
said he'd take us. He knew some good bookstores
there. What I remember of those bookstores was a
poster of a black Jesus in the window, the first
time I’d seen Jesus depicted like that.
The day for our return to Germany came
all too soon. But Ron said that he would stay in
contact and he and Rudi had laid plans for Ron's
group to get printing machines to revolutionaries
in South America. The idea that the revolutionary
Black movement in the USA and the
revolutionaries in South America could get in
contact with each other, seemed like it could be a
break though. If they could help each other and
create a new internationalism, the revolution
might have a chance, Rudi thought.
Ron in any case, was excited to have met
Rudi and to be a part of an attempt to create a
movement connecting North Americans with
South Americans, each participating in a way they
could.
Here I want to quote from a letter I wrote

to Judi. This is the last letter I wrote to her before
I lost contact with her. But it reveals a bit more
than what I remember. “October 2, 1966: Ron
introduced us to some Black nationalists and then
drove us up to Boston for a day through a fall
countryside of incredible colors – this doesn’t
exist in Germany – there we saw Darlene and
Jerry Schneider and baby Cybele. Ron brought us
back to the airport, made mysterious plans with
Rudi that I was too nervous to hear (I didn’t want
to go back to Germany). And Rudi said the
people in America are different than in Germany.
How? I’m not sure. Maybe more open, more
concerned, more human. Still the country has the
highest rate of crime and murder. It’s all a
seething contradiction that one can bite into and
maybe digest. Germany leaves you empty. We
want to come back soon but finish our respective
educations. I have decided to do just a master’s
degree in theology, should be done in 6-8 months,
would like to have a baby. Rudi may be done in a
year with his Ph.D. But I am sick too often, lying
in bed already a week. I have something nearly
every month. I don’t know what’s wrong, perhaps
the weather or my inability to adapt. I don’t
know. It is lonely and cold. Only Rudi
encourages me. Meanwhile I am trying to work
concentratedly on my masters. I also have a job –
not very important but a small source of income
translating from German into English for a group
that tries to interpret East German sciences for
West Germans and Americans. Of course, they
prove that East German scientists are blinded by
ideology and a little stupid which may or may not
be the case. Anyway, I asked Rudi if what they
write about biology is what he learned in school
and he said yes. It’s not what we learned in the
USA…”
We got to the airport and Rudi had a small
suitcase for our clothes and a large duffel bag
which was completely full of books. The duffel
bag could not close, it was filled to the top.
Some of the books Rudi had stolen from the large
bookstore chain in Chicago, Kroch and
Brentano's. Some of them we had bought in
Harlem where no books were stolen. I looked at
this bag of books and laughed. I just hope they
don't want proof that you bought them, I said. I

tried to pick it up, but it was so heavy that I could
hardly even drag it, much less get it up off the
ground. Rudi kept the bag with him as hand
baggage. No one even looked twice. I guess
books are innocent and the ones on top were the
innocuous ones. But there was enough to read
there for a couple of years, especially for Rudi
who had to translate when he read. Baran and
Sweezy, Marcuse, Black power literature,
magazines from various left-wing groups.

Rudi with our luggage. The plaid bag contained
all the stolen books plus the ones we bought. The
photo was taken by one of these street
photographers who annoy you, but this time we
decided to buy the photo because it was so funny.
I also had the stuffed animals my mother
had sewn for her grandchild, who would be our
first child and of course, when our baby came, I
put them in his bed to sleep with. The ark had
never been built.
Even before we left New York, I had the
first dream about my mother, but many more

followed. It was always a nightmare and I would
wake up shaking. She would come to me and I
would want to embrace her, but then I'd see her
chest mangled and bloody and I would recoil in
horror. At first the dream was frequent and I'd
wake up and cry. It became less frequent with
time and although I'd almost always wake up, I
didn't cry any more, but always there was a sense
of sadness, of regret, that we hadn't managed to
reach out enough to touch each other again. I
tended to blame myself. I think she wanted to but
didn’t know how.
The Movement Grows
Berlin in the fall of 1966 was beginning to
curdle. The USA was escalating its war in
Vietnam and it was having its effects. There is no
doubt that the generation that grew up after World
War II was coming of age and we of that
generation were angry. Our parents didn't
understand it. West German parents had rebuilt
their country and thought they were building a
peaceful and prosperous nest for their children.
So why were these children so restless? American
parents had created the most powerful country in
the world and there too a growing middle class
had become wealthier. But the children who had
not known much hardship seemed not to
appreciate it. That made the parents angry. It
looked like a war of the generations. But it wasn't
that. There were real problems that our generation
was facing far beyond intransigent parents. There
was a cold war in which both sides were armed to
the teeth with weapons of mass destruction. No
one knew if the crazy governments would use
them, but they knew that if they did, the world
would go tumbling down. The USA flexing its
muscles cared nothing for the desires of nations
and peoples for their own independence. But the
liberation struggles of these nations and peoples
were gaining attention and sympathy. In Germany
the parents who'd rebuilt their nation refused to
talk about why it had been destroyed in the first
place. The children wanted to know. But the
parent generation did not want anyone to talk
about Concentration Camps or even show films
with pictures of what they were like. Such films
were in fact forbidden to be shown in public. The
German youth were asking why. And then there

was a war of ideologies; Communism vs.
capitalism. Both sides were trying to win the
minds of the youth or scare them into submission.
When I had been growing up, I had
thought I lived in the most boring place at the
most boring time, but now I realized that in fact I
was living in a fantastically exciting time in a
world that was in flux. No one knew where it was
going, but we believed we could make it move
toward a utopia, or at least a more just and happier
world. We'd already gone from stone age
McCarthyism to rebelling Beatniks. Students
were protesting at universities against artificial
boundaries and stifling mores. There was the Free
Speech movement, Students for a Democratic
Society, all of it questioning what the USA called
democracy and freedom, and coming to the
conclusion that what we had was in fact neither
real democracy nor was it liberation.
What had been a tiny group of off-thewall left-wing intellectuals in Berlin called
Subversive Action when I came in 1964 had
within a very short time morphed into a
ballooning movement. No one could have
imagined how it would catch the imagination of a
generation. Yet it was doing that. Something
unbelievable was happening and we were a part of
it. Astonishing for me was that Rudi, my
husband! was becoming the symbol of it all. I
don't think Rudi could fathom why that was
happening, he didn't even recognize it at first.
Only as the media began seeking him out, did he
understand that he was playing a special role. He
accepted it and to some degree basked in it. He
was the face of the rebellion of the students in
Germany and he grew with it into an iconic figure.
And there I was beside him. I had agreed to be
there to help him when I returned to Germany in
1965. At that time, I'd never dreamed how far it
would go. But as I saw it all escalating, I did not
feel unambiguous about it. However, I did not go
back on my promise. All the journalists invading
our house, all the men from SDS, all of them men,
it wasn’t easy for me. In a way I felt proud of
Rudi, that he was doing this, I was even a little
proud of myself that I was sustaining him, but
sometimes I felt like this invasion was blotting me
out, as if I were shrinking almost to invisibility.

Although there were so many parts to the
rebellion, many problems that had to be dealt
with, many questions and ideas, by the end of
1966 it was consolidating into a movement
protesting the US war in Vietnam. This was the
case in the USA where young men were being
drafted and sent to Vietnam's jungles to fight an
enemy they couldn't really see and then dying for
a cause that didn't make sense. The US
government was working hard to convince people
that Vietnam was just one domino in a row of
small nations that would go crashing down after
the first domino was pushed over, all becoming
Communist one after the other and turning the
Soviet Union into the ruler of the world if the
USA did not intervene. But the specter of
Communism had blanched. There was no single
communist bogey man any more. The disputes
between China and the SU showed up the
wobbling control of the SU over other communist
states. There was a space opening up to imagine
some other kind of world in which liberation was
possible. There was room to think differently, to
hope, to be different. The harsh frames of political
thinking were fading. We realized that we were
living in a challenging and changing time.
In Rudi’s man’s world, I nonetheless,
would feel a little nudge of happiness when I saw
Helga at the commune meetings and we would sit
together. She was different than most of the SDS
people I'd met so far. There seemed to be
something more substantial about her at least in
her relation to me. Most of the other women
seemed bound to their boyfriends, as if there were
no direct access to them as people. I don't know
why that was. Perhaps being married as I was,
may have carried a different status and women
didn't expect to have the same kind of relationship
with a married woman as they did with other less
attached women. Helga, being married didn't have
that barrier. There was another woman in the
group also who was married named Gertrud,
whom the others called Agatha and she too
seemed more eager to have a connection to me.
Everyone admired Andreas' plan for a
commune house, but when it came to discussing
how to finance it, the discussion faltered. The
amount of money seemed too huge to be

obtainable. If everyone would work just a few
hours each week, it would be possible
mathematically. But practically people did not
know how they could get this kind of job. After a
couple weeks we were in a quandary and the
project was stalling. Still there was a lot of
enthusiasm for the idea.
That was about when Rudi said, “Dieter
wants to come to Berlin”.
“Why?” I asked in astonishment. I
thought Dieter was a Munich fixture and that's
where he belonged.
“He knows about our commune
discussion,” Rudi said, “and he wants to join the
group.”
Of course, Dieter knew. In June they had
met again in Kochelsee. I didn’t go that time. I had
no desire to go through another round of torture
with Dieter. But Rudi did go. They discussed the
commune idea there. Dieter had wanted to start a
commune for some time, but couldn’t get it going
in Munich, I guess, or he didn’t even try. But
when he heard we had a good group in Berlin, he
wanted to put in his two cents, or more.
“Oh no,” I groaned. “He will ruin it.”
“He's only one person,” Rudi said. “How
could he ruin it?”
“He will,” I said. “Mark my words. Are
his women coming?”
“No, I don't think so.”
“It is the way he treats people. He will be
the way he was last Christmas, like a pasha,
negative and nasty.”
Rudi looked a little perturbed. “Yes,” he
said. “But he is a revolutionary, and he is
committed and we don't have many like that. We
need him for the revolution.”
“But what kind of a revolution is that?”
Rudi didn't know what to say.
“Tell him not to come,” I said.
“I don't think I can do that,” said Rudi.
“He can go where he wants to.”
Dieter came to Berlin and joined the
commune group. The atmosphere changed at
once. It became more aggressive, more intolerant,
polarized. Whereas before I had imagined that we
could live with everyone in the group and be
happy, I now saw that it would bring unpleasant

conflicts. When I'd say this to Rudi, he seemed a
little disturbed because I was unhappy, but he
didn't see it as the big problem and he didn't think
he could do anything about it anyway except to
present the kind of commune he thought we
should have, a focus point for the revolution
where we could develop our theory and practice.
Dieter tried to dominate the discussion.
He, of course, had his own ideas. "The goal of the
commune is to destroy our bourgeois
personalities. They must be replaced by a new
person with a revolutionary personality."
I listened to this with dismay. What the
new person would be like wasn't so clear. If he
meant something like himself, all I could see was
someone who terrorized others, oppression of
women and human relationships far darker than
what I'd ever known. It was not liberation. But he
thought that once the bourgeois tarnish was
removed, the pristine person would just appear
and apparently along with it the potential for a
new society.
I already knew how Dieter would go
about destroying the bourgeois personality. He
apparently had enough audacity to believe that he
had pretty much already destroyed his own, so he
would be the guru leading the others into
destruction; by putting people down, denigrating
them, forcing people to behave in the way he
thought they should, forcing women to have sex
with him if he wanted them or breaking up
relationships he didn't like. As far as I could see it
wasn't a destruction of the bourgeois personality,
on the contrary, it was an elevation of the
destructive forces of a capitalist society,
disconnection instead of solidarity, meanness
instead of comradeship, competition instead of
connection.
Holocaust movie FU
For the most part, there was enough to do
to deal with the problems of our time, but the
horrors of the German past could not disappear.
They remained in people’s psyches driving them
to do what needed to be done to prevent such a
thing from ever happening again. A documentary
movie had been made at that time about the
concentration camps. It was forbidden to be shown
in public in West Germany. This double whammy

brought the pain of the past intruding to the
surface again. Most people in SDS knew about the
Holocaust by then, even though they hadn’t heard
it from their parents, and hardly in school. But the
fact that such a film would be forbidden was a
travesty that couldn’t go unnoticed. Whether
allowed or not it would be shown in the FU.
Trying to forbid it in the FU would have again
brought on a protest storm, so it was permitted.
The auditorium was packed full. Rudi and I went.
Perhaps it was also the first time I saw in such a
large format and so penetratingly how horrific it
was.
Gaston Salvatore
The commune discussion didn’t take all
our time. The Vietnam question was pushing it
somewhat in the background, especially after it
was becoming apparent that the commune project
as we’d envisioned wasn’t going to happen.

Gaston Salvatore and Rudi
Che Guevara had produced a pamphlet in
Spanish, called dos, tres, muchos Vietnam from a
speech he had given. Rudi wanted to print it in
German, but he needed a Spanish speaking
translator. Gaston Salvatore was a student from
Chile who had received a grant to study in
Germany at the East European Institute where
Rudi also was taking courses so he knew who
Gaston was. Rudi met him one day by chance
walking to the FU and showed him the Guevara
pamphlet. Gaston was pleased when Rudi asked
him if he could help translate it. The task was
accomplished quickly and it was published also as
a little pamphlet in German, Zwei, Drei, Viele
Vietnams. The result of this collaboration was that

both Rudi and Gaston discovered they agreed on
political ideas, they could work well together, and
a very close friendship developed.
Unlike many of the men who came to our
house to discuss with Rudi and acted as if I didn’t
exist, Gaston immediately introduced himself to
me and wanted to know where I was from, what I
was studying and what I thought about things. My
impression of Gaston was positive from the
beginning. We were both immigrants, and were
facing some similar problems in this German
society. It wasn’t easy for Gaston. Bernd had been
Rudi’s collaborator in projects and discussions,
but now it was Gaston. I knew from experience
that Bernd had an aversion to foreigners. Maybe it
was because two foreigners, Gaston and I had
taken so much of Rudi’s time and attention away
from Bernd – jealousy. I don’t know if there were
racist motives. Bernd did live in South America
for a while. But he also moved ever more to the
right, eventually participating in racist and fascist
oriented publications and public meetings. But I
think there were others among the SDS men who
avoided Gaston. On the other hand, besides Rudi
he had other good friends in the literary scene,
among them Hans Magnus Enzensberger. And
eventually Gaston wrote both plays and books in
German which were acclaimed. But he didn’t stay
in Germany after Rudi and I left.
South Vietnamese ambassador in Berlin
Another event which took place in
Audimax at that time which I remember was the
speech of the South Vietnamese ambassador. He
was invited by the RCDS, the youth group of the
Conservative Party. At first only the ca. 100 RCDS
students were scattered between empty seats. But
then the SDS supporters arrived, there were at
least 1000 of them completely filling the
auditorium. Not because these students supported
the ambassador, but because they did not support
him and wanted to argue. The RCDS students
surrounded the microphone preventing anyone
else from asking questions. This provocation
brought the necessary reaction. Rudi, the trained
high jumper, sprang up on the platform where the
ambassador was standing and grabbed his
microphone. He said, “your excellence, do you
know that according the US secret service 80% of

the south Vietnamese peasants support the
Liberation Front?
The ambassador, taken aback asked, “Do
you believe the liberation front represents South
Vietnam? “
The audience yelled, “yes, yes, long live
Ho Chi Minh.” More SDSers came onto the
podium and asked questions, but all the
ambassador answered to every question was, they
are terrorists and murderers. He didn’t even seem
to know what the history and origins of the war
were.
Two Vietnam demos
Rudi remained engaged in SDS. It was
also there that most of the demonstrations against
the war in Vietnam were organized. At the
beginning of December, a demonstration was
planned to take place on Kurfürstendamm. Rudi
made a speech at that demonstration, so I was
standing alone among the demonstrators. The
Christmas season had begun and lots of people
were shopping, so our demonstration was very
visible. Dieter, who had come from a Dadaist art
background and the group Spur which had been
developing new direction in art as a form of
political action, was creative in that genre. There
is no question that he had talent and I suppose one
must give him credit for it. His idea was to put up
a Christmas tree in front of the popular café
Kranzler at the busiest corner Kurfürstendamm
and Joachimstaler street.

All you can see on these photos is chaos. But here
they are. At least the flag on the Christmas tree is
visible.
First, we marched down Kurfürstendamm
toward Joachimstaler. When we got there some

demonstrators headed home, but many hung
around in front of the famous café.
I didn’t know where Rudi was; he wasn’t
with me. But there were crowds of people, many
Christmas shoppers, some demonstrators. I was
mashed in the midst of all of this. I pushed
through the crowds until I got close to the
Christmas tree. It was decorated with the faces of
Ulbricht and the US president Johnson as well as
the American flag. Beside it was a banner that
said, Bourgeois of the world, unite. Curiously I
had a camera. It wasn’t often I used it at that time,
because it was expensive to develop the film, but I
began taking photos. Kunzelmann and others then
put petroleum-soaked hats on the two papermâché faces of Johnson and Ulbricht and set the
whole thing on fire while they sang Christmas
songs. Sirens howled and within minutes we were
surrounded by police, who began slamming
people who looked like students with their billy
clubs and arresting them. A policeman grabbed me
as I was taking a photo. I yelled in English, I had
to yell because of all the noise, I said, “what is
going on here? I’m not doing anything, I’m only
looking.” He looked shocked and let me go.

Here you can recognize a policeman
The mayor of Berlin Heinrich Albertz
supported the police action as did the majority of
citizens. At a discussion, a couple days later the
demonstrators were unhappy that the reaction had
been so negative. What could be done to gain
support among the population and to prevent
another violent police action?
Spa Pro demo
For the following weekend another
demonstration was organized. It was both a protest
against police violence and an attempt to placate

the police and the population. A flyer was printed
which said, “we are demonstrating against the
brutality of the police. In order not to be helpless
objects of the aggression of young people in
police uniforms, we demonstrate in small groups,
as strollers. If the police come we separate and
walk away in different directions only to meet
again at another spot.” Another pamphlet said,
“we are demonstrating for the police. We demand
a 35 hour week for them, so they have time to
read, to be with their wives or lovers to get rid of
aggression, time to discuss and explain to older
people what democracy is. We demand modern
tools for them, not billy clubs, but boxes of candy
for crying children, condoms for young people,
and porno for horny grandpas.” It was signed Save
the Police association.
I set out together with Rudi with stacks of
these pamphlets to pass out to passers-by. Rudi
was carrying a box to stand on in order to make a
speech, and I was carrying a net with two bottles
of wine, because we also wanted to offer wine to
passers-by.
But we hadn’t gotten very far on
Kurfürstendamm when a paddy wagon parked
near us and a bunch of police poured out. It was
obvious they had recognized Rudi and considered
him a ringleader. They descended on him, grabbed
his box and twisted his arms behind his back so he
couldn’t get away. I began pounding one of the
policemen who was holding Rudi on the back and
yelling, “let him go, let him go.” Of course, they
didn’t let him go, they just pushed me away and
dragged Rudi into the paddy wagon.

Me carrying the net with wine, being arrested
along with the man I was talking to on

Kurfürstendamm
I walked on agitated and looking for
someone I knew to tell what had happened. I saw
a young man whom I recognized and began
talking. But in the corner of my eye I saw a paddy
wagon pulling up beside us. A bunch of policemen
poured out and grabbed me and the other person
and dragged us into the wagon. There was nothing
to do. We were brought to a prison where he was
escorted to a men’s section and I to a women’s
section. I was put in a large cage where there were
already quite a few women, some of them
extremely confused. They had been Christmas
shopping and had no idea why they were being
arrested. We had to explain what was going on and
some of the women were not happy about it.
In the midst of the dismay I realized I still
had the net with the two bottles of wine. I said,
“well, we were going to distribute this to passersby but this is just as good a place as any to drink
it. Someone managed to get the first bottle open
and it was passed around. I had taken the second
bottle out to be opened when a policeman arrived
and told me to come. I was flummoxed. Was this a
bad sign? I left the bottle of wine there for the
women and followed him.
He took me to another room and said
“your husband is here. He told me, he needs to
have some food, so he doesn’t faint.” I thought
that is odd, he doesn’t usually faint from being
hungry. The policeman continued, “you can go
and get some food for him and bring it back here.”
So, I said, “Ok. I’ll do that.” I went home
first to get money and then bought two huge bags
of food and returned to the police station
announcing that I’d brought the food.
A policeman came to get the food and I
gave him the two bags. He started to laugh, “how
long do you think your husband is going to stay
here with all that food?”
I said, “there is food for everyone who is
hungry. Please give it to them.”
He said, “well that isn’t allowed.”
I said, “why not? Some of them are
hungry too and there is food for everyone, so give
it to them.” He shook his head. I said, “Rudi can’t
eat all of it, and it’s too heavy to lug home again.”
And although he didn’t want to take it all, I simply

walked away leaving him with both bags. I have
no idea if he gave the food to the other prisoners.
Rudi came home that night.
Letter from Dad
I got a letter from my father. He didn’t write
often, but this one blew my mind. He wrote: I
think this Vietnam mess is just political. I don’t
understand it, to fight a war as long as possible
just to keep the economy going. Money means as
much for those people up there as the lives of
people, especially when they are different. I say,
pfui to the economy when it costs lives. I had
never imagined that my conservative father would
think things like that.
The Snow Melts on the Way to Ski
That letter was an encouragement. People
in my father’s generation were starting to
understand why we were doing what we were
doing. And he wasn’t the only one. A lot was
going on and it was exciting when I was part of
it. But the highs were inevitably accompanied by
lows. But it wasn’t always easy for me to feel
integrated into Rudi’s life. He was the center of
attention and many of these people swarming
around him acted as if I didn’t exist. I began
having a recurring dream. We were going skiing.
It was a beautiful winter day, white snow
glistening, blue sky. So we packed and got in a
car with some one or two other shadowy dream
figures to drive to the mountains. The trip lasted
a while and as the car passed through the snowy
flatlands it got warmer. The blue sky faded, the
snow began dribbling onto the street making
brown puddles. The white snow got a black crust
along the road. Patches of earth appeared. And
by the time they reached the mountains the snow
was gone. I would awaken with a feeling of total
frustration, despair. The trip was in vain, the
expectation of exhilaration turned to mud.
Maybe it was a reflection of something
that really happened. A thwarted ski trip. But I
recognized that the dream was not about a ski
trip. Why would I dream about it again and
again? That is exactly how I felt about the
political goals we intended to accomplish. It was
a dream about life, life slipping away without
providing the triumphs that were supposed to
accrue. They were supposed to, weren’t they?

Perhaps it was the perpetual gloominess in the
apartment, or the fact that in spite of struggling so
hard to master German, I still had a hard time
understanding when people were discussing in
big groups. It wasn't that I intended to be so
attached to Rudi. I wanted to maintain my
independent identity, keep my spirit of solidarity
plus rebellion and see to it that the revolution
would not become the vicious, humanity
destroying absolutism that many ideologized
movements with blinded followers were. How
could we help to bring about social change
without creating a police state as bad as or worse
than the capitalistic one we lived in? I didn't
think many of the German movement people
were even asking questions like that. I tried to
make Rudi see what I was talking about and I
think he understood, but for him revolution was
still the kind that created the Soviet Union or
Mao's Long March, or the failed ones with people
like Rosa Luxemburg and the German Social
Democrats after WWI. Rudi was thinking in
terms of how to put an end to the existing power
structure and build a new liberated society. The
means tended to be secondary to the goal. But I
had a feeling which I wasn't able adequately to
put into words, especially in German, that the
first question should be to define and begin to
create a better quality of life for everyone and
that should be our goal. That question would
make the means at least as important if not more
important than the goal. I talked about these
things to Rudi and I think that my constant
questioning of what the movement was doing at
least made him rethink some of the more
traditional Marxist notions. He had never been
dogmatic, at least not for long. But if anything, I
would say that was my contribution to the
German 1968 movement, to keep questioning and
if he hadn't had me there being what some of the
others in the SDS called "unpolitical" because I
didn't behave in the prescribed way, then I don't
think Rudi would have been quite as epochmaking a figure as he was.
But I often felt like I was in a vacuum, I
had few other connections, or even people I could
talk to. After the commune project failed, I wasn't
able to create my own niche at that time. I felt as

if my language and indeed even my intelligence
had been partly wiped out. I hadn't intended to
allow my love for Rudi to gradually begin to erase
who I'd been. But I think this is not so
uncommon. It happens. I knew it and I was
trying to rebel against it. But I didn't know how.
That’s probably why I was sick so often that first
year. I'd get a sore throat that would last a couple
weeks and when I was well for a few days, I'd
come down with a runny nose that soon developed
into a sinus infection and thus it went. I seemed to
be sick most of the time. I think it was frustrating
for Rudi, but neither of us knew why this was
happening.
I wanted Rudi to be there for me, but it
was only at night when he was finished with his
work that we could relax a little together. During
the day people from SDS or the other groups
would come to our apartment to discuss or work
on projects with Rudi. They would mostly stay in
Rudi's workroom and I would stay in the bedroom.
But they smoked, chain smoked, and soon the
acrid fumes would waft into my room. If there
were three or four of them all smoking all the
time, I would soon begin to choke, the smoke
would sear my eyes and throat and finally start
hurting. I would beg Rudi to try to get them not to
smoke, but it didn't work.
I wasn't getting cold feet, wasn't thinking
of getting out of this. I loved Rudi and I didn't
want to leave him. I also believed in the
revolution and thought that we really could
accomplish something for the oppressed people of
the world. I know that there was some resentment
toward me among some of those people: Bernd,
Dieter and those they stirred up against me,
though I hadn't realized it then: jealousy toward
me, but also toward other foreigners who Rudi
listened to. They didn't understand me any more
than I understood them, and a few of them were
basically not only anti-American but also racist. I
think for these few people there were
subconscious remnants stemming from their early
upbringing in a Nazi country with its perpetual
propaganda against people of other backgrounds
as well as the background phantom of the onetime American enemy. This was easily transferred
to the anti-Americanism that grew out of the

antipathy to the Vietnam War which I, of course,
agreed with. But some of the students could not
differentiate between American individuals and
the USA as a war-mongering super power. This
made it difficult, for critical Americans to live in
Germany and I wasn't the only one who was trying
with various degrees of success or failure to be
part of the German society we lived in.
So while Rudi was trying to create a big
picture of worldwide revolution and speculating
on how to do it, I was thinking of how we could
change society, the one we were living in at that
moment in such a way that we could live in a
happier and more supportive way. I was seeking a
way to somehow break through the barrier that I
felt had been erected against me.
I read as much literature from the
movement in the USA that I could get hold of. I
could see that what was happening there was
parallel to what was happening in Germany. It
was an amazing confluence. But in some ways the
US movement seemed to have more joie de vivre,
more creativity and liveliness. The Germans were
more serious, more theoretical, more inclined to
wallow in negativity, but they would also delve
deeper theoretically. They had a harsh and brutal
recent history behind them, failures of humanity as
well as national disasters. The young generation
was not unaffected by that even though they had
nothing to do with it. But there I was, not
German, not driven by the horrors my parents
might have committed and were silent about.
They had to overcome a huge barrier, but I wasn't
facing that barrier. Instead I just saw hope, but it
was, I think, a somewhat different hope than they
saw. Cultural differences are difficult. Yet Rudi,
more than almost all the other Germans in SDS
seemed to be able to empathize with someone
else's viewpoint. It began with him trying to
understand me.
Harz
Even Rudi needed a break sometimes. We
decided to go skiing in the Harz. This time the
snow did not melt. Harz was considerably cheaper
than going to the Alps and there was plenty of
snow there. I don’t remember where we stayed
overnight. But I do remember one long crosscountry ski trip. The days were short, the nights

were long, but the sky was clear and the moon and
stars were shining brightly. We set off in daylight
into the wild blue yonder. We had no idea where
the ski tracks would lead us and perhaps after a
while they disappeared. It got dark. We could see
where we were going with shining white snow in
the silvery moonlight. It was romantic and
beautiful and we were enjoying it immensely until
we realized, I don’t know who thought of it first,
that we were close to the border of the GDR. The
snow was very deep and we thought, it could be so
deep that the border was no longer visible. There
was no wall here.

Rudi’s postcard to his mom and dad from Harz. It
says, “My dear ones, Here a last greeting in the
old year from Harz where we are pumping up with
snowy air and other lovely things. I hope you are
all doing fine, send greetings to Manfred, Heidi,
Guenter, Eva. I finally wrote to Helmut, Birgit, I
will be better about writing in the new year, we’ll
see. In any case, we wish you all a healthy
(especially mother and father) year 1967, many
kisses, Rudi
We started to worry. What if we

accidently went over the border. For Rudi it would
be a catastrophe if border guards came along and
saw us. We wanted desperately to find a house, a
village, another person, anything that would
indicate where we were. But no one came. There
was no sign of human habitation anywhere. We
weren’t cold, we weren’t hungry, so we thought
surely, we’ll eventually see something. But all we
saw was the moon, the snow and trees covered in
snow. We went on, trying to keep in the same
direction, so we wouldn’t be going in circles. And
finally, yes, in the distance there were a couple
yellow dots, windows, a house. We skied toward
it, and indeed it was a house with the lights on. We
went to the door and rang the doorbell. After
waiting patiently, the door opened a crack. We told
the man whose head we could see that we were
lost, and where were we? It was not GDR. What a
relief. He told us how to get to the next town
which was also where we were staying.
1967
Commune Group splits
At the beginning of the new year, we were
back in Berlin. At the first meeting of the
Commune discussion group a small faction around
Kunzelmann announced, they were going to form
a commune immediately. They no longer wanted
to be part of the discussion and would not consider
the larger and expensive commune project. I
suppose in one way it was a relief that
Kunzelmann was gone, but the result was that the
group collapsed completely, others also wanted to
form communes immediately, though not with the
Kunzelmann group.
As a result of the dissension of the last
months the commune as a way of organizing
daily life became less and less important for
Rudi. For me it was a defeat, although I didn't
completely give up hope. As Dieter's notion of
commune gained the upper hand in the group,
Rudi developed his idea of a focus group which
did not necessarily require living together. He
had participated in the discussions, but talked
about his focus idea as a way for revolutionaries
to organize in their political work. I was feeling
rather discouraged about the whole thing.
Although it was only a minority that was
attracted to Dieter's commune idea, Rudi had not

been able to get an active group to pursue the
focus idea and my hope for a big commune with
all 60 people withered and died.
In February they had found a house where
they moved in and called their enclave Kommune
I. The house belonged to Hans Magnus
Ensensberger who was in New York and possibly
not even aware that his house was being used for
this purpose. Among those who joined was
Agatha with whom I had been friends for a while.
She left her husband, took her young son and
moved in to participate in the psycho-terror
destruction of the bourgeois personality. When
Ensensberger came back the commune had to
move out, but managed to find another place
where the owner was away.
Kommune I turned into a media spectacle
when a well-known photo-model moved in as the
girlfriend of one of the commune members,
Rainer Langhans. Rainer had been a serious
student who had sometimes come to our
apartment to discuss with Rudi. He never talked
to me, acted as if I didn’t exist and I found him to
be a snob. After he moved into the commune, he
remade himself into, in my view, a silly pop icon
lacking seriousness.
Kommune I was defined, not only by its
inhabitants, but also by the method it used to shed
the bourgeois self which I’d experienced the year
before in Kochelsee. People started calling
Dieter's method psycho-terror. And that was apt.
Their escapades had good media attention and
Kommune I became famous. What happened
inside their four walls, I don't know for sure,
except that the sex experiment didn't work very
well, because most of the men wanted to sleep
with the same women and vice versa, and the
ignored ones were not happy.
But they did carry out some fantastic
actions, the most famous being the pudding attack
against US vice president Hubert Humphrey.
When he came to Berlin for a state visit, the
Kommune prepared a pudding with red dye which
they were going to throw at him. They practiced
in the woods and apparently were discovered or
given away by someone who thought this was
some kind of napalm or other dangerous
chemicals. The whole commune was arrested and

put in jail and the headlines in the newspapers the
next day described a murderous plan which had
been thwarted. When it turned out the dangerous
chemicals were pudding, everyone on the left
laughed, but the right-wing press forgot to tell
their readers about it.
Another group of about eight people
broke out of the bigger commune discussion group
and formed Kommune II and moved into the SDS
house on Kurfürstendamm. The SDS had had its
meeting rooms there from the beginning in this
house that had been partially bombed in the war
and never completely repaired. But there was an
apartment separate from the meeting rooms. This
became Commune II. It was not based on psychoterror, but it was nonetheless also a withdrawal
from the broader political task in order to
consolidate among themselves.
Rudi and I didn't join this group. For Rudi
it had become clear that neither of these
communes corresponded to his notion of a focus
group in which everyone worked together toward
a political goal - social change in the broad
society. The still uncommitted people in the
group, although they wanted to form a commune
could no longer consider the original idea of a
commune house, so they either had to remain in
isolated pairs, families or shared apartments or
else keep trying to find another solution. The
commune group discussions were discontinued.
Dutschke dreht an einem dolle Ding
This headline in a Springer newspaper
was the first time they actually published
something kind of positive. It was definitely not
Axel Springer’s view and the person who wrote it
later left the Springer company. It means
something like Dutschke is messing around with a
really cool thing. My guess is that some young
people thought wow, what is that cool thing and
wanted to find out more. In any case, the
movement was growing very fast.
The Sweater again
When we had been in the USA those few
days for my mother's funeral, I had sorted through
my old clothes that were still stored in my parent's
home and decided which ones I still wanted. The
black, brown, olive and turquoise striped sweater
that my mother had knitted for me was still there.

It looked good and I put it on. It's cool I thought
and it's a kind of tribute to my mother, a way to
keep a connection to her, so it was one of the
things that I brought back to Germany with me. I
was glad to have it that winter in our dark and
often chilly apartment.
But Rudi thought so too. One day he
appeared in the kitchen to eat breakfast and he was
wearing the sweater. “Hey, it's mine,” I said.
“Can I wear it today?”
“Uh sure,” I said. “Go ahead.”

The sweater knitted by my mother as a birthday
gift when I was 18.
Pretty soon it was obvious to me that he
loved the sweater. He had it on almost every day
so I didn't have much chance to wear it.
Sometimes I'd try to get dressed before he did, just
so I could wear the sweater.
But he wore it so much that whenever the
press appeared and wanted to get a picture of him,
half the time he had that sweater on. Pretty soon it
was turning into a Rudi trademark. The iconic
striped pulli. It's actually mine, I'd say when I saw
these pictures. But I thought it was funny that it
was getting famous.
Another Sit-in April 1967
Although the pudding attack on
Humphrey had turned out to be plain ordinary
pudding with red coloring, the government and
press had acted hysterically. The university
decided to punish, not those who were involved,
but rather the whole SDS which had nothing to do
with the attack. SDS would get no more money
and not be able to use university rooms. The

students considered this an outrage und unjust and
demanded it be retracted. The student association
called for a sit-in in the Henry Ford building while
the academic senate met to discuss what to do.
After a speech by a well-known author
Reinhard Lettau, who was on our side, a
representative of the youth group of the CDU, the
Conservatives, Jurgen Runge got up an began to
accuse the oppositional groups of intolerance.
Whereas Lettau had been rewarded with clapping
and yelling, hardly anyone clapped for Runge. But
what he’d said was too much for Rudi. He sprang
to the microphone, as was his custom and said,
“Tolerance of inhuman political decisions equals
intolerance toward the victims, this we can’t
accept. It was this kind of repressive tolerance that
brought us Fascism…Our actions on this campus
now can prevent a return of authoritarianism.”
Runge answered, saying it is you who are
destroying democracy. Rudi was angry.
Democratizing the society had been his concern
from the beginning. He said, “that is a punch
below the belt. Democracy requires a responsible,
mature population in the country. When that does
not exist, when it is prevented by the powers that
be, then every effort to bring about critical
consciousness is democracy. Therefore, we are
acting democratically and the academic senate is
not.”
The academic senate refused to give any
information about what they were discussing and
deciding. The sit-in continued still waiting for an
answer from them but at midnight, they called the
police. Rudi came and sat next to me. Within a
short period of time a bevy of police stormed the
building and surrounded us. They stood for a few
minutes hoping the mass of students would
dissolve. When nothing happened, they began
dragging people out. It was a Sisyphus job,
because whenever the police had someone outside,
they just came back in, in a different door. It was
so funny that every trace of fear disappeared
among the students and we all began to laugh.
Eventually the police were convinced
their action was useless and they called it off and
departed. This annoyed the academic senate, but
there was nothing they could do. Later the
students were getting tired and the sit-in was

declared over. Everyone went home to bed.
But the powers that be in university and
city were not prepared to give up. They began
hashing out ever more oppressive plans to
terrorize the students, including threatening to kill
demonstrators.

One of the many demonstrations, probably 1967. I
sewed the very obvious outfit out of fabric which
someone had given me
Pregnancy May 1967
In the midst of these continuing
confrontations, I noted that I hadn’t had my
period in a while. The anti-baby pill had made me
sick, so I stopped, at least temporarily. It wasn’t
the best time to be pregnant, but that May I
wasn’t feeling well, especially in the morning.
We had to know. I bought a pregnancy test from
the pharmacy and Rudi called the next day to
hear the results. It was positive. Rudi wrote in his
diary, “I wasn’t overjoyed, but I was happy
nonetheless.” That’s also about how I felt about
it. The baby was due in December.
Benno Ohnesorg June 2, 1967
The Shah of Iran was coming to Berlin
and he was bringing his wife the “beautiful” Farah
Diba. They would be received by the mayor of

Berlin, Henrich Albertz and be adequately
entertained. Their entourage would go through
Berlin to the city hall in Schöneberg. For this
occasion, the Shah was bringing his supporters an
array of hoodlums, the Iranian secret service
SAWAK whose purpose was to prevent
demonstrations against the shah. That was how he
functioned in Iran and it would be the same in
Berlin. The Springer newspapers were filled with
praise for the shah and many photos of his
beautiful wife.
Bahman Nierumand was a student from
Iran who was studying in Berlin. He had
connections to the SDS and to Rudi’s study group.
So we knew him. He prepared a speech about the
real situation of the average population, the
peasants and workers in Iran, how they were
exploited and mistreated. The speech was held in
Audimax at the FU and the room was bursting
full. At the end of it, it was obvious that this
dictator was unwanted in Berlin and the students
would protest. Masks were printed on paper bags
showing the face of the Shah which the
demonstrators could wear. Two demonstrations
were planned, one when the Shah went to the city
hall and one in the evening when they were going
to the opera with the mayor, the federal president
Heinrich Luebke and their wives.

Shah and Soroya masks
On the morning of June second, I wasn’t
feeling so well. Rudi had gone to Hamburg to help
the SDS there prepare for the visit of the shah the
following day. I had been to so many
demonstrations and thought this one would be like
all the others, and as I didn’t feel well, I didn’t go.
I did look at the news and saw that at the
morning demonstration the SAWAK hoodlums

had come with metal poles which they used to
smash over the heads of demonstrators. They had
also grabbed posters away from demonstrators and
used those sticks to smash the demonstrators, as a
result many had been badly injured. Instead of
protecting the demonstrators against these attacks,
the police helped the SAWAK by holding
demonstrators so the hoodlums could slaughter
them.

SAWAK hoodlum with pole smashing
demonstrators: photos of this demonstration from
the internet
This did not bode well. But at the
demonstration in the evening in front of the opera
house a large number of demonstrators stood there
waiting, many wearing the shah masks. The police
were prepared. The police president Duensing had
been a Nazi and in thinking and feeling he still
was. He wanted to give the demonstrators a lesson
that they would never forget. If some of them got
killed, that would be fine. That was the way he
prepared the police for this operation. The space in
front of the opera was closed in on the one side by
the opera house and on the opposite side by a high
fence behind which was a construction site. The
police plan was to attack and squeeze the
demonstrators in the middle and when they tried
to escape at the ends they would be beaten up and
arrested, the sausage tactic.
The shah cavalcade arrived, the
demonstrators yelled, possibly a few stones were
thrown, although it is also possible that the stones
were thrown by agent provocateurs, and the shah,
the mayor, their wives and others disappeared into
the opera house, the demonstrators were preparing
to go home. Then the police attacked with a
viciousness not experienced until then. The
demonstrators tried to escape at the ends. But

police were blocking them. Some ran into the
courtyard of a nearby house, hoping to get away
from the police, but the police followed them and
blocked the exit so they couldn’t get out.
Rudi arrived home late that night from
Hamburg. He was very agitated saying “I met a
student on the way home, he told me that a
demonstrator had killed a policeman. I don’t
understand, how could it happen?” I shuddered
and thought this is escalating to a dangerous point
for all of us.

Iconic photo of Benno Ohnesorg and Friederike
Hausmann
Rudi went out as soon as we woke in the
morning and bought all the newspapers. He was
shaking his head when he came back. It wasn’t a
demonstrator; it was the police. The police
murdered a demonstrator. He was shaken, and
there was no consolation. It was pure horror.
We got dressed and went to the FU where
people were gathering to protest.

Who has Benno on their conscience? Albertz, the
home secretary, the police?
When the large lawn of the campus had
filled with people someone came with a
megaphone and announced that a student at the

university named Benno Ohnesorg had been
murdered by a policeman. Rudi also took a turn
and said we are going to organize demonstrations
and sit-ins all over Germany. We want answers.
We want results. At this demonstration the police
did not attack us. The university authorities did
not want to enrage the students more than they
already were.
Who was Benno Ohnesorg? He was
studying for a degree in German studies at the FU.
He had only just come to Berlin that semester
from Hannover. He was married and he and his
wife were expecting a baby. This was his first
demonstration.
The funeral was in his hometown
Hannover. A large convoy of cars drove together
with the hearse from Berlin to Hannover. At the
start in Berlin people followed the convoy on foot,
on the autobahn which had to be closed down.
Since the convoy had to go through the GDR, they
needed permission to do this. The GDR allowed it
and let the cars pass without the usual long-lasting
passport control. Rudi went to Hannover with the
convoy, but there was no room for me so I didn’t
experience what happened in Hannover after the
funeral. But it had consequences which worried
me, so I will relate it.
Habermas
It was after the funeral, everyone met in
an auditorium for discussion. Juergen Habermas
who was a professor in Hannover was one of
several speakers. He said, “If our suspicion of
terror is not thoroughly dealt with, with all
necessary consequences then we will remember
June 2 as a day when the curtailing of democracy
in our land became apparent to everyone…But to
react by provoking manifest violence is
masochistic. It is nothing other than subjugation to
that very same violence used by the police.”
The arguments back and forth continued,
but Rudi had not yet spoken although it was
getting late. He was preparing an answer to
Habermas and finally did get up. He said,
“Professor Habermas may well be following Marx
when he says, it’s not enough that thinking leads
to reality, reality must also lead to thinking. That
is no longer valid…The development of
productive forces has reached the point where the

abolition of hunger, war, and domination are
materially possible. It all depends on the
conscious will of the people to finally understand
that they can and are making their own history.
Professor Habermas, your impotent objectivism
eradicates the emancipating subject…We
understand that the established rules of this
unreasonable democracy are not our rules, that the
starting point of the politization of the students has
to be the conscious breaking of these rules. I ask
that all west German students create action centers
in the universities as soon as possible for the
expansion of the politization in university and city.
Through these centers we will explain what we are
doing and why with direct actions. In West Berlin
we are going to demonstrate for the removal of the
ban on demonstrations. If this demonstration is
forbidden, we will discuss actions to combat that
decision.”
There were both positive and negative
reactions. Most cheered, but some thought he was
going too far.
It was then getting late and people wanted
to go home or back to Berlin. So Rudi left.
Habermas had also gone out, but he came back
and asked, is Rudi Dutschke here? The answer
was no, but Habermas continued anyway. “To my
astonishment Herr Dutschke proposed having a
sit-in. That is a demonstration with non-violent
methods. I ask, why doesn’t he say so? Why does
he spend 45 minutes developing a voluntarist
ideology which in 1848 was called utopian
socialism and which under the present conditions
I believe can be called left fascism?” It was this
the word “left fascism” that was extremely
destructive and upsetting to us and many others.
Rudi heard about it the next day and was
upset. He reacted to Habermas’ words, but the
damage was done. Conservative and rightest
leaning persons in government and press used
Habermas against the anti-authoritarian
movement for the next decades, even today it can
still appear.
I think Habermas made several theoretical
errors in his assessment of the movement. He did
later admit he’d made a mistake in his reaction to
Rudi in Hannover, but I don’t think he ever quite
retracted the basic theoretical problem that led to

his original statement which in essence has to do
with his more traditional Marxist view that
history depends on developments in the economic
basis. He agreed with Marx that theory must deal
with reality and an analysis of reality must be the
basis for theory. But he believed the existing
reality in West Germany was not such to provoke
revolutionary action. He had never accepted any
aspects of Existentialism and I don’t think he
understood how important it was in the
development of the anti-authoritarian movement.
But it was something like, which comes first
theory or experience? And what then determines
practice?
Hunger strike June
Fritz Teufel had been arrested at the
demonstration against the shah at the opera house
and accused of having thrown rocks. There was no
proof that he had done this, and some people
attested that they had seen police throwing rocks.
But Fritz was held in prison and not allowed bail.
Another protest on the street seemed like too much
of the same. A new tactic was needed, a hunger
strike. For this there had to be a place where
hundreds of people could congregate and sit and
sleep for a period of time without eating.
The pastor of a large protestant church in
West End, opened his church which had a huge
meeting room which could be cleared of furniture
and seat hundreds of people on the floor. Rudi and
I took a couple blankets and pillows and headed
off. The room was packed full of people who had
also brought blankets to sit and sleep on. Helga
was there too and we sat together while Rudi ran
around talking, persuading and of course,
speaking. As always he had prepared a speech.
(Although his speeches always seemed completely
spontaneous, they weren’t. Later going through his
papers, I saw that he had written most or parts of
these speeches ahead of time, but he did not use
notes.) The room had a pulpit, it wasn’t the
sanctuary I don’t think, but a room where services
also were held. Rudi climbed on to the pulpit and
began to preach.
I was several months pregnant at that time
and by that night I was not feeling so good. I told
Rudi I didn’t think I was going to make it through
to the end of hunger strike, though maybe I could

have with encouragement, but Rudi was as
concerned about the well being of this baby as I
was, and he wanted to be sure I was doing well.
He said, then I think you should go home. As he
was quite adamant about it, I did go home, but
most of the people stayed all night. But it did no
good. Fritz Teufel was not let out of jail.

The press was at the hunger strike, not to hunger
but to photograph and a journalist took this
photo of Rudi in the pulpit. In this photo he is
also wearing a vest that was mine and had been
sewn by my mother.

Some of the antiauthoritarian men formed a
soccer team called the Paper Tigers. Rudi is third
from left in the second row and Wolfgang Neuss
fifth from left.

Romeo and Juliet ballet
There were more demonstrations, more
protests, including one on June 12, the day the
prohibition against demonstration ended with the
requirement that monitors be provided to prevent
illegal actions. Every tenth person was given an
arm band that said monitor on it. We went to this
demo, which we assumed would be peaceful, and
it was except for gawkers, who shouted the
typical, go to the East, or the Nazis would have
taken care of you. A car even tried to drive into the
demonstrators, but everyone got out of the way.
That evening we did something
completely different. I read about a new
interpretation of the tale of Romeo and Juliet in
opera and ballet form and wanted to see it. Rudi
agreed to go although he was unmusical and
probably had never been to an opera or ballet
before.
Within five minutes Rudi had fallen
asleep in his seat. But I found the opera
fascinating. At one point, over midway through,
the singers on stage began singing and shouting
Viva la Revolution, Viva la Revolution. Rudi
woke up with a start, stood up, raised his fist red
front, jumped up and down and shouted viva la
revolution. The typical bourgeois opera fans in
their fine clothes were not amused. Sit down, be
quiet, they growled and tried to push him down.
Rudi ignored them at first, and shouted again as
the singers were also continuing to shout. But the
people behind us were getting angrier, so Rudi did
sit down. I couldn’t help laughing, not too loud
though, both at Rudi and at the not unexpected
reaction of the inflexible burghers behind us. Rudi
didn’t fall asleep again, but watched intrigued and
wrote afterwards in his diary, “an excellent ballet
against war and for love.”
Frankfurt Hans Juergen Krahl
In September the SDS had its yearly
congress in Frankfurt. Rudi was a delegate so he
had to go and I came along. Rudi wanted to meet
with Hans Juergen Krahl. Krahl was a notorious
German proponent from the younger generation of
the Frankfurt School and was considered brilliant.
He was also a member of SDS. There had been
both competition and antagonism between the
Frankfurt and Berlin SDS, but Rudi wanted to

work together with Krahl. Before the congress
began, they had managed to complete a paper
together. When it was Rudi’s turn to speak, Krahl
came to the microphone with him which
astonished the participants, who thought the
representatives of the two groups were not
compatible. Together they explained how a
revolution could take place in Germany and what
kind of an organization it required. It was an
extremely intellectual paper and I suspect lots of
people didn’t really understand it. Furthermore, it
was misinterpreted in a damaging way, which had
effects far beyond the bounds of the SDS and the
anti-authoritarian movement.

This is a photo of Krahl from the internet
While the two of them were still working
on the paper, we went to a restaurant to have
dinner. Krahl was a hyperactive man who
immediately began talking about himself. He had
been hit by a bomb splinter as a baby lying in a
baby carriage during the war and lost an eye.
Thereupon he bent over, put his hand to his eye
and then held out the eyeball in front of my face. I
was rather shocked. It looked like a slimy white
marble with a blue circle around a black dot that
was staring at me from his hand. It was almost as
if he was going to take himself completely apart.
But aside from that curiosity he seemed like a
decent person.
Although Krahl and Rudi presented a
united front for the anti-authoritarian idea and they
also gained the majority of votes in the election
for SDS positions, nonetheless there was a lot of
opposition from various local groups including
Berlin which supported the GDR and criticized the
fact that Dutschke and Krahl did not accept the
Marxist notion of the working class as the
instigator of the revolution. These groups
proposed that the students should go to the

workers and propagandize them. Rudi was no
dogmatist and he did not agree that that should be
the main thrust of the movement. He was
however, prepared to join with the working class if
they should show any sign of being interested in
revolutionizing society.
The rift in the SDS which had been there
from the beginning was intensified after this
discussion and ultimately was one factor leading
to the demise of the SDS.

This is at one of the many events in Audimax in the
FU. In this photo from the right Horst Kurnitzky,
Bernd Rabehl, Dirk, Rudi holding a paper. He
always prepared before he talked, both noting
what others said, and what he wanted to say, but
when he talked, he did not use the notes.
That September in Berlin there were some
consequences from the attacks by police on June
2. The police president Duensing was suspended
and never came back. The senator of the interior
stepped down and two days later the mayor
Albertz announced that he was stepping down. He
was not forced to do so, but quietly had come to
the conclusion that he had made a mistake in
supporting the actions of the police. He was a
friend of my theology professor Gollwitzer from
their time in the Confessing Church during the
Hitler era when Albertz had been a pastor.
Gollwitzer supported the students from the
beginning of the movement and after June 2 had
been outspoken supporting our goals. He likely
convinced Albertz that he should reconsider and
Albertz did. He made a speech in which he said, “I
was weakest when I acted most harshly on the
evening of June 2 because on that day, I was
objectively wrong.”

Of course, we cheered. But it was a
Pyrrhus victory. The new mayor Klaus Schuetz
was far worse.
Milano and Feltrinelli in September
Rudi had been travelling all over Europe
doing research for his Ph.D. interviewing
participants in the 1920’s revolutionary movement
and locating libraries where there was literature
from the 1920’s. In Milan there was a private
library of Communist writings, including many
from Germany from that period which Rudi
absolutely wanted to see. Since it wasn’t public
there was a certain risk that we couldn’t get in, but
we set off to find it. It was owned by an extremely
wealthy Italian from an aristocrat-monarchist
family whose name was Giangiacomo Feltrinelli.
During World War II he had joined the Communist
party. From 1949 onwards, Feltrinelli collected
documents for his library in Milan relating to the
development of the international labor and
socialist movements.

Feltrinelli about as I remember him; from the
cover of a magazine.
We got the address, arrived at the location where
we saw a building looking like all the other houses
on the block except for a tiny sign that indicated
that the library was there. The door was locked
and the library looked dark. I remember standing
there in front of this building which was in an
orange building on a corner, the door facing the
crossing kitty-corner. We stood there a while not

knowing what to do. I spotted a doorbell and Rudi
pushed it several times and then we stood there in
the morning sunshine and waited. He rang again
and we waited. I don’t know how long we stood
there, but it was a nice day, and as we had nothing
else to do, we waited.
Suddenly a form appeared behind the
door which had a window. The woman stared at us
for a while and then opened the door. Rudi told
her he wanted to do research for his doctor’s
thesis. Apparently, she understood German
because she opened the door wider and let us in.
The library had far more than Rudi expected, a
treasure trove. Rudi was delighted.
After a while a wiry man with a black
mustache and thick black greying hair and black
glasses came into the room “Rudi Dutschke?” he
asked. Rudi nodded, “yes,” The man then virtually
sprang over and reached his hand to Rudi.
“Wonderful” he was shouting in German. “When
you are finished, we’ll go to eat. Do you need a
place to stay?” We nodded and he said, “I’ll
arrange that.” And that was that. It was Feltrinelli
himself.
At supper time he took us to a restaurant after
which he suggested a tour through the city. In the
meantime, he called his girlfriend Sibylla and told
her to come which she did. Sibylla was
considerably younger than Feltrinelli, more our
age. We had an excellent lunch, of course, barring
no costs which the millionaire Feltrinelli paid for.
Then we piled into a car which was neither large
nor ostentatious. It was a small cabriole. Feltrinelli
drove. Rudi and I were in the back seat. The ride,
however, was terrifying. Feltrinelli drove like a
maniac, observed no traffic rules and went down
one-way streets the wrong way. I was ready to
hide my face in Rudi’s lap. In one of the one-way
streets Feltrinelli slammed on the brakes and we
screeched to a halt bumper on bumper with
another much bigger car which was going the right
way. It beeped at us. Feltrinelli, however, did not
back up. Instead he got out and started yelling at
the driver. The driver also got out and yelled and
pretty soon a crowd had gathered to watch the
show, we sitting in the midst of this yelling match
in disbelief. In the end, I suspect the other driver
had to get somewhere, so he figured if he wanted

to get further, he’d have to back up which he did
and we continued the wrong way on a one-way
street.
We stayed that night in one of Feltrinelli’s
many apartments. It was luxurious in elegant
Italian style, far better than a luxury hotel. Rudi
continued his research.
Kampen September
Going to Milan was not a vacation since
Rudi was working most of the time. But Klaus
Rainer Rohl who was editor and producer of the
magazine Konkret, a left oriented magazine that
Rudi had written articles for, called one day and
said to Rudi, you need a vacation, a real vacation
with no work. This was a foreign concept for
Rudi, but Rohl said, “I’ve rented a cottage for
you and Gretchen on Kampen. It’s done, so just
go.” Kampen was a vacation town for rich people
on the island of Sylt. “No one will find you
there,” said Rohl “and you can relax for a few
days. There are dunes to wander in and a
wonderful beach.”
“But the fine bourgeoisie, people like
Axel Springer,” said Rudi, “I don’t really want to
see them.”
“Ah,” said Rohl, “most of the people are
just ordinary people who will leave you in
peace.”
On the way to Kampen we stopped in
Hamburg where Rohl lived with his wife Ulrike
Meinhof. At that time Meinhof who later became
a famous terrorist, was a well-looked upon
journalist who wrote for Konkret and was
considered part of the radical chickeria. We met
her for the first time. She discussed intently with
Rudi, but ignored me completely, as if I didn’t
exist and my opinion of her was that she was a
snob and fixated on celebrities which Rudi was in
the left scene. In any case, she certainly didn’t
impress me.
Kampen, however, was actually nice. Our
cottage was rather isolated, although we had to
go into the town to buy food. Nonetheless, we
were unmolested for a couple days. But then
someone recognized Rudi. An older man walked
up to him and introduced himself as Peter
Schilinsky. He was part of an anthroposophical
group, but had a concept of an open city Berlin

which aroused Rudi’s interest, so he was willing
to discuss with Schilinsky, who told Rudi he had
organized a weekly discussion group in Sylt and
invited Rudi to come and discuss with them.

Cottages in Kampen like the one we stayed in
with straw roofs.
That was the end of a non-political
vacation. Rudi was always willing to try to
convince people to join the movement. That
evening Rudi went with a couple of Schilinsky’s
friends to carve the words expropriate Springer in
a cliff where the rich business weekenders could
see it. The discussion would cover this theme,
Rudi was asked to describe what was being done
in Berlin about it, and Schilinsky also invited
Springer to come to defend himself. Rudi was
nervous about the talk, because most of the
audience would be rich, business people, a group
he’d never discussed with.
As it was, the meeting which was held in
a tee house was packed full, not only with
business people. Springer did not come. But the
business people all argued for Springer. Rudi
argued the other side without getting angry or
aggressive and one of the rich managers said
afterwards, I can’t agree with Dutschke, but he is
the most decent person, more decent than any
politician I’ve ever met.
Fortunately, there was also time to walk
through the dunes, lay on the beach, feel the
sunshine on my face and the sea on my feet.
Sometimes I felt very close to the earth, part of
the earth, rooted in the ground, the ground of the
whole earth. It did not matter where on the earth
I was. It was not Heimat earth, it was the whole
earth and so I was not afraid of being anywhere
on the earth because I was a part of all of it, or it

a part of me.
I was still a Student

Henry Ford bau at the FU
During all of this time, the
demonstrations, Rudi’s research trips, the pauses,
I was still a student, still attending seminars at the
Kirchliche Hochschule, going to classes in the
FU, and trying to learn Greek, so I could pass the
exam which was required to get a theology
degree. For me as for every other student, it
became more and more difficult to concentrate on
studies. Professors too were having trouble
holding classes and many simply didn’t happen,
especially if no students were attending. The
Greek was turning into torture. I’d managed
Hebrew fine in Hamburg where there were no
distractions, but now I couldn’t concentrate.
When the Greek exam finally came, I knew
almost no Greek and didn’t pass it. Well, later,
when things were calmer, I thought, I’ll try again.
Elsbeth dies November
In October Rudi received a letter from his
mother. When a letter got through the search
process which the GDR always undertook,
especially in Rudi’s case, Rudi was always rather
excited. I think he missed his family sometimes.
This letter was longer than usual. She wrote: I
have to write to you Rudi after seeing the TV
program where you seem to have played a leading
part. Your hair was in disarray and you were
wearing Gretchen’s sweater, Eva said. Gretchen
was wearing it when she was here. Don’t you have
one of your own? Buy one, or a decent suit. If
there’s enough money to travel you can afford a
decent wardrobe. That’s the least a middle

European which I hope you consider yourself, can
do. Gunter and all of us have shaken our heads at
the tumult you created at the FU. To interrupt
Brandt’s speech when he did so much for Berlin
and made it possible for you to study is pretty
steep. You are too old for stupid kid tricks. Will
you keep on til they put you in jail like Teufel?
Are you possessed by evil? Have you no feeling of
responsibility for your wife and coming child?
What will become of them? I think you have no
idea of the responsibility you have or were you too
immature to get married? Father says, if you end
up like all anarchists, then why waste six years
studying?”
“Why is she so worried about us?” I
asked. “We’ll manage.”
Rudi said nothing.
A month later we received a telegram:
Mutti has gone to rest. Another death after the
shock of my mother dying a year previously now
Rudi’s mother died. She was 57 years old, but she
had been ill for some time with emphysema. The
medication she needed was apparently difficult to
get in the GDR. But I don’t know if that’s why she
died. In any case, there would be another funeral,
but could Rudi go to his mother’s funeral? There
was some kind of law that allowed some people
under certain circumstances from the GDR to go
to the funeral of a direct relative in the West, but
could a refugee go to the East without being
arrested? We didn’t know.
Rudi asked one of his acquaintances from
the weekly magazine Extra Dienst who had close
connections to the Communist Party in the GDR
to find out if it would be possible to go safely to
his mother’s funeral. This person told Rudi he
would see if he could arrange it.
A few days later we had an answer. On
the day of the funeral someone would come and
pick us up and drive us to Luckenwalde. I don’t
remember if I had to get the usual visa, probably
did. We could stay overnight and they would pick
us up the next day and bring us back.
I didn’t have anything black to wear and
since I was pregnant and it was now obvious, I
didn’t have many things to wear at all, but I took
my darkest dress. We packed our overnight bags
and waited for the car that was coming to pick us

up. When a huge black official limousine parked
in front of our house, we stared in disbelief. Was
that for us? It was. Someone got out of the front
and opened the back door and told us to get in.
Rudi was not certain at that point and neither was I
if we were being kidnapped. But we got in. An
older rather distinguished looking man was sitting
in the back seat and Rudi sat next to him. I was by
the window. The man introduced himself, Gerhard
Danielius. We knew who that was, a high-level
functionary in the GDR Communist Party and
head of the SED (Communist Party) in West
Berlin. He said simply that he had wanted to meet
Rudi Dutschke and discuss with him and this was
a good opportunity. Rudi was astonished, but
never daunted. He answered Danielius’ questions
and then criticized the policies of the GDR and
told him what our movement was aiming to
accomplish. The discussion continued unabated
until we arrived in Luckenwalde, Strasse des
Friedens no. 32 B about an hour or so later. I
imagine the people in Luckenwalde were also
quite amazed to see this fine limousine stop in
front of the Dutschke house, and then to see us get
out.
The funeral was the next day. I remember
the parade of family members into a forest near
the town to the cemetery which was in the forest.
The coffin was lowered into the grave and
afterwards we returned to the Dutschke’s house
where many photos were taken.
I think Rudi had mixed feelings about the
visit. He was sad that his mother had died. In spite
of her complaints about his life and our life, he
loved her and she loved him. He was after all her
baby. But there was also a little nostalgia. He was
glad to see the whole family again after so many
years and to see the house he had grown up in. We
took a walk-through town. There were a few,
though not many people who knew Rudi and
greeted him. Others just stared. They’d probably
seen him on TV. Smelly Russian army trucks
clattered through the medieval streets of the town
center. For Rudi all familiar and probably
frustrating.

Here we are standing in the back of the Dutschke
house in Luckenwalde. It was the first time Rudi
had been there since he fled in 1961.The People
are in front: Thoralf, second row from left: Eva,
Heidi, Alfred, Birgit, Helmut, third row: me, Rudi,
Gunter and above: Torsten.

Demo November 27
When we were back in Berlin the demos
hadn’t stopped. Fritz Teufel had been held in
prison since June 2 when he was accused of
having thrown a rock, for which there was no
proof. On November 27 the trial would finally
begin. A Go-in was planned to take place in front
of the court house demanding that Fritz finally be
freed.
Rudi and I set out that morning for
Moabit court house. As we exited the U-bahn at
Turm street, we saw more and more people headed
in that direction. At first it didn’t seem alarming.
Rudi had warned me that it could be violent, but I
decided to go anyway. I was quite obviously
pregnant by then. We stopped at a street stand to
get a curry wurst to eat. But then we saw more and
more police cars, police in civil clothes observing
us, paddy wagons and water cannons. Rudi said,
“you can’t go to this. It is really too dangerous. I
have a bad feeling.”
“Let’s just go a little closer and see how it
looks,” I said. But as we got closer the situation
looked too threatening. Rudi said, ” You have to
go now, for our baby.”
It was a dark, dreary and wet day. I started
shivering, so I said somewhat reluctantly, “OK,
I’ll go.”

Inside after the funeral Helmut, me, Rudi, Birgit

Gunter, me, Rudi Eva

Knocking down the police barriers at the
demonstration for Fritz Teufel
It did turn out to be a rather violent
demonstration. The police had fenced off the
prison so the demonstrators could not get close.
They therefore knocked down the barriers. The
police reacted with the water cannons, soaking
people, knocking them down. They were looking

for Rudi who saw them coming and hid under one
of the water cannons. He crawled out the other
side and climbed a high fence there. The police
didn’t see him and he got away and arrived home
somewhat later sopping wet and cold. Fritz Teufel
was eventually acquitted
Critical University

This is the cover of the Critical University for the
first semester. It says Critical University of the
students, workers and pupils. In the upper righthand corner, you can see my face.
It became more and more difficult to
continue regular classes at the university. Teachers
who were unsympathetic to the rebelling students
or who had never given up their fascist mindset
gave up trying to hold classes since they were
being constantly interrupted with critique in
various forms. But the students wanted to learn
about the things they were interested in, to
reinterpret them from a democratic and antiauthoritarian and/or Marxist basis. Since most
professors were not providing this the students
decided to do it themselves. Teaching assistants
and some professors also supported the project
which was called Critical University. Seminars
were held for which the students prepared papers
which were discussed. They covered almost every
subject available at the universities.
A catalogue was produced so everyone could see
what was available. The students were able to get
rooms for these seminars in the university and
technical college and well as in the theological
college. The first semester of the critical university
took place in the fall 1967. It was followed by a
second semester, but then discontinued.

Preparing for the Baby

This is the painting I made for Hosea. It was very
big probably close to 6 feet high. For a while we
had it on the wall, but when he was older I stored
in the basement where a flood destroyed it.
Kommune 2 which had found a home in
the SDS house, had more or less collapsed by the
end of 1967, but not completely. Some of the
original communards had moved out and there
were two free rooms, so Rudi and I moved in
there. There was another couple with a small child
as well as a two other people. It was no longer
functioning as a commune with common meals,
but there was interaction and help when needed.
There was also a very small extra room which was
used for visitors and there was always someone
living there as well, usually an American visitor.
For a while one of these American men who was
living there had attacks of mental illness in which
he began to scream. It was a bit terrifying living
with him, but we kind of got used the occasional
bursts of screaming. The SDS meeting room was
in the same house, so there was also a constant
stream of people going in and out which was
sometimes quite difficult, but I could withdraw
into one of our rooms and usually somewhat relax
without being disturbed.
As it was getting closer and closer to the
time when our baby was due, I got inspired to
paint a picture. We had quite a lot of space there,

so I spread six large pieces of cardboard on the
floor and began painting. It was inspired by
babies and was also meant for the coming baby to
look at. I managed to finish it before we had to
move out of the SDS house.
One of the main problems there was not
only the stream of SDSlers and people interested
in SDS, but also the fact that the main door to the
house and often also to the apartment was open
and anyone could come in. Because of the more
frequent attacks on Rudi I was becoming nervous.
Then came the worst. One morning we went out
and the entrance hall was smeared with writing in
red paint, kill Rudi Dutschke, Dutschke enemy
number one and such things. The floor and walls
were smeared with shit, so the whole hall stank.
For me there was no question, we had to get out of
there. At this point Rudi realized we had to leave
as well. Hans Magnus Ensensberger and his wife
Gudrun had a big apartment in Friedenau.
Commune I had clandestinely moved there when
the two of them were away without their
knowledge and were expelled when they found
out. But they offered Rudi and I a room until we
could find something else. It was not permanent,
but it was a refuge for the moment. Gudrun was
from Norway, also a foreigner, so we had that in
common and shared the problems we had as
foreigners living in Germany. We were otherwise
left in peace there.
Our baby was expected at the end of
December. By this time, I was feeling ready to be
freed of the hindrances of pregnancy such as
having trouble bending down, tying shoes and just
getting around. I had been going to a birth
preparation course which taught the Lamaze
method: how to have a fairly easy and fairly
painless birth. I was learning the breathing
techniques and doing the exercises and being
convinced that it was good if the father was
present at the birth. It was a brand-new idea in
Germany to have the father present, and not
pushed off in some decontaminated waiting room.
Most hospitals did not offer that option. But we
had decided that Rudi would be present at the
birth if at all possible. He wanted to do it, though
he was also a little nervous about it.
At that time a film came out which

showed a birth from beginning to end. This was
almost revolutionary, as birth had been wellhidden from outsiders until then. We decided to
see this film, so Rudi would know what to expect
and not faint at the sight of blood. The notion that
fathers would faint if they were actually to see a
birth was a common belief. So, Rudi saw the film
with me and was prepared. He was certain he
wouldn’t faint.
After the murder of Benno Ohnesorg, my
theology professor Gollwitzer had taken it upon
himself to give full support to Benno’s widowed
wife Christa. Christa was pregnant with their first
child when Benno died. Golli thought since both
of us were expecting babies at about the same
time, Christa a bit before me, we could support
each other and he introduced us. That is how I met
Christa who became a good friend for the rest of
her life. Christa told me she was having her baby
at Waldfriede hospital and she thought it was a
good place, I should try to go there as well. It was
also one of the few hospitals where the father
could be present at the birth. It was a private
hospital which meant it wasn’t free, but we
decided we would pay the fee which in spite of
our limited income was possible.
Christmas Eve Service in the
Gedächtniskirche
The problem was that although the birth
could happen any day, Rudi was constantly being
invited to go all over Germany and even to other
countries to speak about the rebellion in Berlin
and to encourage others to take a stand. I was
worried that he wouldn’t be in Berlin when the
time finally came and I began to grumble, what if
you aren’t here, what if, what if. He tried to assure
me he’d be there, but since he was always gone
for two or three days, I didn’t feel assured. I
wanted him to say no to travels until after the baby
was born.
In any case, at Christmas time he was in
Berlin. But that didn’t mean he stayed at home.
On Christmas Eve he joined a group from the
Evangelical Student Congregation who planned a
Go-in in the Gedächtniskirche. The demonstrators
marched into the church carrying posters showing
the slaughter of women and children in Vietnam
and stood at the back of the church, while the

worshippers came in, stared, many of them
angrily, at the posters and demonstrators before
taking their seats. At the end of the service Rudi
sprang up on the platform where the pulpit stood.
and said, “dear brothers and sisters...” He got no
further. Men from the audience grabbed him and
ripped him from the stage. A war veteran who
hobbled up to Rudi with his cane, began smashing
him on the head with the cane until blood was
spurting all over including on the man who
obviously was still a Nazi as were so many in
those days. Rudi had to go to the hospital to have
stiches and be bandaged.
Meanwhile I was at home waiting for him
and wondering why it was getting so late and he
wasn’t coming. I went to bed, but couldn’t sleep.
Finally, around two AM I heard the door opening.
Rudi came in and I virtually screamed when I saw
his head bound in white bandages. “What
happened? Are you OK?”
He told me what had happened and I said,
“you have to be more careful.” But I knew it was a
warning he wouldn’t heed. He certainly wasn’t
going to stop proclaiming what he believed. From
that time on there were continued attacks on Rudi,
mostly words or threats, not physical attacks, but
he took none of it seriously.

One of the many demonstrations, probably 1967
Next to Rudi with the microphone is Gaston
The reaction of the Lutheran church to the
incident at the Gedaechtniskirche was two-sided.
About half were horrified that people inside a
church would attack students so viciously, the
other group thought the attackers were completely
justified. The democratically oriented people in

the church realized then that they had a huge task
to purge the church from such unJesus-like hatred.
Why should church members be any different than
the rest of the population?
1968
The new year began with no sign of our
baby. Christa had had her son already in
November, a boy named Lukas. I was getting
more and more impatient. Why is it taking so
long?
Finally, in the second week in January, the
doctor also thought the baby was past due, and
the birth should be induced. Perhaps we’d
reckoned wrong, or it was just taking longer for
whatever reason, but I think it was about the 10th
of January I went to the hospital to have the birth
started. Rudi had stayed in Berlin since the
church demo, so he came with me. They tried
various methods, some medication, and nothing
happened. Perhaps a few contractions which
quickly stopped. The next day there was nothing
at all, so they decided to break the water. It meant
I’d no longer be able to walk around, but they
figured the birth would start. It didn’t. The
following day I was very nervous and I think the
doctor was too considering the water was now
broken. They gave me something to drink.
Whatever it was, it finally worked. I started
getting contractions which didn’t stop. Rudi came
to be with me as the contractions got stronger and
I was assiduously following the method I’d
learned. In the beginning it worked so well, that
the contractions stopped, but luckily after a while
started again. This time they didn’t stop. The
nurse told me to push. There were only a few
push contractions and the baby slid out. Once it
had started it went very fast, was almost painless
and in the end quite erotic. The baby was a boy,
covered in white sauce. The doctor said, that was
a sign that it wasn’t too late.
They let me hold the baby for a couple
minutes then took him away to clean him and
wrap him up. When they brought him again, I
couldn’t believe my eyes. He was completely
wrapped up with only his head sticking out. The
wrapping was done in such a way that it created a
handle and the nurse carried several babies at a
time by this handle. When I asked why they did

this, they said babies don’t move. The process at
the hospital was very strict. The babies were
brought and distributed to the mothers, held by the
handle, every four hours to be fed. After maybe
ten minutes at most 20, they were taken away
again. I could see that my baby was not getting
enough to drink in such a short time, but there was
no way, to let him be with me longer. One day I
was so frustrated with the whole process that I
unwound the yards of fabric he was bound in, so
he had only a diaper on. The nurse came to get
him and howled when she saw this. “What in the
world are you doing? You can’t do that.”
“He has to be able to move,” I said. She
insisted he couldn’t move. But I could see him
laying right in front of me and he was moving.
“Don’t ever do that again,” she threatened.
I had to stay in the hospital nine days.
This was normal at that time. It was way too long
and I was annoyed that I couldn’t leave. By that
time because he had never gotten enough to eat in
the allotted time, they had begun giving him
bottles with formula. I was determined that he
should be breastfed as that was healthiest for baby
and for the mother. Someone, I think it was an
American Sue Flores had given me a Dr. Spock
baby book which was not something they had in
Germany as it went against everything people
believed. Dr. Spock explained what you had to do
if you got home from the hospital and the baby
was not getting enough milk. Of course, Dr. Spock
was right, but it meant I had to feed the baby
whose name was Hosea Che, every hour at first. It
was exhausting but it worked and the time
between feedings kept increasing. He did not need
a bottle.
Finally, after nine days I could go. What a
relief.
One of the first things I did was to remove
the swaddling from Hosea and put him into
American nighties, which my dad and his new
wife Jacie had sent. These nighties tied at the
bottom, but were roomy so the baby could move
freely. We were still staying at Ensensbergers’
house so that was Hosea’s first home. I think it
was already the next morning when Gisela
Gruenewald arrived with her camera. She was a
professional photographer and at the time the

girlfriend of Wolfgang Neuss. She wanted to be
the person to present the first photos of Rudi and
his new born son to the press, so we agreed to it.

This is not the photo that was published, but
Gisela took lots of photos. This was in
Ensensberger’s house. Hosea was 10 days old.

I think this is also one of Gisela’s photos though
not from the same day as the other one.
I believe Ensensberger had another
apartment where there was a free room. There the
rooms were rented individually and there were
other people living in the apartment. So, after a
few days we moved there. We were all three in
one room which was very crowded. Rudi and I
slept in a bed meant for one person and Hosea had
a crib made of fabric with an aluminum frame.

Rudi’s desk took a lot of space, but there was also
a table for changing Hosea’s diapers. While we
were there another well-known photographer
wanted to photograph Rudi and the baby, and me
too, since in this case I was also relevant.

A Ruetz photo
We agreed to it. I don’t remember why we thought
it was a good idea. Certainly, we wanted photos of
our baby and having a famous photographer was
perhaps, we thought, an honor. In any case
Michael Ruetz came while we lived there and took
photos of us. What we got were free photos, I
imagine we also got some money from the
magazines that published both the photos from
Gisela Gruenewald in Stern and the Ruetz photos.
Since we had no other source of income, we
needed something to live from. Rudi got paid for
interviews, though it wasn’t much. Commune I
was better at organizing large royalties. I’d earned
a little money from translating for the FU and
Rudi got money to pay for the transportation to the
many places where he gave talks, but he got no
money for the talks themselves. However, he
would hide in the toilet when the conductor came,
so his ticket wasn’t stamped, then he’d turn it in as
unused and get the cash. That was possible in
those days and in fact, the only way we could
survive.
There were a number of people living in
this apartment, but it wasn’t a commune and they
were not connected in any way. But we quickly
discovered a kindred soul. She was the mother of
Wolf Biermann, Emma Biermann. I think she
lived in Hamburg, but rented this room so she’d be
close to Wolf who lived in East Berlin.
Emma was very concerned about the baby

A Ruetz photo, Rudi changing Hosea’s diapers. In
the background our single bed.

Rudi and Hosea
mainly because he was wearing these nighties and
he wasn’t swaddled. She kept telling me he’d get
sick; he’d catch his death of cold. But he has
blankets, he’s not getting cold, I’d say. She’d insist
it wasn’t good. I’d say, but babies have to move.
She’d insist babies don’t move. When Hosea was
awake, I took the blankets away so she could see
him and I said, “look at him. You can see that he is
moving, a lot.” She couldn’t say anything, since it
was so obvious that he moved. She didn’t tell me

to swaddle him after that though.

Rudi and Hosea sleeping
Feltrinelli again
One day the doorbell rang and Rudi went
downstairs to open the door. I could hear his
surprised cry. Then I heard another voice, “Rudi”.
And then Rudi again, “Giangiacomo!” I was
surprised myself. It was Feltrinelli in Berlin. He
came upstairs with Rudi, full of energy, excited, “I
have something for you,” he said. “I have to show
you, come on downstairs.” Rudi and I followed
him as he led us to his car which was a small gray
unprepossessing Volkswagen. He opened the car
door, grinned as he lifted up the back seat. The
space was filled with dynamite. I had a strange
feeling in my stomach. Rudi stared with open
mouth and said nothing.
Finally, I murmured, “what if it
explodes?” Feltrinelli laughed and closed the door
quickly; in case anyone should pass by. When it
got dark, they brought the dynamite into our
apartment. I said, “you can’t leave it here.”
“We’ll find a safe place,” Rudi said.
Gaston came and they spent some time calling
people asking where an unnamed something could
be hidden. Eventually, there was a positive answer.
The question was how to get it there. I found the
idea they came up with upsetting. It was packed
into the baby carriage, which was the kind that had
a carrier that could be placed on wheels. It was
covered with a blanket and then Feltrinelli wanted
Hosea on top of that. “That’s too dangerous,” I
said.
“It’s not dangerous,” Feltrinelli insisted.
“It won’t explode and that way it will not look
suspicious.” So Hosea was placed on top of the

dynamite and we walked off to a house where I’d
never been before. There were a number of people
there whom I’d also never seen before. The
dynamite was removed and I could go home with
Hosea. Whatever happened with the dynamite I
don’t know, as there are alternative stories. One
was that it was supposed to be used to blow up a
ship bringing weapons to the South Vietnamese
Army. But when they checked the ship out, they
saw that there were always sailors on the ship and
they did not want any people to get hurt. So that
was rejected. In the end it may never have been
used. Supposedly it was exploded in a deserted
field far from civilization.
Living at Gollwitwitzers

Rudi working in Golli’s living room. Hosea peers
at the floor, not yet able to crawl.
It was shortly after that, that the offer from
Gollwitzers came that we could stay in their
house. Since Golli was going to the USA to teach
for a semester, there would be room there until
spring. Gollwitzers lived in Dahlem, away from

In Gollwitzers’ living room, Rudi, me, Marianne
and Hosea. This was one of the times journalists
were there.
the crowded city center, nonetheless close to the

FU, but it was quiet there and no one, except those
who lived in the house and close friends knew
where we were going. Besides the three of us,
Gollis’ niece Marianne lived there, as did Juergen
Treulieb who was a member of SDS and had been
ASTA chairman. There was also a Spanish family,
the man Cano, the woman was Christina and the
baby Christinita. They took care of the house all
the time and while we were there watched out for
us.
It was a period of hard work for Rudi,
preparing for the Vietnam Congress which would
take place in February. After the break in January
he was also travelling all over again holding talks
wherever he was invited. I was mostly at home
with the baby. But it was possible even for Rudi to
relax when he was with us. Although journalists
even found us at Golli’s.

Marianne holds Christinita and Christina holds
Hosea at Gollwitzers’ house.
But on the whole, we had about three
months of relative peace, or at least a comfortable
place with a garden as winter turned to spring and
there were some nice days.
But although this was a good place for
Hosea to start his life, we were constantly under

threat. Rudi just had to venture out and I couldn’t
know if he’d come back safe and sound.

TV came to Gollis and filmed us in the living
room. They also took photos; this was one of them
with Hosea and Rudi. Hosea was about 1 month
old.

This is also a photo made by journalists at
the same time the other photos in Golli’s living
room were taken.
The American Group 1968
I discovered that there was a group of
leftist Americans in Berlin who met to discuss
with each other and also worked with the US
soldiers stationed in Berlin. This consisted mostly
of going to bars where the soldiers congregated
and discussing the war with them. Many would
be going to Vietnam at some point and most of
them didn't want to, so they were open to talking
to our dissidents. The group had connections to
Scandinavia, so those who wanted to desert would

Hosea: this I believe was his passport photo.

Rudi holding Hosea in front of Golli’s house
be given instructions for the underground railway
that would get them to safety in Sweden. Through
the American group I met John and Sue Flores.
Because Hosea was only a few weeks old, I wasn’t
going to many meetings, but I did go to at least
one of the group’s meetings at Helga Rinne’s
house.

How did I find out about this group? I don’t
remember. Was it through Helga Rinne? Or did I
meet John or Sue first? Helga Rinne lived with her
family in a large house in Gruenewald. Her
husband owned a chocolate factory, so they were
well-to-do. She was ten years older than I and had
four children, so she didn’t really belong to our
generation, but she was very interested in the
movement and wanted to do something for it.
Whether she had ulterior motives, I don’t know.
John and Sue were Americans who had come
to Berlin so John could study at the FU and work
on a research project. They had a small daughter
named Didi and they were renting a tiny apartment
in the attic of Helga Rinne’s house. That is also
where the American group met.
Hans Werner Henze and the anti-Springer
Campaign
The Springer Press Empire was created
by Axel Springer who had gotten permission from
the Allied Occupiers to start a newspaper in spite
of the fact that he had been active in the Hitler
government with Nazi propaganda. He presented
himself after the war as a philosemite and anticommunist, no surprise that his newspapers were
extremely conservative and anti-communist.
When the anti-authoritarian movement began in
the 60’s he immediately condemned it, called it
pro-communist and continually stepped up his
attacks on demonstrators. Since his papers made
up about 70% of all newspapers sold in Berlin, he
had a huge influence on the population. The
movement considered the Springer press a danger
to us, a monopoly und thus undemocratic. A
campaign was started which was planned to lead
to a Springer Tribunal in February 1968. Rudi’s
job in this campaign was to conjure up money to
finance the Tribunal. This he was quite successful
at, getting 50,000 DMs from Bucerius who owned
Stern magazine and also money from Augstein
who owned Spiegel. Both of them were far more
liberal than Springer and did not like the fact that
Springer had such a monopoly on opinion in the
country.
However, when the Tribunal was about to
take place Bucerius, Augstein and others got cold
feet and didn’t want to appear as witnesses against
Springer mainly because they didn’t think

Springer should be expropriated. They were
business men after all, and the idea that the

This button was designed and created by Elke
Rigehr and was very popular. It says Expropriate
Springer.
government could expropriate businesses did not
fit in their view of the world. However,
expropriation was an option under certain
circumstances that was legal in West Germany.
Since in the end only a few witnesses were willing
to testify, the Tribunal was cancelled. Nonetheless,
the campaign was quite successful. Many people
boycotted the Springer newspapers and their share
of the market decreased by quite a lot.
In addition, there were actions against the
company, including information flyers which
offered an alternative view of the role of the press
in a democracy, namely, supplying information,
rather than propaganda.
The well-known German composer Hans
Werner Henze lived in Italy, but was often in
Berlin both as a conductor and to present his
operas. I would guess, though I don’t remember
that he initiated a connection to us. I don’t suppose
his invitation was the first signal he gave,
nonetheless, we were amazed when he invited
Rudi and I to one of his operas that he was
conducting in Berlin. I was curious, I knew by
then that his music was modern, and I’d been
acquainted only with traditional operas. I had
never been enamoured of modern music, but I did
want to experience it. Maybe Rudi saw going to
the opera as an opportunity to sleep, I don’t know,
but he agreed to go with me. Henze’s music is
modern but not completely atonal though for Rudi
probably completely incomprehensible.
But it was obvious Henze sympathized

with us. He wanted to do something for the
Springer campaign. Rudi told him they were going
to make a small attack on a Springer filial, so
Henze said he would go along. It was night and
dark, but there was light in the filial window and it
was also obvious there was a camera filming
everyone who went by. Rudi who was also there
stayed away from the window since he would be
recognized immediately. Henze did not. He picked
up a rock and threw it at the window which did
not break. He threw it a number of times until the
window finally did crack. The camera must have
filmed him. The next day the attack was reported
in the Springer press, but not who had thrown the
rock.

Henze conducting. internet photo
Bad Boll February 11
Rudi was invited to a discussion with
Ernst Bloch at the Evangelical Academy in Bad
Boll. Hosea was not even a month old, but this
time I wanted to go along with Rudi. One of the
first books Rudi had given me to read in 1964 was
Thomas Muentzer by Ernst Bloch and thus I was
almost as excited as Rudi to meet him. Bloch was
82 years old. The two main complexes in Bloch’s
work which were especially compelling were his
idea of Atheism in Christianity or the possibility
of a Christian Marxism which had been a question
for Rudi and for me for a long time. Bloch was
Jewish, but his ideas were influential among leftist
Christians. The other Bloch idea was his notion of
Utopia and Not-Yet-Being, the possibility of a
better world.
That the Lutheran Academy invited Rudi
caused an uproar. Conservatives were influenced
by the press which presented Rudi as a communist

extremist and dangerous person. People who
supported the academy financially insisted Rudi
be uninvited, but the head of the academy refused
to do that. Then came rumors that they were
paying Rudi a huge sum of money. Also, not true.
He got 50 D Marks. They also paid for our trip
and of course we stayed there a couple days and
were fed. And yes, Hosea and I were with Rudi.
When Hosea slept, I went to the discussions which
meant I had to miss some of them.

Rudi discusses with Ernst Bloch at Bad Boll
Evangelische Akademie. Ernst Bloch is second
from left.
Bloch himself had been somewhat afraid
of confronting Rudi. He didn’t know how much of
what the press proclaimed was true. He had no
idea if it would even be possible to discuss with
Rudi and he certainly didn’t know how much Rudi
admired him, how much he’d learned from him
and wanted to learn. It turned out that the
discussion was like two related souls meeting and
rejoicing at finding each other. But the people who
had come to the discussion, and it included people
from the secret service, politicians, people from
the finance world, including those who supported
the academy, plus students and young people who
considered themselves part of the movement; this
strange array of people were all, apparently
without exception, impressed. The friendship
with the Blochs continued until Bloch’s death
several years later and after that with Bloch’s wife
Carola.
50 years later they invited me to Bad Boll in
remembrance of the meeting between Bloch and
Dutschke. I talked about the meaning of Utopia

for us. Because there had been a barrage of
conservative and liberal intellectuals maintaining
that the idea of utopia was fascist and by
connecting utopianism to the antiauthoritarian
movement accusing us, I argued with Bloch
against such a misinterpretation. The man in this
photo was also there when Rudi had spoken.
Vietnam Congress February 17-18
Hosea was a month old when the Vietnam
Congress which Rudi had been working on took
place. It was attempt to bring people from all over
Europe and the USA together to protest against the
war and to build a rebellion network. There had
been innumerable problems, because the
conservative government in Germany was
opposed to the movement as they had been from
the beginning. Under the mayor of Berlin Klaus
Schuetz, it was as bad as ever, if not worse. He
wanted to forbid everything, meetings and
demonstrations and threatened to have the police
shoot if students disobeyed. The FU would not
allow the auditorium to be used for the
conference, but it did finally take place in the
Technical University which also had a large
auditorium.

Here Rudi once again wearing my sweater

The conference was to be followed by a
demonstration of all participants. This had been
forbidden with dire threats. The organizers
including Rudi, however, said we will have the
demo no matter what. This is what everyone is
expecting and they’ve come from all over to take
part in it. But Rudi was worried, because the
mayor was insisting that the police would shoot to
kill. Obviously, he was using the fear that had
been generated by the murder of Benno Ohnesorg
to make demonstrators think they’d do it again.
Bernd had had contact with the police with the
purpose of preventing escalation. He was certain
the police would shoot people if the demonstration
tried to head for the American army base in
Dahlem which they had planned to do. Rudi didn’t
think they’d want another bloody confrontation,
but then the former mayor Albertz and the bishop
of the Lutheran church Kurt Scharf both called a
meeting with Rudi and other organizers and said,
the police are completely serious about shooting.
They urged the students to call the demonstration
off, but Rudi said, we can’t do that. The bishop
was willing to try to convince the senate to allow
the demonstration, but he wanted them to
compromise, don’t go to the American army base.
Rudi was worried by then and he said, he’d agree
to that, so Bishop Scharf went to the Senate to
plead with them.
For the conference my friend Helga
Reidemeister and another woman from the SDS
created a gigantic banner which was hung over the
speakers table. Although this banner appears in
every photo of the conference, only the men, all of
them men, who sit at the table are mentioned by
name. The two women who made the fantastic
banner were never mentioned. They were Helga
Reidemeister and Elke Riegehr.
Because Hosea had to be fed and taken
care of at regular intervals, there would not have
been time to travel all the way to the Technical
University, listen for a while and go back, so I did
not experience the conference. Plenty was written
about it and Rudi’s speech is available.
It was a radical speech, “…Comrades, we don’t
have a lot of time. In Vietnam we too are being
mowed down. It isn’t our task to wait for Godot,
or for the new socialist party, we have to

Here you can see the banner. It says for the victory
of the Vietnamese Revolution The duty of every
revolutionary is to make the revolution. Rudi is
sitting at the table 6th from left

work on mobilizing every individual. We
must use our creative capabilities cleverly and
decisively to make clear and politicize the obvious
and immediate contradictions, to dare to do
actions to set free the initiative of the masses…
Long live the world revolution and the resulting
free society in the whole world.”

Rudi with a megaphone. I don’t know which demo
this was. But it could have been any of them.
Later Erich Fried spoke: a poet who lived
in England, he had grown up in Vienna, where his
father had been murdered in front of his eyes by
the Nazis when he was a teen ager. It was then that
Erich fled to England and was able shortly
afterwards to get his mother to England as well.
He wrote in German and was well-known in
Germany.
Erich had just begun his talk when

someone came on stage and whispered something
to Erich. Erich then said, “I’ve just heard, the
demonstration tomorrow will be allowed.”
Everyone cheered

the door hearing his cries and feeling very guilty.
When I arrived, the demo had begun. I wanted to
find Rudi and figured he’d be at the front, so I ran
to the front and there he was. I ran up to him and

This is a journalist’s photo of the demonstration
on February 18, 1968 after the Vietnam Congress.
I am standing next to Rudi who is holding his brief
case, as he usually did, full of books. On the other
side of Rudi is Bahman Nierumand, and with his
back to the photographer is Gaston
I wanted to go to the demonstration.
Because Hosea relied on me alone for his food, I
was pretty much limited, Rudi couldn’t take over
this task. I fed Hosea and put him to bed in the
hope he’d go to sleep and I could dash off. But he
didn’t want to sleep. He didn’t even want to be in
bed, so he howled. I kept saying, “Don’t cry,
Hosea, please sleep now for a while. I won’t be
gone long.” But he didn’t sleep, he just cried
louder. I was getting a little desperate, the demo
was beginning and I still had to get there. I didn’t
want to leave Hosea while he cried, but if I waited,
I’d miss the demo. I decided to go and walked out

he was glad to see me, but he was also busy
keeping up chants and just feeling like he was in

At the demo Erich with helmet, Gaston, Rudi etc
the midst of something big. It was big, it was a
worldwide time of rebellion, it was a harbinger of

change, at least we thought it was, and certainly
after the 1960’s many things did change. There
was a cultural revolution which continues to this
day. But the backlash against it continues as well,
more vicious than ever. Yet the values we tried to
instill in ourselves and our society are still having
an effect, even though we could not bring the
economic changes that would have prevented the
climate crisis we have today.

This is also at the Vietnam Congress
demonstration: Me with pink hat, Rudi and
Bahmann. Newspaper photo
I didn’t stay with the demo to the end, as I
was worried about Hosea. But when I got home,
he was fast asleep. It was the only time I
remember that he had to cry himself to sleep with
no one there.
The Senate’s Anti-APO-demo Feb. 21

Journalist photo of the anti-APO-demonstration
After this show of European solidarity
with the revolution in Vietnam, the Berlin Senate
was determined to attempt to silence us. They
organized an anti-APO-demonstration (APO
stands for extra-parliamentary-opposition). For

this everyone who worked for the city was given a
day off. Buses were provided to bring people to
the Schoeneberg city hall. The mayor called for all
Berlin citizens to come to show their opposition to
demonstrating young people. As many as 100,000
people may have shown up. They brought banners
on which stood things like Dutschke public enemy
no. 1., chase Dutschke and consorts away, no Reds
in Berlin, end the plague. The amount of hatred
expressed was overwhelming.
A young man who had come to
demonstrate apparently had some resemblance to
Rudi, and someone yelled there’s Dutschke. This
man was attacked by the crowd who were aiming
to kill him. He screamed for the police to save
him. The police probably immediately recognized
that he wasn’t Dutschke, so they put him into a
paddy wagon to get him away from the crazed
crowd. But their hysteria only escalated into
violence and they tried to tip the paddy wagon
over. For us it was an indication that Nazi
attitudes and hatred toward those trying to liberate
themselves from the horror past was still strong.
While that demonstration was occurring,
Rudi was in Amsterdam holding talks and
discussions with movement people there. The day
after the anti-demo I received a phone call from
Rudi’s lawyer Horst Mahler. He said, the hatred
toward you is extremely threatening especially
toward Rudi. You, Rudi and your child should
leave Berlin immediately and stay away until this
madness dies down. You see what they tried to do
to that young man they thought was Rudi. They
are blood-thirsty.
It made sense to me. I knew Rudi was
leaving Amsterdam soon to fly home, so I thought
maybe I can stop him, so he stays in Amsterdam
and I will go there with Hosea. I called the airport
and asked them to call out Rudi and tell him to
ring to his wife. They did this. The phone rang
soon after and it was Rudi. “What’s the matter?”
he asked. I told him what Horst had said. I then
said, “Don’t come home. Just stay there and I will
take the next flight with Hosea to Amsterdam.”
But Rudi said, “it’s not that bad, I can
take care of myself, nothing will happen.”
“But if they shoot?”
“They won’t. I will come home and don’t

worry.” He took the flight he was booked on. Why
didn’t he believe that it was extremely dangerous?
I guess he didn’t want to think anyone would
shoot him, he didn’t want to be afraid.
It wasn’t long after that that Rudi was in a
car with Horst Kornitzky, the driver and Bernd.
Suddenly they were surrounded by Taxi drivers
who were threatening to attack them. Horst
realized the danger, threw his car into reverse and
escaped on a side street. The taxis tried to follow,
but Horst skidded around corners and got away.
Even Wolf Biermann who was still living in East
Berlin sent a letter through his mother Emma,
saying it is too dangerous for you in Berlin now.
But Rudi said, I’ve always relied on my legs and
fists, and my loud mouth. He blocked out the fact
that no one had ever attacked him with a loaded
gun.
Prague Spring March-April 1968
In Czechoslovakia Stalinist stasis was
finally getting churned up in the beginning of
1968. Alexander Dubcek was chosen to be the first
secretary of the Communist Party on January 5. At
the beginning of March, he loosened the
censorship of the press. Things that had been
forbidden were being allowed and the people were
beginning to notice the new atmosphere, feeling
like celebrating a breeze of fresh air.
It was pure chance that Rudi was invited
to participate in the Christian Peace Conference in
Prague exactly at that time. There was no
question, we would go. We wanted to experience
directly what was happening in Prague. At the end
of March, we packed our bags, put Hosea in his
baby carrier and got our train tickets and visas.
Hosea was at the time 2 ½ months old. Since I was
still breastfeeding him and he didn’t need much
else, it was quite easy to travel with him. We were
standing on the train platform in Berlin when a
young man who knew Rudi greeted us. His name
was Clemens Kuby and he was also headed for
Prague. Although we didn’t know him, we knew
his dad, Eric Kuby who a couple years before had
been the cause of one of the first clashes at the FU.
Clemens knew of a cheap hotel near the train
station, so we all got a room there together. We
quickly met another friend Stefan Aust who was
also staying in that hotel, he was a regular

journalist for Konkret at the time.
The next day we showed up at the
Christian Peace Conference, entered the big
auditorium where a banner with the motto Save
man – Peace is Possible hung from the wall. The
room was filled with young people wandering
about as well as ministers and priests of various
denominations, nationalities and ages. Above all,
and very noticeable were the Russian Orthodox
priests wearing black robes, high round hats and
with long black or gray beards. We also met Bas
Wielenga, a young theologian whom we knew
from Berlin. He had gotten Rudi the invitation.
The conference began with reports from
the various countries. Rudi was also supposed to
talk about the SDS in Germany. However, the
Russian priests who were working for the Soviet
government as informers did not want Rudi to
speak. They considered him a rabble-rouser,
someone who would support the Prague Spring
which they definitively did not, so they wanted no
debates about Rudi’s ideas.
For lunch we went to the luxury hotel
Esplanade. There we ate the most luxurious lunch
that was available. It was paid for by Clemens
who was spending money his father had earned
from the publication of his book in
Czechoslovakia. He could not take the money out
of the country, so his son Clemens offered all of us
a way to spend it. In the evening we ate at the
Esplanade again and had a many course luxury
dinner which lasted half the night. Masses of
journalists from various places who were there for
the Prague Spring were staying at that fine hotel.
One of them discovered Rudi and soon a number
of journalists, including a British journalist Neal
Acherson, had joined our table so it turned into a
lively party.
On March 29 a new president of
Czechoslovakia was being elected by the Party
delegates. We headed to Wenceslas Square where
thousands of people had congregated to wait for
the result of the election. The building where the
election took place was at the end of the square
and we were not very close, but we could see
well enough. Hosea was sitting on Rudi’s
shoulders.

Ludvik Svoboda was Dubcek’s man so
everyone was hoping he would be elected.
Suddenly there was a cry echoing through the
crowd. A man had appeared on a balcony and
when the crowd quieted, he said Svoboda was
elected. The crowd began yelling Dubcek!
Dubcek! Suddenly Dubcek appeared at the
entrance to the building. The crowd went wild.
They took hold of Dubcek und lifted him up over
their heads so the whole crowd could see him,
then he was passed from hands to hands over the
heads of the people. It was unbelievable, the
jubilation did not stop. On every street and every
passageway people were celebrating, the whole
city was dancing. It was amazing to see.

View of the crowds on Wenseslas Square, internet
photo.
On April 1 as we were eating breakfast, a
big man appeared at our table whom we
recognized as the pastor whom we’d met the day
before. He said, you won’t believe this, but
President Johnson will not run as a candidate for
another term and he will begin talks to end the war
in Vietnam. The man grinned so we thought he
was making an April Fool’s joke. But he wasn’t.
Robert McNamara had already resigned.
The Conference, prodded by the Russian
priests had determined that no meeting space
would be made available for Rudi to speak despite
the fact that he had been invited. But the young
people from the Youth Commission who wanted
to hear Rudi, did not give up. They searched for
any place where Rudi could talk and finally came
up with a restaurant that had a party room. The
announcement was spread around and when we
arrived it was packed full with mostly young

people. Rudi spoke in English, “We believe that an
international opposition is necessary to fight
against all forms of authoritarian Structures. I
think, that there is a huge task in Czechoslovakia
to find new ways to connect socialism, real
individual freedom and democracy with each
other, not in a bourgeois sense, but in a truly social
revolutionary sense. We don’t want to destroy
bourgeois democracy, rather we want to fill it with
new content.”

This is a journalist photo from the restaurant
where Rudi spoke. I am the girl in the front.
I was able to go to Rudi’s talks because in
the meantime still another person from Germany
had found a space (on the floor) in our hotel
room; Elizabeth Käsemann, whose father was a
pastor and well-known theology professor. The
hotel room could not fit so many people, but since
some slept on the floor and on the sofa and chairs
and Hosea had his baby carrier, they all got in. As
a result, on several occasions I was able to go out
while Hosea slept and one of them stayed to keep
an eye on him.
The Youth Commission found an even
bigger place for Rudi. A professor at the university
in Prague Milan Machovec invited Rudi as a guest
to speak in the Karl’s University in the same
auditorium where two days previously Dubcek
had spoken to the students. Here Rudi made a long
speech in German to more than 1000 students,
saying, “The democratic renewal in
Czechoslovakia is a step in the right direction but
the way to a socialist democratization has not yet
been taken. The representative democracy of the
West is not the alternative to the rule of the
Communist Party. The real alternative is a

producer democracy composed of everyone in
every area of society…The teacher must be taught
by the learners. This should be the principle of
every democratic development in socialistic
form…” After the talk Rudi discussed with some
of the students for a long time. They didn’t
understand why he wanted to go back to Marx
even in a reinterpreted form. They considered
Marxism to be synonymous with oppression and
were more interested in finding a connection to the
medieval reformer Jan Hus.

was a little jealous.

A journalist decided to give Rudi and I a tour of
Prague in his car, an open Volkswagen.
One thing that surprised Rudi was that the
students were not optimistic about this revolt
succeeding. They believed the Russians would
come and occupy the country. Rudi could not
believe it. But, the students were right.

The two photos of me were taken in a photo booth
in Prague. The coat I am wearing is one I sewed,
like many of my clothes, very different from what
most people were wearing. It was pink. Above: I
am holding Hosea.

Here Rudi is speaking in the Karl’s University
Although I had support from the friends
so I could go to some of the meetings, one evening
when Elizabeth Käsemann was there, they all went
out to celebrate. I had to stay back in the hotel
with Hosea. They celebrated, I went to sleep, but I

On our last day in Prague we were eating
breakfast when the big West German pastor who
had appeared at our table once before came again.
This time he was not grinning, but looking grim.
“I have bad news,” he said. “Martin Luther King
is dead.” We gasped, “What happened?” “He was
murdered in Memphis. No further information.”
And on that dire note after days of joyous
celebration we left Prague with a strange feeling
of nervousness and ominous foreboding.

Rudi and Hosea photo from the Prague photo
booth
One Week Later
The monsters of capitalist power were
determined to get rid of every trace of rebellion.
They’d succeeded with Martin Luther King, but in
Germany things were not looking so good for
them. The constant protests against the USA and
its vassals was not only annoying but causing real
problems. Getting rid of those whom they thought
were leaders of the rebellion, those who were able
to convince others that things needed to change
was the way they planned to do it. It meant getting
rid of Rudi Dutschke. They didn’t have to do it
directly; they could always find some muddled
man to do it. Who supplied Joseph Bachmann, a
young unemployed, uneducated and Naziideologized man with a gun? Who was behind
those who supplied him with the gun? Who

encouraged them to pounce on the man who was
likely to use the gun? Much later attempts were
made to find answers, but it was too late. Yes, the
gun did come from organized neo-Nazis. And
probably the secret service at least knew about it.
They had no intention to stop it. And yes,
Bachmann had read the neo-Nazi and Springer
newspapers that had pointed out who the enemy
was, with photos, who had to be annihilated. And
he wanted to be the one to do it.
On Thursday, the Thursday before Easter,
Rudi had finished his report for Konkret magazine
on his experiences in Prague. He headed for the
SDS house to give it to Stefan Aust. He also was
intending to buy nose drops for Hosea who had a
cold and stuffed nose at the drugstore next to the
SDS House. I was at home, in Gollwitzer’s house
where we were living, with Hosea. As it got later, I
began to wonder why it was taking so long, but
again it wasn’t that unusual. Sometime in the
afternoon, I was talking to Cano, I got a sudden
terrible stomach ache and had to stop the
conversation. Not long after that there was a
phone call from a man I didn’t know, who said,
“someone, it might be Rudi Dutschke was shot in
front of the SDS house, maybe it wasn’t Rudi”. I
figured it was probably some tormentor who’d
gotten hold of the phone number.
Shortly after that Gaston came to pick
Rudi up for an appointment. I told Gaston about
the strange phone call. He said, “it’s likely just a
pesterer.” But the phone rang again, and Gaston
took it this time. He talked for a while and then
said, “it might be correct. I’m going to call the
police.”
I watched as Gaston listened, stiffened
and gasped. “They said he’s dead.” I screamed, I
screamed for a long time until my lungs contracted
and I could get no air. As silence ensued, Gaston
said, “I’ll find out where he is.” He made some
phone calls and then said, “He isn’t dead. He is in
West End Hospital and we will go there now.” I
asked Christina to take care of Hosea and got in
the car with Gaston. When we got to West End
Hospital it was surrounded by hundreds of people.
We couldn’t get through, but there were policemen
trying to restraint the crowds. Gaston told the
policeman I was Rudi’s wife so he cleared a

passage for us to get through.
In the hospital we were brought to a room
where we were told to wait. Somehow Clemens
Kuby had also managed to get in with us though I
have no idea how. The surgeon, Dr. Schulze soon
appeared and said, “Herr Dutschke has been shot
in the head, but he is alive and I am now going to
operate to remove the bullets. There are two in his
head and one in his shoulder. I cannot guarantee
that the operation will succeed.” With that he
disappeared and I sat there in a state between hope
and fear.
After some time, a telegram for me
arrived. I looked at it and saw it was from the
chancellor Kiesinger. Clemens grabbed it out my
hands and tore it up. I wasn’t in the mood for that
and it irritated me a little, but Clemens made a big
thing of it for the press. After some hours the
doctor had not returned and I knew Hosea would
be hungry. I told Gaston I should go back and feed
him and then we can come again. Feeding Hosea
was always calming and I felt more hopeful as we
headed back. I have no idea how many hours the
operation lasted but it was long, and finally in the
middle of the night the doctor appeared again. He
said, “I have removed the bullets and as many of
the bone splinters as possible, though I couldn’t
take them all without damaging more of his brain.
He is still alive, but I cannot say how much
damage his brain will have or if he will be able to
think at all. He is unconscious now, but I will let
you know when you can come and see him.”
The next day when I called, the doctor
said, “he is still unconscious, don’t come today.”
But the day after that he called and said, “you can
come today.”
I was brought to Rudi’s room where I saw
what looked like a mummy lying with a slightly
raised head in a hospital bed. Rudi’s whole head
was bandaged except for a slit for his eyes and one
for his mouth. The doctor, a nurse and a therapist
were also there when I came in. “We want to see if
or how much his brain is functioning,” one of
them said. I stood close to Rudi and I could see
that his eyes were focusing on me. “Who is that?”
said the therapist.
“My wife,” said Rudi. There was a soft
cry of jubilation from the onlookers. “He can see,

he can hear and understand, he can talk. That is
very good.” I went home that day feeling
overwhelmed by hope that he would eventually
recuperate completely. How difficult it turned out
to be, I never could have guessed.

Rudi in the hospital after the bandages were
removed from his face.
After a week or so Rudi started asking
questions. He could not remember what had
happened and also kept asking, “why? What has
happened to me?” He seemed only to have a
vague notion of why he was there. He'd
sometimes say, those Schweinehunde referring to
whoever had done this to him. But it was
difficult for him to talk. With some effort he
could make himself understood, but we realized
that his language had been greatly diminished.
The doctor concluded that it was the language
area of the brain that had been damaged.
One day Rudi said, "I want something."
"What do you want?" I asked.
"It's big. You can see."
"See what?"
"All," he said and moved his hands in a
circle.
I didn't understand. He tried again, but he
couldn't say the words. He moved his hands in a
circle again. "A ball?"
"No."
"A circle.
"yes, big.”
"The earth?"
"yes,” he said and looked pleased that we
were making progress.
"But how can I give you that? A globe?"
He nodded, but then shook his head.

"Maps?"
"Yes,” he said.
“An atlas.”
He knew there was a world, though he no
longer knew what it looked like, but he knew that
an Atlas could show him. It was very odd the way
there were pieces of knowledge missing, but
never everything. The atlas was the first thing
he'd really asked for. The next day I brought him
an atlas. He was delighted and began to study it
with his old, well-known intensity. But it made
no sense to him. He looked at Europe and said
what is it? So I told him. And then we went
through more pages. He didn't know any of it
and he couldn't read it. But he wanted to know,
so we'd go through the continents, oceans and
countries. When I wasn't there, one of the nurses
would spend a little time with him on most days,
talking, looking at the maps.
Rudi no longer had the mummy bandages.
He was able to get up and walk, he could sit in a
chair instead of lying in bed. He was making
vast improvements every day. I was encouraged
and hopeful. But one day, I came and he was
very down. “It's all going very well”, I told him.
“You are going to be back to your old self again.”
“At first, I didn't know how much I didn't
know”, he said. “Now I know. There is so much,
so much I don't know. It's gone.”
We were pretty clear by then that his
language was minimal, that he couldn't read and
he didn't recognize what the maps were showing.
He was learning it all over again. We decided
that at most an hour with the nurse or therapist
and maybe an hour with me wasn't enough to
relearn all the things he wanted to know. A few
days later the therapist said, “I have been
working with him, testing to see what needs to be
done. You should talk with him as much as
possible and perhaps get a regular therapist for
him who can come every day.”
I thought of our friend Thomas Ehleiter
who was a psychologist and someone I trusted
and liked. I thought he might have an idea what
to do.
He did. He said, he would do it himself,
come every day and spend as long as he could
with Rudi, practicing, learning.

I didn’t know what Thomas had done
before Rudi had met him peeling potatoes and as
far as I know Rudi didn’t know either, only that he
had studied psychology, and was at present
working as a psychologist, but just as Thomas had
proven himself to be an excellent minister at our
wedding ceremony, he now proved himself to be
an expert teacher. In the meantime, he had given
up his job so he could work with Rudi full time.
He worked out a learning plan, prepared
lessons for Rudi every day and noted his progress.
He got books from the first grade to teach Rudi to
read and to learn vocabulary. But he also got him
to try to discuss politics, to remember things that
he'd known before.
I came every day as well, though I
couldn’t stay so long. One day Rudi wanted to
know the names of his friends. By that time, it was
clear what aspect of the language area of Rudi’s
brain had been affected. He had lost almost all
names, and most nouns, so it took a while to
figure out what he wanted. But I got pencil and
paper and wrote down the names of everyone I
knew. Rudi had reported this in his hospital
notebook, though I no longer have the original list:
„1.mal wieder die Namen der Freunde aufgeschrieben
mit Hilfe von Gretchen im Krankenhaus Westend WB.
(First time writing the names of friends with help from
Gretchen in the hospital Westend West Berlin)
Gaston
Christian Semmler
Bernd Rabehl
Meschkat
Gollwitzer
Krippendorf
Wolfgang Neuß
Enzensberger“

Since it was mostly nouns that Rudi had
lost, the verbs were mostly still there, Thomas
practiced nouns with him. You can't call a thing
this or that or it. You have to find the name of it,
Thomas would say.
At first Rudi wanted no visitors except
Thomas and I. But then two of Rudi’s brothers
Gunter and Helmut applied for permission to
come to West Berlin to see him. They didn’t have
much hope that it would succeed, but since they
had wives and children who were more or less
hostages in the GDR, perhaps surprisingly, they

got permission to come to West Berlin for a day
to visit Rudi in the hospital.
There were also various other problems
which had arisen and had to be solved quickly.
Gollwitzers were coming back from America so
Hosea and I couldn’t stay there any longer. We
needed a new place to live. Then there was the
pesky press that wanted photos of Rudi in
bandages in the hospital and were doing
everything to try to sneak into his room. Rudi was
very clear that he did not want any press anywhere
near him. There were friends who wanted to see
Rudi as well as his family, but for the most part he
wasn’t ready to see them. There were also enemies
who were peeved that Rudi wasn’t dead and were
threatening to kill him. Hundreds of letters had
arrived for us by then. Most of them were wishing
Rudi a full recovery and best wishes. Many of
them included money, 5 DMs, 10 DMs, 20 DMs
mostly. But there were also a huge number of hate
letters threatening to kill Rudi and all of us. All of
this had to be dealt with. The money was put away
to be used for Rudi’s convalescence and to give
some support to Thomas who now had no other
source of income. I couldn’t possibly answer all
the letters, so we decided to publish them in a little
booklet with thanks from Rudi and me. But that
had to be prepared, the letters chosen as there were
too many to take them all. Later Rudi wanted to
write an introduction for that book which was
unbelievably difficult for him.
But most pressing was the question where
we could live. I knew Helga Rinne through Sue
and John Flores, the Americans who were living in
her attic. Helga told me her house was big and
there was an extra bedroom where Hosea and I
could sleep and she would be glad to have us stay
there. She also had a car and could drive me to the
hospital. It was the best option. I decided we’d do
it.
Helga lived with her husband Hans who
was running his chocolate factory and four
children between the ages of 12 and 6 or so whose
names were Hanno, Benita, Claudia and Berno.
The children were delighted to have us, especially
the baby. They lived in a villa in Gruenewald with
a big yard. The living arrangement made life easy
for me, since I didn’t have to cook, and had help

with Hosea. He was now three months old and
was beginning to eat some solid food. He was
curious and obviously enjoyed the company of the
children. At mealtimes I put him in the middle of
the table (he was still too small for a high chair)
and everyone thought it was very funny to have
him there. He could watch us while we ate and he
also thought it was funny.

Hosea on the table in Rinne’s dining room and me
drinking coffee and probably not wanting my
picture taken.

Hosea and I on the swing in Rinne’s yard. Benita
hangs from the bar.
Unfortunately, it didn’t take long until the
journalists found us. They stalked in front of the
house, tried to get into the yard, rang the doorbell.
For Helga it turned into a contest to figure out
how to outwit the journalists, especially when we
had to go out to go to the hospital. She would try
to trick them to make them think she was going
somewhere else. Among those who began to
pester us was Clemens, who believed because he
knew us, he should have access to information to

sell to the press. Although we said no, he didn’t
give up, so Helga also had to try to trick him.
After Thomas had been working with
Rudi for a couple weeks, the doctor came in one
day and said, “we'll have to take a small break
now.” Rudi had been in the hospital for a month
and seemed to be doing very well. The wounds
were healed and his hair was slowly growing
back, almost covering the scars. “He needs
another operation”, the doctor said. “When we
operated on him, we took the left side of his skull
off, so the swelling of his brain would not press
against the skull causing damage. Now we have
to put that piece back on.”
"There is no skull on that side of his
head?"
"No," said the doctor.
I couldn't believe my ears and I don't
think Rudi could either. He had not realized that a
big piece of his skull was missing, and what had to
be done now was another big operation. But the
doctor seemed to think it was not a terribly
difficult operation and we shouldn’t worry.
Attaching pieces of a skull with metal screws
made for this purpose was not that uncommon, I
guess.
"Where is the piece of skull now? How
can you put it back?"
"The piece of the skull is in a freezer now.
It will be put back at a slight angle so there will
be places where it can be attached to the rest of
the skull with screws. The skull will eventually
grow also and fill in the gaps.”
“His skull in the freezer?” I asked in
astonishment.
“Yes”, said the doctor.
So, Rudi had to have another operation
and the piece of skull was put back. I was
nervous again. I'd thought all the scary part was
over. Rudi’s head was once again bandaged,
though not mummy-like as before and he
recovered quickly. It took a few days to
recuperate from that operation and then Rudi was
back studying with Thomas every day and
making good progress. With the atlas the earth
was beginning to take shape. He could locate
Berlin and Vietnam. He could write in his diary.
He could read the first-grade books.

Except for Thomas, his brothers, and me,
no one had been allowed to visit Rudi. He didn't
want it himself. He felt embarrassed I suspect,
because he was very conscious now of how much
he'd lost. But Gaston had been wanting to come
and Thomas convinced him that he should see
Gaston.

Rudi and I, his hair had begun to grow back.
Rudi was now willing to have some of
his friends visit. He could understand and speak
well enough that the problems he had were hardly
noticeable from outside. Gaston came, of course,
he was certainly Rudi’s closest friend, with the
exception of Thomas. Helga Rinne came although
Rudi didn’t know her before, but her help for us
was indispensable, and her husband Hans also
came.
Maybe it was Gaston who brought the
news. Herbert Marcuse, the great philosopher
and author, who had supported the students in the
USA and who at the invitation of the Berlin
students had come and had spoken publicly in
Germany for the first time since he'd fled the
Nazi's in the 1930's was coming to Berlin again
and he wanted to visit Rudi.
Rudi was discombobulated. He knew
what a fantastic honor it was, that Marcuse
wanted to see him. And he certainly wanted to
talk to Marcuse, but he felt completely
inadequate. How can I discuss when I don't
know the words? he asked.
But Thomas said, Marcuse understands
that and you are able do it now. It will be very
good for you to have a political discussion and to
hear what is going on in the USA. So Rudi agreed
to have Marcuse come. The talk with him gave
Rudi an uplift, assured him that he was still able to
be part of the movement, that he could discuss on

the level he was used to, even though many words
were still lacking. He replaced them with this, that
or it.
Once it was known that Marcuse had
visited Rudi, the press was determined to get
access. Rudi was still completely opposed to
having anything to do with the press. They tried
every trick, sneaking into the hospital, trying to
find his room. There had to be a guard 24 hours a
day to shoo them away.
Rudi’s lawyer Horse Mahler came.
Mahler was representing Rudi in the trial against
Joseph Bachmann who had shot Rudi, so he
wanted to discuss what tack he would take and
Rudi agreed that he should concentrate on the
Springer Press hate mongering. But he had
another issue which annoyed Rudi. The magazine
Stern was offering 100,000 DMs for a photo of
Rudi in the hospital. Mahler wanted to convince
Rudi to do it. “Take 50,000 DMs for your family
and 50,000 DMs for the movement.”
But Rudi said, “I'm not going to do it.
Don't try to force me, don't argue with me, just tell
them I won't do it. They only want to show
Dutschke as a broken wreck with the message,
don’t rebel, this is what happens.”
“But the SDS,” said Horst. “They need
that money so badly.”
“Then they get it another way”, said Rudi.
“I will not have the press here. I won’t discuss it
any more. You can go now.”
Mahler’s argument in the trial against
Bachmann, ended up not an accusation of
Bachmann, but of the Springer Press. Bachmann
had fled after shooting Rudi and was hiding in the
cellar of an unused house when the police found
him. He fired at the police, but did not hit them,
the police fired back and wounded him and thus
were able to capture him. At the trial he was
condemned to seven years in jail for attempted
murder.
There was another visitor which was quite
curious and Rudi wrote about it in his diary. It
was toward the end of May. Dr. Schulze
approached Rudi and said the wife of the police
president of Berlin Moch was in the room two
doors away. Since he came every day to see his
wife, he would like, if Rudi agreed to it, to shake

his hand. This was quite a surprise. Rudi thought
most of the police were quite right wing if not
Nazis. He and Thomas discussed whether they
should accept Moch and decided it was OK.

Thomas teaching Rudi in the hospital.

Another photo of Rudi and me.
Moch came and they talked first about
what had happened with Bachmann, who had
shot Rudi. The police found him rather quickly
said Moch, He began to fire at the police and
wounded one of them, who was now healthy
again. The police shot the gun out of Bachmann’s
hand which also destroyed his fingers. Rudi noted
that Moch also brought some goodies and drinks.
After the visit which wasn’t too long, Rudi and
Thomas went back to work.

In spite of the fact that we could prevent
the press from getting into Rudi’s room in the
hospital, they still had a lot to report about the
attack on Rudi.

This photo was on the cover of Stern magazine
after the attack on Rudi, though the photos had
been taken earlier. I only have this photo which
does not show the whole cover of the magazine.
But what is visible says the first photos, Attentat,
and Gretchen Dutschke about her husband Rudi:
I knew other men before Rudi but none were so
gentle as Rudi. The 25 year old pharmacist’s
daughter from…
As soon as the news of the attack on Rudi
had gotten out, people began to congregate in
various places. Some surrounded the hospital, but
the majority gathered in front of the Springer
Press house. This was self-evident. It had been
the constant agitation of the Springer newspapers
against Rudi and against the movement which
had aroused the Nazi-spirit and hatred toward us.
The anger against Springer was gigantic.
The police surrounded the demonstrators
but did not attack them at first. Eventually the
shouts and chants against Springer got more

aggressive, some tried to get into the building
which was guarded, but apparently a few
succeeded. We heard later that they had managed
to pour cement down the toilets in the building.
Soon after riots spread to many cities in Germany
and they were not always peaceful. In Berlin
demonstrators got into the garage where the
trucks which delivered the newspapers were
parked. They overturned these and set them on
fire.
Eventually the police did attack trying to
get the demonstrators to leave, but as far as I
know they didn’t arrest anyone on that day. But
demonstrations continued on the following days.
On Easter Sunday there was a huge
demonstration in Berlin.

This is a photo of a demonstration against the
attack on Rudi which took place on Easter, April
14. It became iconic for obvious reasons. The
police attempted to stop the demo with water
cannons. Internet photo
Rudi was in the hospital for two months
altogether. Doctor Schulze suggested he continue
to get rehabilitation afterwards, so this was
organized by Professor Gollwitzer, who was
always ready to help. It would not be in Berlin and
thus it was that in June of 1968 we left Berlin and
began a strange journey which lasted many years.

