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The portrait was made as a portrait project for
the Unitarian Church.
Marek in High school Newton 1995
Rich left Hamburg a couple months before we
did. But I saw him again soon after we arrived in the
USA. We stayed with Virginia Savage. Virginia had
space up in her attic which is where we slept, but it
was still summer and very hot. The attic had no air
conditioning and it was by far the hottest place in the
house. From there I began the search for a place for
us to live. It would have to be fairly quickly because I
had to know where to enroll Marek for school which
would begin in a couple of weeks. It was not going to
be Cambridge, that I was sure of. I had been very
dissatisfied with the way they had treated Marek.
This time the return to the USA was different
than it had been in 1985. To be sure, I'd been away
for five years, and yet it didn't feel like a lifetime the
way it was then, it was just a hiatus. I was going back
to Boston, and I knew a number of people there. I
was more or less continuing where I'd left off, not
starting over again. I'd brought a couple suitcases,
sent most of the stuff I'd accumulated in Germany by
ship to Virginia's address, thinking we'd have a place
by the time it got the Boston. One of my suitcases
was full of slips from plants I'd grown in my room in
Germany. I didn't know if they'd get through customs
without being called dangerous agricultural goods, or
if they'd survive being in a suitcase for so long.
Virginia was amazed when I took them all out and
said I need some vessels to fill with water to put them

in until they grow roots. One of the slips was actually
a quite large piece of a palm tree. All of them quickly
found a happy home in the water and soon started
growing roots including the palm tree.
But I had no idea where Marek and I were
going to live. I did not want to go back to live in
Cambridge although I still owned the house there.
But to put Marek back into the Cambridge school
system would have been an abomination. The notion
there, that since there wasn't enough money to create
an all-around good school system, they would instead
pour money into special programs, which your child
could get into through a lottery based on race, i.e. the
percentage of children of each race who lived in
Cambridge. Because white families were more
interested in these programs than black families it had
been virtually impossible for a white child, as Marek
was, to get into such a program. This time, there
would be no question, I was going to find a way to
live in a town with an excellent school system. Of
course, such towns were also rich towns where rents
were generally more than I could afford. But I
figured it would be possible somehow, so I asked
everyone I knew.

Me standing in front of the house we moved into in
Newton.
I believe it was Virginia Pepper who told me
that she knew a woman named Lilian from her
political work in Mass Pirg who had a big house in
Newton and maybe would rent a couple rooms. I
said, ask her what it would cost. Virginia came back
with an answer that seemed within my financial
potential. I had to get a job though. The house in
Cambridge was not providing any income for me. I
was rather overwhelmed with all the things I had to
do and so I just let the company that was taking care
of it, and stealing the money, keep on doing it until I
was settled enough to deal with it. I knew it was
ridiculous, but I had an aversion to facing this sort of
problems and it wasn't my priority at the time.

Probably I was foolish, but I simply couldn't face it
then. So, it continued to drain my finances. At the
same time, I went to a temp agency to get some
administrative assistant jobs which didn't pay well,
but it was enough to manage. I still had to finish the
book too. Christian was sending me his corrections
and I'd look at them and groan every time. I had to go
over them and re-enliven it. He was so amazingly
able to make everything insuperably dull.
We moved into Lilian's place in Newton. It
was an attic which was completely separate from the
rest of the house, however, to get to the attic which
was on the third floor you had to go through two
floors of their house. The shabbiness of the living

room was camouflaged by the dark pink flowered
curtains that I had made. The same fabric
covered the decomposing sofa. Sometimes
pieces of foam would dislodge and creep out
from under the fabric, landing on the floor,
getting trampled into the rug before I got around
to vacuuming them up. The desk was part of the
bookshelf assembled to fit the one unbroken wall
in the room. It was full of books some in double
rows. But they were collecting dust. The blue
rug and the sofa had been in the room when we
had moved in. The book case and desk was
mine.
It was a tiny apartment with two small
bedrooms and this room. The owners needed the
rental income. I wanted to live there because of the
school system for Marek. It was cheap enough to
afford when I was earning very little from occasional
temp jobs. But the members of the family were
incapable of discarding anything which had ever
found its way into the house, and sometimes it was
almost impossible to get to the attic for all the junk
piled on the stairs and landings. I squeezed my
eyelids almost shut blocking most of it out when I
walked through: the stacks of musty smelling old
newspapers, the peeling wallpaper, a vacuum seldom
used, dusty fake flowers on a hoary table too big for
the space, empty boxes, a tricycle, a basket ball and
several see through rubber balls and the tools
scattered on the floor because ancient Ed was
repairing the doorknob again.
There was also a kitchen as well as a
bathroom. They had painted the walls for us, so it
looked presentable. To be sure, the wallpaper in the
bathroom was peeling off, there were various holes in
the walls and the kitchen stove was leaking gas which
I got resolved as quickly as possible. But nothing

happened very fast there.
There were other problems. For one thing, I
think the apartment was illegal, so it wasn't really
allowed to have a kitchen. We had to pretend it wasn't
there. Lilian's husband was named Fred. I
remembered Fred from the time we'd been working
on the union at Harvard. He'd been one of the union
organizers and had been a respected activist for a long
time. However, he'd opposed our grass roots
democracy version of the union, and had been one of
those fighting against us. He wanted the top down,
traditional model. But that was all past. Harvard had
its union and it did what a union should do, no more
and no less. And I wasn't at Harvard any more
anyway, so we got along fine.
Fred was at this time mainly involved with
fighting NAFTA, the North American Free Trade
Area. I wasn't sure if I agreed with it, because I
thought that possibly if. Mexico had better trade
conditions for selling its products in the USA it might
help Mexico develop its economy. Maybe in the
beginning some aspects of the trade agreement
actually did help third world countries for a while. In
the 80's there was some improvement. But by the 90's
the US corporate and political elites were becoming
afraid that if the third world advanced too much, it
would compromise US hegemony. I never studied the
global economic processes of that period, so I don't
know for sure how it all developed, but I did note that
the American trade union view, while wanting to
preserve American jobs and higher wages also had
strong racist and xenophobic aspects. For Fred it was
not a complicated question, there were no two sides. I
suppose that made it easier for him to be an all-out
activist. Once you start asking questions, you tend to
get muddled. In any case, I listened to Fred's
arguments and read the material he had. And it
became clearer and clearer that the whole free trade
thing was turning into a means for the USA to reassert
its hegemony and press wages down in both the south
and in the USA.
The other problem in the house had nothing
to do with politics. The family was actually rather
dysfunctional. Fred and Lilian had the guardianship
of their grandson whose name was Daniel. Daniel
was about seven years old. His parents, Fred and
Lilian's daughter and her husband had drug and/or
alcohol problems and had been unable to care for
Daniel. He was somewhat disturbed because of the
difficult history he had. At one time his mother who
was high on drugs had kidnapped him and fled. Fred
had gone after them, all over the country, until he

found the boy and brought him back. Fred and Lilian
also had a grown son who lived in the house. This
man was also somewhat disturbed. He didn't have a
job. I'm not exactly sure what he did, but he seemed
to lounge around the house all day, though he
sometimes played with Daniel. Only one of their
children, a daughter had a real job working for a
computer company in Salt Lake City. She was the
only one who was not dysfunctional. We didn't really
know all of this when we moved into the house. But
rather near the beginning of our stay, we discovered
the first sequence of the story when the druggie
daughter appeared outside and began screaming. Fred
and Lilian would not let her in the house, and I think
they finally got the police to make her go away.
In addition, no one in that family living in the
house had the slightest desire to clean up. Junk was
piled everywhere. Using the array of junk that had
been collected over the years, Fred felt he could repair
anything that malfunctioned in the house. During our
stay there, things did malfunction, starting with the
fore-mentioned stove. In the end I insisted that we get
a new stove that didn't leak gas. They did get a new,
used stove, which sort of functioned. Then the toilet
broke down. Fred removed the toilet to try to see
what was wrong. For several months we had no toilet
and had to go downstairs to use their chaotic
bathroom.
I tended to feel a bit embarrassed when we
had guests because in order for them to get to our
apartment, they had to walk through two floors of
chaos, rooms with peeling wallpaper, cardboard
cartons piled up against the walls, floors that hadn't
been vacuumed in years I suppose. I'd always warn
people the first time they came.
In September Marek started school. He
would begin as a freshman at Newton North High
School. Whether he should be in the ESL class was a
question. After they gave him the English test, they
decided his English was good enough and he should
be in a regular class. He himself decided he wanted
to take cooking classes rather than any additional
academic subjects beside those that were required. I
was a bit surprised, I'm not sure what he was thinking,
perhaps that he could have the option of being a cook
if he wanted to, but he'd never shown an interest in
cooking before. Nor did he ever try cooking at home.
There was no German at Newton North, so he
couldn't continue trying to perfect his German. I was
worried about him after the painful beginnings he'd
had every other time he'd changed schools, but this
time he seemed to be doing OK. He didn't cry at

school, he got back into English quite quickly and
since everyone was new to the school, he was no

Here I am sitting at my desk with computer, a photo of
Rudi and books which was at the end of the living
room. I’d brought all this stuff from Germany.
This must have been 1995 because Alex is still the
baby. So everyone came to see us once we were
settled in Newton. This is the living room in the crazy
house. I sewed the curtains, but most of the furniture
was supplied by Lilian and Fred.
different than anyone else, all trying to find their place
in a big city high school.
And thus, it was that the first year back in the
USA went by. I'd gone from one secretary job to the
next. I saw Rich occasionally; he'd gotten a job
driving a cab and then at some point he got a good
computer programming job. He seemed pretty much
back to his kind of normality, sometimes visiting New
Center which was a place where people with
psychological problems could go to discuss their
issues with psychologists or social workers. New
Center was having a party and everyone who went
regularly could bring a friend. Rich asked me if I
wanted to go and I said sure. That's how I met
Harriet.
Harriet went to New Center because she felt
overwhelmed by various misfortunes. She was a bit
neurotic, but not messed up the way Rich was.
Harriet liked Rich. She hadn't experienced him when
he was completely flipped out, she knew he was
neurotic, but mostly she'd just seen the fun side of
him. And like him she loved 70’s music. Harriet liked
to consider herself an old hippie. She wore 60's type
folklore clothes and bought everything at yard sales.
But it was more of a hippie dream than a reality.
She'd never lived outside of the bourgeois safety net
kind of life. But she had this crush on Rich. Perhaps
she was actually in love with him. But she was
married to Don. She'd been married to Don since she
was quite young and they had two sons, one in high

school at that time and one in college. She'd been a
first-grade teacher for a few years in New York City
before she'd gotten married, but hadn't worked since
then. Rich was happy to have Harriet's attention, and
he certainly did flirt with her, lead her on, I guess
you'd have to admit, but then he'd always put on the
brakes. He knew Harriet was not going to leave Don
and the security he provided. Perhaps Harriet wanted
an affair, but not one that endangered her well-to-do
way of life. Don earned good money and they lived in
a mansion in Newton. I am not sure what she thought
about my relation to Rich. I was not interested in
being his girlfriend again. I'd had enough, but he was
a friend and I felt it had been acceptable to myself and
not bad for Marek that I'd helped Rich when he was in
need in Germany. That Harriet was interested in him
was fine with me, perhaps taking a burden off me, by
him calling Harriet instead of me at any time of day or
night. In any case, because of the Rich connection
Harriet wanted to be friends with me and I was
fascinated by her little oddities, so we became good
friends.

It must have been shortly after we moved in
that Ho and Po’s family came to visit. Here we all are
in the Standish st. apartment
One of the first things she told me about was

her collection of folk art. She invited me to come to
her house to see it and I was truly amazed. Her house
was virtually a museum of peculiar, interesting and
some quite beautiful objects. She told me she'd gotten
most of them at yard sales. In fact, she admitted to
being a yard sale addict and was working on writing a
book about it. I found it all amusing, and even agreed
to go with her a few times to see what this yard sale
mania was all about. She was not capable of
spending a Saturday morning yardsaling without
buying something. Some of the stuff was junk, at
least I thought so, and some of it was curious. She
didn't buy things that were normal everyday stuff.
Harriet lived in a big Victorian house near
Newton Corner. Not only did it have an unbelievable
array of folk art, including some quite impressive
African beaded objects, people, animals as well as a
chair which supposedly had once belonged to an
African chieftain, but she also had an overwhelming
collection of plants. She also had a bird whose name
was Stupid, a cockatiel that had free run or rather free
flight of the house. The bird had gotten the name
Stupid from Don, Harriet's husband who'd taught the
bird to say you are the stupidest of the stupid. The
bird actually said this and it was the only thing it said.
But Harriet was very unhappy with this name and
later changed it to Stewie, hoping that wouldn't
confuse the bird, because it was almost the same. She
also didn't like what the bird said, but she was not
able to teach it anything else. Harriet treated
Stupid/Stewie as if he were a baby, a human baby.
Everything in the house was covered with bird poop.
Well, Harriet did make a heroic effort to clean it up
every couple of days, or maybe at least once a week.
She also vacuumed daily to remove the seeds and
other food and objects that the bird threw on the floor.
This was in fact one of its favorite activities, grabbing
things in its beak and tossing them on the floor. The
other thing the bird liked to do was eat paper, this
included chewing chunks of wallpaper off the wall,
and eating books.
But life didn't remain so completely frivolous,
depending, of course, on how one defines it. One day
I got a phone call, I think it was, maybe it was a letter,
this was still before email. And I don't remember if it
was from Emily or her mother: Emily, one of my
closest high school friends who'd I'd seen and heard
from occasionally over the years. Her mother whose
name was Virginia was coming to visit a friend in
Newton. Since I also lived in Newton this would be a
chance for us to see each other again. Virginia
wasstaying with one of her very old friends from

some long ago past named Fiora and Fiora would be
pleased to have me come to her house to visit and
have dinner with them. It was a curious commingling
of connections.

This is probably Christmas 1995 at Dad and Jacie’s
house in Oak Brook

Marek, Dad, me.
I went, of course, to Fiora's beautiful house which was
located on the banks of one of the many little lakes in
Newton. The lake had no public access and wasn't
very big, but the people living in the houses around it
could feel like they were out in the country. The area

around Boston is full of these little havens. Fiora was
both a classy lady and a caring woman. That was
apparent right away, actually rather like Virginia, who
however, was a little more artsy, obviously since she
was an artist. They were my parents age.
When Hitler was attempting to annihilate
Europe's Jews, he started first by trying to drive them
out. But most countries did not want to take them.
That included the USA. It was not easy for fleeing
Jews to get a US visa, but sometimes it was possible,
if there was someone in the USA working to support
them. This is what Fiora did. One of the persons she
saved in this way, by sponsoring him was Dr.
Sampter. When he arrived in the USA, he came to
Fiora and her husband's place and eventually was able
to find a job and a home in Chicago and met Virginia.
Fiora became a very important person in their lives as
any lifeguard who saves a drowning person would.
The afternoon tea and dinner at Fiora's was gracious,
interesting and it was good to hear about all my old
friends from Oak Park days, Emily, Laurens and VC.
The topic turned to religion, perhaps because I'd said I
had studied theology and Fiora asked me if I went to
church. I said, no. I didn't really believe in any
particular religion any more.
Maybe you'd like the Unitarian Church, she
said. It's where I go. It is open to virtually any kind of
spirituality and belief or even non-belief, socially
conscious and politically active, at least some people
are quite leftist in their political views.
I don't know much about the Unitarians, I
said. There was a Unitarian Church in Oak Park
which I passed every day on the way to school, but I
never went in.
Why don't you come next Sunday and see
what it's like? she said. Maybe you will like it. I still
didn't know that many people around Newton and I
thought perhaps I'd meet people there that I liked. So,
I went. Fiora met me there in the social room after
church where they had coffee and cookies. Some
people had set up tables where they distributed
literature supporting various causes. You should meet
Nancy W, Fiora said. Nancy W was sitting at one of
the tables distributing literature for one of her causes.
Fiora introduced us and I began to talk to Nancy. She
said she was involved in various organizations, but
after our discussion she noted that my political views
were quite left, so she said, I think you would like
Women's International League for Peace and
Freedom. Do you know it?
No, I said.
It's a very old organization, started by Jane

Adams and began working for peace already during
World War I. There are a number of politically active
women in the group and they are generally quite left
oriented. If you want to go, we can meet and go
together to the next meeting.
I’d like to, I said.
So that is how I started going to WILPF.
Most of the women were my age or even older, a few
were younger. Many of them had been activists all
their lives. I found them spunky, interesting and
always willing to go out on the streets and do what
had to be done to protest, demonstrate, campaign or
whatever. Quite early on I started talking to Joan.
Joan was one of the spokespersons, the chair of the
group and had quite a commanding way, but she also
knew what she was doing. She had grown the
organization in the past decade to over 200 members.
Most did not come to the monthly meetings which
were really mostly business meetings and for me not
always so interesting, but there were all kinds of other
events.
Joan invited me to her house and we hit it off.
I guess you could say that this was the beginning of a
new phase of my life. It wasn't simple, I still felt torn.
But there was a niche here that I felt reasonably
comfortable in.
1996

Kalinka

A new year in the USA began. I don't
remember at all how we celebrated that year. Marek
was settled in Newton North High School, I was
finishing my book, the last touches. It was truly
almost done, and it was a relief on the one hand, but
also a new worry. It was going to be published, but
would it succeed in being sold. Would anyone buy it?
I think the publishing company was not so sure either.
They weren't making any plans beyond the publishing
which was expected for the fall, so it would be
finished in time for the Book Fair in Frankfurt.
But there were a couple events of note before
that fall. I was going to get another grandchild. That
was nice. I wouldn't be able to be in Denmark at the
birth time. But I was looking forward to it. Hosea
and Line's second child. She was born in April and
named Kalinka. Now I had a grandson and a
granddaughter. Sometimes, I thought of my mother
who had not experienced any of her grandchildren.
Why had she had to die so early. I was 54, now four
years older than she had been and the trauma of 50, of
her having died at 50, of fearing that age, as if 50 had
some sort of inheritable dying curse, was fading away.
Dad, in any case, had lots of grandchildren and greatgrandchildren and he was aware of them. Jacie who
had none of her own, took them all on, at least when
they came to visit. But when I thought of them, I'd
think of my mother who would have cared the most.

Dad was going to be eighty years old in May of
1996. That is a fairly ripe old age, but he wasn't
doing so well. He had Parkinson’s. It hadn't
advanced to the stage where he was debilitated,
but he was very slow. His comprehension hadn't
suffered and his responses were all rational, he
wasn't forgetful, but they were slow. At that time,
you sometimes lost track of what he was
responding to, because the conversation had
moved on. Still, he was by his senses and he
knew what was going on, so it seemed like a
good idea to take his eightieth birthday as a good
excuse to have a family and old friends reunion.
It had been close to twenty five years since I'd
seen many of these people, for some of them
even more. I was living in Boston, so it was
difficult for me to organize the party and I had no
contacts with most of the people we wanted to
invite. Carol and Tim, being near-by in Joliet got
the lion's share of the task dumped on them.
They party would be at their house. They had a
large house with a big yard on a small man-made

lake on the outer end of Joliet. It was a good
place to have a party. We wanted to get everyone
together, all of my children, their partners and the
grandchildren, all of John's family, dad's brother
and sister's families and the old friends from
Kimball. Hosea and Line came with Alexander
who was 2 and Kalinka who was still a tiny baby.

On Deer Isle, me holding Kalinka, Hosea
with Alexander, Ron and Marek

They came to Boston first. While there we
took a trip to Maine to visit Ron. It was a
vacation. A time for seeing new sights. Ron

lived on Deer Isle which had once been a fishing
center, but now the area had been fished almost
to death, although there were still lobsters. Just
getting meals of fresh lobster was a fantastic
treat. Ron wanted to take us on a boat trip out
into the Atlantic Ocean, to visit some of the
islands along the coast. It is beautiful country
and everyone wanted to go. He couldn't get a
sailboat, but he had access to a fairly large motor
boat which he decided would be good, because
we wouldn't be dependent on wind. We could
easily get to the islands, see some ancient fishing
villages, now mostly uninhabited and enjoy the
trip. It was sunny when we left shore.
Kalinka was sleeping in her baby buggy which
we placed in the middle of the boat. The rest of
us sat on the benches in the boat in the front and
back. It must have looked very funny because
the buggy was much higher than the seats, and it
had an umbrella attached to the handle bar to
keep the sun off the baby. This stuck up even
further, a boat with an umbrella. And so, we set
off, visited one or two islands and then Ron said,
I see fog coming, we better get back. We had
barely gotten settled in the boat and were away
from the shore when the fog rolled in. Within
seconds, the sea became agitated, it started to rain
and visibility was 0. All of us were terrified. I
think Ron was too, but he didn't want to show it.
There was no way to tell which way we were
going except for Ron's compass. But then for
that to be useful we had to know where we were.
There was no way to know. Water was splashing
up on us. The buggy we'd bound as best we
could so it wouldn't fall off the rollicking boat.
Ron said he was quite sure he knew where we
were and he reckoned which direction we needed
to go to reach home. Whether we'd actually land
anywhere near, well, who knew. Going wrong
might land us somewhere out in the Atlantic
Ocean. We went for a couple hours through the
gray soup. All of us were wet and cold and
hoping Ron knew what he was doing. Suddenly
we saw something darker ahead. It's the shore
Ron said, but let's see which shore. We came
closer and closer and finally were within a few
yards of a landing where people were standing

staring in amazement at the apparition taking
shape before them. An umbrella appeared first,
attached to a baby buggy coming from nowhere,
and then finally the boat became visible to them.
Ron just said, we made it. This is our pier. And
we cheered. The people on the dock cheered too.
Ron had not only gotten us to shore, but
amazingly enough had steered the boat, using
only a little compass to the very spot we had left
from that morning in bright sunlight. All of us
admitted that we hadn't been certain we'd come
out of this alive. But Ron said he'd steered many
ships, for many years, and of course, he knew
what he was doing.

because I know the kids were taking trips in Tim
and Carroll's boat out on the little lake. But we
were in the tent part of the time, so I think it
might have sprinkled. It was the first family
reunion in a generation and the last one. Many of
the photos are of relatives who appeared in this
story in the 40’s and 50’s and whom I hadn’t seen
since then. I am including most of them.

Dad is 80 years old May 1996
We agreed to prepare a big fest for Dad's
80th birthday party to take place at Tim’s house, a
family and friends reunion. Even some of dad's
cousins came. Many of the people I hadn't seen
since I was a child. There was a tent in the yard
in case of rain. Whether it did rain, I don't
remember. It wasn't a consistent pouring rain in

My cousin David’s wife holding Kalinka, me and
David

Danny, Lester Dad’s cousin from Colorado,
Doreen, John, Dad’s brother Erwin, David, Tim

Kristy, Tim’s daughter giving Dad a hand as he
arrives at his 80th birthday party.any case,

Cutting the birthday cake, from left: Kristy, Julie,
Dad sitting, Carroll, One of Vikki’s sons.

The people from Kimball seemed very
surprised to see me. I, being the proud
grandmother of a beautiful baby, Kalinka, carried
her around for everyone to admire, and somehow,
I guess they must have imagined I was some kind
of monster, rather than a rather ordinary
grandmother. I realized for the first time to what
degree they must have talked about me in those
years with Rudi and how they must have
gossiped, nothing but distorted fantasies of evil
communists endangering their lives I suppose.
Irrational fears are so ingrained in the US
population, and a different reality is
incomprehensible to them. Perhaps they thought
I would eat them up.
Except for the direct family members, I
never saw most of them again. But since a few
are on Facebook I do get a bit of information
about some of them and have kept some email
communication with my cousin Pat. All the
following photos are from Dad’s eightieth
birthday party in Joliet.

David John’s grandson and Wayne’s son, Grace,
Wayne’s daughter

Hosea Kalinka Line

Back row: John, Tim Front: Dad, Jacie, me

Doris Dad’s cousin, Polly, Jack Rowan’s wife,
me, Tim, Dad sitting, Jack Rowan on the porch in
front of Tim’s house

Betsy, John, Wayne

Tim’s family back row: Kristy, Carroll, Tim, Julie,
Gretchen, Heidi

John’s daughter Johnna and her daughter
Jacqueline

My grandson Alexander

Jacie, me, Johnna, my cousin Margie, Dolly
Back porch at Tim’s house with articial lake:

Me holding Kalinka, Danny and Dolly Doan:
Dolly is Dad’s cousin and Danny her husband,
they lived in Wisconsin and we’d see them and
spent great times with them as kids.

Alexander at Dad’s birthday party

Polly at Dad’s birthday Party.

I don’t know when this photo of Marek was taken.
It might have been in Aarhus.
My Book is published Fall 1996

My cousin Pat in the middle and her two sons
Brian and Jim

By the end of that summer the book was
finished. I'd been sending diskettes back and
forth by post because although I had a computer,
it could not access the internet and so I didn't
have email. I sent my final version which had
1000 pages. Christian who was editing my book
said that's way too long. We can only have 500
pages in the book. Half must be cut. I'll send
you my suggestion for cutting it. A while later I
received his attempt and started reading it. I

couldn't believe it. He had basically cut
everything that was interesting, a little offbeat,
funny, or emotional and left a boring description
that was devoid of any excitement. True, I'd
written a lot that wasn't that exciting, but I knew
I'd also written some meaty parts. I wrote him
back and said, no, that won't do. I'll cut it myself.
He seemed upset by that. Half, he said. You
have to cut HALF of it out. Remember that. I
said, yes, I'll cut half of it. And I did. Whether
they liked it or not, they accepted my version.
I had the impression that the publishing
company didn't have a lot of confidence that the
book would do very well. I'm not sure why.
Maybe Christian was annoyed at me, because I
complained about what he was doing to it, often
changing things that he'd "corrected" back or
making another attempt at rewriting it. I found
his corrections, like his cutting basically removed
colorful words and exchanged them for ordinary
words. It was weird.
But something happened. Somewhere
along the line I gave a sample to someone from
Spiegel. I don't remember this very well any
more. Whoever it was really liked this bit which
was about twenty pages long. We'll put it in
Spiegel he said and announce the coming book.
They also paid me a decent sum for it. When it
appeared in Spiegel and obviously was well
received, the Kiepenheuer und Witsch people
began to take notice. But I don't think they yet
realized how popular the book was going to be.
They hadn't even arranged for a book tour until
bookstores started asking them for one.
But there was still more to do. Aside
from the constant fights with Christian about
words, he'd say, but that isn't correct German and
I'd say in desperation, well, I'm not German and
everyone knows that, so just leave it. Then we
had to get all the quotes correct and get people's
permission if we quoted them, and Christian also
was writing footnotes to explain historical facts
that weren't clear from the text. But finally, in
July or August the book was ready and it was
going to come out in September, 1996.
Kiepenheuer and Witsch (Kiwi) had finally
gotten a little fire under their ass after the Spiegel
article and began arranging a book tour and

interviews with media. You have to be in
Germany by September they told me.
September 1996! It was a decisive point
in my life. In Germany, people in the movement
had viewed me as an appendage of Rudi, a knownothing. To be sure, I hadn't even spoken much
German in the beginning, they couldn't discuss
with me. They didn't know what Rudi and I
discussed when we were together, or how much
influence I might have had on Rudi's thinking.

This is the original cover of the book with Ruetz
photo of Rudi. For later editions they changed it.
They hadn't been able to imagine that I was
capable of writing a book like this. I think many
of these persons' opinion of me changed. I had
done something that I was being recognized for.
And yes, it was because of Rudi, so I can't really
separate it, but still I did it, I wrote the book and
fought for its form and contents. Even the cover.
They had a poor picture of Rudi that I presume
was cheap. I didn't like it. The cover was
ordinary, the title Christian was suggesting was
boring. I said, “I want a different photo and I
know which one. It's a photo by Ruetz.”

No, they said, no Ruetz photo, too
expensive.
I said, “that's the one I want. I'll ask
him.” Ruetz agreed to provide the photo, for
free. The title that Christian suggested, I don't
remember. It was way too bland to remember. I
said, “I have a quote from Rudi and it will be a
good title. Wir hatten ein barbarisches, schoenes
Leben.” They accepted that in the end. Then I
told them the cover should be black red and gold,
the colors of the German flag. It should point to
the symbolic meaning of Rudi's early discussions
of unification, and German identity. The
publishing company freaked out. German
patriotism, which is what they saw in those colors
meant nationalism, national socialism, Hitler.
That was their generation. It was automatic. But
I wasn't German. The existing present-day flag
had those colors. The Nazi flags were black, red
and white. In the end, they did put the black, red
and yellow colors on the cover, but the yellow
was so pale, you could hardly tell it was yellow.
I was at the Book Fair in Frankfurt in
September and sat at the Kiwi stand with my
book with the Ruetz photo of Rudi on the cover.
And people came. Lots of people.
I had become a celebrity, signing
autograms and meeting all the other famous
authors from other publishing companies. It's all
like a dream that comes over you and you have
no control over it.
Once at the Book Fair, Gaby said, “The
SPD leaders want to meet you, Schroeder, La
Fontaine, do you want to meet them? No, of
course, you don't.”
“I don't?”
“Not Schroeder.”
I was somewhat puzzled, but just
shrugged my shoulders.
Gaby arranged a meeting with LaFontaine
but Schroeder? I didn't have time to figure that
one out, because there was someone else I had to
meet.

Here I am at the book fair with Peter Paul Zahl,
a poet and novelist who had been a friend of
Rudi’s and had spent many years in jail.
I was at Hosea and Line's house that
weekend. A couple weeks after the book had
come out. But the weather was still good. There
was a short pause between book events so I'd
gone to Denmark. I wanted to see my two
grandchildren again, though it hadn't been that
long since we'd been together in the USA. But at
that age they change so fast. And anyway, any
chance I had to go to Denmark to see everyone I
took. I remember standing in front of their
house. Someone called me from inside and said,
there’s a phone call for you.
Gaby from Kiepenheuer was on the
phone. She said, “good morning and
congratulations.”
“Congratulations for what?” I said.
“Your book is on the best seller list.”
I howled. “Oh my god, oh my god. I
can't believe it.”
“Now we've got even more interviews
and book readings”, Gaby said. “So be back here
as soon as possible.”
I was hoping up and down there, clasping
my hands as I'd always done when I was excited
and really not quite believing it. And yet, I knew
it was a good book. But that so many people
would actually want to read it amazed me
nonetheless.
Book tours and Media

This was at a reading in Berlin during a Book
tour. On my left is Phil Hill and on my right his
partner, Gabi. The other two I didn’t know.
Once the book was on the best-seller list,
the media began pouring in over me. I had a long
array of readings in different cities, and many TV
appearances, and interviews. Kiwi was
organizing it, and I guess finally they were doing
what was necessary, after all it was money for
them. Far more than for me. Although once
Gaby said, you're going to be rich. Rich. what a
joke. I don't know what she thought rich was.
But at least I wasn't going to be poor; not poor
doesn't mean rich. There is a continuum in which
the possibilities are huge. Now all of that is in
the past and it blends together. Which of these
many events stands out, which do I remember at
all? Staying in hotels, usually the middle-class
ones, neither extravagant, nor student types, but
always with breakfast, and then someone from
Kiwi coming to get me and take me to the next
whatever, sometimes the journalists came to the
hotel. It was fall and I remember being on the
train in south Germany, going through hilly
countryside and the trees bright yellow. I
remember getting my period for the last time, I
remember sometimes having pain in my
shoulder which know.began before this tour,
shortly before I think and has never gone away
completely since then. I remember being very
nervous before the TV appearances and always
having to go to the bathroom, one of my first
questions after meeting all the well-known TV
hosts - where's the bathroom? The bright lights,
the questions. Endless questions, but almost

always the same ones, and I gave the same
answers. What were the questions? What would
Rudi do if he were alive today? Would he be a
Green? in Parliament? What do I do now? How
many children, Rudi's children? Where are they?
There were a few somewhat exotic places.
I was in Vienna and giving a reading in the
famous Burg theater. I thought then, a theater, it
will never be full. But it was. The readings,
wherever they were, were always full. I had to
fly to Vienna to get there on time in a propeller
plane with double wings. I didn't think there
were planes like that anymore. There was also an
event in Prague at the Rudi's University. Rudi
had spoken there once in 1968, now I was there
to make a speech and talk about the book and
about Rudi. A few of the people who had met
Rudi that time were there, now so many years
later.

Sueddeutsche Rundfunk, me in the back row,
second from right.
There was a TV program where I and
another surprise guest were to meet each other.
Neither of us knew who the other would be.
What a funny idea. It was a dark stage with just
bright lights on us. The other guest was Campino
He was a famous German pop singer from the
group Toten Hosen and I'd never heard of him. I
knew nothing about German pop music, but I
found out that he was a well-known name,
especially in the younger leftist scene. He knew
who Rudi was, he even sang about Rudi. Even
though I was a bit confused when I saw him and
had no idea who he was, I didn't want the TV
audience to know I had no idea who he was, so I
acted surprised and pleased, at least I tried to. I

don't know how good of an actress I was. He
talked about some kind of spiritual experience
and mysticism and wondered what I thought of it.
I said, once I did experience something like that,
the medieval way. I'd read the medieval mystics
and their methods for getting in touch with
transcendence. I was at a retreat on Lake
Michigan where we weren't allowed to talk. I sat
by the lake at twilight, and then suddenly like a
bolt from heaven, I had become one with
everything, I could no longer feel my body as
separateness, my molecules had dissolved into
the universe of molecules. He'd had it happen
too. Funny.
At one of the book readings, a man came
up to me and told me his name. He said I am
Thomas Ehleiter's brother. “Oh”, I said. “I didn't
know Thomas had a brother.”
“No, of course not”, he said. “Your book
is not telling the truth.”
I frowned. “I tried”, I said. “I used all the
documents I could find. What is it that isn't the
truth?”
“About Thomas”, he said.
“Well, I wrote what Thomas told us about
himself.”
“It isn't true”, he insisted.
“Then what is the truth?”
“Thomas is not Jewish”, he said “and he
did not flee Hungary as a Communist. Our
family was very conservative, part of the
nationalistic German minority in Hungary that
supported the Nazis. We had to leave because the
German minority was being expelled. Thomas
studied theology and entered the orders,
becoming a monk. He lived in a monastery, and
taught theology. While he was there, he started to
read Marx. I guess he became convinced and
finally decided he had to leave. He escaped in
the middle of the night and the next morning they
could only determine that he was gone. No one
knew where he went. Our family had no idea.
He had disappeared and he was gone for many
years. It was the summer of 1968, my mother
was reading Stern Magazine, and she cried, that
is Thomas. That is the first sign we had of him.
There was a photo of him in Stern, with Rudi
Dutschke in Italy. My mother almost fainted.

Rudi Dutschke was like a monster for her.”
“Oh, my goodness”, I said. “I never
imagined.”
“No”, he said, “well, there are more
people waiting in line to get their books
autographed.” He shook my hand and left.
I was a bit shaken. I didn't know if he
was telling the truth, or if he was who he said he
was. I hardly knew what to think. But then it
occurred to me that apparently, Rudi and I had
been married by a Catholic priest, a fallen one, to
be sure. I wished I could tell this to Rudi,
perhaps he'd think it was amusing, that in fact, we
had been married in a kind of churchly ceremony,
and we'd always thought Thomas seemed so
clerical and had done it so perfectly, no wonder. I
was rather pleased by the idea, even though we
weren't Catholic.

This photo was taken just before the Stern
journalists hidden behind the bushes in the back
photographed us. Thomas is on the right.
Thomas mother must have seen a similar photo.
I occasionally thought about Helga. I had
never completely gotten over the way she had
behaved when we were planning the film about
Rudi. I know that Germans are much more rigid
than Americans about education and
qualifications. If you are educated in a certain
field in Germany you know everything about the
subject and if you aren't, you don't. Americans
tend to believe that if you know how to do
something, it doesn't matter how you learned how
to do it. So, it was natural that Helga considered
me to be unqualified to make this film. Yet, I
couldn't accept that way of thinking. When I
wrote the book and had to write about Helga, I
first put in everything Rudi had written, that he
thought she was working for the STASI and
didn't trust her. I thought that Rudi was

exaggerating this, and I knew how much he hated
the system in the DDR which was totalitarian,
and had cut him off from his family. He couldn't
fathom why someone like Helga could
sympathize with it - and not be STASI. She
wasn't as we found out later. But her blindness
toward what was really happening on the other
side of the wall, had also ruined our working
together on the film and I think, to this day, if she
had been willing to work together, and had
accepted my competence, it would have been a
better film. But, OK, it wasn't exactly that I
wanted revenge. I was just still angry. In the end
I removed almost all of the negative things Rudi
had written from the final version of the book.
But I left one sentence. I thought, Helga will
read that and never speak to me again. Even that
little bit will be very hurtful for her. Yet it's the
truth. She did make a mistake, a bad mistake, in
blindly supporting a destructive regime.
Nonetheless, I felt guilty about the tinge of
revenge that I knew was there.
Helga came to one of the book readings.
The one in Berlin. I saw her there, approached
her warily, not sure if she'd be angry at me. But
she hadn't read the book. She didn't know. So,
she was friendly and seemed glad to see me. I
thought well, if she does read the book, then it's
finished with us.
I had seen her some years previously and
it had seemed most of the bad feelings were
pushed into the background. She had made a film
for the 750th birthday of the city of Berlin. A lot
had been going on in Berlin in that year, both in
the East and in the West. Her film took two
families, one living in East Berlin and one in
West Berlin in Maerkische Viertel. The East
family maintained that all was well, they were
happy and supported the system. The West family
complained about everything and said in West
Berlin was harsh. It was a propaganda film full of
deception, but Helga believed it. The Goethe
Institite in Boston was showing the film and
invited Helga. She informed me and we got
together and had a long discussion. I saw the
film, I found it shocking that she’d be so deluded,
but I didn’t want to talk about that. Instead we
talked about our lives. But it was mostly her life

because her daughter Rosa had committed
suicide, jumping in front of a subway train in
Berlin. This had devastated Helga. All I could do
was express my sorrow. I could not say anything
else, it would have been too hurtful. But Rosa’s
death was somehow so inevitable. I’d seen her
pervading sadness the last time I’d been there.
At another reading, a woman came up to
me and said she was a nurse and she had been
present at the autopsy at the hospital after Rudi
had died. I felt like a spear jabbed my heart. It
was bringing back a moment of the horror of
those days, I wasn't sure I wanted to hear, but I
thought I can handle it now. It was a long time
ago. She paused and looked at me, I suppose to
see how I was reacting. “Go on”, I said.
“They looked at his brain”, she said. “I
saw it. The destruction was massive. Much of
his brain was covered with scare tissue, they
wondered how he had been able to function
normally.”
“He did”, I said.
“The doctors were amazed. But it was inevitable
there would be problems. It's astonishing he did
as well as he did, for so long.”
Afterwards
I thought, what could we have done to save him.
If any of us should have had guilt feelings about
his death, and perhaps we did, because we
couldn't save him. Yet, this was a confirmation
that there was nothing we could have done. His
brain was mostly scare tissue. It was a miracle
that he did as well as he did.

With Christa Ohnesorg in Hannover, where I
must have had a reading and could visit my
friends who lived there. The photo gives the date
October 1996.
Many of the readings were in smaller

cities where an event like my appearance
apparently were unusual enough that these
venues, usually bookstores were packed. Kiwi
was a little afraid of big cities like Berlin,
because there was so much going on, maybe no
one would come. But eventually they accepted
readings in Berlin and Munich.
I'm not sure how long that first book tour
was, probably a couple months. Marek was in
school, so he couldn't come along, but he was 16
years old by then. A couple months later there
were more invitations, they were even going to
pay the air fare. So, I went to Germany again. It
was the beginning of 1997.

This is Rudi’s brother Helmut, who took
advantage of his Dutschke name and began
attacking me. The smile on the face of Kraushaar
on the left makes me think, he was quite happy
about that, as he had begun a campaign against
me and against Rudi. He was one of those who
started accusing Rudi of being the source of
Terrorism. Helmut didn’t do that. His attacks
were only against me. But Kraushaar had
discovered that by proposing outrageous notions
he could get himself into the media, and I think
he had been quite pissed that I had gotten so
much media attention and he had not.
The book stayed on the best seller list for
several months, so there was still a demand for
me. What was it like to be in the center of
attention like that, to be a public figure. I
remember once being with Heide in Hamburg
and going out to eat at a rather fine restaurant.
Even there, people recognized me and came over
wanting signatures. I found out what it must be

like for movie stars, pop figures and public
persons, always being noticed and approached.
It gets nerve-wracking and sometimes a little
scary. You never know if a crazy person is
among them. It was happening all the time in
Germany, people coming up to me on the street
and asking are you, are you..., and wanting an
autograph. I didn't really want to do it, but I also
didn’t want to piss the people off. After readings
I did sign the books of course, that was part of the
deal, I signed thousands of books I think. Every
day is filled with strangers wanting you to sign or
be in a photo with them, asking for this or that,
then going from place to place, lights and more
lights on makeshift or real stages. There isn't
really time to think or reflect on it all. You feel
like you are the center of the universe. It isn't a
bad feeling. It's like a drug, a high every day, at
every filled-up venue. Always the tickling in the
stomach before the reading and the relief
afterwards. All the people coming up to you,
wanting to be near you as if you exude some kind
of magic. I'd fall into bed exhausted at night.

This photo from 1996
And then it was over. I'm not exactly sure
when that was. It went on in 1997, and even on
into 1998 though not as intense. I don’t know
how many trips I made back and forth from
Newton to Germany in those years. Even though
I hate to fly, I had to.
1997

For my 55th birthday I was in Newton
and decided to have a party. It wasn’t big and it
took place in our small apartment in the King’s
house, so I invited the Kings.
I'd been to Germany several times and
there was also at least one reading at the Goethe
Institute in Boston as well. The book was no
longer on the best-seller list, other events and
people were now the magical ones, and I was just
an ordinary citizen, walking down the street in
Boston and no one knew who I was. In Boston,
never, unless it was a German, visiting for one
reason or other.

all over again.

The treats for the birthday visitors in our kitchen
at the King’s.

Some of the birthday guests. Ruth Welsh Knap,
Jerry, me, Mitch and Brigitte. I had known who
Ruthie was at Wheaton College, one of the most
beautiful girls whom everyone just stared at in
awe. That she would leave her (wealthy?)
Wheaton husband and go to Boston to be a street
singer of folksongs and earn almost nothing was
the ultimate astonishment. Perhaps it was Joan
who put me in touch with her and she came to the
party. But I quickly lost track of her again.
Brigitte, I believe was also a person I had
contact with through the New Center people.
The feeling when it's over is much more
difficult than while it's going on when you don't
have time to think. Afterwards, you have way
too much time. You don't know what is coming
next. You miss it. The high has worn off and you
are dropped into a dark hole. I was stuck down
there and had no idea how to climb out. At first, I
thought, I must start writing my next book and
eventually when that book is finished it will start

I am not certain when this was, a visit to
Chicago hier Jacie, Marek, Me, Doris and Pat

Alexander on the beach in Aarhus

Alexander and Kalinka taking a bath
Yuss

We went to the Aquarium in Grenaa. The kids
seemed to be most interested in the ice cream bar.
And there was not peace until Alexander gave
Kalinka a bite.

Kalinka takes a bite
Between appearances at Bookstores to
read, for TV or radio I enjoyed being with
mygrandchildren, not forgetting about the book, I
couldn’t, but taking a break in Denmark. Then it
was back to the USA.

It seems like you spend so much of your
life putting the puzzle of yourself together and
finally get to a place where most of the pieces
seem to have fallen into place, and there
incredibly is a picture in front of you. Maybe it
isn't so beautiful for there are surely rough and
painful pieces, but still it all fits. Then suddenly
a gust of wind whisks it apart, the pieces helter
skelter. The picture is gone and you can't find
half the pieces again. Nothing fits. That's how I
felt after the book.
The media was no longer interested in me.
I didn't have phone calls any more asking me to
speak, be on TV, wanting interviews. After the
high of this super drug, comes the crash. I landed
in a murky, muddy hole. There was detritus
there, those old puzzle pieces I guess, that I could
grab on to rather than sink in the mud. Wasn't I
used to this? How many times had my life
seemed to fall apart?
Into that mess came Yuss. His existence
in my life made no sense at all. It was probably
the most bizarre escape from RL (real life) I'd
ever accomplished. I was no longer an
existentialist and no longer trying to create my
own meaning. I'd long ago given up on that. So
I just let it be there because something was better
than nothing.
Yet surprisingly there were times when I
thought this figure of my imagination might be
able to tie up some loose ends. I mean, even
when I'd had that whole puzzle in front of me,
there were holes. But I was never certain if he

accomplished that or if it was just my wishful
thinking.
I had used some of my newly acquired
wealth in1977 to buy a car, a little red Honda
Civic and a computer capable of assessing the
web. I had already discovered the mind boggling
allure of computers, the magic of creating
programs which could turn a computer screen
into a blaze of color and fantasy. I was willing to
allow the suspension of disbelief and fall into this
other universe, in which things created
themselves at command. And that was especially
appealing after the book, when I was not happy
with my real life existence. I then got AOL. That
was the first provider for almost everyone. AOL.
You got it through the telephone line, dial-up.
Sometimes it took a long time to get through, and
the connection wasn't necessarily very fast, but
who knew. There was nothing else. AOL had
email, a portal for surfing the web and games.
Marek with his basic interest in history
found the game called Hundred Years War. He
started to play it, but it was complicated. So who
solves complicated game problems. Me, of
course. I made games, I thought about the
mechanics of games, I programmed games in C.
So obviously I would be the one to figure out
how to play this game. In order to figure out how
to play the game I had to play it. As I went along
I imparted my knowledge to Marek and we both
played, though I ended up getting more involved
than he did.
This was 1997, the beginning of the era of
virtual reality, computer online life that forms a
parallel universe, with all the speculation about
how real it really is. In those days at the
beginning of the internet almost everything was
free. Of course you had to pay AOL as a
provider, but everything else was there to try.
The game that Marek found was a reenactment of
the Hundred Years War in Europe of the 14th
century and the gamers were supposed to role
play royal and noble personages of the time. The
rules were long and complicated and Marek
wanted me to help him figure them out, so I
started to play.
You became a historic personality,
someone who really lived in the 14th century.

The game lasted 100 virtual years, covering the
period of the Hundred Years War which was
mostly a series of somewhat disconnected
squirmishes between England and France, but the
rest of Europe was also involved at times,
supporting one side or the other. Your character
did not live 100 years of course, so you had to
marry him or her and have heirs and when the
character died, you became the heir you chose to
be. You could either be French, English or Other
which included the Holy Roman Empire and
Spain. What I found interesting about it was that
a number of the people playing the game were
history buffs who knew a lot about that period
and wanted to play historically correct. It was
not an action game. Most of the game consisted
of writing messages which were directed either to
your team mates or to everyone. And then
various indexes which kept track of your
information, your family, your properties, your
wealth, and your armies.
Once you got into the game, you noticed
which teammates were active, which ones wrote
interesting things and finally which ones wanted
to chat. Instant messaging was new to me and to
most people then. There was a new language of
abbreviations which you had to get to know. LOL
and so on. This was a world I couldn't have
dreamed of even a few years previously.
Chatting in the form of Instant Messages began
as a way to find partners for your game children,
and discuss game politics, and strategy. Soon it
turned into more personal stuff. Where do you
live? What do you do in real life? What do you
think about this or that. What do you think about
such and such a player? Did you know that..?
And then more specific like the day someone
said, do you know that Cloud is a red-haired
Indian who has AIDS, Do you know that Jim
works for the CIA, do you know that Yuss has
more money than God?
Huh?
He's some real rich English aristocrat.
Wow, well I wonder why he plays this
game?
Um, I suppose he would have about the
same reasons as any other of us to play the game.
The person I chatted with most was Tim.

Tim was a retired policeman who lived in Erie,
PA and who wrote hysterically funny things, a bit
irreverant, and definitely not historically correct.
I started calling him Erie Tim to differentiate him
from my brother Tim. Cloud on the other hand
was always correct, more or less. I talked a lot to
him too. He got AIDS from tainted blood when
he had an operation at a hospital on an Indian
reservation.
Yuss was obnoxious. Really obnoxious
and mostly I just fought with him. He played the
pope. But he was always a totally corrupt pope
whose only earthly goal was to twist as much
money as possible from everyone else and
become the richest character in the game. Since
he could excommunicate people, he loved this,
no one dared to complain about his antics too
much. But he annoyed me no end and I
complained. So he got his cronies to gang up
against me. His cronies, I'm quite sure of that,
were all various avatars of himself. You were
allowed to have three characters in the game, and
they could tell if you had more than three on one
computer, but if you used lots of computers, or
got friends to create characters for you, the only
limit you really had for making characters was
the amount of time you had available. Yuss had
lots of time.
It all made me so angry that I wrote an
email to Jim, the game moderator, saying Yuss
was ruining the game for everyone. Jim didn't
answer me. Instead I got an email from Yuss. It
started off “My dear lady..” and complained to
me that I’d gone to the sysop and not directly to
him. It was too funny and I couldn't help
laughing. But I was still pissed at him. That
Christmas, it was 1997 I got another email from
Yuss. At first I was afraid to open it because I
thought he might be sending a virus, so little did I
trust him. I told Erie Tim about this and he said,
he'd also gotten an email from Yuss it was a
Christmas card. After letting it sit there a couple
days, I got brave and looked. It was a Christmas
card. And quite a beauty at that with animation
and it played a Christmas carol. I'd never seen
anything like it. It seemed to be a kind of
message of reconciliation and I thought well,
maybe he's not SO bad.

The Goethe Institute
The Goethe Institute in Boston got in
touch with me and asked if I would do a reading
there. The head of the Goethe Institute was
Juergen Keil, who was clearly sympathetic to my
viewpoint and he invited me to his house to meet
his family as well as to the institute. There were
enough people in Boston who knew German, so
that a reading in German could attract a decent
number of people. The institute itself was in an
old mansion on Beacon Street, an area of red
brick mansions from the 19th century and the
rooms still reflected the sophisticated
luxuriousness of wealthy 19th century industry
barons. When I walked into the room where I
would read, it was full to bursting and there were
also people in neighboring rooms by the open
doors.

This is at the elegant Boston Goethe Instittute
The chef at the Boston Goethe Institute at that
time was Juergen Keil. After the reading and
signing, he presented me with a bouquet.
It wasn’t finished completely with the
book readings, but it was seldom now; still a few
requests came even in 1998.
I was involved with the Unitarian Church,
went every Sunday and also to some of their
other meetings which were politically and/or
spiritually oriented without adhering to any
religion.
I didn’t have to get the secretary jobs that

I disliked anymore. I had enough money from the
book to last for a while. But I had to find
something to do with my time.

Here I am signing a book at the Goethe Institute
Darlene
I’d had occasional contact with Jerry
Schneider throughout the years. He lived in
Brookline and was still teaching at MIT. With his
Indian wife Sonal he had two children, Nimisha
and Anniket. But at some point the marriage with
Sonal fell apart and he was alone for while. He’d
even thought of seeing if since I was also no
longer in a relationship might be interested, but I
could see that it would be a difficult relationship
with a man so involved with his research and job
and with the difficult relationships with his
children and former wives. I didn’t want to do it.
But I still saw him sometimes and enjoyed his
company.
One day he said to me, Darlene no longer
thinks you are evil. He explained what the
content of her mental illness had been which he
had refused to do since 1985 when I’d first come
to Boston. She’d thought everyone from the past
and especially from Wheaton was evil, a danger
to her and was terrified of us, especially me. But
suddenly this insanity had lifted and she saw us
again a friendly human beings. She wanted to
have contact with me. So I said yes, I want to talk
to her. She was in Texas where she’d been since
the days when I’d come to Boston expecting to
see her, and she wasn’t there. Jerry had told me
nothing at that time except that she was gone.

I called Darlene and we had a long talk.
Later I wrote her this letter, which indicates when
this all happened.
Darlene May 13, 1997
21 Standish St.
Newton, MA 02161 tel. 617-928-1633
Dear Darlene,
It's been a while since we've talked. Up
here in the north the trees have finally turned
green. Everything looks luxurious and verdant.
We've even had a few sunny and warm days,
though on the whole it remains rather cold. Still
at this time of year Newton is very beautiful. The
woods is nearby and it is so nice to be enfolded
by it. And the trees are flowering in all their
joyous colors.
I am not so joyous, but not sad either.
Life comes and goes. I was in Chicago last week
for 10 days to try to help my father and his wife
out. My dad can hardly walk and only with great
pain. He has innumerable ailments, from
arthritis, to Parkinson's to prostate cancer (not
particularly dangerous for a man as old as he) to
incontinence. All of this makes him so
depressed, but he is not senile. I couldn't cheer
him up. No one could. Only try to find some
solutions, so he and his wife could live together
at home without grinding each other to bits
because of all the problems. But after those 10
days I really feel more overwhelmed by it all,
than that I could do much to help.
I am now really looking forward to going
to Denmark to spend the summer with my
children, Marek will come too, of course, and
we'll be with Hosea and Polly. And, of course,
with the two grandchildren Alexander and
Kalinka, who are growing up as they do and we
only see them at such long intervals, so it seems,
though we were there in February. Yet I do think
of my dad, my mom was already dead when I had
Hosea, and he saw my children, his
grandchildren, only about once every 4 years. He
never came to visit me and I could not afford it,
to go to the USA more often than that. Do I feel
a little bitter about that now? No, not really. But
I don't quite understand it. I see in myself such a
need to have contact with my children and
grandchildren even though they are so far away.

How are you? I hope things are as
positive as when I talked to you or even better. It
must be very nice for you to have some of your
grandchildren so close. How is Brenna doing?
Jerry, who I saw again for the first time in a year
and a half, though he lives only a couple miles
away, said Cybele was writing poetry. Not so
surprising seeing that you and Jerry were both
poets. Do you ever write poetry any more? If so,
and you'd like to show it, I'd be pleased to read it.
I haven't written poetry, virtually none, since
Wheaton College days.
I do not yet have a new project, i.e. a new
book to work on, though I have some ideas which
I'm trying to develop. But it goes slowly. I am
most certainly not a proliferous writer. At age 54
having finished my first book last year. But I
hope to write another one or two or more. It is
very heartening to do it. At the moment, a bird
family has built its nest in the attic, just above my
head and the baby birds are constantly screaming
for food all day, sometimes making me about
ready to scream myself. I hope baby birds grow
up fast.
I was so glad to hear from you at
Christmas time and hope we can maintain contact
now. I will. Best wishes. Gretchen
1998

Someone took this photo of me on TV
I was also involved in WILPF. There
were monthly meetings in Boston which I went
to. The other activities were mostly
demonstrations. One of the women I had most
contact with in WILPF was Joan. She was

somewhat older than I, had spent some years
teaching in the GDR and was a loyal communist.
Her feeling about the GDR was positive. She’d
only had good experiences there. I also
occasionally visited Joan at home. She lived in a
big house in Newton. However, she had several
cats and I couldn’t spend much time in her house
without getting asthma, so the visits had to occur
when it was warm enough to sit outside.
It may have been about then that I
thought, maybe I could do something with my
theology education. A job in a Unitarian Church
would not conflict with the feeling I’d had, that in
a Christian context, I’d feel like a hypocrite. I
applied to Andover Newton Theological
Seminary, a seminary in Newton, that was
supported by the Congregational church, but not
limited to that denomination, and was accepted
there. I attended the courses, did the homework,
wrote some papers on subjects that interested me
and did fine. It was something to do, but after a
year, I realized that I was not driven in any way
to pursue this path. It was interesting, but did not
offer a future job possibility, even for a short
time, because it was not what I wanted to do. I
was a writer. But I didn’t feel like I had anything
to write about. I’d done what I had been
compelled to do, and it had been a grand success.
Could I live the rest of my life on the fading
laurels of that deed? I was 56 years old. Not yet
old.
I had earned quite a bit of money from the
book. All of it was earned in Germany, but
because they had not allowed me to live there, I
had to pay my taxes in the USA. It was more
money than I had ever earned in one year, but a
lot would go to taxes. I figured I’d probably
never earn much again, so I wondered if there
was a way to stretch it out. Tim’s wife Carroll
was a tax specialist and was willing to deal with
my tax problem. She found that about a fourth of
the money could be put into a retirement fund.
This made a lot of sense for me, since I hadn’t
much thought about what I’d live from when I
could no longer work. I had not worked enough
in the USA to get social security at all and for my
years of working in Denmark I would only get a
small sum from which no one could survive. So

we created the retirement fund which cut my
taxes greatly. This was in any case a great
advantage compared to what I could have done
taxwise in Germany since putting money in tax
deductable saving accounts for retirement was
not allowed in Germany. For social security I
could pay a required sum to social security from
my savings each year until I had the 40 quarters
required, so I began this as well. I put the money
into one of the many funds one could buy and I
also put some money in a private retirement
account. I was hoping this would be enough to
live from when the time came.
(Now I am almost 80 years old and the
money has held out well. I have no financial
problems, although I have continued to earn some
money as well from writing. However, beginning
to save for retirement when one is 56 years old is
not good advice for most people. I was just
lucky.)
In April I went to Denmark again.
Possibly it was for an Easter celebration.

webforgirls.net. It probably was in 1999 or 2000.
But once I had it, I told Dorthe she could put her
paintings on that website and use it for
advertising.
There was a trip to Berlin with Hosea and
his family. Although I remember the trip to the
zoo with the kids, I don’t remember why else we
might have been in Berlin. But I do have photos
from the zoo.

Berlin zoo Kalinka and Alexander

This is at Hosea and Line’s house with our mostly
consumed meal, always a product of Hosea’s
goumet tendency. I am sitting here with Line’s
mother Dorthe and Alexander. Dorthe had long
ago given up her job as an architect, but was
painting assiduously and wanted to try to sell
some of her paintings. For that she needed to
have the paintings online. She had created a
website at the time that she’d taken a course, but
didn’t have a place to put it. I am not certain
when I bought a website domain called

Near the Flamingos
Alex and Mountain goats

David Partington

Line with Kalinka at the Berlin zoo
Back in the USA I was finding more
contacts at the Unitarian Church. It was there I’d
found WILPF because after church on Sunday
there was a coffee hour and people who belonged
to various organizations could set up a table to
distribute information about their groups. Nancy
Wrenn was sitting a the WILPF table and I
started talking to her. The Women’s group was
radically leftist and very active, so I thought this
is where I want to get involved.
Since coming back from Hamburg I
hadn’t seen Rich, he was probably still in
California, though at some point he lost his job
there because his company was bought out by
another company that demanded drug testing. He
was not willing to give up marijuana, so refused
the testing and had to leave. At first he seemed to
feel like he was rebelling and should be praised
somehow. But I feared he’d eventually collapse
into mental illness again. Which he did. He came
back to Boston then, but I seldom saw him.

David Partington: not sure where that was
David was Harriet's friend. That's how I
met him, at one of Harriet's events. He had been
the Near Eastern Librarian at Harvard, but was
retired by the time I met him. There had been
some problems at the end, which as far as I
remember had to do with the fact that Harvard
wanted the near eastern library to be mostly an
Israel library filled with books from and about
Israel with a positive interpretation of Israel's
history. David wanted a more balanced library
with Muslim, Arab and of course Palestinian
writings and history proportionally represented.
But suddenly there was only money for Israeli
literature. As a fairly reasonable person, this
angered David and he got into conflicts with the
authorities who decided these things. They were
interested in getting him to retire as soon as
possible. So at least is how I understood the
story. It sounded like another of those depressing
compulsions to destroy objectivity, promote
political goals which, of course, are inimical to
oppressed peoples. Why does it always have to
be that way? He was somewhat older than I. He
had been married a couple times and had children
from two marriages, quite a few actually, though
they were mostly grown up and not living with
him. At that time though he was single.
David liked me. I suppose it had at least
partly to do with him finding out about my
history. Maybe he would have liked me anyway,
I don't know and it doesn't really matter. He was

about ten years older than me. His knowledge
especially of the near East but also of many other
things was broad and he was an interesting
person. But did I want a boyfriend at all? or an
oldman friend? At the time I was spending way
too much time chatting with Yuss all night, and
being dead tired during the day, fascinated with
trying to fathom who he was. David was an
American intellectual with his own eccentricities,
but it was a culture I knew, there was nothing
exotic about it, which is why, I am speculating,
that I spent more time trying to experience Yuss's
for me utterly bizarre life context and his peculiar
behavior.
Nonetheless, I did make a long trip with
David to Chicago. He liked to take long drives.
And this was for him just another road adventure.
But my memory is so spotty. I remember being
on the road with him. We stopped on the way in
a motel, a Motel 6 or something ike that. He
didn't have a lot of money, so it wasn't a luxury
motel by any means. I always wondered why
because he'd had a good job at Harvard for many
years. He must have had a decent pension. But
he didn't have many teeth and once I asked
Harriet why he didn't get them fixed or do
something about it. She said, it's very expensive.
But David should have enough money for that.
Even I with a small income spend what is
necessary and it's a lot for my teeth. (My teeth
had been breaking at the rate of about one per
year and to get a root canal and a cap cost about
$5000 each.) Harriet said, he probably does have
a good pension, but he still has minor children
and has to pay child support and alimony too and
I guess he helps paying for the education of some
of the other children. He had 6 children
altogether with three wives, there had been a
seventh who had committed suicide.
I had been a bit wary of a man who was
so unsteady, with such a wandering eye and so
untrue, yet he did seem somewhat concerned
about his children, although Harriet said he didn't
see the them often, not even the minor aged ones
who needed him most. But he was an interesting
and knowledgeable man with a peculiar sense of
humor and I enjoyed being with him.
Nonetheless, although it entered my mind,

that I might develop a more permanent
relationship with him, I quickly rejected it and
decided we'd remain friends.
I think that in Chicago he left me with my
family and then went off on his own, coming to
get me for the drive back. Marek wasn't along
that time. On the way back, he wanted to try to
drive through. It would have been a day and
night drive and I thought that would be too much.
He thought he could do it. We had entered the
Pennsylvania Turnpike and I was getting very
tired. I had wanted to stay awake, feeling that if
he got tired at least I'd notice it and wake him up.
But I was beginning to nod off. He insisted he
wasn't tired and I should just take a nap.
I woke up suddenly as we began driving
on the ridged side of the road. It make a terrible
racket and the car was vibrating. It woke him up
too. We realized that we had both been sleeping
and fortunately he had veered to the side and not
to the middle. We have to stop, I said. He
agreed. But there were no motels, no place to go
at that time of night, except to park in the parking
lot of one of the food and gas stops which appear
at regular intervals on the turnpike. We pulled
into the first one we came to and put down the
seats so we could sleep in the car. It wasn't
comfortable, but we both fell asleep and woke up
again when dawn began lightening the sky. We
got some coffee and went on.
For David's 70th birthday, Harriet held a
big party in her house. There were lots of people
there, even some of his partially neglected
children. Shortly after that, to our surprise,
David told us he had bought a house and some
property up in the northern part of New
Hampshire, in the country. As far as I knew he'd
been a city person most of his life, although as a
child he'd lived in a KKK community. That was
surely another of his peculiarities. How many
people grow up living among naked human
beings.
Harriet and I drove up there to inspect the
place. It was quite a way away from the nearest
town, the countryside was lovely, with mountains
in the distance, and the house was on the side of a
hill looking out over a wooded valley. It was fall
and the trees were in their New England glory.

But the house itself was old, at least 100 years
old and hadn't been modernized much. It did
have electricity. But it was heated by a potbellied wood stove. There were grates in the
floor so the heat would go up to the second floor
where the bedrooms were. The floors were
creaky and moved when you walked on them.
I'm not even sure if there was hot water. It was
very primitive. But David was proud of it. He
described how he was going to fix it. We thought
how will you ever get through a New Hampshire
winter without heat. He said he had a lot of
forest, we could see it, with plenty of wood
which he was chopping to use for heating. And
won't it be lonely? No, he said. He needed the
peace to be able to think. And the town wasn't

that long. It was nice but not passionate and I
didn’t feel a need to continue it. But we remained
friends.

Don’t remember where this was. Me in middle
with David, but I don’t know who the girl was.
Mr. B, Writing and film group

I think this was in Chicago, not certain. David
and I
that far away. There was a Unitarian church there
and he'd already made good contacts with the
people there. He showed us the near-by town,
charming, very old New England with a town
square, white wooden churches and craft stores.
There was no mall.
A fantastic memory from this trip was
seeing the Milky Way, in all its complete glory
for the first time. Amazing that I’d never seen it
before. But of course, you can’t see it in the city.
Yet that wasn’t the first time I was in the
countryside. I guess I never looked, never knew
that you could actually see it.
The relationship with David didn’t last

I wanted to write. It was the thing I had
been most successful at doing. It was in fact a
victory, a high point, like the climax of my life, a
life of searching and never making it over the
hump until 1996, but this time I reached the
summit. It was such an exalted feeling and I
wanted it again. But my head was empty. I could
not think of anything to write. Probably the year
1998 was the trough in a way, although people in
the US seemed to admire me for what I had
accomplished. They couldn’t read my book, as
they didn’t know German, but they could see it.
My old high school teacher Mr. B. had read about
my book in Der Spiegel. I am not sure how or
why. I didn't know that he knew German. But he
must have known enough to figure out that I'd
written a book that was a best seller in Germany.
He wrote me an email. I was still in the phase of
being totally amazed at the internet, at the way it
connected people instantly, at the information
you had at your finger tips. And then at the fact
that people could appear out of nowhere, people
you hadn't seen or heard of for thirty years. And
there was Mr. B writing that he was so proud of
me. He told me he lived in Oak Brook which is
where my father lived. I told him I went to see
my father every Christmas and I would also be
there that year, so we should get together.
It was a bit far to walk from my father's

house, especially because it was winter and there
were no sidewalks in much of Oak Brook and
there was ice on the side of the roads. It was too
dangerous. So I drove over there and took Marek
with me. I was about 56 years old at that time
and suddenly traveling in a time machine back to
my teen years. He was probably in his 70's. But
I still saw the young vibrant teacher who ran up
the walls. He looked the same, basically, but I
could see that he had trouble moving and his hair
was faded, but the dimples were still there when
he smiled and when he saw me there was still a
little sparkle in his eyes. He told me he’d always
known I’d make it. I was the most promising
pupil he’d ever had and he was overjoyed that he
had been my teacher. And I could tell him that the
role he had played was essential for me to believe
that someday I could accomplish something
extraordinary. That it would be an autobiography
about my famous husband was surely not what I
had imagined. There was always that one little
prick that without Rudi that book would not have
existed and I would not have been able to make
my dream come true. But mostly I ignored that.
And certainly with Mr. B. I did. Mostly he just
wanted to know about my life. So I told him. I
asked about his life. It's just been teaching at Oak
Park High School, he said, until retirement. His
wife had died many years ago. The six children
were long ago grown up and gone their ways
except for Christoper whom he lived with.
Christopher was there. Of course, I
remembered him. He'd been about a 6 year old
child the last I'd seen him. He'd trailed me
around then, awed by something he couldn't
explain. He remembered.
I asked Christopher what he did and he
said he was writing a book. What about?
It's about an old car that once belonged to
Hitler and now it's in my garage.
What? I said in amazement. How did
you get Hitler's car?
It's a long story, he said. That's why I'm
writing about it. But I'll show you the car. He
brought Marek and me into the garage where
there were three Mercedes Benz limosines from
the 1930's. All of them came from Germany and
one of them had an opening in the top from

which a politician could stand and wave to people
lining the streets. Chris had repaired the cars and
shined them up, so they looked like museum
pieces. Wow, I said. But how do you know it's
Hitler's car. From the frame number he said.
That's not direct proof, but an indication.
And where did you get it?
From a guy in Texas. He had no idea
what he had there. He just thought it was an old
Mercedes Benz. It was in pretty bad condition.
Christopher thought because I’d published a book
I could help him get his published. I did ask
around, but nothing came of it. I don’t know what
finally happened, but Christopher had become a
bit too insistent, which was annoying me, as I
couldn’t do anything for him.
How did I find the writer’s group? The
women, it was all women, lived in Cambridge,
Newton and Boston. But I don’t remember who
told me about it. We met once a month and
people brought their manuscripts. There was Jean
who had worked many years at Raytheon, a
company that produced weapons and had tried to
organize workers there, which was difficult but
her group grew and got a voice there, though they
couldn’t stop the production of weapons. She
wrote about her experiences dort and eventually
self published her book, since no publisher
wanted to get in trouble with Raytheon. Jean
lived in Boston and had purposely bought a
condo in an all black neighborhood where she
was the only white person. Her neighbors felt
kind of like they had to protect her, in any case
she was beloved in the community. Linda lived in
Newton. There were the two Lesbians who lived
together in Boston. And more, who came and
went. They immediately took me in and I began
writing; what I began writing was the beginning
of this Autobiography which now after over 20
years I am still working on.
The writing group also met once a month
to go to a movie together, choosing a recent
movie which had good reviews. We’d eat at a
restaurant first, often at a Turkish restaurant
which had good food and reasonable prices. This
group was not limited to the writing group and
sometimes Harriet came too.

Problems with Cambridge house
Although we were living in Newton, I still
owned the house in Cambridge. It continued to
give me a headache. People weren’t paying the
rent and wouldn’t leave. But I had to keep paying
the huge costs. I finally went to court to get them
removed. It wasn’t certain I would succeed. The
courts in Cambridge tended to support renters
even if they weren’t paying rent. But I had to do
something as I was being bankrupted. The court
ended up deciding in my favor and the people
had to leave. But I really wanted nothing more
than to be rid of this place as it was draining both
financial and psychological resources.
The house wasn’t the only thing weighing
on me. I was going every year to Denmark to see
my children and grandchildren. I loved them and
enjoyed being with them. But it was a problem
where I could stay when I was there. Polly was
consistently angry at me. I don’t really know
why. Perhaps in her way she was blaming me for
having lost Rudi. But for her things weren’t
always going so well either. She was living with
her boyfriend Michael in an apartment which was
nice enough. Polly had gone back to Denmark
after graduating from High School. She didn’t
want to stay in the USA. At first she’d had a job
cleaning toilets in the trains, then she got a job
cleaning in a hospital. She’d tried going to
secretary school and didn’t like it. After watching
several operations in the hospital where she
worked, she decided she was fascinated by it and
decided to go to nursing school. She was by then
older than most new students, but nonetheless
had to wait several years to get in because of a
waiting list. Getting through the application
process was also not easy, Hosea coached her in
math, but in the end she graduated and became a
nurse. A new nurse had to work all hours,
sometimes night shifts and it wasn’t easy.
Michael was also trying various jobs, and wasn’t
always happy about them. I don’t think he had
much education beyond elementary school,
perhaps he’d learned something. His family was
mostly disfunctional, but Michael felt a
responsibility for his mother and made sure all
was well with her. He was her only child.

Alex and Kalinka in their living room

Now she can give a big punch: Kalinka
Hosea, Line with their kids were renting a
house which wasn’t very large, but I think that is
where I stayed when I was there which wasn’t
that long, as my trips to Germany were paid for
most of the time for me to do readings of my
book and I’d then take a break to go to Denmark.
Line was working at that time in the film
industry I think as an assistant to Nils Malmros.
Hosea had gotten a job in Odder which was a
town some kilometers from Aarhus in the health
and welfare department.

Line live in Skaering: Polly, Me Mike Hosea,
probably Line holding Alec and Kalinka

This is Kalinka cleaning the sidewalk in front
of their house
In the Botanical Garden in Berlin in November
Internet and the Game

Hey, that’s cheating. Alec and Kalinka
In front of the housing project where Hosea and

At that time the internet did not have the
capacity for complicated action images, so much
of the Hundred Years War game consisted of
writing. There was a map of Europe divided into
fiefs. That was the only image. The rest was
written. Each player could choose one of the
important mostly aristocratic families of the time
or else be a King or the pope. These characters
were given characteristics which in the beginning
corresponded to the historic data, f.ex. Their
appearance, the land they owned, their wealth,
their intelligence and other characteristics. The
player could then marry their character with
another existing character and these could get
children which were no longer historical
personages, but rather created from the data of
the original characters. Of course everyone

wanted the strongest, richest, most intelligent
children possible. Since it was a war, the goal
was either for England or France to win, but also
to gain as many fiefs as possible.
Much of the data was programmed, but
not all of it. The players had to connect with each
other to make deals and as a result we all began
to talk about our real lives as well. That was how
I met Erie Tim. At first we just talked about how
we could help each other in the game. Then it
went on to our lives. His name was Tim and he
lived in Erie Pennsylvania. He was a retired
policeman and had fairly recently married a
woman who was a recent immigrant from Russia
and she had a son who was also into the game
named Sasha. Another player I had long talks
with was a woman who was a Mormon and lived
in Salt Lake City. She had recently discovered
that she was a Lesbian and wanted to live that
way, but her religion forbade it and promised
Hell for such behavior as well as expulsion from
the church, so she was in moral confusion and
dismay. I tried to be sympathetic. What does the
Bible say about Lesbianism? Does it say you will
go to Hell? No. it doesn’t. I wanted her at least to
be free from that fear.
I told Erie Tim I lived in Boston and he
said if you’re traveling this way come and visit
me. At first I thought, why would I do that. But
then I looked at a map and saw that Erie was
pretty much exactly in the middle between
Boston and Chicago and to stop there overnight
to break the long trip would be perfect. I told this
to Tim and he said you have to come and stay
overnight at my house.
Probably Christmas 1998 was the first
time that I decided to risk it. I told Tim that
Marek and I would like to stop at his place on the
way to Chicago. He gave me instructions how to
reach his house, and we arrived in Erie in the
evening; it was already dark by then, but I found
the house. Tim saw us coming and was standing
in the open door. His Russian wife was also there.
Both greeting us with open arms. We went in and
the first thing I saw in that Entrance Hall was a
huge cabinet with glass doors that was filled with
guns. Many many different guns. I just thought,
holy shit, egads. But OK, he was a policeman and

policemen use guns, so I suppose, well I mean a
policeman doesn’t need that many guns, but…
Tim took us down to the room where we
could sleep. It was in the basement, which had
been elaborately renovated. The room itself was
regal with a huge four-poster bed a thick carpet
and dark wooden walls and furniture. The bed
itself had a full size mirror over the top of the
bed, so you could see yourself sleeping, well, that
was probably not it’s purpose, but I was amazed
at the whole set up. Tim’s wife had a delicious
supper waiting for us and Sasha was also there,
so it was a very nice visit. After that we stayed
there a couple more times.
It was definitely easier than the time we’d
stopped in Buffalo. That was a Christmas trip and
my Wheaton friend Ron was in Buffalo at that
time, because his mother lived there. It had also
been where he’d grown up. But before we got to
Buffalo, we were driving between Lake Huron
and Erie and a blizzard came up. Apparently it
was quite common for tremendous blizzards to
hit this area in winter and it was tremendous. The
snow came so thick that I couldn’t see more than
two feet in front on me. We were on the road and
I couldn’t stop because there were cars behind
me. When I was on the tail of the car in front, all
moving at only a few miles and hour I could see
the red tail lights, but if the car got only a few
feet away I couldn’t see them. I also couldn’t see
the road. I ended up opening the car door, so I
could look down and see whatever. It was
absolutely terrifying. Fortunately this never
happened again, but we also never went to
Buffalo again.
Diepgen and the Rudi Dutschke Lane
Juergen Keil, the head of the Boston
Goethe Institute was probably a liberal social
democrat. So after my reading there he put on
their mailing list and I was invited to all their
events. The first big one that I thought would be
amusing was their New Year's Party for new year.
I decided to go to it. It was held in the best room
at the Goethe Institute which was an old Boston
burger house from the 19th century with high
walls, medallions on the ceiling, big mirrors and

little plaster carvings around the mirrors and
walls. It was quite elegant. I think perhaps it
was then that I met the German consul to Boston,
who was also, it seemed quite sympathetic to
Rudi, perhaps he was also SPD. So these people
were aware of my presence in Boston and seemed
pleased to have met me.
The next invitation was even more
amusing. This was to be a meeting with Diepgen,
the mayor of Berlin who was being hosted by the
Boston consulate and I suppose they wanted to
get industry and commerce people to be aware of
Berlin as a market or whatever they do. Anyway,
they also invited me to this thing. I was rather
astonished, but I thought, this will be funny. I
think I will have to go. Diepgen was CDU and
very conservative. I wanted to test it out, see how
Diepgen would react and there was the other
matter the discussion about naming a street after
Rudi. Diepgen was opposed to it. But I thought I
will ask him to drop his opposition, after all it
wasn’t going to harm him.
Around that time, a group, I think from
TAZ newspaper, began talking about naming a
street in Berlin after Rudi Dutschke. The first
idea was to make it near the FU because that's
where Rudi got his doctor's degree and it was the
first recruiting ground for the student movement.
But all the streets there had names and no one
wanted to change them. The inhabitants in the
area were mostly wealthy burghers, it was not an
alternative scene by any means. In the end, they
finally found a pathway, it wasn't a street, just a
paved path that went through the university
grounds. But still there was opposition. The
government in Berlin at that time was CDU and
the mayor was Diepgen. Diepgen had been a
student at the same time as Rudi, but he belonged
to the CDU youth group and was also a member
of a Mensur fraternity (members are given a scar
on the cheek). Rudi and the Subversion Action
had written a leaflet about the fraternity which
made fun of Diepgen specifically, so there was no
lost love between them. Perhaps Diepgen didn't
know about the leaflet or had forgotten it, or
maybe he hadn't. In any case, I thought as did
many others that Diepgen and the CDU would
make trouble even about a Rudi Dutschke path

going through the FU where Diepgen also had his
degree.
I got dressed up for the occasion. I
figured that was necessary. I had no fancy
clothes, as I never went to things that required
them, except that recently, on my last trip to
Germany Heide Sommer had given me a pile of
clothes that no longer fit her. Heide had always
moved in that kind of circles, so she had fine,
bourgeois type clothes and now I had them. I
looked through the things she'd given me and
found a red blouse with black dots that looked
proper. I think I had a black skirt, so the outfit
seemed appropriate.
I arrived at the event. There was a
reception with wine and cheese and afterwards
everyone lined up to shake hands with the mayor
of Berlin. I took my place in the line. I'd never
been at a thing like this before, but I just followed
what everyone else was doing, and thought this is
what people like them did all the time, drink a
glass of wine, line up, shake hands and move on.
Perhaps they even had a few sentences prepared
to say. The consul had made an effort to know
who everyone was and he introduced each person
by name to Diepgen. Most of them were men,
but there were a few other women. I got to the
head of the line. The consul said, this is Gretchen
Dutschke.

Eberhard Diepgen: photo from internet
Diepgen turned gray, I saw the blood
draining from his face and I thought, oh my God,
he's going to faint, but then he turned around and
I thought he's going to run away, so I quickly said
in German, don't worry, I'm not going to do
anything to you. I used the familiar form of

German you, dich, which is completely improper.
I didn't do it on purpose, it's just what came out.
So Diepgen turned back, tried to regain his
composure and the consul said something
calming as well. I figured it wasn't yet the time
to mention the street. The next person in line was
waiting.
But after everyone had shaken hands, the
consul and Diepgen came to me again. I was
standing there hoping still to get my word in.
Diepgen after realizing I wasn't going to throw a
pie in his face, decided it was interesting to meet
me, so he began to talk about general things, the
past at the FU a bit. The consul said they had to
go to the next meeting, but they were going to
walk a ways, so I could come along if I wanted to
walk that way. I did. And I explained about the
street, asked him to please not block it, he didn't
have to vote for it, just let it happen. He agreed
to my utter astonishment.
In the end they, the senate, could not
agree on a street to name, but they did agree to
name this rather long path which went through
the FU and past the Mensa after Rudi Dutschke.
Diepgen didn't block it. Somewhat after that
Diepgen was indicted for misusing funds and had
to leave politics in disgrace. But as far as I know
he went into private industry and became even
richer.

Me giving my speech at the Dutschke Path
naming ceremony

A couple months later, there was a
ceremony for the path naming. It was a nice little
ceremony on the FU in front of the Mensa. I
made a little speech and had to pull the covering
off the sign at the right moment.

Newspaper article

Helmut, me with flowers, Ho, Manfred, Polly

Laura Treulieb, Hosea and Hans Halter

At the cafe getting something to eat: Eric, Pucki,
Regina, Manfred

Laura, Hans, Pucki, Johanna, Polly, Hosea
hidden, Manfred and Milan Horacek

Did Manfred give me the flowers?
Christmas 1998
Regina Halter, Pucki, unknown
But there were people who were not
satisfied that it hadn't succeeded in getting a real
street named after Rudi. Mostly it was some
Greens who decided to pursue the matter and see
what they could do.
After the naming ceremony we all went to
a near-by cafe to get an afternoon coffee.

That Christmas holiday we went to
Chicago to be with my dad and Tim’s family.
That this would be our last Christmas with Tim,
who would have guessed.

drove to Niagara Falls.
Once he was gone, he informed me where
he was. I wasn’t too happy about it, but I guess
the three of them had a good time.

Tim and Dad at Dad’s house
1999
In 1999 the book euphoria was totally
gone and I’d more or less settled into my post
book life, still living in Newton so Marek could
finish high school there. He had several good
friends especially Greg and Mike, also Dan and a
few others. I think his favorite classes were
history and cooking. I’d been surprised when
he’d chosen cooking in the beginning and he
continued with it in following semesters. Perhaps
it was his rebellion against my cooking as well as
the health food I was trying to promote, though I
wasn’t going vegetarian.
I don’t remember whether it was that year
or the year before that his ancient history class
planned a class trip to Greece. Marek absolutely
wanted to go and I agreed although there was a
war near by (Kosovo) at the time. Many of the
parents were afraid and didn’t let their kids go, so
the group that finally did go was rather small. It
was probably an advantage for Marek who had
not been a particularly avid student, although one
semester he and Mike had to make a video for
one of their classes. They did a tremendous job
and got a high grade for that. There were no
dangers from that war in Greece and Marek really
enjoyed it.
Perhaps it was also that year that I
discovered my car had disappeared. Marek had
gotten his driver’s license through the school
driver’s ed course and was driving my car as
much as I was. Marek did not tell me his plans,
he simply set off with Greg and Mike and they

This was for history class, Marek created a toga
from a sheet.
Meeting Ivan 1999
Then there was Ivan. I had begun
thinking about a relationship with a man and had
joined a partnership organization which matched
people up. I’d met a few men, but none that really
made an impression on me. But there were
friends who did this as well. One of them Laura,
a woman whon I knew from the Unitarian
Church. She was a very pretty lady and quite
nice. One of her hobbies was developing
exercises to keep your face looking young. I
thought it was a bit strange, but she offered to do
the process on me, and since she seemed to want
to practice it, I agreed. First she made a photo of
my face without glasses. I guess was supposed to
be a before and after. Then she starting showing
me exercises and I had to practice which I did for

a while, but never really finished, if there even
was a finish.

This is the photo Laura took of me for her face
experiment. I was 57 years old.
Anyway, that’s how I knew Laura. One
Sunday after church she came to me and asked if
I were interested in meeting a man. She belonged
to a dating club and had gotten several male
dates. She really liked one of them and had
decided to have a relationship with him. But there
was another man, she said, who looked
interesting and she thought I might be interested
in him, as he had lived in Germany for a long
time, so I said, I’d like to meet him.
I don't know what he'll think if I offer him
to someone else, she laughed. But maybe he will
like the idea.
The next time I saw her, she said, I
contacted him and he wants to meet you, so I'll
give you his contact information and you can
work it out.
That's how I met Ivan.
His name was Hans Rosdolsky, but he
said because his father was Ukrainian, he was
also called Ivan, the same name as Hans and I
could choose which name I wanted to call him. I
decided on Ivan as it seemed a bit more exotic.
Maybe his existence in my life at the
beginning made a little more sense than Yuss's.

He seemed to tie up some loose ends. These
were years in which I mostly felt like a ship that
lost its moorings, drifting, unable to find out
which harbor to head for. But, of course, if I look
back over my life, this was like a repeat of things
that had happened before. Perhaps I could have
been far more productive, if I'd made a decision
sometime quite early in my life to pursue a goal,
one goal and then let nothing distract me. But I
didn't do that. I didn't pursue a career, I didn't get
a doctor's degree, I didn't stay in one country, I
didn't master a language, I didn't write, at least
not very much, not with the determination that
what I wrote was worth writing. I did find the
love of my life and then lost him too early. I did
have three beautiful children who all grew up to
be successful and far more concentrated than I
ever was.
I think it was more Ivan’s history that
fascinated me than he himself, but at first I
wasn’t aware of that. I thought this could be a
permanent relationship. I wasn’t in love with
him, but I liked him. I don’t know if love in the
sense I’d known it when I was much younger was
even possible. In any case, after Rudi it never
happened to me again. I don’t think Ivan ever had
the kind of Agape relationship that I’d had with
Rudi, and perhaps it was what he was looking for.
He was a year younger than me. He worked as a
programmer for Nortel and was making a good
living.
On our first date we went to a Thai
restaurant called Amaranth in Newton. Of
course, when he appeared I looked at him,
studied him, I suppose and checked my feelings
about my first impression. He was quite tall,
quite solid, but not fat, He had white gray hair
and blue eyes. He looked Germanic. Actually I
suppose you could have considered him rather
handsome, except for the fact that the skin under
one of his eye was drooping so that you could see
the red membrane below his eye. I found this
disconcerting and wondered what was the matter.
Later I found that the explanation seemed to be
that when he drank too much wine this happened
and when he tried to be sober for a while it would
normalize. At that time though I didn't realize he
might have had an alcohol problem.

In fact, he told me a little about himself
and I told him a little about myself. I did not tell
him about Rudi, but by the end of the evening he
had figured it out. He said that he had been born
in Germany. His mother was Austrian and his
father came from the Ukraine. They had both
been Communists. His father was an author by
the name of Roman Rosdolsky and I thought at
once, I know that name. He was a Trotskyite,
Ivan said. I said, I knew a Trotzkite, Ernest
Mandel. I know him too, Ivan said. I met him.
Rudi admired Roman Rosdolsky, I said. I
was astonished that it was all coming back to me.
I had never read anything by Roman Rosdolsky
and he had never played a big role among the
people in the movement. Most were not
Trotzkyites and neither was Rudi. But Rudi had
always been interested in Trotzky because of his
opposition to Stalin. And I remembered Rudi
showing me the book by Rosdolsky and saying
that he had written some interesting things. So
my view of Ivan was already being colored by
who his father was. Ivan was not a Trotzkyite.
Then Ivan said, when I was a little baby,
my father was captured by the Germans and
brought to Auschwitz.
Why? I asked.
It was a little like Schindler, said Ivan,
except my father wasn't successful. He was
running a factory and he hired Jews. At first it
worked and he gave jobs to lots of Jews. But
then someone turned him in, a traitor. The Nazis
came and arrested everyone and took them all to
Auschwitz. My father survived, he said. Perhaps
that is because he wasn't a Jew. When I was
about three years old, the war was over, my father
came home and my parents decided they had to
get out of Europe. They didn't have any hope
that anything good would happen there. So they
came to the USA. I grew up in Detroit. My
mother worked for the UAW and my father wrote
books. He never really had a job.
When Ivan was a teenager his parents
thought he should be educated in England, so he
was placed in a private school there until college.
I’ve forgotten where he went to college.
Eventually I also met his mother who I’m
sure wanted Ivan and me to have a permanent

relationship. His father had died quite a few years
previously.
It was both a sad story, but an interesting
one. I looked at Ivan and saw his drooping eye
lids, so I looked away. It made him look sad and
slightly dissipated. It was a little gross. I didn't
want to see that part of him.
Ivan didn't ask much about my past, so I
didn't tell him much. I would have perhaps liked
to talk about Rudi and all I had been through, but
then I thought Rudi is a man that I loved and I
can't objectify my relationship to him as it was
then or even as it was now so many years after
his death. It would be as if my emotions would
inject themselves between the possibility of
developing a relationship with Ivan. But, in fact,
the thread connecting me to Rudi never broke, it
didn't break when I was with Rich and it didn't
break when I was with Ivan. There was always
that comparison and that reality interjecting itself
and perhaps making a profound relationship with
another man impossible.
Yet there was another strange thing about
Ivan and Rudi. When I was going through Rudi’s
papers one of the books had a clipping from a
newspaper. It said that not many foreigners from
the West worked in the GDR. But there was an
American who was working in a slaughterhouse
doing computer programming. I remembered
Rudi talking about this when he first discovered
the article in the newspaper. Why it stuck in my
mind I don't know. Rudi thought it was very
interesting that an American would be working in
the GDR. I think he tried to draw some kind of
theoretical conclusions from it about tendencies
in GDR policies. That was at the time when he
was working on a project comparing the
economies and societies in West Germany and
the GDR.
That American who was working in the
slaughterhouse in the GDR was Ivan. He told me
this one day and I thought that's really weird.
The little clipping popped into my mind and I
said, do you think there were any other
Americans working in slaughterhouses in the
GDR?
Ivan said, no.
So I said it was you. And Rudi clipped

the article out of a newspaper about you. I
thought it was such a strange confluence of
connections that it must be some kind of semimagical sign. I was so astounded at all these
threads that I painted a picture of Ivan that I
suppose had little to do with who he really was,
or even wanted to be. It wasn't love at first sight.
In fact, I was perturbed about his drooping eye
lids. But it was as if ours stars were crossing, a
little magical. I never would have called it love.
I was never in love with anyone else after Rudi.
But at first it looked good with Ivan. We agreed
on most political points, at first, and we started to
plan a future which included political action and I
was happy about that.

Ivan
Ivan had rented an apartment in Lowell or
somewhere north of Boston where he lived. It
was a long way from Newton, but he had an old
crappy car and came to visit frequently. His
apartment was also cheap and in a not very nice
area. I might have thought he was poor actually
from the way he lived. But he was a programmer
and he had a good job at Nortel. He indicated
that he had money. I wondered a little why he
lived in such an impoverished way, but didn't
think too much of it, at first. I didn't have a job at
that time, it was the beginning of 1999. Three
years after the publication of my book. There
was hardly any income from that any more and
no more requests for speeches or TV, so that
period was over. I still had money of course, but
I had had the first shock of the stock market

crashing down and owning stocks which withered
away. When the $100,000 that my stocks had
gained magically in the past year shrunk
tremendously, I was thrown out of kilter. I could
have decided that it was a silly adventure, I'd
learned my lesson and then sell all my
investments and forgotten about it.
When I told Ivan I'd lost a lot of money
on stocks, he offered to lend me some money, or
maybe give it to me. It wasn't clear. He gave me
$5000 and I paid all my bills and I thought, he is
generous and thoughtful. I was happy to have
him more or less move in with me. He didn't
give up his house in Lowell, but he brought his
basics to my place and even though my bedroom
was tiny, there was room for him and virtually
nothing else. We agreed to share the daily tasks
and Ivan did not want to be a male chauvinist so
he agreed. he contributed to our finances. This
took a lot of pressure off me. I had been
worrying about my money running out, not
having a job, and not being able to get one. I still
owned the house in Cambridge and it was a big
expense. When Ivan saw the house, he was
impressed and said, why don't you live there?
This would be a good place for us to live.
But I said, I didn't want to have Marek
going to school in Cambridge. The school
system is terrible. Never again. Newton is much
better.
We alternated on cleaning up and cooking
and he did his best, but he wasn't much of a cook.
We put up with it, because the food filled our
stomachs.
But then I started noticing some things I
didn't really like. Ivan was not really able to
make any connection to Marek, not the way Rich
had, not at all. They pretty much ignored each
other. Ivan didn't like the way Marek looked at
television all the time, he didn't see Marek being
an intellectual or bookworming. And it was true,
at that time Marek wasn't an intellectual and he
hardly read at all. He was a kid that didn't work
hard at school, but just did enough to get along.
He played computer games and looked at TV, he
read comics occasionally and went out with his
friends at lot. He still loved baseball, a remnant
of Rich's influence. So there was nothing Ivan

could connect to and he didn't try. Instead there
was an aura of disdain, which I'm sure Marek
noticed.
After a while Ivan also began mentioning
the $5000 he'd given me. I was a little surprised
at first because I thought he'd given it to me. But
I was getting the impression he wanted it back. If
I said, OK, I'll give it back to you. He said, No,
no, you don't have to do that.
But then he'd mention it again, reminding
me. I don't know what he was reminding me of.
That I should remember how generous he was, or
that he wanted it back? I didn't understand, but it
was beginning to annoy me. Finally, one day
when he again said, and I gave you $5000. What
are you doing with it?
I said, I am giving it back to you. I don't
want to hear about it any more. period. So I gave
it back to him. By then my finances had
stabilized anyway and I could reckon that I
wasn't going to go bankrupt in the near future.
When I dumped the $5000 into his hands
he said nothing.
There were the good days when we went
to the movies or out to eat and had a good time.
Harriet had always been a friend that I went out
to do things with, take a walk, go to the art
museum, eat out. But with Ivan there it changed
a little. Harriet's husband Don got along OK with
Ivan and Ivan seemed to like Don, so we started
going out as a foursome. This was something I
hadn't expected, nor had I really ever done
anything quite like it. But it seemed like a
suburban way of entertainment that Harriet knew
about and she drew us into it. Ivan didn't mind
because he could discuss mathematics or
something like that with Don, and we went to
good restaurants, not the ones Ivan would have
chosen, but the ones Harriet chose. The more
expensive ones. We also went to hear jazz at
Skullers and sometimes to the movies. And I
thought, this is probably the kind of suburban life
that I never experience, now I can get a taste of it,
and of course, there was something nice and
comforting about it.
But then there were the bad days, like the
day, Ivan got angry because Marek brought his
girlfriend home and she stayed over night. I

thought my God, he's staying here over night, but
he thinks Marek should not have someone of the
opposite sex stay over night? I tried to argue
with him, but it was useless.
In fact, I couldn't discuss anything with
him, not even politics. If we agreed there was
little to say and if he didn't agree, he indicated
that he knew the absolute truth and there was
nothing more to say about it.
And then he'd say something like he
thought anyone should have sex who wanted to
and if an old man wanted to have sex with a
twelve year old girl, or with his own daughter for
that matter, it should be perfectly OK. And I
thought, is he being provocative or is he insane?
Even when we were with Don and Harriet
he would sometimes come up with these extreme
and provocative statements and Don also began
to think he was insane.
In any case, maybe part of the problem, I
thought was because we were too crowded in this
tiny apartment. So we started talking about
buying a place big enough for all of us. By then I
knew approximately how much money Ivan had
and I knew we had enough together to buy a
decent place.
Our ideas weren’t quite the same as to
what kind of house and how much we could
afford. He had quite a bit more money than I did,
but he didn’t want to spend it. I was looking for
an older house that still had original woodwork,
which often was quite beautiful I thought. He
didn’t give a shit what the house would look like.
So he rejected a house in Newton that had two
apartments on three floors. It was near Harriet’s
house. We saw a great house in Medford with
fantastic 19th century wood paneling, but again
Ivan thought it was too expensive and it was a bit
of a distance from Newton.
Finally I went to see a house we saw
advertised in Waltham. Ivan wasn't along the
first time as he had to work. It was on a peninsula
surrounded by the Charles river, On the fourth
side there was a small industrial area now just
ruins, and a superfund site. The house was less
expensive than the others we'd seen and the
surroundings were gorgeous except for the
superfund site. The area where the houses were

had always been a working class section, as was
most of Waltham, but it gave the impression of a
resort area. However, the superfund site worried
me. It was about 3 blocks from the house but
everyone assured me that it did not affect that
area. So I thought nothing is ever perfect.
The Charles River itself had once been
hopelessly polluted, but they had been working
on cleaning it for some years. For canoeing it was
perfect. It was not yet swimable most of the time,
but was pretty clean and there was lots of wild
life, so it was actually a beautiful area. The house
was almost 100 years old. The woods stretched
for a couple miles and was a perfect place to take
long walks. It was considered safe. No crimes
had ever happened there.

The Charles River near our house in Waltham
When I brought Ivan to look at the place
he was enthused as well. It was a two family
house and we decided we could live in one
apartment and collect the rents from the other.
That would even give us some income. So I
agreed to it.
The second part of the equation was to
sell my house in Cambridge. I had renovated the
inside of that house when we’d moved in, but not
the outside. It was covered with asbestos
shingles. I decided to renovate the outside, have
the shingles removed and paint it. The wood
underneath was partly rotten, so a good portion
had to be replaced. I trusted that the company that
removed the shingles new how to deal with
asbestos. Whether they actually did, I don’t
know. But the outside was completed and I
thought it looked very nice.

So in November 1999 in one big
transaction, I sold my Cambridge house and used
some of that money to pay my share of the
Waltham house. I paid 1/3 of it and Ivan paid
2/3. It seemed reasonably fair since he had a lot
more money than I did.
We couldn't move in right away because
there were tenants in both apartments. That was
OK, because Marek was still going to high school
in Newton. I didn't want anything more to do
with the Cambridge house. It had been a pain in
the neck for me and I didn't want to deal with it.
Of course, that was a mistake financially, but then
I never succeeded in doing what was financially
most prudent, I just let my emotions determine
my actions. Even if I tried to access the
consequences, my assessments were wrong. I'm
not saying I regret all of that. I'm just stating a
fact. In any case, by the end of 1999 the value of
the house in Cambridge had almost doubled, so it
seemed like a good idea to sell it. I decided I
wanted to get $525,000 for it. There was a buyer
interested, but she didn't want to pay that much.
My lawyer kept insisting I put the price down,
but I decided that if she wouldn't pay that
amount, I'd just keep the house. In the end she
paid it. Because I hadn't lived in the house for
the past two years, I had to pay $50,000 in tax.
Probably another reason why I perhaps should
have moved back there with Ivan, at least from a
financial viewpoint.

Here I am standing in front of the newly
removated Kinnaird St. house. White, blue and
dark pink.
This is the house we bought in Waltham on
Dennison St. It was covered with plastic siding to

look like wood, and we just left that although I
thought it was ugly. We did have to renew the
posts on the porch which were in bad condition.
Ivan didn’t want to spend money for that and he
tried to do it himself. The red car in front is my
Honda.
The house had two bedrooms as well as a
kind of sun room. Ivan fixed up one of the
bedrooms for me and had the other for himself.
Marek would be able to live in the basement
which also had a renovated room with wood
floors and paneling, as well as the heating and hot
water area. It also had a separate door to outside,
so he was happy with that.
While all of this was being organized Ivan
and I had a decent relationship, going out to
movies or to eat. Sometimes we went together
with Harriet and her husband Don.
But then my problems with Ivan began.
Yes, Ivan drank too much. You could see it on his
eyes. When he had too much wine his eyes turn
red and drooped. He knew this was a problem
and he agreed to stop drinking which worked for
a while, his eyes went back to normal. But the big
problem for me began when I wanted to renovate
the apartment we were moving into. It hadn’t
been fixed up in at least 50 years I suspect. The
floors were covered with worn-out linoleum and
the walls and woodwork needed painting. Ivan
did not want to spend money on this. For me
have surroundings that I enjoyed was important
and thus at first we were just fighting about this.
Finally I said, well, we don’t really need the rent
from the other apartment. You can stay in this
apartment and I’ll take the upstairs apartment and
then I can renovate it, as I want. He was a little

grumpy about this, but in the end had to agree,
since I was going to do it no matter what.
For me it was simply great fun to see
what I could do with the place. I wondered if
there were wood floors under the linoleum. I got
a floor guy to check it out. There were about 4 or
5 layers of linoleum, but under it was wood. He
said he didn’t know how good the condition of
the wood would be, but I said, remove all the
linoleum and we can see. The wood turned out to
be fine. I had it polyurethaned. So the floors in
the whole apartment were beautiful. I did the
painting myself. I painted the living room and
sun room tan, and woodwork the same color. I
got maroon shades for the sun room and sewed
sack cloth curtains for the living room. I also
bought a blue sofa and chair set for the living
room. I put my library in the sun room with my
computer and plants and got more plants for that
room. The bedrooms were on off white color. But
I decided to put wallpaper in the kitchen and
dining room. Harriet came with me when I
bought the wall paper. I chose yellow for the
kitchen and maroon for the dinning room. There
was original wood paneling in the dining room
which I had painted. I had someone to do the
wallpapering. In the bathroom the floor was a
mess and had to be removed. One of Harriet’s
friends Art redid the floor with new gray tiles on
the floor and I painted the walls gray with red
curtains. Art earned money by doing jobs like
this, so he was experienced, he’d renovated his
own house, but really I think he wanted to be a
kind of landscape artist. For Halloween he
created a spook garden in front of his house
which was completely unique, very scary, and the
whole neighborhood came to experience it.
Anyway, under the old floor someone in the past
had hidden a small cache of gold necklace chains.
They probably weren’t that valuable, I never had
them evaluated, but did use some of the necklace
chains. In the end I thought the apartment looked
fantastic.

Dennison street apartment, peach colored living
room, Maroon Dining room and yellow kitchen
Maybe Ivan was a little jealous, since his
apartment was rather shabby. He decided to fix it
himself. He put tiles in his kitchen. But he really
had no idea how to do it and within a year most
of them had broken.
In any case, Ivan and I began our life
together living in two separate apartments. I had
had some hope for this relationship as there was
so much we had in common in the beginning, but
our life styles didn’t work together. He seemed to
think he was the man and should have more to
say about things, and yes, he did have more
money and a job, but I also had enough money to
cover every expense I had, so he couldn’t use a
financial argument against me. I had lived by
then many years on my own and did not need
someone to exert control, maybe he never really
understood that. We probably never could have
made the compromises necessary to live together.
And certainly I was not in love with him, I would
have liked him as a friend, but that is apparently
not what he wanted. Nonetheless, we lived in the
same house and did continue our relationship for
a while.
Ivan had a daughter named Diana. In the
beginning he didn’t mention her. I think she was
living in Austria at the time where her mother
lived. But one day she appeared. She stayed for a
while in Ivan’s apartment and got a job working
in a bar. But she also had difficulty subjecting
herself to Ivan’s control which he exerted not
violently. He was a soft-spoken man. I’m not sure
what he did, but she wasn’t happy, neither with

him, nor with me. She did tell me once that Ivan
had wanted to have a deep relationship with me,
but he knew I wasn’t in love with him and he
wasn’t happy about it. She didn’t stay that long.
One morning I was awaken by someone
screaming outside. It went on and on and finally I
got up and went to the window to see who was
doing this. There was a woman I’d never seen
standing on the front lawn and screaming. I
thought what in the world is this.
Eventually Ivan appeared and talked to
her. He let her in his apartment and it was quiet,
but of course, I had to have an explanation. He
told me she was his former girlfriend. She was
German and had come from Germany to claim
Ivan. He told me that relationship was long ago
finished and he did not want her here, but she
wouldn’t go. She quickly became extremely
jealous of me. She was living with Ivan in his
apartment, and I was not, so I thought this is
really crazy, why should she be jealous? But she
was and she began doing things to try to hurt me.
No, she didn’t physically attack me, but one day I
wanted to drive my car to the grocery store and I
discovered she had slit all the tires. When I had
them fixed she did it again. I told Ivan she could
not stay here and Ivan too wanted her to leave.
But the problems didn’t stop. Diana would also
sometimes appear and stand outside screaming
and the German woman whose name I’ve
forgotten although she’d left and gone back to
Germany, came again. What did Ivan do to
created so many disgruntled people? Yes, I was
disgruntled too in a way, but mostly I felt more
sorry for him. I hadn’t allowed him to gain
control over my life, and perhaps the problem
was that these other women had and then
discovered it was too much. I don’t know.
I’d continued to have some contact with
Darlene since our our phone conversation.
Darlene said, she’d like to come to Boston but
had no place to live. Ivan still had his apartment
on the north shore, his lease would not run out for
some months, and he suggested Darlene could
live there at least til the lease ran out and it would
cost her nothing. I told this to Darlene and she
said she’d think about it. But perhaps the idea of

living alone in the Boston area, even though there
were people in the city she knew was too
overwhelming for her. Maybe Jerry discouraged
it, I don’t know. In any case, she didn’t come. I
knew I could not have her living with me, as she
was now chain-smoking and not able to stop. And
I realized I’d probably have to take care of her,
which I felt incapable of doing. And if her illness
appeared again and she suddenly thought I was
the devil again, which Jerry considered to be a
real problem, it would have been impossible for
me. I was sad and worried and also felt guilty that
I couldn’t say come and live with me.
Nonetheless, we did have phone contact
for a while. Her brother lived in Texas and was
taking care of her to a degree. However, Jerry
thought that was also a strange constellation. The
brother was hysterically religious and probably
also somewhat mentally disturbed.
Jerry had a canoe. He lived in the city and
not near a river, so he said, you live beside a river
and it would be nice if I could keep my canoe at
your house. I could then use it occasionally and
in the meantime you and Marek can use it
whenever you want. I thought that would be nice.
The Charles river was clean enough for canoeing
and in our area it was surrounded on both banks
with forest, so it was beautiful. We could see up
the river to Brandeis University where a Victorian
castle, part of the university, had been build on
the top of a hill and surrounded by forest. You
couldn’t see the new part of the university. It was
a gorgeous place to canoe, so we began using
Jerry’s boat quite a lot. We weren’t directly on the
river though, there were about 3 houses, then a
forested hill with a path down to the river. The
canoe was big and I couldn’t get it to the river
alone. Eventually we got a canoe-carrier with
wheels. I don’t remember where it came from,
but I could get the canoe onto it and pull it down
to the river. It was almost like being on vacation
living there, when I wasn’t confronted with the
problems of real life.
Julie’s wedding June 12
My niece Julie, Tim’s daughter was
getting married. The whole family was invited, so

Marek Julie and Peter Andersen: Wedding
reception

Marek, Dad, Jacie and John and behind him
Michael at Julie and Pete’s wedding reception
I decided to take the opportunity to go to Chicago
again. Marek was finished with High School and
we were free to go. The wedding reception would
take place in a former movie theater which was
decorated with marble walls and was very
elegant. I think it was in Joliet. I had my Honda

and Marek had a driving license, so we could
take turns driving and get to Chicago which was
about 1000 miles away in two days. We stayed
overnight with Erie Tim again.
It was good to see the family again. Dad
was now 83 years old and had Parkinson’s. He sat
in a wheel chair most of the time, but although
very slow, he could think clearly and express
himself. The wedding itself took place in
Carroll’s catholic church and afterwards the
reception in elegant surroundings. Julie’s husband
Pete seemed like a smart and nice guy.
Perhaps it was at that time that I had the
idea of recording Dad talking about his life. We
stayed at Dad and Jacie’s house in Oak Brook
when we went to Chicago. It was a fairly large
house on two floors with a basement and had
three bedrooms, so there was room for us. Jacie
always had a cat and when one died she got a
new one. This was a problem for me as I was
allergic to cats, so I’d have to get antihistimine
pills and take them while I was there. They
worked well enough, though they made me tired,
but I didn’t get asthma.
I had bought a small tape recorder that
took small cassettes which were easy to carry and
I had a bunch of cassettes so I could spend time
while I was there asking Dad questions and he
could answer. I think he really enjoyed this whole
process; mostly probably that I was even
interested and second that he could review his
life, always seeing it mostly in a positive light. If
there were questions that were difficult,
emotional and possibly not happy, he didn’t
answer them. That, of course, was also revealing.

taking a holiday at the seaside in South Carolina
where they often went. Tim was running on the
beach alone in the morning. No one else was out
there at that time. He fell unconscious and by the
time everyone began wondering why he wasn’t
home it was too late to save him. For Tim’s
family it was a shock which they never really got
over.
I called Hosea and Polly in Denmark.
Polly got a plane ticket immediately and was in
Boston the next day. To make it to Chicago in
time for the funeral we had to leave directly from
the airport in Boston and drive non-stop to
Chicago. We were three people to drive, so we
took turns driving and sleeping on the back seat
and were in Chicago early the next morning. The
funeral was at Carroll’s church. I don’t know if
Tim had ever converted to Catholicism, but he
got a Catholic funeral. John also made a very nice
speech for the funeral. Then to the funeral home
where it was possible to see Tim. He looked like
he was sleeping. I could not help wailing, my
little brother whom I’d named and had given him
his bottle when he was tiny. For Dad I think it
was the breaking point. He youngest son was
dead. And it had been Tim who’d taken most care
of him, since John and I both lived too far away.
Tim had sometimes driven to Oak Brook from
Joliet to drive Dad and Jacie to shop or whatever
they had to do. Jacie’s son Michael also lived
nearby and had also been very helpful in those
last months. Dad had lost the will to live from
then on. And half a year later he was dead.

Tim’s death August 9

Marek decided to go to U Mass Amherst
which was a reasonable decision. It was
considered a good college and because it was a
state college and we lived in the state, the tuition
was not so overwhelming and I could afford it, so
Marek would not have to go into debt, the bane
of so many young people in the USA.
We packed his stuff into the Honda, and
drove off the Amherst a nice town in the western
part of Massachusetts. On arrival Marek had to
register for living quarters and for classes. They
told him there was a German house, where the

It should have been a happy time. We’d
had a nice trip to Chicago. Julie was happily
married, I’d gotten hours of conversation with my
dad on tape, though at that time I had no way of
doing anything with it, except to store it away.
Yet it was less than two months later that the
shocking news of Tim’s death was given to me
probably by Jacie on the phone. Tim was 39 years
old and he’d been happy and seemed healthy at
the wedding. How could it be? They had been

Marek goes to college September 1999

inhabitants were supposed to speak German and
as Marek had chosen German as his major this
seemed a good idea.

Marek with his friend Mike packing the Honda to
head off to college

how he felt about things. If I asked, he kind of
muttered OK. That was about it. But I think he
made the right choice and enjoyed it there. He
also did well in his classes, very well in fact. The
German teachers knew who Rudi Dutschke was,
so they asked and when Marek said that was my
dad, he became a kind of hero. There was one
teacher especially named Prof. Selig who was
completely enthused by the opportunity of having
Marek and he asked if maybe I could come some
time to one of his classes and talk about the 60’s
movement in Germany which I did.

Marek with Rich, I think this is in his dorm room
at U Mass. Don’t know when it was.
When I think about it, I’ve actually given
talks or lectures in quite a few Universities,
including U Mass Amherst, Brandeis, Harvard, in
Berlin the Free University and Humboldt
University, in Prague Karls University in England
Cambridge University, several different colleges
there, in Ireland in Limerick, in Denmark, Aarhus
University.
The game and the duke

Arrival in Amherst, unpacking the car
Because he had lived in Germany and
gone to school there, he was one of the best
German speakers there and I think that made him
kind of popular because he could help the other
kids. Marek was not someone to say much about

Here goes Alice into Wonderland, that’s
how I felt. I sat at my desk and watched the
computer boot up. It began to hum, purring
actually, like the Cheshire Cat, making the soft
sound it made when it was doing what it was
supposed to do. That wasn't always the case.
Sometimes it screeched as if on the verge of an
explosion. Now the screen was starting to send a
few electronic bursts of light accompanied by
bleeps, it would take a while. But the slight
tension of expectancy was there and I was
waiting to fall into the blue glowing screen to the

magic of some other universe. I stretched my
arms backward to relieve the gnawing pain in my
shoulder, my gaze wandered upward to the
shelves of books.
So there are these different realities if you
want to find them, I thought, as my eyes rested on
a worn black notebook. For a moment a
disquieting picture of two young men’s serious,
faces flashed through my mind. One was Rudi.
The other had been Rudi’s best friend Bernd until
something had happened. What? No, I thought
pushing it out of my mind. Rudi is dead. I can’t
go there now. The notebook was one of Rudi’s
diaries. It was hardly a conscious act, I took the
notebook and pushed it behind another book.
The computer stopped crackling. Ready
to go. I signed on to AOL. Within a few minutes
a white dialogue box appeared on the screen.
Strange I thought how this little box can cheer me
up and cause just a little tingle in my stomach.
It’s a ridiculous box on a computer screen. Well,
there had to be some kind of human being
creating the box, somewhere out in cyberspace,
in some other real world. He said his name was
Yussupov. That was the name that was on his
AOL email. I figured it wasn’t his real name. I
vaguely knew who Yussupov was, as I’d studied
Russian history in order to pass my Master’s
exam. Yussupov had been a shady character. Why
did he choose that screen name? He told me later
he was distantly related to him. OK, I guess.
I had met Yussupov at a time when the
good years were ending and there was an empty
space in the sequence of significant or even
insignificant life events. In the good years, I had
had a huge raucous fiftieth birthday party that
made me feel embedded among friends and
family, had written a book that was promising to
finally solve the economic problems I’d had as a
sporadically employed single mother. I had come
to terms with the death of my husband – sure, the
ache was still there sometimes, but it wasn’t
determining my life. But then the book tours
were over, no more media attention, no more
adrenaline spurts. It was not easy to adapt to the
return of mundane daily life. I’d gotten used to
the sparks. That was probably why a virtual,
disembodied male could arouse such a bizarre

passion. When I looked back at it, I wondered if
Yussupov had purposely set out to play games
with me, to misdirect me, and try to wash out the
revolutionary past and fill the empty space with
his kind of class warfare. Nah, it didn’t seem
logical. He didn’t know who I was in the
beginning. He did what he always did, and that’s
probably how he related to people – through
money.
Yet for a number of years starting late in
1997 I had very frequent online conversations
with this person who remained a virtual
existence, yet distracted me from the depression
that inevitably follows from such a high as the
success of my book. I kept copies of many of
these conversations which I will copy here
covering many of the themes that were discussed.
Who is he?
One night an instant message box popped
up from a Grosvenor5. Hmmm, I thought, who’s
that? I’d never seen him before, but the message
said, "the King of France might agree," so I
didn't delete it, thinking he was someone from the
HYW game. Instead I wrote, “Who are you?”
There was no answer. Oh well, I thought.
Cyberspace is meant to be fleeting, vague and
identity-less. I deleted the box and went on
reading my emails. After a while Grovenor5
came on again and said. “I am Benedict.”
Benedict was the name of the Pope in the HYW
game
“Oh,” I said in surprise. “OK.” He might
have made a mistake, I thought. He probably
hadn’t intended to IM me using that screen name.
And that was why he’d not answered right away.
He had to decide whether he wanted to reveal it.
“So why am I weird?” he asked.
“Did I say that?”
“Yes.”
“Well you have these archaic opinions.” I
was thinking but did not say that I imagined that
he must look weird too. All I said was, “What do
you look like?”
“I am tall and middle aged,” he said.
“Thin? Fat? Hair color? Glasses? Bald?”
“My attitudes are not archaic,” he said.

“And I guess I could send you a GIF.
“Hmmm, yes,” I said. “Send a GIF.
What's that?”
“A photo viewable on a CPU.”
“What’s a.... CPU?”
He was probably getting a little
exasperated, “it’s a computer,” he said.

Gerald, not the gif he sent me.
“Holy cow,” I wrote “I just looked to see
how many references there are to me on the
Internet and there are 3217.”
“Did you remember to put quotes "around
the entire name"?”
“I just wanted to see if there was a picture
of me on the Internet that I could show you.
Quotes “ ” oh no, no " ". OK. I'll try again.” I
wrote my name with quotes into the AOL search
engine. “So, OK, I only have 10. What a
disappointment! My late husband has 119 though.
That's not bad.”
He laughed. He laughed a lot. “I have
not checked my total for a bit,” he said.
“Well, how many do you have? I can't
check you, since I don't know your name.”
“399 on Hot Bot,” he said. “On Yahoo
there are 491. Let me look under my name. I
checked my title.”
“What is your real name?”
“My name’s a secret,” he said.
I shrugged. It didn’t really matter what
his real name was. Pope Benedict was good
enough. But talking to him, writing actually, had
become like talking in my mind. It was almost
like hearing a voice. I imagined a man's voice
with an English accent.
“My name is Gerald Grosvenor,” he said.
If it was a secret, I wondered why he
revealed it. That was odd. In any case
Grosvenor was the explanation for the screen
name grosvenor5.

The next day, he burst onto my screen. I
wasn't yet so used to that little box that was the
totality of Gerald, so I blinked the way you do
when a projectile is headed for your eyes.
"Hello," he said. "What is Klotz?"
"It's my maiden name," I answered when I
saw it was him, "I use it most of the time, but
sometimes I use my married name too." Since he
didn't seem to have any qualms about asking me,
I figured I could ask him about the rumors I'd
heard. "Are you related to the Romanovs," I
asked.
"I am," he said, "and to the Windsors and
many others. As is my wife who is a descendant
of the Grand Duke Peter."
"Well, do you have any knowledge of
relation to the Duke of Roxburgh?" I asked.
"Yes," he said.
I was astonished and rather elated. It was
kind of like finding a lost treasure. Our family
had always talked about our convoluted heritage
from the Duke of Roxburgh. It was a thread of
family history and I thought this might be a way
to get a peek into my family's past. So I said,
"Me too. We must be related."
Gerald was surprised, "Really? How are
you related?"
"My great great grandfather was the duke
of Roxburgh. My great grandfather was his
illegitimate son," I answered.
"Robert or James?"
"James," I answered.
"Hmm, Curious."
"Well, do you think we are very distantly
related or are you related to the Robert side?" I
asked.
"I am certain we are distantly related, I
am just trying to see who was acknowledged," he
said.
I had never heard anyone talk about being
acknowledged, but I understood. "My great
grandfather was not acknowledged. My cousin
went to Scotland and tried to find out."
"Ahh, that would explain that," he said.
"He was assigned a soldier as a father, a
Col. Sloan, who probably was paid a small fee to
allow himself to be placed on the birth
certificate."

"I see," said Gerald. "Well that is possible,
how do you know of the connection?"
"It was my great grandfather, who was
told by his mother," I said. "She was a servant at
the Kelso estate. She got taken as my grandfather
said. So you see it was quite appropriate for me
to marry a revolutionary."
"SO! oral history. Not a verifiable claim,
no letter from the father?"
I looked at the capital letters of SO and
thought he was shouting, putting me down,
making fun of me. But I said, "SO FAR no
verifiable documents. Possibly none exist, unless
the Innes Kerr family keeps records of such
things, but would they even want to record that a
servant girl had become pregnant and something
needed to be done about it?"
He seemed to soften a bit, "We have
"bastards" in our tree, even in my direct line,
many generations ago but all acknowledged."
"Oh," I said, "Well if you have some
relation to the Innes Kerr family do you think
there'd be a way to ask if they had notations of
such things? Or was that all done by word of
mouth?"
"Well," he said, "I do not know if they do
or not and I am not going to ask them. It would
be a rather base thing to do. I have already been
taken to task over you once."
"What do you mean?" I asked surprised
and perplexed. This was cyberspace. What
boundaries were being crossed? I wasn't sure
myself. I had the feeling that I didn't know for
sure if any of us were real.
“What is your whole name?” he asked.
“You want to look me up on the
Internet?”
“Yes.”
“I’m Gretchen Klotz. Tell me if you find
anything about me on Yahoo or Google.”
After a couple seconds, he said, “27 for
you on Google and 32 in Yahoo.”
There was a rather long pause. The
message box stayed on the screen, but he didn’t
write anything. I figured he was gone, so I
decided to see what I could find about Gerald
Grosvenor. There was nothing. I was confused.
Why was he saying there were so many

references to him when I could find nothing?
Suddenly the computer beeped indicating
a new message had arrived. “How did you go
through all the money you earned from a book?
Even I do not spend money that quickly. Did you
invest none of it?” he asked.
One thing I was noticing was that Gerald
liked to talk about money, income and wealth. It
had started with my AOL profile. But actually
these were subjects that I had never been much
interested in. Rudi and I didn't have much
money, and what we did have had mostly been
gifts, sometimes from wealthy people. I didn't
question the motivations of the people who gave
the money. If someone was lucky enough to have
financial success, and still felt the capitalist
system was unjust and the communist system was
oppressive, they would like Rudi's ideas and what
he had done to try to find an alternative way. If
they wanted to donate money so Rudi could keep
on working, then I thought that was altruistic and
was glad there were such people. There had been
some who called it tainted money. But I thought
that all money in a capitalist system was tainted,
even working people who sold their souls to
some corporation in order to survive were
succumbing to the powers that be, letting them
exploit them. So how could some money be
more tainted than other? That's as far as I
wanted to go on that question. Other things
seemed more important. I didn't know exactly
how much money we had, I didn't balance our
accounts and didn't keep track of it. Neither did
Rudi. Both of us were blind to status symbols,
fads, and any kind of ostentatious show of
wealth. We bought only what we needed, so
there was never lack of money. There was no
reason to think about these things.
After Rudi was gone, I hadn't changed my
attitude toward these things very much. But I
could not help but notice as I read the newspaper
and thought about what was happening in the
world, that there was a noticeable change in
values in the broader culture of the USA after the
60’s upheaval had died down. The Reagan years
brought with them the propagation of greed and
selfishness as positive values. The amassing of
huge amounts of wealth was a socially desirable

goal. It was a reaction to the 60's ideals of
protest, community and living for the moment.
Society was polarizing more than ever. That is
why I wrote the blurb on my AOL profile, “for a
healthier, wealthier, happier humanity, get rid of
the obscenely rich.”
Then along came Gerald. When he read
my profile he must have freaked out. He seemed
to be very fixated on it. He would argue about
wealth and he’d persist in his question. “So what
is obscenely wealthy?” And if he wanted to hear
it again, I was willing to tell him. “Recently I had
a discussion with my neighbor and he explained
to me that even someone who earned a million
dollars a year could quickly end in poverty, if
they got ill or had some misfortune. So I guess
we'll have to let the millionaires pass safely
through the camel’s eye. Maybe it's the
billionaires we'd have to string up.” I meant it as
a joke. There weren’t many billionaires in the
world. So this seemed pretty innocuous. I could
not have dreamed that he might be a billionaire,
rich, maybe, but hardly that rich.
“Uh huh. Hmm. Seems rude” he said.
“Now I absolutely have to go and work,”
I said. “Really.”
“So what is that work,” he asked?
“I’ll tell you tomorrow,” I said and
grinned. I flipped off AIM, got a cup of Green
tea and went back to my desk. A German
magazine wanted me to write something about
Rudi's clothes. I thought it was terribly silly. His
clothes? They asked if I had a photo of him
wearing corduroy trousers. I pulled out boxes
and boxes of old photographs that were lined up
on the lowest shelf of the bookcase. Looking
through them brought a mixture of nostalgia,
pain, and pleasure too. Also reminding me again
that I missed Rudi. But I didn't cry any more.
It was so ironic that so many years after
Rudi’s death someone was interested in his
clothes. In fact, I thought the magazine was
probably trying to create some kind of corduroy
cult, get a new fad going, wearing corduroy.
Rudi a fashion icon! I burst into laughter at that
thought. Yes, Rudi had liked to wear corduroy
trousers. He said it was more comfortable than
blue jeans and didn’t scratch. Before our

wedding we had gone shopping so Rudi would
have something nice to wear for the wedding. He
bought a pair of black corduroy trousers and a
black corduroy jacket. The jacket had gotten lost.
But he still wore the trousers many years later,
even as the fabric got thin in places and the fuzzy
rills were worn down. But most of Rudi’s
clothes just appeared on his body. He would go
away to make speeches and come home with
different clothes than what he’d left with. I
would ask him where he got the clothes and he’d
say I had to change clothes, he never said why,
and someone gave me this.
“Someone?” I would ask.
“I don‘t remember who it was,” he said.
If people offered him a choice, he’d
choose corduroy. And that’s where he got the tan
trousers that were in the photo that I sent off to
the magazine with the article. They were a bit
worn in patches but not frazzled when Rudi got
them from someone. That’s how they looked in
the photo. And Rudi wore them until they were
threadbare. Then someone else offered him a
pair of trousers when they noticed his underwear
showing through and thought he shouldn’t give
his speech in those trousers. Rudi was always
polite and acted grateful and would oblige by
putting on the new clothes.
“You know what my work is,” I wrote the
next day when Gerald appeared. I put two
grinning faces on the instant message. “I write.”
“Well, what have you written recently?”
he asked. “You are earning money doing it,
now?”
“My book was a best seller, I still have
money from that, and I'll get a few Euros from
my corduroy article.”
“It won’t last forever,” he said. “You
should think about investing it in stocks or maybe
real estate.”
“It's true, it won't last forever, I guess” I
said perplexed. He seemed to think of finances
all the time. Even mine. I found it a little
beguiling. Why would a rich man whom I’d
never seen be at all concerned that I have enough
money to live from in twenty years?
“You increase equity, and in a few years
either use the equity to expand or simply have a

very good and stable investment that will provide
income.”
“Well, since I'm not emotionally a
capitalist, I doubt that I'd expand. I'd just keep
the income to live my life. I don't expect to get
rich from that. The only way I could get rich
would be to write another best seller. And should
that happen, I will NEED YOU, to remind me
that I must stick to my principles and not use the
money to live like the obscenely rich.”
“Obscenely rich?” he grinned. “Your
definition will change and so will your attitudes.
When I was younger, I thought my uncle, who
held the title at that time was enormously
wealthy. When my father inherited I learned more
details and realized that there was a modest
amount of wealth and now that I have the title, I
feel it is a comfortable amount. But I feel that say
the Sultan of Brunei with fifty eight billion in
personal wealth is very rich.”
“Shiiiii,” I said. “That’s rich.”
“I agree that fifty odd billion is a vast
personal wealth, and I wish I were that wealthy
but I am not.”
This was a sum of money which was
absurd and incomprehensible to me and I couldn't
even fathom the thought of someone wanting to
be that wealthy. Why? It seemed totally
ridiculous to me, but I asked, “So how rich are
you?” I asked. “100 Million?”
”You find £100 million very rich?
obscenely so?”
“Yes, that's obscene!” I answered.
He laughed out loud. “You would really
hate me then.”
“I don't hate you. It’s engrossing,” I said.
"Anyway you might be a relative. How can I
hate my relatives?"
”Engrossing you say, well, so long as I
serve a useful purpose to someone, I am content.”
”That's altruistic.”
”I have always been,” he answered. “I
created a charitable trust, I can not be all that
terrible.” He laughed and I thought that he might
have had mixed feelings about how terrible he
was. Especially since he hadn't objected the time
I called him a vampire.
"Is your father dead?" I asked.

"Yes, he died almost twenty years ago.
Otherwise I would not have the title or the
company."
"I am sorry about your father. He must
have been quite young? What is your title?" I
asked.
He ignored the latter as I supposed he
would and said, "My father was not young, I
came rather late in my parents' life."
"Oh." I said. "But you must have been
fairly young."
Yes I was. 26."
"So you had to take over the company at
that age? Did you have the necessary experience
and education to do it?"
"Yes I did. We have professional
managers in place to handle most details as well."
"So you haven't lost money since taking
over and you have increased your family's net
value?"
"Correct," he said. "And I have also
diversified. We have invested in other countries,
shares, etc. to diversify. Some of the appreciation
has been due to increased real estate prices."
“NOW, WHY WONT YOU TELL ME
WHAT YOUR TITLE IS?”
He grinned, “Because it does not matter.”
“Curiosity killed a cat. But I am not a
cat,” I said.
“So you should not have the curiosity of
the cat,” he grinned again.
“I have much more curiosity than a cat,
because I am a female human being.”
”That is frightening, not that you are a
female human, but because if each female has
that much curiosity, what am I to do with so
many of them in my house to contend with.”
”I feel sorry for you,” I said. “You must
be shuddering all the time. It must be very
exhausting. RELAX!!! That’s what my daughter
always tells me. But I still think you are bad
because you will not mitigate my curiosity.”
Yes, well we each have our vices.”
“I have NO vices.”
“Internet!” he emphasized probably
with an increase in imagined volume.
“Well OK. And I suppose a good deal
more. I was just kidding. I am really very bad.”

“All capitalists are decadent even the
pseudo socialist among us,” he said with a smirk.
“I am going to put a hex on you for
that. This is getting ridiculous.”
I was beginning to feel that discussions
like this were like fireflies, glowing for a moment
and then disappearing into blackness. There was
no way there would be any other conclusion than
bah. I could just as well say bah to him too.
I thought that word was funny, kind of
like a fuzzy bear, not as negative as the
traditional bah humbug, but saying less. The
fuzzy-bear-like quality with a nasty tinge in these
conversations got me curious to see what he’d
come up with the next day, maybe just so I could
define my world against the fuzzy one he
presented. And what does it mean to see
someone every day. You only do it, if something
draws you to that person and if you think you are
getting something out of it. I frankly did not
know what I was getting out of it though. This
person was like a ghost, disembodied, a little
scary, sometimes very amusing. But he could be
a vampire, I suppose. Why not?
By this time I was dead tired, my brain
wasn't functioning much. "What time is it?" I
asked. "If you are in England you must be up all
night."
"I keep very odd hours," he said. "I sleep
very little, and take a few naps during my day."
"That's not good for you I don't think," I
said.
"Hmm, well so I am told, but it hasn't
seemed to do me in yet."
"I am going to bed," I said. "But you
know what? I shall call you cousin from now on.
Just for the absurdity of it." I had no idea who
Gerald was. If he was related to me somehow
through a mythological family connection to the
Duke of Roxburgh, well, fine. I decided in any
case that my standpoint on it was going to be
suspended disbelief. That at least would open the
door for further conversations with him. But
aren't you wasting your time talking about
senseless things with a cyberspace fantasy? I
thought. Well on the other hand, what if he does
have these connections, to my family, to MY
history. What if MY history IS somehow

perversely entwined with HIS. Isn't suspended
disbelief the safest way then? It could be true
and it could be false. It doesn't really matter. I'm
in it for the ride.
And I’d look forward to the evening when
the house was quiet and the box would appear on
the computer screen saying, “the comrade citizen
authoress is well?”
And I’d quickly type, “pretty good and his
grace?”
“Well enough”, I’d read.
"I should copyright that." Gerald greeted
me with a big fat grin.
"What will you copyright?" I asked.
"Bah." he said.
"Try it."
A few days later I decided to send him an
e-mail: “Gerald, I wonder if you could you do a
favor for me. Could you find out the tolerance
level of the Innes Kerr family for what I might
write about MY ancestors. I had intended to
write this long before I met you, I have had the
outlines for a long time, but I don't want to have
you as an enemy, so I am willing to listen. By the
way, I believe what you have told me. No one
who was not connected with this family could
have ever known such obscure facts as you know.
I think it is completely and totally bizarre that
these connections exist; even if they are imagined
connections and I am willing to concede that."
That evening the IM box flashed on my
computer screen, unannounced and blunt.
"Hello, to be clear, you want me to ask Guy if he
objects to you writing a book claiming to be
descended from a love child, and if he does not
object exactly how tolerant he would be of such a
story?"
"Yes, I want to know where his tolerance
line is."
"Ah," said Gerald, "I suspect he would
prefer not having to deal with this, unless you
have some documentation, a letter from the
father, or some such. I am evil :)"
I was a little peeved. I'd already told him
I didn't have any documents. So I said, "OK, if
Guy doesn't want to deal with it, he doesn't have
to. We'll forget it, OK? But I will write the book.
I just wanted to be sure Guy will tolerate the

book. And that's why it might be useful to get an
idea."
There was a rather long pause. Finally he
said, "I will see how I might be able to approach
this, not a tactful way, I suspect."
I jumped out of my seat, joyfully. Maybe,
maybe he would get me some information.
Maybe, I'd know something. Maybe he was going
to help. "Isn't it wonderful to be descended from
a love child?" I said. "That is surely much better
than being descended from a hate child."
"Yes love child is better than hate child,"
he grinned.
"Well do it in a tactful way." I said. "You
are sweet and I'm sure you can. You don't have to
kidnap his children and lock them up in dungeons
and then deny it."
Gerald laughed, "Also, to be honest," he
said, "unless it is widely reviewed, or a best
seller, it is unlikely that he would ever hear of it"
"Exactly," I said. "The chances of a best
seller are infinitesimally small."
I think Gerald did make inquiries to the
Duke of Roxburgh. It wasn't that I wanted to
penetrate THEIR secrets. To be sure, I certainly
was curious about Gerald and his relationship to
the Duke of Roxburgh. But it was really more
because of how all of this related to me and my
family. It was as if he potentially held some
pieces of a puzzle which was MY life. And
maybe he fit somewhere in that puzzle too. But it
was a part of the puzzle in which most of the
pieces were missing. He'd give me a few pieces
and I'd try to see if they'd fit. Sometimes they
did. And sometimes I simply could not find
where they fit. There were always glaring holes.
And he never gave me enough pieces to know for
sure if this even was a puzzle that could ever be
finished. In any case, he was becoming an
overwhelming part of my life, filling the evening
hours until I almost fell off my chair from
tiredness, almost every night.
The next night he was there again. He
wanted to talk to me. What was it that interested
him? What drew him to my computer, and me to
his, each evening for hours on end? I couldn't
figure it out. Sometimes I felt as if he were
taking little pieces of me and doing something

with them. But I had no idea what. It was
disconcerting. I brought up the Roxburgh
question though. "How can I find out if my great
great grandmother worked for Roxburgh?" I
asked.
"No one is considering disputing that she
may have worked there," he said. "It is your
contention relating to an out-of-wedlock child
that is the problem. The only documents the
archivist would confirm would be if there was a
record of such and such a person there. If she was
born on the estate, if she married, her position
from when to when and possibly her wages."
So how could I possibly find out who the
father of her out of wedlock child was?" I asked.
"On the birth certificate it says the fathers
name."
"But we've gone through this. We know
that the name on the birth certificate is not the
real father."
"No," he said. "You claim it is not. And
as all parties who may have said different are
dead. There is only one way to prove it."
"How?" I asked.
"You would have to have a DNA test and
get Roxburgh to have one as well."
"Well, I doubt he'd do that now would
he?"
"I doubt he would agree," said Gerald.
"Any way, could you tell me the address
of the archivist, so I can send him a note about
this?" I asked.
He sent me a web site URL which showed
photos of rooms in Kelso castle.
"Do you have something like this for your
family?", I asked.
"No," said Gerald.
"Why not? It's nice."
"It's for the lottery firm. Roxburgh
receives funds from them to maintain and restore
his homes."
"Can't he afford it himself?"
"I think the majority of his holding is in
land, art and other objets d'art. He has some ready
cash and shares but not an immense amount and
his farms produce a limited amount. I suspect he
has a private income of say 2.5 million a year
before tax, so call it about 1.75 after tax. He has

alimony and child support to pay. That calls for
about 300 a year. So if you consider the cost of
restoration and maintenance, no, he can not
afford it and maintain a lifestyle suited to his
station."
"OK, it's the lifestyle. blah, blah. Idle,
ridiculous rich." This sort of made me angry. A
poor man who couldn't afford to keep up several
castles and maintain an extravagant lifestyle.
Was I to feel sorry for him? I thought it may well
be best if he weren't related to me in any way. I
didn't like him, from this description anyway.
But Gerald ignored my outburst and
answered coolly, "No, he is a business man and
farmer why should he sell everything to maintain
a historic home and related properties."
"All right. I’ll agree on one point," I said.
"I DO think it is justified for governments to help
people preserve historic buildings. It is very sad
when beautiful buildings are destroyed."
"Anyway," said Gerald. "I am predicting
that if you write him, he will have you sent a curt
reply, probably from his secretary."
"Well, why won't you help me? You
could do that." I said.
"I do not agree. Nor do I see it as
constructive."
It was becoming clear to me that he was
not going to intervene in this. That he wouldn't
help me find answers and that he probably felt
some kind of obligation to protect his relative
from scandal, as he perceived it. But I was
getting frustrated. It was like a slap in the face.
"You must understand that anyone would be
curious about their ancestors. If they're not my
ancestors that is also an answer. I really just want
an answer.
"You have your answer", he said gruffly,
"It appears on the birth certificate."
"We suspect that the birth certificate is not
correct." I insisted.
"It is a crime to lie on a birth certificate.
Are you saying your great whomever committed
perjury?"
"Yes, in a way, although I don't think she
had anything to say about it," I said sadly.
"You may think what you wish but the
birth certificate is the lawful source of

information." he said.
I was getting close to tears. "You are not
being nice to me."
"I am being honest," he said. "There will
be no further information. I would predict you are
sent a letter possibly saying that xxx was shown
as being in service at Kelso from xxx-xxx, and
referring you to the registrar for her birth or
marriage records."
That seemed to be the end of it, but oddly
he asked me every day for the next couple weeks
if I had received an answer from the archivist. I
never did.
It was too big of a disappointment. Tears
began to dribble down my cheeks. I couldn't help
it. I shut my computer down.
Next time: "How is your book clipping
along?" he began.
"It is coming along slowly," I groaned.
"And certainly, it doesn't help staying up till 2:30
at night. You monster!"
"Hehehe, yes well, a fine example you set
for your son, up at this hour on a computer."
"Indeed this is a very bad example for
Marek. But he thinks I'm out of my mind
anyway," I said.
"What will the genre be?"
"Semi-fiction."
"Semi-fiction?" Gerald was puzzled.
"How is there semi fiction, either it is fiction or it
is not."
"The story is based on my life and my
family, but names will be fictionalized and so
will many events."
"That's what they all do," he said. "You
are becoming decadent, living off rents and
shares, and occupying your time with silly
amusements. So it will be a thinly disguised
autobiography of your younger years?"
"Sort of," I said. "I'll probably even put
the Duke of Roxburgh into it," I said grinning to
myself, thinking he'd feel provoked.
"I would be very very careful there," he
said. "You can be sued."
"This will be a man who died two
centuries ago."
"Yes, but his family can contest you
assertions and claim you malign his name and the

family."
"This will be a book of fiction. I will say
that it is fiction. But I will have a lawyer check it
out and make sure I don't say anything that could
be sued. How's that, cousin?"
"Well, so long as your publisher vetted it I
suppose he will bear the expense of any suit. If it
is fiction use a fictional duke. Very wise idea."
"Bah!" I said.
"Of course," he added. "The press
coverage of a suit may be worth it. Increase
sales."
"Yes," I said. "And anyway, how could
they ever prove what I say is false."
"The burden of proof is on you to prove it
is true."
"Bah," I said again. His Bah, it was a
great thing to say on the Internet, short,
ambiguous and always appropriate.
"It is teh law." he said.
"Well, then I'll call him the Duke of
Boulderkeep."
"Hehehehe. You really wish to annoy the
poor family don't you, but then they may never
learn of it. Unless you plan to post a copy to
them."
"No, I don't want to annoy them. I don't
know them and I have no feelings whatsoever
about them."
"Well you need not mention a dead peer
in connection with an alleged affair," he said.
"That is the spice of life."
"Were it I, I would sue and ask for it to be
suppressed."
"Why?" I asked. "It's a good story.
Everyone loves that kind of stuff. It's something
that happened 150 years ago. It's all lovely. You
are goofy."
"No I am not. I am protective of my
name. It must not be taken through the mud, most
people feel the same about theirs."
"Anyway, why do you stick up for them.
They are nothing to you. You should stick up for
me. Since I am writing a good story."
"Why do you say they are nothing to
me?" he asked. "I feel you can write an excellent
story without creating a problem."
"Well, do you know them?

"Before I answer that," he said. "Is that
how you would judge this, depending on if they
should mean anything to me?"
"Perhaps it would make a slight difference
if you knew them," I said, "Because I know you
in a virtual reality, which of course is derivative,
nonetheless, I certainly spend a lot of time with
you and I think of you when I'm not talking to
you. So yes, it could make a little difference.
Though I'm not sure how."
"Yes I do know them rather well," he said.
"The first wife of the current duke was a
Grosvenor."
"Uh," I said. He grinned, so I grinned too.
He still had not told me how close that particular
Grosvenor wife was related to himself, but I was
beginning to guess that it was quite closely. "So
we ARE cousins," I said. But I didn't know
whether the laugh or cry. There was something
unbelievably stymieing about this.
"I do wish you much success in your
publishing," he said. "I simply hope it is tactful."
"Thanks, yes, I'll be sort of tactful, but
definitely it will be defined as FICTION. OK?
I am going to bed. See you tomorrow. Imagine a
person being a bunch of letters in a little box on a
computer screen, isn't that weird?"
"Acchhh," said Gerald. "Surreal!"
"Do you know a Gerhard Frey?" Gerald
asked.
"I don't think so. Who is he?"
"He has something to do with the DVU
and the NPD, he is a doctor. He mostly is a PR
man."
"I guess I've read about him. Why do you
ask that? Do you know this man?" I asked
darkly. My stomach was doing something odd.
If this was one of Gerald's provocations, I didn't
like it. I put up with all his capitalist stuff,
because there was a hint of real questions that
anyone from the left who objectively belonged to
the middle class had to face. It was funny too,
the way he talked about it. And although he
could rile me every time, still, I took it in stride
as much as he took it in stride that I called him
obscenely rich, even though he didn't like it. But
I was afraid this might be going beyond the pale

for me.
"I have met him," said Gerald. " But only
because he was at a gathering where I was. He
has sent me invitations and I have never accepted
to his groups events."
"For God's sake, don't accept them. My
God, they are Nazis." I cried and yes, I was really
anguished. I did like Gerald, but if he had
anything to do with that sort of thing, I could not
like him. "Don't get associated with them," I
said. "You are an Englishman. No matter how
conservative, you don't belong in the Nazi boat, I
hope."
"I am not a Nazi," Gerald said. "I have
Jewish friends."
"Good," I said. "That ought to be
sufficient warning to stay away from the NPD
and similar organizations if they should invite
you."
"I was told about them," Gerald said.
"You mean about those organizations?
What did they tell you about them?"
"That one is outlawed, the other is legal
and they also support revisionist history, saying
the holocaust never happened etc..."
"So it is best not to associate with them.
They are evil. Anyway, I guess your people
haven't advised you to not associate with me. I
am glad."
"I think a virtual conversation is less
dangerous in their minds," said Gerald.
"Have they commented on this? Or did
you not tell them."
"Well, my PPS knows, but not my
security types."
"PPS? I would in any case advise you not
even to have a virtual conversation with Nazis.
You could get implicated, and well, you have
Jewish friends. That would never do," I said.
"Personal Private Secretary, my chief
secretary."
"Is this a broad minded person?" I asked.
"He is my employee, one of my most
trusted," Gerald said.
"You didn't answer the question. But I
think he must be. Otherwise how could he
tolerate such an utterly eccentric person as you."
"Eccentric?"

"No comment."
"I am not eccentric, Bah," said Gerald.
"Bah," I said.
"Eccentric is a kind way of saying off the
beam."
1
"No it isn't. Eccentric can be quite
positive. Like being nonconformist. That's
positive."
Gerald laughed.
"So you'll accept eccentric?" I asked.
"As I have no way to censor you I must."
"Anyway, you might pass with some of
my security types," I said, mocking his use of the
words security types. Just stay away from the
Nazis," I said. "I'd really have a problem with
that. You will stay away from them won't you?"
"I always have," Gerald said.
"Good. Then I can continue virtually
communicating with you."
Gerald grinned.
"So I am going to read Faust now," I said.
"I have spent two nights talking to you and
haven't gotten enough sleep. And then I'm too
tired in the day to do my work. This is
ridiculous."
"I agree," said Gerald.
I said, “Faust is pornography.”
“It is?” he asked.
“I didn't realize before that Faust's pact
with the devil was about SEX. It is. I'll bet Faust
was impotent and he needed the devil to make
him be able to do it.”
“With Faust, who would know?” said
Gerald
“Goethe maybe, or me the reader??”
“Only Goethe would KNOW,” said
Gerald. “Everyone else could presume.”
“The devil Mephistopheles says about
Faust, I'll drag him through life's wastes, through
every kind of meaningless banality. That’s the
way life is, isn’t it?”
Gerald didn’t respond, so I said, “Here's
more from Faust. This is about LAW.
Statutes and laws, inherited Like an old sickness,
passed on by the dead Through endless
generations, creeping down from land to land
from town to town. Sense becomes nonsense,
good deeds dangerous. OUR FOREBEARS ARE

OUR BURDEN.”
I thought that might get Gerald to
respond. He believed in the absoluteness of the
law, his law, the law that came from his
forebears. And he did respond, “Well Goethe had
an opinion, and it was published, it does not
make him correct.”
“He was smart,” I said.
“You named one of your children after
Che Guevara, teh revolutionary?” Gerald asked.
“YES!!!!!” I said. “How did you know
my son's name is Che?”
“I had a lucky guess?”
“NO :) that is impossible. You have been
doing research on me.”
“Urbach was a mole in your party?” he
asked.
“Yes,” I said. “I believe he brought the
first Molotov cocktails which the police gave
him. The Molotov cocktails were set off by the
police. That is why I think POLICE are EVIL.”
“You think they were sent by teh police
but you do not know.” Gerald grinned and I did
not see anything amusing about that at all.
“Everyone knows that Urbach was from
the police. There is no question about it. What
have you been reading?”
“I understand he was a member of teh
German FBI type organisation, but you do not
know he brought the bombs,” said Gerald.
“He did bring the Molotov cocktails.
They weren't bombs,” I said.
“Where are you getting this information?”
There was no response.
“Gerald, I have to go. Are you there?”
“Sorry, yes,” he said. “When do you
leave for your trip?”
“I'm leaving tomorrow. I must go and do
some things now.”
“sea ewe, have a safe trip.”
The next day Gerald greeted me with a
smile. That was unusual. "Did you read?" he
asked.
"Yes, no Faust, just some manuscripts.
But they were rather boring and I fell asleep :( "
"Well that is a good way to get plenty of
sleep," he said.
"Indeed. The best way. Do you still have

rain and gray?"
"Cloudy but no rain here. I went out
earlier today. I hurt my ankle again, it is the size
of a coconut :( "
"Oh my god, how did you do that? That
sounds frightful." I said.
"I slipped on some steps in the garden :
( My foot went 90 degrees to the inside. The
doctor came and said I should have it x-rayed
next week. I have an air brace on it when I walk
now."
"What a pain. Well, I hope it gets well
quickly."
"I am certain it will :) This happened in
November to the other foot, but that was due to
tripping on an animal burrow hole."
"Dear me, maybe you should walk on the
path," I said.
"Bah. It is difficult to hunt while walking
on a path."
"Well, don't hunt. Those poor animals."
Gerald’s AOL profile
Early in May, I was again in Germany
doing Readings. I got access to a computer and
sent Gerald an email: Subj: hey ha he it´s me. Hi
Gerald, I never saw your AOL profile before. I
didn´t think you had one. It´s pretty crazy. (His
personal quote: “a fruitless attempt to regain
sanity.”) Are you really that mad? I have a
computer available today so I have to write to
you. You weren´t online. What a
disappointment!!! Do you believe that? I am
about ready to collapse. Going to a different city
every day and dealing with this public-ness. I
was on TV pretty much in the last few weeks, old
stuff mostly, so now I just walk down the street
and people stare or they come up to me and say
are you Gretchen Dutschke and shake my hand or
want an autograph. It´s making ME a little crazy.
Do you know what this is like? I suppose not.
You have your security to protect you from the
undeterred curiosity of the "masses” I am
exhausted, totally exhausted and I still have a
week and a half to go before this is done. I will
be so happy to be home.
Do you know what happened in Germany

with this Nazi that you met Gerhard Frey. I
didn’t really know who he was when you asked
me. Now he can´t be overseen or overheard.
He’s raised the specter of Nazism again. It´s
BAD BAD BAD. Next time you see him punch
him in the nose.
I will be at this place until Thursday
morning so you can send me a reply message
tonight or tomorrow.
I saw that your sister is married to
Roxburgh. That is very amusing. Bah! That is
such brilliant word for such situations. Why are
your efforts to regain sanity fruitless? One
doesn’t need to be sane? Does one?
OK, I hope you can answer before I leave here. I
kind of miss the funny Cyber conversations half
the night with you.
Gretchen
Gerald answered the next day. “Gretchen,
very pleased to read your trip is progressing well.
I should imagine the publicity should renew
interest in your book(s).
Gerhard Frey is doing well politically in
one or two states in Germany, I believe he has
also turned his home into a fortress. I am not too
certain about much else involving him at this
point. Jane and Guy are divorced for several
years now. I am certain you will be very pleased
to arrive home and be able to relax again. Simply
keep in mind there are far worse ways to pay the
butcher, than making a few appearances to PR
your book.
How is your son enjoying the tour of Germany?
Sanity is highly over rated.
Now keep in mind, communists who are making
a great deal of money by selling books, and
investing in shares and real property, what is the
word for those people again? Hippos, err, well
something of that nature.
Best wishes
Gerald
“A fruitless attempt to regain sanity.”
Why would anyone write that? I thought, he
really is crazy. He never should have written it.
In fact, it seems to me he says all sorts of things
he shouldn't. He blathers out all this drivel and
then is perplexed that he has done so and tries to
withdraw it. His defining characteristic

confusion, his corner of confusion. I asked him
what the nature of his confusion was and he
wouldn't tell. He sometimes says he's senile and
just recently admitted to being rather stupid. The
banter about him being obscenely rich and his
consistent reply about hypocrisy, was now a
given. I don’t think anyone would consider the
degree of his wealth to be subjective. It is in fact
measurable. There are maybe 300 billionaires in
a world of 6 billion people, would anyone other
than him call that moderate???
Politics
I sent him an email. "Gerald, If you are
who you say you are, then you are to a certain
degree a public person and confirmable. If I am
who I say I am, you can find out a good deal
about me just with a click of your mouse and
someone who can translate German. So, in fact,
we are vulnerable to each other. And one hardly
more than the other. In real life we probably
never would have met, never even had any notion
of the others existence, though there is always the
very slight possibility, I guess, that we both could
have appeared at some function, maybe of some
German embassy. Oddly enough, they (the
embassy folk) seem to not mind my being there,
as they have invited me several times and I went.
I think it is because Germany, in fact, needs
postwar heroes. And my husband was one. They
would not admit it, of course. But for whatever
upheaval he may have brought to Germany, he
also brought a message of hope, that Germany
and Germans are not doomed forever. Well,
that's beside the point. I was really trying to
explain that potentially under very peculiar and
unlikely circumstances we could have met.
In real life, I talk intensely to all kinds of
people, also very conservative people. I do not
believe I am blinded by ideology, I am interested
in everything. So, in fact, I also enjoy chatting
with you.
He answered, "Gretchen, I do enjoy
chatting with you as well. I really do not know
what to say. I do speak to a wide variety of
persons in my real life as well. I do not object to
hearing opposing political ideals. I am not overly

open minded about changing my views, but have
always felt it is wise to be aware of various
political and religious views. I feel that if one
feels so insecure about ones beliefs they can not
listen to opposing ones, they are not very strong
within themselves."
I read that and thought, well, I'm glad he
enjoys chatting with me, but really, I know no
more about any of this than before.
It was the end of March. Gerald had
become a virtual friend to me, someone you
could just gossip with or talk about the weather
or little daily irritations. Everything really. I
trusted him in a strange way. Even though I
didn't really know who he was. It was just his
way. He seemed so direct and intimate, naively
present. Except that suddenly there were these
impenetrable barriers. And I was falling blindly
into this... this pit, this daily routine, this bit of
insanity. I don't know what you'd call it. I spent
more time with Gerald than with anyone. I was
with him every day for four or five hours, until I
fell asleep, every night. The next day the
conversation continued. And it was, of course, the
same for him, except that he fell asleep in the
morning, it being morning in England. He'd tell
me about his life, the little things, leaving the big
things out. It could have been anyone's life I
suppose. Or maybe not quite.
"Here it is so hot, like mid summer," I
said. "Last week we had snow. How is your
weather?" I said."
"Wet and cloudy/chilly."
"Ugh. you should be here."
"I am jealous," he said.
"Come visit."
He laughed.
"You are so amusing," I told him.
"I will hate myself for this. Why am I
amusing?" he asked.
"First. You play Hundred Years War all
day. Second, playing it the way you do as if you
were the lord high executioner. Third, because
you live in a castle. Fourth, because you say Bah
all the time. Fifth, because you are very peculiar.
Sixth, because I really did hate you in that first
game. I'm sure I could think of more. O yes,
'cause you always write teh."

"I do not play this all day." he said. "I do
work. I just run this in the background. I am
almost always connected. I do not live in a
castle. It is a house built in the 1800's, and in
London we keep a penthouse and a freehold." He
was laughing again. "teh, yes, I agree. I am
trying to improve my typing."
"Well that just makes it worse, I mean
more amusing." I said.
Gerald seemed to be off into fits of
laughter again.
"When I lived in London we had a truck
parked in front of our house with a bug machine
in it. It was very big so it could hear everything
we said inside the house." I told him.
"Poor you," he said. "I was still young
then." He was still laughing.
"Ah. I was young too," I said. "We
always screamed obscenities at that microphone,
maybe that's why they threw us out of England."
"Rudi seems to have been quite young to
pass," he said.
I groaned. "He was not old. He died of
wounds inflicted by a Neo-Nazi, i.e. he was
murdered."
"Now when you say a Neo-Nazi, was it
actually a criminal, or was Rudi doing something
and you are calling the police or military
murderers?"
I realized that Gerald still had an image of
me as a terrorist radical who was stuck in an
inflexible left wing dogmatism. "He was a
criminal, "I answered. "His room was full of
Nazi objects and pictures of Hitler. He was
unemployed."
"Okay," said Gerald. "Where was this,
England?"
"No, in Germany," I said.
"The only German I have any more, and it
is probably wrong is shieckeria (sp)," he said.
I began to laugh. It was so irrelevant, but
I was happy enough not to talk about those sad
times any more. I said, "It's correct though
spelled with capital S I believe. Do you belong to
the Schickeria?"
"Not exactly," he said. "As I understand it
those people do not even make pretense at
employment, they live off rents and sit in cafes

all day."
"Hmm. I'm not sure," I said. "I thought
they were like playboys and their girl friends,
doing useless activities, media types also, who
spend all their time at cocktails parties.
"I work," he said, "Chairman of a family
business, and a trust. I also have a few gov't
posts. I do not involve myself in teh daily
business. I do attend cocktail parties at times, and
other gatherings."
"I think there's also a left Schickeria too,"
I said. We didn't belong to that. We were too
weird. You see Rudi was quite religious and I
was a theologian. That didn't fit into the left
schickeria way of life. They were rich, we were
poor. They talked about revolution. We did it."
The Home Office Files
It was obvious by then that he knew who I
was. He had both asked me and others in the
HYW game what they knew about me and had
done his own research or had his people whom he
called his elves check it out. In that way he found
out that we’d lived in England and had been
expelled. He had also done his background check
on Rudi and knew he’d been very active in the
1960’s movement. I think at that point he was a
little frightened, frightened that he’d said so
much to me, frightened that I might have contacts
who could hurt him. He thought Rudi was a
terrorist. That is why I believe he wanted to read
the home office files which described the process,
the secret process, that led to our expulsion from
England. He had found out that they existed and
he told me he wanted to see them.
He wanted to know more about me. And
sure, I wanted to know more about him too. So it
wasn't so strange, was it? I told myself that it
was basically the same motivation. He met this
woman on the Internet who was a little scary for
him, a radical at the least. I met this man on the
Internet who lived in a palatial residence, was
very rich and a monarchist at the least. The
weird thing about it was that he could get
information about me, now that he knew who I
was. He could read the Internet stuff. I could get
information about him too. Sort of. It didn't

quite work that way though. I looked up Gerald
Grosvenor in the yahoo search engine which I'd
now learned how to use. There was some stuff.
It was mostly dry business stuff, balance sheets,
It didn't even make any sense to me. There was
nothing about him. Unless, of course, this
company belonged to him. But I didn't know that
and it didn't say that. It didn't even mention him.
For him the Internet didn't seem to offer
enough information about me. It was probably
also difficult for him to extricate it since he didn't
know German. At least that's what he said. He
must have been thinking about me and how he
could get more information in English after we
stopped talking, because the next day, he said, "I
can request your file from the Home Secretary's
office, or at least a summary."
That surprised me. Why would he ever
come up with that? "Did we have a conversation
once about the Home Office?" I asked. "Is that
why you said that? You must have a terribly
good memory. What did we talk about?"
"You had made a comment about
terrorists and redistribution of wealth and
privilege. We discussed politics and actually, my
memory is rather poor, senility and all."
"OK.," I said. “Well, please do request
the files. If you actually have contacts. I would
LOVE to see them," I said brightly. I thought
this was internet patter, unconfirmable nonsense.
I had told him that I'd lived in England for a
while with Rudi and that we'd been expelled. I'd
also told him about our dislike for the home
secretary at that time. So if he wanted to go and
get files about all of that. Sure.
There were files. I knew that. I doubted
anyone could actually get them though. But
since I tended to think he was making this up I
didn't have any compunctions about it. I
considered the possibility that he might really
have had contacts at the home office. Why not?
I didn't see him as an enemy who might be
wanting these files for his own devious purposes.
If he really had contacts then he could give me a
copy of the file, that's what a friend would do.
But I was more inclined to see this as a silly
game. Nonetheless, the mere hint of a possibility
that he really could get those files made me feel

like being a fish hooked on his line. If it were
true, I thought, maybe I can finally know why
they threw us out of England. "Ask for Rudi
Dutschke’s files," I said as if it were just the most
normal thing.
"I'll tell them I received a terroristic
threat," he said and began to laugh. I did not see
anything funny about it. But he laughed a lot.
"They won't give them to you if you say
that," I suggested. "Just say it's for historical
research. That might do it."
"Err, they will give it to my security
staff," he said. "I also hold a gov't post." With
that he laughed even more. I didn't think he was
laughing at me, but maybe he was. I simply did
not understand this. It could have been something
like medium level espionage. If it were in
response to a terrorist threat, it would even be
high level. It just didn't sink in.
I knew by then that if I went online just
before bedtime, around 10 in the evening, Gerald
would be there. It reminded me of being a kid
and going through the neighborhood backyards
and yelling the names of the kids who lived in the
houses. Within minutes they'd be tumbling out
the door and there was always someone to play
with. That's the way it was going online at 10
PM. You'd yell, your screen name popped up on
someone's screen and within minutes you were
playing. It was an amazing and magical antidote
to loneliness, the always hovering loneliness.
"So are you going to get the Home Office
files?" I asked Gerald as soon as his name
flipped up the next evening. Usually, I didn't
start talking to him, but waited until he yelled
Bah, or hello, or some bit of nonsense. But I was
so enticed by the idea of seeing those files that I
invaded his screen for once.
"I will ask about it. I will see what they
say." he said. "Nasty liberals are in office at teh
moment so I need a reason these days, but I am
going to try. LOL. I will tell them you are
coming and I need an increase in official
security." This sent him into gales of laughter.
"Ha ha ha !!!!!" I said sarcastically. I
didn't think it was funny. In fact, it was insulting
and maybe a little scary. But I decided to ignore
that feeling. If I were to indulge in it, I'd get

paranoid about this and stop talking to him. So I
said, "Well the trial was, I think, in December.
The head of the home office was Maudling. This
was almost thirty years ago, so maybe they'd be
prepared to open them now. That's what I want
you to do. It is probably more likely they'll make
them available with Blair, don't you think?
Anyway, there is no way to know if there was
just and reasonable cause until we SEE them. So,
use whatever influence you have and get those
documents."
"Well there was a just and reasonable
cause or they could not have done that," he
insisted. "You may not agree, but then you could
hardly be expected to."
I thought he was getting a little grumpy
but I ignored him. "You can also get the trial
records for me, if you can. I'd be delighted to see
them also. And anyway, the rest is beside the
point. IT HAPPENED so many years ago. We
just want to SEE them." (Many years later,
around 2018 I got the complete trial records,
except for the secret ones from our lawyer
Rosemary.)
"If they are under the official secrets act,
and I am not certain that they are, you are not
entitled to see them for at least 50 years so you
may ask for an official review then," he said.
"Well, try for it NOW. Tell them an
asteroid may have hit earth by then."
Suddenly Gerald burst into laughter again.
"I am saying YOU can not have them until then."
"OK," I said getting exasperated. "So
YOU get them now."
"I will ask," he said.
"Thanks." I breathed a somewhat
relieved sigh. He always presented this
communication barrier that made me feel like I
had to fight through to reach him. It was
exhausting.
"What was the original charge?" he
asked.
"Hold on," I said. "I'll see if I can find it.
It had to do with national security."
"Terroristic ? or agitator? or spy?"
Tense again, I said, "No. Man, if it was
terrorism we'd a been in jail now wouldn't we a."
"Not if it was just affiliation, you would

have been expelled. If it was an action you
would be detained."
"This is the whole point," I said.
"Because the trial was secret, it was also secret
what they were accusing us of. I have no idea.
We weren't detained."
"You had no bill of charges? There is
always a bill of charges," he said.
“The trial lasted from dec.17 to dec.22.
No, there was no bill of charges. THIS WAS
SECRET. There never was anything like this in
England before and after us they changed the
laws. Check out your newspapers for that period
and you'll see how upset many people were."
"They have not changed the national
security laws, they just changed the
administrative process," he said dourly.
"OK, Gerald, I have to work. Check this
out for me. I'd really appreciate it. You can email it to me. If you actually get your hands on
documents, I'd appreciate it no end, if you could
photocopy them and send them to me. I have a
big archive about my husband and always
appreciate more info. OK?"
"I will see what I am told," he said
"OK. bye. see your computer existence
later."
The next day Gerald announced his
presence online not with his bah greeting but with
a whole paragraph, “I rang a friend at home to
ask him about the files from the home office. He
asked me why I wanted to know about them. I
told him the truth. He warned me.”
I wondered what the supposed truth was.
Did he throw all the terrorism stuff in? I didn't
ask though, I just said, “Well, You needn't do any
of this. It's just that how many people do I know
in England who have connections to 1. the secret
service 2. the Roxburgh family?"”
“"He asked me to consider that you are a
writer. And that you are not favourably disposed
to people in the home office and that if such
information were given to you, it is likely you
would use it in some manner not in keeping with
the interests of HM's Government.”
“He thinks I'll write about that trial?” I
said surprised. He probably didn't say anything
about terrorism I concluded. In fact, he must

have been teasing me with that. “But I already
have written about it. I'm not going to write
about that again. This is for my own
information.”
“He thinks that you would create some
embarrassment. Anyway, it is under a 75 year
seal and it is intended that all parties be dead
prior to the time a review were to take place.
That being said he will ask for a summary for
me.”
“That is uh, nice.” I said with a sinking
feeling. What are you supposed to think when
someone tells you that you have to be dead
before you will be allowed to know anything
about a part of your life. But I believed he might
tell me what he found out.
He laughed as was his wont. “You do not
like the government. You would not keep your
word, because you feel the government is
unlawful. I am relatively naive, but he is not.”
“Well, I don’t think the government is
unlawful,” I said. “We’ve already discussed this.”
I felt my cheeks burning. I was even a little
scared. Was there a real and present danger in
this? It was late at night, almost 2 AM and now
tiredness was overwhelming me, but at the same
time I desperately wanted to know more. And
maybe he would tell. “What can I do for you?” I
asked. “I mean, OK, this is getting to be quite a
lot I’m asking.”
“You do not have to do anything for me,”
he said. “That would be vulgar and I do not
know how I can possibly ask about a bastard
child. The duke's journals are in the national
archives. LOL. I am sorry for my spelling and
poor typing. I rarely write myself anymore, and
usually some one reads over it." He was bent
over in peals of laughter which usually puzzled
me because I didn't see what was funny.
"We imagined they'd think our interest
was because we were trying to get money
somehow, so they'd ignore us. We are just
curious and like most Americans just want to
know about our ancestors," I said.
"£75 millions is about what they have in
the main line still, but that is not fair market,"
said Gerald.
"I don't understand," I said. I hadn't been

thinking in concrete sums of money. In fact, I
didn't care about concrete sums of money.
"The duke of Roxburgh has about £75
millions still."
That made me laugh. I didn't really give a
shit, but I said, "oh, yes, I know he's very rich,
Baltimore and Ohio or something like that.
That's why I think they'd be wary of someone
coming along and saying, hey, I think we're
relatives."
"You find £75 million very rich?
obscenely so?"
"Yes, that's obscene!" I answered.
Gerald laughed out loud, "you would really hate
me then."”
Gerald was there the next day, as always.
Sometimes I wondered if he'd disappear in the
same way he'd come: from nowhere to nowhere.
This funny ongoing conversation with him would
just end in the middle. It was in the middle,
because the mystery wasn't solved, and he hadn't
come with the home office files yet, and there
was still so much to find out. If he was ill
somehow, maybe he would get well one day and
go back to work. Or maybe he would die. That
thought made me feel sad. How would I know
though. If he disappeared, he'd just be gone with
nothing to trace. But he wasn't gone. Instead he
greeted me with, "Acchh ."
I inhaled abruptly. A little surprised,
because I'd just been thinking about him being
dead. And I was glad he wasn't.
But while I was playing HYW with all my
might so to speak, I was aware that the absurd
amount of emotional energy I was putting into it
had to with another fantasy, even though I
thought it was very silly. It had to do with
loneliness and the need for some kind of
tantalizing distraction. That was what Gerald
was providing when I perceived that he was
being nice. And when Gerald wasn’t being nice,
I despaired. So when I let Eve tell the Pope in
HYW that she was in love with him, I was also
telling Gerald that he was playing a peculiar
energizing role for me. How did this square up
with reality? It didn’t. I was glad that it was all
virtual and so it didn’t have to square up and it
was OK to wade around in this murky fantasy

world. It proved that I had not totally turned to
ashes inside.
“Oh dear,” said I. “What has gone wrong
this time?”
"Here comes your daily dose of humour,
so there," he said. "They call me pampered and
chain smoking."
"Ah, my daily dose of humor and a bit
more," I grinned. "And whoever calls you that?"
"They say I should return to my sporting
career. And another says I work behind the
scenes in too many areas."
"Who is saying these things?"
"Someone whose pampered physique
seldom shows up in the House of Lords, seems
mighty vociferous in promoting the great deeds
of hereditary peers," he continued.
I burst into laughter, "WHO? Who says
that?"
"A columnist for the Daily Mail and
another one, writing about the Most Powerful
List. bah. I'm just seeing this. I had not read all
the briefs from this weekend."
"Well is it true?" I asked. "What was your
sporting career? Did you have one?"
"I played cricket when I was younger," he
said.
"Professionally?" I asked amazed.
"Of course not," he grinned.
"Well, then it wasn't a sporting career.
One down. How about pampered frame????"
"I am prone to manicures, haircuts,
massages and such," he said.
"Oy vey," I giggled. "You are SOOOOO
amusing.
"I am also somewhat prone to personal
comforts such as mode of transport and simple
conveniences."
"Well, it's what one would expect of the
obscenely rich," I said. "But be more specific."
"I do not like the time it takes to travel by
car, so I use helicopters: very nicely done up
ones, and when I use cars they are well
appointed."
"What is a nicely done up helicopter?
And what is a well appointed car? I don't
understand these words."
"Yes you do," he grinned.

"No I don't. I can't imagine what a nicely
done up helicopter is or an appointed car, maybe,
like one with flags and sirens and such?"
"No, no, it is the interior. Custom seats,
air freshening systems, service, that sort of
thing."
"What a waste of money," I said. I
couldn't help it.
"The air system minimizes the smoke ."
"WHY don't you just stop smoking, that
would also minimize it, or just open the window.
And how do they know what your cars and
helicopters are like on the inside anyway? Do
they go in them?"
"Not necessarily, but the people who fix
them up seem to have mouths that do not remain
closed. and some peopel have been in our
vehicles."
"Well, it certainly is the kind of thing
people would talk about. What do you expect if
you are going to be SOOOOO eccentric and
flaunt your wealth in this way."
"A TV network is broadcasting a series of
shows about the most powerful list. The
commentators were in disagreement about me.
Some said I did not belong on it, others then
decided to defend me."
"And they agreed that you should be on
the list because you exercise your power behind
the scenes? That seems to be true according to
what you have told me."
"I do not say that. I only say that my
opinion is solicited not that I have any direct
influence."
"Yes, yes, Money always talks, a lot I’d
say.” I hesitated a bit then added, "Are you as
nice to everyone else as you are to me?"
Gerald grinned, "I am lovely to all
persons."
"Then why do they write nasty things
about you?"
"Bah," he said.
"Well, it doesn't matter to me one way or
the other. I just hope you continue to be nice to
me. I am going to bed now. It's late."
"Sleep well," he said.
"You too if it's night. And stop smoking!"

Politics
"I think it is interesting to meet peopel
online. Think of it. You, Jim ( a US Department
of Defense person). I mean in teh real world we
would never even converse, none of us with one
another, but online many peopel of diverse
political and economic backgrounds..."
"I don't know," I said. "I have gone to
parties at the German consulate and there were
diplomats and officials and capitalists and god
knows what there and I talked to all of them.
They were rather amazed that I could speak. I
think they were like you, they probably thought I
was a bomb. I won't hurt you, don't worry. I
mean you're my 1/1,000,000,000 of a cousin."
"I have been to gatherings where there
were communists," he said. "But not anarchists."
"I am actually a very shy person and I
wouldn't talk to people anyway unless I was
forced to," I said.
"I am usually not accessible," he said.
"In Russia they killed all the anarchists,"
I said.
"Well they did something right," he
laughed.
"Anyway I'm not an anarchist. :>( "
"You believe in disrupting legitimate
gov't?"
“No,” I said, “You never listen to me.
If a lawfully established government is a
reasonably good and responsive and democratic
government which is able to solve the problems
of all its citizens, not just the rich, within the
confines of its laws then I do NOT think it should
be disestablished OK???? I am NOT an
anarchist!!!!” Only when the government is not
responsive to the needs of the people then yes,
disruption is legitimate. There is always a hiatus
between gov't and the people that can't logically
be breached. It is sort of a trust which
occasionally breaks down which is why
governments and nations come and go I guess."
“Reasonable, responsive are modifiers
and are subjective not absolutes. Short of
unattainable utopia there is no perfect
government,” he said.
“I didn't say perfect,” I said.

“No but your modifiers mean different
things to different people.”
“Well, what do they mean to you?” I
asked.
“I feel it is the government’s
responsibility to provide order for its citizens.”
“In German they say Friedhofsruhe," I
said, "the total orderliness of death."
"Bah," he said. “The law is to protect the
many who do not always know what is best for
them."
"That is true," I said. "But they must be
educated so they at least can make informed
judgments. "What kind of order do you mean?”
“Safe borders, safe streets. Provide a safe
and secure infrastructure to foster teh
development of commerce, industry and a safe
environment to raise a family,” he said.
“But what about people's wish to have
some control over their lives and destinies?”
“They can decide where they work, if
there is a position open and they are qualified and
they apply and are suitable. They can save and
start their own business, move where they like,
marry whom they wish (providing both parties
consent). What do you think government should
provide?” he asked.
“The chance for people to petition
government, to form grass roots organizations
which can present referendums and recall
officials who are not responding to the needs of
the ordinary people, protect people from the
power of corporations, protect the environment
so it is safe to raise a family.”
“Hmmm,” he said.
Some things are above the law," I said.
He latched onto that one, "Yes teh crown
ought be above teh law. But I do not mean it
should be oppressive, but rather a steward and
protector. The royals should rely on councilors
appointed by merit and blood, who then should
oversee an elected consultative assembly in the
lower house, and hereditary lords in the upper. It
will never happen again, but it would be
reasonable."
"The crown????? The scandalous, sex
crazed, silly royals? behaving like God?" I cried.
"Well, I'm getting slaphappy I think. I have to go

to bed. But why should those silly lords who go
around spending their money on their silly whims
have anything to say? Oops sorry cousin."
"The lords have recently upheld education
standards, also preventing prohibitions on beef on
teh bone, also certain types of unpopular taxation
were revised by lords, all popular with the people
and in contrast to elected officials."
"Good going!" I said. "You mean in spite
of mad cow disease, that may make them deathly
ill?"
"Mad cow disease is not proved to be
spread by meat on teh bone."
"I have to sleep," I said. "I'm soon going
to collapse."
"Night", he said.
"I think its cow brains." I said. I closed
down my computer and tumbled already half
asleep into bed.
Game Politicians
A few days later Gerald told me he had
executed Grimaldi. It seemed like a vendetta to
me, so I said, "It's good you're not a real life
politician."
"You mean an elected politician or an
office holder?" he asked.
"Both," I said.
"I hold office," he said. "I have a vote in
the legislature. I have not used it in years. I am
active in conservative politics. I have a
magistracy as well. But real life and games are
very different."
This was a dismaying but maybe also
rather funny revelation. I was thinking he's a
mad man whose main goal in life is to torture
people in Internet games and now, gawd
almighty, he tells me he is a REAL LIFE
politician. I was surprised though that he had
what seemed to be an intricately woven real life.
But truth of the matter was, I didn't believe that
real life and games were that different in the
sense that a person was the kind of person they
were. So if you thought it was right to kill off a
family because you didn't like them and hold two
little girls in a dungeon in a game, well, you
would likely also support the death penalty and

draconian prison sentences and probably also
lack compassion for people less fortunate than
yourself in real life. I also suspected that
Gerald’s alias Yussupov might also be a
Yussupov kind of real life politician, who would
murder to preserve the old order and who was too
dogmatic to realize that when the old order
reached a point where it could not survive, it
would not survive, no matter what and that you
therefore had to be flexible. I could not imagine
him being flexible. I thought that might be how
Gerald was. Although I suspected he also had
another side, that maybe included loyalty to
friends. However, I also supposed that those he
considered friends were a very small circle of
people like himself. But I was willing to be open
on that question too. There was something
appealing about him. I was curious what his real
life political actions were, so I asked him, "Why
don't you use your vote. What kind of a
legislature? What is a magistracy and what do
you do in conservative politics?"
"I have an appointment as a judge," he
said. "I am a hereditary peer, so as of this writing
I could sit in the House of Lords and vote. I help
with fund raising and attend party policy
conferences for teh conservative party. I do not
use my vote because I have not seen a need to do
so for several years."
That surprised me. "Why don't you sit in
and vote? Isn't that interesting?"
"I am also a Chancellor of a University,
but the vice chancellor is teh real administrator.
My name is merely affixed to most things, I
rarely do more than occasionally attend a meeting
or a ceremony."
"Wouldn't it be more fun to mess around
with these things and do more than merely affix
your name?" I asked.
"It isn't done that way, he said. "I am not a
professional administrator."
His Spartan answers to questions which
tried to probe deeper were annoying. Why did he
always apply the brakes in these conversations? I
thought if I ask enough he will either get himself
entangled in hopeless contradictions or he will
make a mistake or he will reveal the truth, so I
pursued them, knowing he might get angry or he

might finally give an answer that made sense. So
I asked again, "why don't you see a need to vote?
Are all the conclusions always foregone? Or
don't you care what the outcome is?"
"Generally my vote would not be a
deciding one," he said. "I used to sit every day
when there was a session. A policy was passed
which I objected to, so I resigned from the party.
I only this past November rejoined, and I have
not yet decided to sit again."
"Well, I am not conservative," I said. But
I do some conservation politics."
"TLIO type of politics?"
"TLIO what does that mean?" I asked.
"This Land is Ours is a group that wants
teh right to ramble or hike or bird watch on
private estates. They also wish to control the use
of private lands, and they object to hunting."
"Not exactly like TLIO," I said. "I am a
member of 20/20 Vision which looks at pending
legislation in regard to ecological and peace
questions. Then decides each month on an issue
of importance and we get all our member to write
to their congressmen/women, the President, etc...
Last month for example, the US gov't wanted a
law that would allow food that is grown in human
feces, radiated and genetically altered to be called
organic, so we are protesting that.
Which university are you chancellor of?"
"Well radiating food kills some bacteria
prolonging the safe storage life doesn't it?" he
said. "I think if they radiate teh food it ought to
be labeled in some way ."
"Exactly," I said. "We aren't objecting to
them radiating food, we just don't want them to
call it organic. It should be labeled as such.
Which university?" I repeated.
"If you ask a question twice and it is
overlooked, do you think that pressing a third
time will receive an answer?"
"Yes, I am aware that you are hedging," I
said. "I don't understand why."
"I am not very comfortable disclosing
compleat personal details to peopel I do not really
'know'," he said. "When I first started using the
web I was given a list of do-nots, some of which I
have not followed very well. But some I am
trying to follow."

"OK, but this is goofy," I said. "If you
really are who you say you are, then it would not
be terribly difficult for me to find out which
university, would it?" I was told the same about
the Internet. I was told not to use my real name.
But I have revealed to you many things which I
haven't told anyone else I chat with. So you are
really privileged. I guess it's because you are
maybe distantly related to me."
There was a pause, then he appeared
again. "The silence you hear is my senile mind
thinking."
"I'm glad your senile mind can think," I
said. "Shall I waste my time researching it?"
"I see no reason why you would care," he
said.
"Because this is a game."
"A game?"
"And I have a vague feeling that a real
human being is behind this blue thing that says
Yussupov."
"Blue thing? I am not taking your
meaning, he said.
"The game is connecting with people on
the Internet and seeing what they will say. Then
trying to make a picture of that person out of it,
and fantasizing about that character, which really
doesn't mean much more than the words that
appear on the IM. I mean in the IM your name
Yussupov appears in blue and mine Eve in red."
"Ahh, Well you have an interesting idea
of games," he said.
"What would you call it? Is it real life?
Oh I guess they call it virtual reality or something
like that. Same thing sort of or?"
"I suppose so," he said.
"OK, cousin," I said. I hope you're not
brooding over this. I for one rather enjoy it."
Of course, I was trying to figure out who
he was. Not only who he might possibly be in
real life, but also what kind of a person he was,
puzzles to try to solve. So it was sort of fun.
That's what I meant that I enjoyed it. I knew that
I couldn't stop. Not until the day I would
discover either that he was a hoax, a lonely and
crazy old man or woman whose life was
contained in this fantasy, or that he perhaps
would have enough of it and disappear into

cyberspace just as he had come, from nowhere,
with no connections and no real relevance to my
life.
"It is so darn hot here, I'm going out of
my mind," I said. "I can't work. It was almost 90
degrees today. I think hell has descended upon
us. Now I envy you with cool weather. It's not
supposed to be hot here, at least not in March."
"I would have thought the bay breeze
would keep the city temperate. But then I am told
this el nino has mucked around weather
everywhere."
"Normally it's reasonably cool, except
during July and August you might get a few
really hot days. However, today is March 31. 90
degree weather in March is unheard of. El nino
is supposed to go until June now. They keep
making it longer. Maybe it will never end."
"El Nino is supposed to take 10 years for
teh weather patterns to readjust," said Gerald.
"Well, let us see what they readjust to.
Maybe the earth will turn upside-down and
everyone will have the opposite weather of what
they had before."
Gerald laughed.
"Are you going to let the This is Our Land
people walk on your estate?" I asked.
"No," he said. "My land is my land."
"This land is your land, this land is my
land, from California to the New York Island.
Too bad. Not yours," I said. "Do you know that
song?"
1
"People do not treat land they do not own
respectfully, if they litter who is to clean it? Who
is to watch for fires careless smokers start or
campers? or who is to patrol to help people who
injure themselves. Who is to indemnify against
the inevitable fool who falls from a tree, or trips
on a path and tries to sue me."
"Or gets lost and starves to death.
Imagine taking a stroll and finding corpses
strewn about. What utter unpleasantry. I guess
we better keep all the fools locked up, so if they
hurt themselves at least their corpses won't
disturb us," I teased.
He burst into his infectious loud laughter.
"Exactly," he said.
"Unless el nino comes along and washes

them out leaving them flung in the landscape,
like in Peru. I have a woods near where I live. It
belongs to the town which means it also belongs
to me. I haven't seen any human corpses there
yet. But someone is polluting the stream that
runs through. I am now joining a campaign to
find the culprit(s)
"That is good", said Gerald. "I do not
think pollution is good."
"I've seen sick animals there. A skunk
that just sat in the path and wouldn't move. That
was rather disturbing since a number of people
wanted to walk past and didn't dare. Yesterday a
man was attacked by a raccoon. I really do think
that if we destroy nature, the earth is going to get
rid of us too in the end. I also think the human
population of the earth should be reduced. But
not by war. That tends to increase it. People
must simply have less children."
"Err."
"What do you think about abortion?" I
asked. "That's really an issue in the USA, and
what do you mean, err."
"How do you limit who has a child. I have
some ideas, but they are not what would be
considered popular. Additionally that would
require a world authority which I do not much
favour
"No, not really. China did it," I said.
"Everyone was supposed to have one child. So it
was pretty democratic. It limited everyone. It
was also a national and not a world authority.
Each country could allow as many children as it
deemed appropriate, depending on how densely
populated it were and certainly allow abortions.
It would be necessary."
"A more equitable method would be
wealth/resource base."
"Do you mean as a nation or personally?"
I asked. "If you just want the rich to reproduce,
you might have some problems because on the
whole I believe the richer people tend to have
less children."
"I mean as a nation, as well as the
individual ability to provide a decent
upbringing."
"OK, although nations should simply
provide the means for every child to have a

decent childhood and get a good education."
"Why is it your responsibility to see that
my children are well fed?" Gerald asked.
"Because children are too inexperienced
to be responsible for themselves. If their parents
do not take the responsibility, then the
community must do so. It is also compassionate
and civilized."
"But that means an irresponsible couple
could foist 10, 15 or even 20 children on us," he
said.
I laughed. "At least we can hope they had
fun doing it. But Gerald, I am not opposed to
limiting the number of children by law. I think it
could be the only way to save the earth. A higher
good maybe????"
"I sound like a Nazi at this point," said
Gerald. "I feel some sterilization is required"
"Well, in India they tried forced
sterilization," I said. "And it was catastrophic,
but when they used rational arguments and made
sure that the children born would survive, women
did it of their own free will In Kerala, most
women do get sterilized at some point. I don't
know how they do it in China. Do you?"
"China pays a bonus for families limiting
the # of children they had? maybe?"
"Ah yes, sounds wise. I think the first
child got various things like food stamps and free
education. If a family had more children they got
nothing. They may have had to pay a fine."
The Stock Market
One day Yuss wrote, “you earned money
from your book. What have you done with it?
Why don't you invest in the stock market?”
“I don't know”, I said. “I wouldn't have
any idea how to do it. I have some Putnam
funds. That's where I put the money from my
book.”
“How much is it?” he said.
“I don't know”, I said. “I really didn't
know. But the funny thing was, and that's the
weird thing about the internet, you are inclined to
say things to strangers that you otherwise
wouldn't tell people. I would have told him.”
“You shouldn't leave it in Putnam, he said.
You can buy stocks with that. You will earn more

that way. You are donating a lot of money to your
bank and to Putnam. Why should you do that?”
“Nah”, I said. “That's too risky.”
“I'll help you”, he said.
I thought about this. It was a two-edged
sword. There was no doubt in my mind about
that. For one thing, the money was in the bank
and was invested and someone was earning a lot
of money by exploiting me, more or less. So was
it politically correct to allow a bank to exploit
me? I wasn't earning much at all, and knew that
having money in Putnam Funds was really no
different than owning individual stocks from an
ideological viewpoint. Was I in fact, as a leftist,
anti-capitalist required to have no money
invested? This was actually impossible unless I
put all the money in my mattress. Even if I put it
in a normal bank account it would be invested by
the bank. There was no way to escape
Capitalism's mechanisms. Of course, you could
also be impoverished and have no money. That
would allow you to escape. But then what would
you eat? So I was contemplating whether it was
morally redeemable to buy stocks. I could not
find an unambiguous answer. But I knew that
Yussupov had an unambiguous answer. I could
tell, even though he didn't say it then. He thought
that buying stocks was corrupting for a leftist.
But he always saw everything black and white. I
don't think he was capable of seeing gray. For
me it was gray. But he wanted to corrupt me.
When I realized that, I thought this is a game and
either he will win it or he won't. At least I know
what the stakes are. So maybe I can play as long
as I know what the game is about.
He also made the offer to Erie Tim. For
Tim, of course, there was nothing ideological
about it. Tim was a Republican. He had no
problems with investing in stocks if he could earn
money. He and I discussed Yuss's offer with each
other.
Do you think Yussupov really is who he
says he is?
Is he really a billionaire?
Does he really have inside information
about stocks? Does he know what he's doing?
Both Tim and I were inclined to think that the
answer was yes. But maybe that was both

wishful thinking and creeping crawling greed that
eats into your brain and makes that glittering pot
of gold out just beyond the rainbow lure you into
doom.
This was 1997 and the stock market had
been going up for a while. It seemed like anyone
could earn money by investing in it. He'd told us
that he and his advisors invested for other people,
or at least advised other people. He would advise
us for free. I thought, sure, he is rich, very rich,
if he's telling the truth about who he is. He pays
his advisors to invest his money, maybe it is a
pecuniary profitable thing to do. Erie Tim
thought so. I wasn't so sure.
There was even the Utopian notion that
if everyone owned stocks, the wealth would be
socialized and distributed to everyone. Of
course, the majority of people didn't have enough
excess money after daily necessities to invest at
all. So why not demand that every child receive
a certain share of stocks at birth and then not be
able to access until they were grown. That would
make it fairer, maybe. I didn't know much about
how the financial system functioned in the world,
and what power it had at that time. The idea of
making everyone owners of the means of
production in this fashion was completely
Utopian, but it seemed a better Marxist way of
distributing the wealth, than the hopeless Soviet
Union method of state socialism in which a small
class, as in capitalism, exploited and helped
themselves to a vast proportion of the created
wealth. So these were all justifications, probably
inexcusable, for accepting Yuss's offer.
"It seems to me if you have teh proceeds
of a best seller you are now one of those you
despise," Gerald wrote.
"That could be," I said. "I don't know. I
never go to cafes, I don't live from rents. I work.
I worked the whole time from when I last talked
to you until we started talking again. I am
writing. I need to finish another book, because
my money will run out."
"So why did you not invest it?" He began
to laugh. "My dear lady, invested well you would
never have to work again."
"How would a communist have any
notion of how to invest money?" I asked.

"You get a business manager," he said.
"Go to the investment bank of your choice."
"Uh, I didn't get as much money from this
book as you seem to imagine. I can't in fact even
afford a business manager," I said. "I bought a
new car for the first time in my life. My son just
bashed the fender and I'm freaking out. I need
another best seller, a bigger one, then I am
guaranteed financially for life and can also
guarantee my children for life."
"You say for a few years to come you will
not need to work, so let's say you made...
1,000,000, invested wisely you can retire, and
live in comfort not lavish as you say but modest
comfort."
"It was nowhere near that. Nowhere near
at all," I said and started laughing at this huge
sum he was attributing to me.
"I am not trying to be rude, and in person
I would never presume to speak this way to
someone not in my immediate circle, but how can
you live for several years in comfort on less than
that?"
This sent me into peals of laughter. "I
agree," I said. "With 1 million there should be no
problem. But I have a long way to go to get
there."
“So, consider playing stocks”
“What do you mean playing stocks? You
mean buying stocks?”
“Yes,” he said.
I just joined an investment club. This
kind of investment club is getting real popular."
"Very good idea," he said. "Investment
clubs spread the risk and allow better
diversification. And see, you are becoming a
member of the leisure class."
"So what are you saying. That I'm a
capitalist?"
"Exactly."
"Well, you see," I said, "We live in a
capitalist world. We have two alternatives, either
adapt to it or drop out. Neither is really
acceptable if you want a more just society. We
are caught between the devil and the deep blue
sea. We cannot do the right thing. But
sometimes there is a social upheaval that draws
everyone in a new direction somehow. At that

point you have to do what you can. That is the
window of opportunity, the point you can escape
opportunism for a moment."
"So in the meanwhile you become a
millionairess and ignore the downtrodden while
professing to be a socialist."
"No, I will not ignore the downtrodden.
Why do you want me to be a hypocrite?"
"I do not wish you to be, I merely point
out the inconsistencies," he said.
"I don't think inconsistencies make you a
hypocrite. Inconsistencies are inevitable. It is
only because we have the flawed need to make
everything appear black or white, that everything
that is gray appears to be an inconsistency."
"Now hypocrisy is present thusly...," he
said. "You preach one thing, yet intend another,
you write to earn money in a manner you find
pleasurable. You then invest the proceeds to help
provide upward movement in your social class
and provide more comfort for your family, not
simply to provide an average living standard."
"No, no, Gerald. My family has lived in
poverty. Not average. I just want average. That's
all. Maybe it will go a little above average, now,
but it will average itself out over a period of
several years"
"Ahh so aggregate wealth, poverty in
youth, averages against later success?"
"No, that wouldn't work, because I've had
close to poverty line level income for decades
and now one year of very good income, because
my book sold very well. That still averages out
to way below average. And this year I earn very
little again, because I don't publish a book this
year. But in order to counteract 2 or 3 or 4 years
of no book I have property and investments so I
will have an income (which is not high but
adequate) in those years. If I do write another
best seller and earn a lot of money again, OK
YOU ARE RIGHT. I will face a dilemma. How
much for me, for my family and how much for
the whole social good, and then if for the social
good, in what form.
"Now now, as I am very familiar with the
property business, and income from shares, if you
have a building already and are bidding on
another you should have a tidy income." He was

laughing wildly. "See?" he said.
"Muhahhahahahaha."
"My building has a HUMONGOUS
mortgage," I said.
"Yes but you know that you set the rent to
service debt, taxes and increase equity, and in a
few years either use the equity to expand or
simply have a very good and stable investment
that will provide income.
If you have money to invest you should
be able to find something for it," said Gerald.
"Even CDs would give you enough interest to
live on with no risk exposure. $225,000 invested
in stocks or bonds or mutuals would be less
headache for you than real estate. But if you
ENJOY real estate you should stay in it."
"OK. But stocks are sure to go down
soon aren't they. They've been going up for a
long time. I don't really enjoy real estate at all," I
said. "But it's nice to know I'd have a place to
live if I needed it. And I don't know anyone who
has anything to do with money." I wrote.
"I do not do mutuals myself," he said.
"What do you do?"
"Grosvenor Fund is good ," He smiled.
"Is that you?" I asked. He didn't answer.
"Are you related to that Grosvenor Street
in London?" It was a place I remembered from
my teenage trip to London..
"No, it is not me," he said. "It is difficult
to be related to a street. LOL."
"Well, is it a person or just a name to
make people feel good?"
"That guy has been dead for 300 years but
yes I'm related. He was Lord Grosvenor. Our city
home is there still."
"Goodness me," I said. "Next time I go to
London, I'll have to check it out. Which
number?"
Gerald laughed.
"I'll come visit you," I said.
"Noooooo."
"Are you afraid of me?" I asked.
No answer.
"You will hate this," Gerald wrote the
next day. "But do you HAVE to live in the city
where you do?"
"No, but I want to stay here until Marek

finishes high school which is in one year. Then I
could go anywhere."
"I am not exactly the one to speak about
frugality," Gerald said. "But I manage or oversee
several modest trusts for relatives, and I
encourage them to live in less costly areas. Do
you like the south?
"Too hot," I said.
"Hot, good god, Bah. The middle west?"
"The middle west is too far away from
Europe. Isn't too hot a good excuse?"
"They have airports in the middle west,"
he said.
"But it costs more and the flight takes two
more hours. I HATE to fly."
"Well what about Morocco or Portugal or
Greece?"
"Holy shit," I said.
"Or Mexico? I am thinking where you
can live a very comfortable life with less
expense. There are large expat communities in
those places. In Mexico you can get a very nice
home for say 70,000 US, a maid and a houseman
live-in for less than 400 US a month.."
"I don't speak Spanish."
"On the gulf coast near Ixtaupa," he
continued. "Or on a lake south of Guadalahara,
there is a large English community there, and you
seem to take languages well. You have no
annuities or pension?""
"No pension to speak of," I said. He
probably couldn't imagine someone would end up
like me with none of the normal financial
securities that other people after their working
life would have. But we had never had a normal
working life, Rudi hadn't and I hadn't after his
death. Nothing had been normal with us.
"I might be able to qualify for social
security when I'm 65, but I'd have to work and
earn money for 3 more years," I said.
"Yes work, Bah you say:) "
"I should say Bah about work," I said.
"The only work I want to do is write. My
brother wants to retire to Hilton Head," I said.
"He loves it there. But he is still in his 30's. I
really like New England."
I have a house in Hilton head," Gerald
said. "I have no idea what it's like, I inherited the

house last year along with one in Sag Harbour
and a Condo in Chicago and some shares. I am
just in my 40's, Bah," he added.
"You must have a big family that keeps
dying and giving you all this stuff," I said.
""Why must you stay in New England? I
own a complex in Iowa city Iowa over 120 units,
rents are very nice. You will hate my suggestion
but.. Move to Cedar Rapids Iowa or Lincoln
Nebraska, somewhere like that. Medium sized
towns, (150-200 thousands) You can live much
less expensively and better.”
His argumentation seemed flawless, but I
cried, "Cedar Rapids!!! It's like in the prairie
with the buffalo or something. What would make
people want to live there?" I asked.
“They have universities, community
theatre, airports. Iowa City is a college
community."
“I can't really imagine it. Is it pretty?"
"Well pretty? It is not Petra or
Leopoldville, but it is low crime, unpolluted, and
very safe. It has high tech industry, (Rockwell,
Collins, Avionics) as well as ADM plants. Think
about it. Buy a second duplex at 120k, rent both
sides 1200 a month:) before taxes you still have
150 000 from the sale in Cambridge in your
investments and in 15 years you have 2 totally
paid for properties providing 4000 a month (not
adjusted for inflation) and have a net approaching
1.2 million."
"What?" I cried in amazement. This array
of mathematical wizardry making me into a
millionaire in 15 years was pretty cool, except for
one problem. "But by then I'll be old and
decrepit."
"How old are you now?" he asked.
"I'm a bit older than you." I said.
"I know you do not like my advise, but
really small middle western cities would be best
for your situation."
"Well, there is another possibility," I said.
"I write another book that gets on the best seller
list and then I can do anything I want. How
about that?"
"Bah, you want everything. Do you have
a box at the Met? or are you a Patron of the Arts?
A patron of local theatre company etc.. et?"

"Hey, come on. What do you think?"
"So why not enjoy companies of
developing and younger artists in middle sized
communities? You conserve capital, and live
comfortably enjoying young artists."
"But I couldn't do that, because I don't
have enough money to travel around. I have to
have my investments near where I live. Would
you live there????"
"I would not live there," he said. "I have
been there. But you do not have to live
somewhere to own things there."
"I do," I said. "That's the point. I don't
have enough money to travel around. I tried to
manage my stupid house in Cambridge while I
was in Germany and it was a catastrophe. I lost a
lot of money, because the managers stole it and
ran the place down."
There was a pause. Then he said, "I will
ask and you tell me, none of my business, if you
wish. How much do you have in Putnam funds?"
To my astonishment, it seemed that Gerald was
making serious thoughts about how I could
survive the rest of my life financially. I had two
assets, my house and the money I'd earned from
my book. But I hadn't had much income since
then. I could not fathom why he should be
concerned. But I felt flattered by it. And yet I
had no idea who he actually was. I'd never seen
him, never heard his voice. I didn't even know if
he was real.
I told him. I'm not sure why. I somehow
believed that he wanted to help me and not harm
me. At this point I had been talking to him about
four months. I had no reason to suppose he could
use this against me. And if he was collecting
information for some intelligence agency, I
thought, oh well. It will become a historical
document. But it can hardly be used against me.
"I have about $105,000 in mutual funds but some
of this is tax free retirement funds. I also have to
get my son through college."
"Lets see," he said. "Live in Iowa, or
Nebraska, and fly 2 extra hours occasionally,
while saving money and living better, or ........"
"Well, I see your point. But it isn't really
that important to have a nice house. I really just
need enough room for myself and my stuff and

interesting neighbors and cultural possibilities.
You know Gerald, I sit here in this room in front
of this computer as you do at this moment and we
talk to each other. I am in a small apartment and
you might be in a mansion but we see the same
computer screen. It's like, so what. I don't need a
mansion in order to see a computer screen, you
know what I mean? But I think you are saying,
invest in the Midwest, where prices are less. And
live there and you'll be financially fixed up for
the rest of your life which is a nice thought. Who
knows."
"I agree, no mansion,” he said. “But what
about say a duplex? You live in it and say it cost
120 000, you carry 15 year note at 780 a month,
and lease out the other side for say 1000."
"But that isn't better than the house I have
in Cambridge now."
“See, you are learning.” Gerald laughed.
“That's nothing to laugh at,” I said.
“What am I learning?”
“How to explain the reason for leaving
wealth to the next generation.”
“Well, you certainly had great profit from
your ancestors leaving their wealth to the next
generation.
Gerald must have suspected what I was
thinking, he said “How do you think our family
accumulated money? At some point people
worked for it, either in the military, or farming
and later by maintaining and investing.”
“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “At some point
people in your family worked for the money and
you can benefit. That is very nice. Of course,
everyone would like that. So that's why there's
envy in the world. Always been that way. I
doubt I will be able to leave any wealth at all.
Since I will probably use it all up.”
“Even if you do not sell another book, if
you use what you have wisely and baring a major
lingering illness, you should leave a tidy estate,”
said Gerald. “Not a fortune, but enough to help
your children or grandchildren.
I am not the wealthiest man, nor teh
poorest man. I do not envy those with their
greater wealth. I would like to have as much as
they do, but do not begrudge them their money.”

“I don't begrudge the rich their money,
that’s not the right word. I do believe that there
should be some means of preventing the bottom
from falling out. Personally, I am happy with
very little money. I always felt I had a very rich
life even when we had to live from stealing.” I
was hoping to get a rise out of him. I waited a
few seconds but he said nothing. “That last was
meant as a provocation,” I said finally.
He still didn’t say anything. “I've had
everything in life, everything I could imagine.
I've had a very wonderful life, though also times
of terrible bitterness, but that had nothing to do
with money.”
“Oh well, Bah,” he said. “I know many
people who are happy who are not terribly
wealthy. Wealth has nothing to do with
happiness,” he said.
“You mean you didn't let yourself get
provoked?” I asked.
“No,” he said.
“I know wealth has nothing to do with
happiness. That people think it does, is the
flawed view of a materialistic society. Are you
happy?” I asked.
“I am content,” he said.
“What is your web site called?”
“My Place of Confusion on the web.”
Money, Money, Money, it’s a rich man’s world
“Do you play around with the stock
market all the time?” I asked.
“We have a lot of investments in the
market,” Gerald laughed. “But personally I only
play occasionally. Most is handled by
professional managers.” Nonetheless, in addition
he allotted himself play money – a sum of several
million dollars, which he used to play the stock
market the same way he gambled at the Ritz.
“Do your managers tell you when there's
something really good?” I asked. I was thinking
that maybe it would be OK, for him to advise me,
since I had no idea what to do. But he didn’t
answer that.
Instead he said, “You could probably do
better investing in stocks rather than funds.”
I went to put the teakettle on the stove. I

found the idea of investing in the stock market
scary. Not so much because it might have
presented political dilemmas, but because it was a
mysterious and huge monster that gobbled up a
person’s money. I knew that my grandfather had
lost a huge amount of money in the 1929 crash.
That was a family saga that was repeated at any
number of family gatherings.
But maybe the reason that I was
fascinated by the idea was that I imagined it
could give some kind of incarnation to Gerald’s
ethereal existence. It was as if the stock market
would become a mediation. I couldn’t explain to
myself how that could be. But I thought that if he
advised me and it worked, it would be because he
really was who he said he was. It was more of an
experiment to test a hypothesis. If I were able to
earn money in the process, it would be nice too.
The teakettle whistled and I poured the boiling
water into the teapot, forgetting that I hadn’t put
the teabag in. I was too involved in the decision I
was going to make. I went back to the computer
and Gerald was still there. “I will listen to your
advise, perhaps even follow some of it and try to
increase my wealth in this vile capitalistic way,
so that my grandchildren can move to the USA
when the ice age descends upon Europe.”
“I think you should find someone you
trust and can investigate their record, not follow
my advise. At best you should simply request
information about the investments I suggest to
you and discuss them with people you KNOW
and trust. Then decide if you favour them or
not.”
“Yes, well the people I tend to know, tend
not to be capitalists and they don’t know anything
about investments.”
“So if you help me to invest in the stock
market, how would I do it?” I asked.
“You need an account,” he said. “You can
get an online account and then buy and sell
online.”
“What amount do you want to use to
invest?” he asked. “And keep in mind you need
to have reserves for your own emergencies.”
“I have to live from it,” I said. “It’s all I
have. What about the money that is now in the
Putnum funds? Should I take that out? Some are

pension funds so maybe I can't even legally take
them out.”
“Leave pension funds invested. You
would pay a heavy penalty for withdrawing them.
Use your cash to open the account and when you
have opened the account, use your money to buy
shares of ADM.”
“Isn’t this a kind of weird irony?” I said.
“The billionaire tells the former poor communist
how to become a capitalist.”
“I am an impoverished farmer,” Gerald
said.
“Oh my,” said I. “Then I guess I must
feel sorry for you. And I fear I can't even tell you
how to become an even more impoverished
farmer.”
I went the next day to sign up for an
online brokerage account.
“I bought some ADM,” I said.
“How many shares and what commission
were you charged?”
“It was 15.60 per share and I had $2500.
I think the commission was $29. And I think she
said 160 shares. I'm not sure.”
“That sounds right,” Gerald said. “Now,
forget it exists. The 3% stock dividend will be
paid in Sept.”
“Can I look then?” I asked.
“Yes, you can. And maybe then you will
want to put more cash into that account. But we
can see.”
“OK.” I said.
He seemed to think that he could
convince me to become a committed capitalist, so
I figured, I’d egg him on. And when I actually
went to bed at night, before going to sleep when
not much else was muddling my mind, I did
wonder how I would financially survive the rest
of my life. I did not think I would have anything
to leave anyway. But, I thought, I would be
happy to leave my children something if it were
feasible.
“Capitalists are good :) “
“That is a problematic statement,” I said.
“Of course, I believe that some people who are
capitalists can be good people, in the sense of
being moral and humane and kind and loving to
those around them. But they aren't inherently

good people and in their role as capitalist they
aren't good at all, because they of necessity must
pursue a path of exploitation. Capitalism cannot
be capitalism without exploitation.”
I clicked Gerald’s chat box away and
entered the HYW game. Just as I was allowing
Eve to plan her next moves, I was interrupted by
Gerald who appeared on the screen saying, "I
need another drink."
"Go ahead my pleasure," I went off and
put a CD on, punched the button to play a song
by Bonnie Raitt called Guilty, "Yes bebe, I've
been drinking.. I got some whiskey.." It conjured
up a picture of Gerald sitting in front of his
computer in an alcoholic cloud. Not that I
secretly chortled over his self destruction. Maybe
it was even a little erotic imagining him sitting
there, drinking, clouding over and selfdestructing, blotting out whatever was making
him sad, his fruitless attempt to regain sanity.
He interrupted my reverie again, "the
magic elves are bringing more, bah.
"I wish I had magic elves," I said.
"You have Marek," said Gerald and
grinned.
"That's true, he just brought me some ice
cream."
"See a good lad...sometimes." The ice
cream, the sugar rush, the music, an upsidedown
mirth.
"What kind of elves do you have that stay
up until 2 AM?" I asked.
"I have good elves," he said. "There is
usually at least one elf awake."
I burst into laughter, but I was also feeling
an acerbic surge. "Indeed, I thought most people
slept at night. Poor creatures. You force them to
work all night."
"Bah," he answered.
"Well? Is that exploitation or isn't it?"
"No." There was a pause. Then he added.
"They have free will. No one has a machine
pistol aimed at them."
"I'm glad of that," Goodness me. That
would be terrorism." I got up to replay the
alcohol song. Then came back and said, "Has
your elf arrived with your drink? When he does I
will make a toast to your health and happiness

with my ice cream, which is mostly melted now
anyway. How is that?"
“He came some time ago actually. He
refilled my ice bucket and brought me a fresh
bottle." Gerald winked and I wondered why.
"How many bottles do you drink each
evening and what is contained in the bottle?"
"Canadian blended whiskey. It varies as to
how much and of what I drink."
"Are you drunk?" The little streak of
maliciousness was growing. "Why do you drink
so much? That can't be good for you."
"Bah," he said. He was still pretty
mellow.
"Well, I mean, I am puritanical," I said. I
think that sort of thing is sinful. I would not like
for my son to drink like that. But I don't drink
and I would worry about cirrhosis and brain
disintegration and such things. So I will pray for
your sinful soul." I burst into laughter.
"Alcohol is part of sacraments and so
approved by Christ," he said. "And tobacco is
not mentioned as sin as it was not known in the
Roman world."
"So your daily bottles of whiskey are all
sacraments?" I laughed. "How drunk are you
now?"
"I am not drunk. I am drinking, but there
is a difference. Let me understand this," he said.
You see drinking as wrong, but you see attacking
police, and disrupting a city, and destroying
public and private property as good, and that it
should not be held against you?"
I stopped laughing. "Drinking is wrong
because you harm yourself, you may also harm
your family. Now as to the rest of the nonsense
you pluck. I do not attack police, nor do I
condone it. I do not think destroying property is
good. Occasionally disrupting a city may have a
certain political goal, as you must know, having
yourself paid for and staged a huge
demonstration not more than 3 months ago.
Political expediency."
"Disrupting a city is harming the
community," he said.
"Well, if you think that, why did you pay
for and participate in that disruptive
demonstration in April?"

"I loaned money to a political
organisation. It was a licensed assembly," He
grinned. "And it did not create any disruption.
No police were attacked. No property destroyed.
There was even a ball to celebrate, and many
other parties."
"Now how could a demonstration of that
size not be disruptive? I don't believe you. And I
have participated in hundreds of demonstrations.
I have seldom seen anything be destroyed."
"I have seen the reports of the riot in
Berlin or should I say riots. There were several
cars destroyed and also a few buildings suffered
as did police officers."
"You seem to think that we ran around
wildly smashing everything. This did happen
occasionally, but I was not there when cars were
destroyed. I was not there when police were
injured. But I have been roughly treated by the
police."
"Of course you weren't there. Just like
Kennedy was not in the car at Chapequiddik."
"I would like very much to swear angrily
at you. #&%^$(*&@&*($@#&*)$." There were
hundreds of demonstrations, only a few of them
were violent. And only after the police started
attacking us."
"Which would seem to imply advance
knowledge of the nature of the gathering," he
said.
"Yes, advance knowledge on the part of
the police. They planned their tactics. Usually no
police were hurt, only demonstrators."
"Not according to the police. It seems
they often reported being pelted with debris."
"I didn't do it and I didn't see it. Neither
did Rudi. Rudi tore down barricades, but he
didn't throw things at the police."
"Very innocent types you two were," said
Gerald.
"Yes, we were very innocent."
"Yes, yes. Innocent, well behaved, law
abiding, kept to your own affairs etc. etc."
"We did not keep to our own affairs," I
answered. "We were concerned with the affairs
of the nation. As you also are. You ought to
understand that. Only just that we were on the
other side of the barricades."

Gerald grinned. The tension was broken.
"I guess that means you understand."
"It means you have free will," he
answered.
As for me I had to go to bed.
"Well, I have just gotten the AWFUL
news of my taxes and have to sell my mutual
funds to pay them. It's sort of all freaking me. I
am struggling in the great struggle for existence
and hope to survive, hopefully adequately fit. I
don't like it theoretically. But how else can I live,
if I don't earn any more money. (I want to write
books of course, but they may not produce
income) so how do you survive without working,
if unlike YOU I don't inherit it all?"
"I do work!" he said.
"Yes, yes.." I interrupted. "Is it work you
enjoy?"
"That is not important, it is necessary." he
said.
"Well, I want to enjoy the work I do. I do
enjoy it. Though I don't enjoy managing the
apartment building. But it only takes a few hours
each month. So I can put up with it. And it's nice
that I won't have to worry, if I am unable to earn
any more money. It isn't the LEAST BIT
proletarian, I know that. But while I sympathize
with the situation of those who must do the shit
work, I don't feel the urge to do the SHIT work.
So it is a contradiction, but life is too short not to
enjoy it. And anyway, there's enough in life that
isn't fun. And there's nothing you can do about it.
Sickness and death, failure, bad relationships."
"SO!" he taunted. "You are like my
friends who are socialist or communist who live
off trust funds."
I was feeling a little exasperated with him.
He defined everything in absolutes, he couldn't
understand ambiguity. He didn't have to. For
him it WAS simple. But how difficult it is to
grasp the notion of having to live between
conflicting objectives. "Well," I said. "It’s not
exactly like that. I got the money for my first
condo when my husband died, and the money for
my house when I sold that. I certainly have
worked, and sometimes at yucky jobs. My
family was never proletarian."

"Well, you have wealth, are not actually
part of teh proletariat and yet you espouse the
views of egalitarianism."
"Yes, I think we'd have a better world if
there was more equality. I don't think any human
being should have to suffer because they don't
have enough money for the essentials. I don't
have to be proletarian to feel that there are
injustices. Don't you see any problem at all in the
fact that one person is a billionaire and another
who may work just as hard doesn't have enough
to eat?”
"Do you intend to settle your estate on
your children or grandchildren eventually?" he
asked.
"You mean that they inherit it?
Sometimes, I didn't understand his odd language.
"Yes, or in your advanced age you deed it
to them."
"I guess, though it may also have to
provide the money for my care when I am old
and decrepit." I said.
"So you believe in inherited wealth."
"You evil fellow, I said, somewhere
between frustration and enervation. "I see a
contradiction between the society we live in and
how we survive in that society vs. the ideal which
would be much more egalitarian. I myself didn't
inherit anything, nor will I when my father dies.
He doesn't have anything except the house he
lives in and his wife will get that."
"You inherited from your husband," he
said.
"No, my husband had nothing but books.
I did inherit his books. But the money I got when
he died consisted of gifts from thousands of
people in Germany who admired Rudi and
wanted to help his family."
"Trying to survive in a capitalist society is
not hypocrisy. It does present contradictions
which can only be solved by changing society.
And in fact I do do things to try to change
society. I think it would be much better to have
co-ops rather than landlords owning apartment
buildings. But the system in the US is not set up
to make co-ops."
"Your actions contribute to the

continuation of the status quo," he said. "And
even show that you are embracing the society you
would change You have become shieckeria."
"I don't belong to the Schickeria. You can
be sure of that. Yes, I have to participate in this
society unless I drop out completely. But drop
outs don't change society either. It is complex
and difficult and full of contradictions. That is
the human condition. What could my alternative
would be? I could live on welfare."
"I do not suggest it, I am merely pointing
out that you plan to leave an estate to better your
family, you surely hope your land increases in
value," he said.
"Well, neither of those things are
important to me. I really just want to have a
sufficient income, so that I have a roof over my
head, food, clothing, medical care and an
occasional trip to Denmark to see my children
and grandchildren. I don't care about luxury. I've
lived under luxurious conditions several times
when living with wealthy friends. It was nice,
but I found it impossible to deal with the servants
for example."
"I do not begrudge you any of it."
"Any of what?" I said surprised.
"Any of teh comfort your money buys
you."
"Why should you?" He still didn't seem to
realize that I lived in a tiny apartment in
someone's attic. It wasn't comfortable. "My
money doesn't buy me comfort, except for the
comfort of not having to worry about needing a
job all the time," I said.
"You begrudge my family the comforts
we may manage."
"I don't begrudge YOU those comforts.
Rather I think everyone should have at least a
certain level of comfort. So the wealth of the
world should be distributed in such a way that no
one has to suffer. I do not say all have to be
exactly equal. That's impossible."
"You defined my level of comfort as
obscene and voiced an opinion that I should be
one of teh proscribed."
"Did I?" I said sarcastically. "Well I don't
know what your level of comfort is, now do I?
Do I know how much you earn? You must

yourself have said it was obscene."
"No, I did not say it was obscene, I ask
what amount you felt was obscene I think."
"Oh," I taunted. "So you have over that
amount? OK, then it's obscene." I started to
laugh.
"I do not recall," he said. "I may be
incorrect, what is obscene?"
"If I were to have that much money, I
don't know if I'd have the backbone to say OK
this is enough. I don't need any more. I think I
could."
"One must make provisions for ones
future line," he said.
"You can also live quite well and be very
happy with a very small income," I said "There
are more important things you can give your
children than money."
"I settled 2 000 000£ on each of my girls
at birth (in trust) and a larger sum on my son
(who will eventually inherit). I am also planning
to leave each girl approx. 15 000 000 pounds."
"Why should the son get more? Now that
sounds pretty sexist to say the least. How many
girls do you have? I don't know what to say
about sums of money like that. Yes, it is obscene.
What would anyone do with all that money?"
"I have three girls and one son," he said.
"Wow, that's a big family. How old are
they?"
"They range from 6-18. The son will
inherit my titles, and the control of the main trust
we have, as well as most of my personal
holdings.”
"Gerald, this was very amusing. It is 20
minutes to three. I am INDEED out of my mind
to talk to you all night like this. And now I am
going to bed. Go and see what Grimaldi wrote to
you. It is very sweet."
"I read it, no problem with his note. Let
him live 50 game years in my gaol."
"Well, the notes are amusing for me and
insulting for you, but you could put an end to his
notes by letting his girls free."
"No one but Grimaldi says I have them,
certainly I do not say so."
"Of course, you have them."
"I do? Where?"

"Perhaps you have eaten them," I said.
"You admit that you resemble a vampire."
"Ahh yes, so that's what was in that stew?
I do hold some others of his family now, they
were recently taken by the English."
"Well, eat them too," I said. "I'm sure
they'll be tasty for you." I started to laugh. "We
ate at a Mexican restaurant before the movie
yesterday and I couldn’t help reminding my
friends that within the last several hundred years
it was customary to put human parts in the stew
in Mexico."
"I recall maybe a couple decades ago
some butcher in Germany was put away for
selling people meat," he said.
"Yes, I remember that too. Ugh."
"Hopefully not your local butcher at the
time?" he said.
"Lawd, it was not my butcher. But I've
heard human meat is good and very healthy,
though brains can cause mad cow disease (it has
another name in humans which I've forgotten).
My Professor in Denmark wanted to grow human
liver in petrii dishes."
"Spongi whatisithasaboutamillionletters."
"Yeah," I said.
"Ohh, you knew some distorted
personages."
"Distorted personages are fine, very
interesting. very amusing. like you," I said. "And
it certainly wasn't my fault. He was the only
nutrition professor in the whole country. No
choice."
"Never go to his home for a meal."
"I never went to his home to eat. He
didn't invite me. OK, I'm getting slap happy. I'm
just way too tired. Before I say things I shouldn't
say, I'm going to bed. I will see you (in the form
of an array of disjointed letters) tomorrow. Good
night sweet prince."
"Sleep well," he said.
Does he have a title?
He sent me a link and I clicked myself
into his website. It was solid red broken up by
several photos stacked over each other with large
spaces between them. The overarching

impression of it was red.
“Why aren't you listed in the list of peers
you have there.”
“Which list of peers?”
“Your home page has a link,” I said.
“There are over 130 peers. Only a few
are listed there at present.”
“Why not you?”
“Why? I have to try to suppress
information about me all the time. Why would I
make it easily available to anyone with a
computer?”
“Why do you want to suppress
information about yourself. If you are a peer who
must be available to the constituency, that is part
of your noblesse oblige.”
“I have no constancy,” he said.
“Why not?”
“I am not elected.”
“Well what's the point of being a peer if
you don't represent something or someone?” I
asked.
“To watch for the general good,” he said.
“Well then you ought to have your picture
there, so you can represent the general good,” I
insisted. “Anyway you are a cute vampire.”
“My picture is in enough places on the
web and people will not remove the ones I
found.”
“I want to see it,” I said. But he wouldn’t
tell me.
“Bah, you have seen my picture Bah,” he
said.
“I want to see it on the Internet. You saw
mine. It's only fair.”
“I will see if I can find one that does not
give my title.”
“Why might I not see your title. I don't
get it?” He didn’t reply so I continued looking at
his page and then burst out laughing. He had
written, ‘Labour!?!?!? Bah!!! What a group of
ingrates!!!! How could this nation elect Blair?
Our only hope is they muck it up so terribly and
soon. We can all anticipate increased taxes,
especially on gains, and fewer exemptions.’
“Yes what of it?” he said.
“What is the problem with your title?
Does it tell where you live or something like

that?”
“Not exactly, no.“
“What could possibly be the problem with
revealing it?”
“Bah,” he said.
“Don't be silly. It’s like dangling a piece
of candy over a child's head and saying ha ha.
That is not nice. And of course it make me think,
what's wrong?”
“You are paranoid. It is not necessary for
you to want that, merely for us to have pleasant
conversation on teh web.”
“Of course not. I'm not PARANOID. I'm
CURIOUS. this is very different. Well, I'll find
out eventually, if you won't tell me. I'm not sure
how. Maybe you could give me a clue.”
“I am alive, and I have 2 legs, he said.
“You are a vampire. So it is somewhat
questionable if you are alive. Actually to tell the
truth I think it's amazing that you put up with me
pestering you this way so long. Since you won't
tell me and I'll probably continue pestering you.”
“Actually I think eventually manners may
click on,” he said.
“I have never been a terribly wellmannered person. Though I don't like people to
get mad at me. So if I should note that you were
mad at me, I'd stop. But not because I'd think it
would be good manners.
“Bah,” he said.
“You don't have the greatest manners
yourself always saying Bah.”
“How is Bah rude?”
“C'mon. you're not that dumb,” I said.
“Are you going to continue to refuse to tell me
your title?”
“You do not even believe in teh
institutionalization of titles,” he said.
“No, I don’t, but I’m still curious.”
“Curiosity is a nasty business, Bah”
"Temper temper, Like you say, people not
titles :)"
"OK, then it will be Lord Babbel
(misspelled also) for lack of anything else. I can't
believe I sit up all night talking to Lord Babbel."
"You are as bored as I am, you need a
job :) ", he said.
"No, I'm not really bored. I'm actually

rather enjoying this. It is totally bizarre and
ridiculous. And I don't really have time to do it.
But.... if you would tell me your title then I could
waste less time doing this."
"You need more engaging amusements.
Not as if I am one to speak from a better position
on that score," he said.
The Home Office Files
It was Gerald who had said no more
information in regard to the files, but he was the
one who couldn't let go. A few days later he was
obviously still thinking about them. "You are
making me curious," he said. "RARELY are
peopel expelled as security risk for ideas alone,
usually it is due to terroristic connections or proof
they are involved in some plot."
"I bet you could get them," I said, "If you
wanted to. And I believe that the reason this trial
against us was secret, is because they, honest to
God, had nothing against us and they couldn't
admit it."
"When I asked about the papers here they
didn't tell me I could not have them, they just
asked that I not make a request."
"Then make the request," I said. "They
can't hurt you in any way can they?"
"Not officially harm me, no. They just
point out there is not really any need to revisit the
matter until the time has expired, no point to it."
"Well, if you look at it that way, there
really is no point to anything," I said. "The only
point that human beings pursue anything is
because either they are curious or they wish to
increase their physical comfort or their mental
comfort. That probably includes altruistic and
idealistic behavior."
"In official speak, they were trying to
convey that they would prefer I not take any
interest."
"So it's up to you," I said. "You can
accept their pressure or you can let your curiosity
get the best of you. Though I would guess, that if
you really did try to get them, they'd probably
then make a downright refusal."
"If I made an official request they could
not refuse me. If they tried I would make them

very sorry. I ask very little but when I do ask, I
expect cooperation."
1
"So it's up to you." I repeated. Who the
heck was he, that they could not refuse him?
That seemed strange to me. But, I thought, oh
well and said, "It has its advantages to be rich
nobility."
"I am not rich, just comfortable and
nobility and even royalty have few privileges in
these times."
"OK, well, it still has its advantages to be
comfortable nobility."
"I am still a privy councilor from when I
was a whip in lords," he said. "It is only a
ceremonial office but it comes with clearance."
What is a whip? And what is a privy
councilor. And what do you mean by clearance?
You mean the secret police clear you?"
Whip, is the person that makes certain
that the party members all vote correctly and has
patronage powers as well, (assigning and
recommending peopel for posts). Privy
Councilor is someone who is vetted to be an
advisor to teh crown. Secret police? LOL, well
if we had one yes. It means I have clearance to
read almost anything, can have access to the
person of the monarch and the PM."
"So why don't you keep doing that?" I
asked. "It sounds interesting? I mean it must be
more interesting than Hundred Years War, isn't it?
He didn't answer.
The Yussupov box burst onto my screen
and said, "Bah. Have you heard of teh Office to
Protect the Constitution?"
"No, what's that?"
"I may have the translation incorrect. It is
an agency in Germany somewhat like the FBI,"
he said.
1
"OK, I didn't know you were talking
about Germany. yes, that's what it's called,
Verfassungsschutz. The f...secret police."
"Well it is not terribly secret. Germany
does not have a secret police, nor does the UK,
nor does the USA," he declared.
"Then what do you call the FBI or those
bloody idiots that put the microphone trucks in
front of our house?" I asked.

"Well, Special Branch dealt with you
here. In the USA it was the FBI counter terrorism
unit and the NSA Electronic Intelligence people,"
he said.
This made me laugh, "Well I call them
secret police. They work under cover and
terrorize people."
"They do not terrorize people," he
insisted. "They protect the citizens and the state
from troublemakers."
"OK, dear cousin, as you will," I said.
"Did your friend get any information about the
our trial in England and what the Special Branch
or whoever it was presented in the secret
session?"
"I had lunch with a man from the Office
to Protect the Constitution, a German, from the
Embassy," he said. I do not think I will be able to
help you with any information from the files."
"What did he say? What did you talk
about with him?" I asked distressed.
"I just do not feel I am able to be of any
service to you in this matter," he said. "I regret
that this is so. He was very polite and knows a
few people I know. He just spoke to me in some
general terms about life."
"I think you are full of baloney," I said
angrily.
"I had him invited to discuss something. I
spoke with someone in the Security Directorates
too, before I invited the man from the embassy."
"OK, suppose I believe you," I said, but I
truly had no idea if I believed him or if I thought
he was full of baloney. "Tell me honestly why
you can't help. Did you even ask about me?"
"I said, I can not help you with home
office files or any others," he reiterated. "I am
telling you that. I had said I would ask, I did. I
explained why I wanted to see the files, and was
told that there is a reason they are under seal for
75 years. They can be reviewed every 25 years,
but there are so many documents under seal they
are not likely to be reviewed. You can apply
every 25 years, on the anniversary and I think 30
or 90 days prior and after. The People in the
Security Directorate feel that there is no reason to
disclose information until after everyone is dead.
That is why there is a 75 year limit."

"But what about the German guy. What
did he tell you about Rudi?" I asked.
"I was unaware of German history, he is
their military liaison officer."
"What do you mean unaware of German
history? You mean the history of the movements
in the 1960's?" I asked.
"He did not have a personal attitude about
Rudi. Yes, I mean the 60's in Germany. I was not
in Germany during the 60's and my only
experience in the mid 70's was a nightclub or
two. One that I recall had phones at the tables
where you could dial other tables (numbers were
displayed) and ask to dance or meet at a bar or
what have you, not very socially historic. We did
not discuss Rudi, he explained about the
occupation, student discontent, the instability in
Berlin etc…"
“Well, did you come to the conclusion,
that I was liable to blow up your house after your
discussion?” asked I facetiously.
“I have never really thought you would
blow up my house. There is no political capital in
it for you. But you are not what I would call
socially responsible either.”
“Why?”
"Because you encourage a gullible
segment of society to voice discontent in
inappropriate manners. I have never said you are
a bad person, just that I feel you have bad
politics, as I am certain you feel I do.
"INDEED!!!!!!!" I shouted. I got up and
went to the bathroom. It calmed me down.
When I returned I said, "well, I'll believe you
tried to help me."
"Bah," he said. "I do not feel people are
bad people simply over their politics or religion.
Those are personal preferences. I know people
who say they are communist, yet they have
inherited wealth, attend church etc... etc... I also
know of peopel who do not have a great deal of
money and hold a job and have families who do
charity work. Engels and Lenin were from
prosperous families as well. I am an avowed
capitalist. But I feel those with teh means should
voluntarily support organizations to help the less
fortunate."
"That is noble, as long as people with

means, do it to a degree that really makes a
difference," I said sarcastically, but I suppose he
didn't notice. "I'm sure you're noble. I mean, I
hope you don't behave the way you do in some of
our game roles."
"My behavior in the Hundred Years War
is correct for teh times. In the present, I can not
have peopel executed, or have their land seized,
so it follows I can not act that way in teh modern
world."
"HURRAH!!! horror!," I said. "I am sure
there were compassionate people even in the 14th
century."
"I am certain there were, but they did not
last too long in positions of power, Look at
Thomas a Beckett and Moore."
“Well, I am going to bed,” I said.
He wrote, “sea ewe.”
I turned the computer off, but I was
churning inside. The expulsion from England
had been one of the bitter periods in my life. It
wasn't that there were no conflicts between Rudi
and me, or about the future we were mulling over
before that happened. I knew that Rudi wanted to
go back to his work of creating radical social
change, a revolution that was to lead to a more
democratic and more just world. I had never
wavered in my determination to follow this path
with him and I felt I was doing what I could to
help him so both of us could go back to doing
this. But I was not sure where the path to that
goal was. Rudi knew it was in Germany. He
wanted to go back sometime, not just then
though. He wasn’t ready.
We had lived in the house in London for
two years. Hosea had gotten a little sister named
Polly, so there were four children in the house.
The listening machine that still parked in front of
the house had to spend lots of time listening to a
baby crying. I would look at it and think that
whoever had to listen to that thing must be going
bonkers. I'd laugh then. It was the best way to
treat a big ear parked in front of your house. But
Rudi was getting impatient. He was not working,
nor studying, nor doing any political work. He
couldn’t do politics. That was one of the
conditions the English had made. He liked kids
and he played with all of them, although Polly

was too small for playing with. All he could do
with her was occasionally change her diapers.
Hosea and Roy were most interesting because he
could actually converse with them in a sense.
But while that could distract Rudi sometimes, it
wasn’t enough and he knew he had to do
something else.
There were some conflicts brewing under
the surface. I did not want to leave England. I
was happy speaking English, I was busy with the
new baby. I liked the house and the many people
living there. There was always someone to talk
to, there was plenty of help with the children.
But Rudi was feeling confined. He knew that it
was too soon to go back to Germany and yet it
was in his head. He had not finished his Doctor’s
degree when he was shot. He wanted to do it.
But in England? Could he do it in English? I
wanted him to. So did Erich Fried. So he
decided to try. That was when the government
changed from Labour to Tory. It was the Tories
who had decided to flex their muscles by evicting
us. But why? Why would they chose a semiinvalid, a family with two babies, people who
were not vying for scarce jobs. That is what
Gerald was supposed to find out, if he could.
"So Gerald, this has been very
entertaining. I AM disappointed about the trial
stuff, but maybe you'll still come through on
some of it some day. I have to go to bed. I don't
understand how you survive without ever
sleeping. Sleep well and I hope you have sweet
dreams. At least."
I was frightened after this conversation. I
felt nauseated when I went to bed. Who was I
talking to? I wished Rudi were here. I hadn't felt
that way for a long time, since those horrible
days, weeks and months after he died. And then
occasionally walking by the sea on gray days
when gulls circled and cried ominously. In those
days I was trying to call his spirit to be beside
me. But he never came very close. With time, his
presence began to diminish in my life.
But now I felt as if things were getting so
confused and convoluted in my life and I had no
idea how to deal with any of it. It was because
my past with Rudi was becoming real again
through those talks with Gerald who wasn't real,

but who somehow held the ghost of Rudi in his
hands. It was also because this was such a
confrontation, a confrontation between
everything I believed and Gerald's totally
opposed views of those things.
What had happened since I came back
from Germany was that Gerald apparently did get
the secret service files on Rudi. He began to read
some of it to me. It was hard to doubt that he
really had them. He would have had to do a lot
of research to find out as much as may have been
in those documents. At that point I was
convinced that he was Gerald Grosvenor, and that
he had vast amounts of power. He got my secret
service files and he was reading them. Is that so
different from 17 unknown people reading
Rudi’s STASI files? I thought. This is the world
we live in. Where the powerful can get whatever
information they want.
The first evening I was home, I was back
at the computer and Gerald’s box appeared at
once. I grinned when I saw that box. He started
right in. “Was there no one that did not create
files on you?” he asked. And I thought, oh
gawd, he must have gotten them.
“I believe the CIA, FBI, the STASI, the
BND and the English secret service all had files
on us,” I said.
“And teh Chinese,” he added. “It may be
that some peopel thought Rudi was partially
funded by china.”
“The Chinese?” I said in astonishment.
“Who thought Rudi was funded by China? That
would be odd. He wasn't pro Mao ever. Except
maybe for a couple months in 1966, before he
found out what was really happening in the
cultural revolution.”
“Ulrike Marie Meinhoff,” Gerald said.
Andreas Baader, Jan-Carl Raspe, Gudrun
Ensslin, Irmgard Moller.”
“They are all RAF people,” I said. “They
were terrorists.”
“Yes,” said Gerald, “They were terrorist
and all are listed as associates of Rudis I believe.”
“Rudi’s organization accused
meinwhoever of being too soft and denounced
her as too weak.”

“Meinwhoever? Are you reading secret
service files?”
“Ulrike Marie Meinhoff was who was
denounced by SDS as too soft it seems.”
“It wasn’t Rudi,” I said. “That's secret
service crap and probably not true.”
“Maudling your hero,” said Gerald
sarcastically.
“I hate him. I really really hate him. He
was an evil man,” I said. “He was also corrupt
and had to resign because of his corrupt shit.”
“Ron Hayward seems to have petitioned
that Rudi not be expelled when Hayward was
President of the National Union of Students.”
“That could be,” I said. Do you know
Ron Hayward? No one thought Rudi should have
been thrown out except for Maudling.
“Rudi Dutschke whose presence is a
threat to the security of the state,” Gerald read
and repeated to me. “Seems a lot of peopel did.”
“Who?,” I asked. “Everyone knew that
half his brain was blown out, that he wanted only
to study at Cambridge, that he had two little kids,
and that I really loved Cambridge. They also
knew he was not engaging in politics except that
he met political people who came to visit, but
they were his friends. I mean, how could he
avoid his friends.”
“Red Rudi?”
“That's what the media called him,” I
said. “What are the names of the people who
collected information about us?”
“How would I know who collected
information? I am simply guessing these names
and things.”
“Wow,” I said. “You are really prescient.
You guess name after name correctly, perhaps
you have a direct connection to some ghost who
tells you this?”
“Err, umm,” said Gerald. “Rudi had ties
to peoepl at the Sorbonne?” Gerald read on.
“May 1968. In Berlin, Rudi Dutschke’s followers
pelted the police with contraceptive pills as a
none-too-subtle hint that their violence resulted
from sexual frustration.??”
“That is COOOOOOLLLLLLLL!” I said.
“How so?” Gerald groaned.
“Because there was a theory in those days

that sexual frustration led to violence. Since the
police were so violent they therefore must have
been sexually frustrated.”
“He is also apparently associated with the
demonstrations and teh leadership that arranged
teh demonstrations in 1970 on Grosvenor Street
in London.”
“Who was demonstrating there? Was it
against the war in Vietnam?”
“Yes,” said Gerald.
“Hmm, supposedly you peopel
maintained written communication in conspiracy
to undermine several western pro US gov'ts,”
“This is pure exaggeration. Who did we
supposedly maintain communication with to
undermine gov'ts. Tell me the names.”
“Names would be bad,” Gerald grinned.
He was clearly enjoying this. “I have no idea
about all these people, there is simply a great deal
here.”
“Lord Axel Springer,” said Gerald.
“Another of your friends.”
“Axel springer was not a lord,” I said.
“Yes he was,” said Gerald.
“Well, I never heard that.”
“There is a lot of information I can not
read, because it is not in English, some is German
some is Russian, is there anyone you did not
annoy?”
“Why is there Russian information?
“I have no idea.”
“Ask Tally,” I said. Can she read
Russian?”
“Very little she was raised in the US and
UK. Denmark has a security service?
Darius Tariotidus”
“Huh?” I said.
“I suspect anyone you peoepl even spoke
to on teh street was investigated,” said Gerald.
And rattled off a list of names. “Britta Brady,
Markus Kantner, Joseph Beuys, Marianne Regen,
Franticek Miro, Kayo Meyer, Volker Gruen.”
“What kind of documents are you
reading?” I asked.
“It is that ghost,” said Gerald.
“Come on Gerald. That is very naughty
of you to tease me that way.”
“I will tell that nasty ghost to go away,”

he said.
“No don't do that. I want to know more,”
I said. “Did they kill Rudi?”
“The ghost?” asked Gerald.
“Yes,” I said, “Or perhaps the ghost
knows who did it.”
“I did not know ghosts could hurt us.”
“I'm not sure,” I said. “Though I am a
theologian, I am not sure how much power a
ghost has.”
“You people seem to have been popular
with everyone. You say the FBI CIA gave you
their files?”
“We got some files from the CIA. They
were totally black.”
Gerald burst into laughter. “I imagine
they were,” he said.
“Ernst Bloch is a friend of yours?”
“Yes,” I said, “He was. He died in 1977.
What does it say about Bloch?”
“It says that for a Green you seem to have
caused a forest to be laid low for all the trouble
you peopel caused.”
“I don't understand. Is that English?”
“It means that for some one concerned
with teh environment you seem to have caused an
entire forest to be made into paper.”
“Anyway, it makes life interesting to
cause trouble. Just imagine how boring it would
be if everything were always the same. And
anyway, it wasn't us that made the paper. Why
did your goofy secret service have to waste so
much time on us.”
“Jacek Kenner does not like you I think.”
“Why? What did he do?” I asked. “Who
is he? I am confused.”
“I am curious now,” said Gerald. “He
writes letters to people.”
“I don't know who he is,” I said. “I'm
curious too. Did he write to you?”
‘No, no,” said Gerald. “No one writes to
me.”
“He thinks you write revisionist history,”
said Gerald.
“He writes to various police and
newspapers I think there is nothing explaining
him.”
“He writes to police?” I cried in

astonishment. I had an inkling that Gerald had
just revealed the name of a spy.
He might have too, because he cried,
“accckkk. I hate this.”
“Gerald, tell me what you have found
about him,” I said.
“Next week,” said Gerald. “I want to find
out who he is.”
Although I had first said, I had no idea
who it was, the name was somewhat familiar and
after looking through an internet search, I
realized that he had written to me at one time.
“I got an email from him,” I said. “He
was writing a thesis about Rudi and wanted to
know some things and what I thought of his
thesis.”
“Was it positive about Rudi?” Gerald
asked.
“Hold on, I'll look,” I said.
“Never mind,” said Gerald. I think he
was finding himself getting to deeply into
something that was a little problematic.
“This is what I wrote to him about it. ‘I
read your outline for your thesis and find nothing
much that I contest. However, you left out
something that was absolutely most important for
Rudi, and that was very important for the broad
audience in West Germany. That is the role of
the East German Communist Party, the
Sympathizers, the infiltration both of persons and
money (which you apparently deny) and the West
German CP (first the illegal one and then the
legal one). If you do not wish to investigate this,
your report will be badly biased, I fear.’ There
was also a bit about the STASI. He wanted to
know if I’d seen Rudis STASIakten. So I guess
there's a reason why he wanted to know about the
STASI stuff huh?
“He was trying to get information from
the police regarding names?
“Maybe he wanted to know if I found any
info in the STASI files about him???? I didn't.”
“Hmm,” said Gerald.
“Well, you still haven't told me what you
have,” I said.
“I have a ghost,” said Gerald. “I do not
know. I have truly only just started looking at
anything. Is there any nation you did not

offend?”
“Isn't there anything nice about us in all
this stuff? Rudi was really a very very nice
person. Didn't they ever notice?”
This made Gerald laugh. It may not have
been a sympathetic laugh though, not his hearty
laugh, but his mocking laugh.
“Well you like me, I hope, still. And you
are a right wing monarchist. I mean why
shouldn't they?”
“You were expelled from England by an
executive order, not by teh order of teh court,”
said Gerald. “But you were not charged with a
crime.”
“No just a risk to national security and the
decision was that Rudi was not a risk to national
security but that he possibly could be at some
time in the future. I mean, how ridiculous can
you get. I guess they had crystal balls.”
The day he started reading the secret
service documents, I almost went out of my
mind. Why did he do this? Why did he get
them? I asked him to. But I didn't mean it. I did,
but I didn't think he'd do it. Though I'd hoped he
would and tell me, yet saw no reason why he
should. I cannot fathom why he did. What is
fascinating him about this? Obviously he is
fascinated. But why? Why is it so interesting
that he got them even though they told him not to
do it. Then he started reading. I was sure the
minute he began that he had them. No one else
wrote that way in any book or newspaper, but we
saw it at the trial. Yet he had data from beyond
the trial period. I.e. he had the complete file on
Rudi. He said there were pictures and lots of
Russian stuff. Of course, this is a game for him.
He is playing with me and my life. He is using
me to make his life more interesting. He wants to
know what the German and Russian documents
say because in fact there is nothing in the English
documents. I told him there was nothing. There
is nothing. The only thing is, he may have
revealed a spy. That would be bad for him.
Worse for him than for me. That's his problem
going just a little too far. Telling the world that
he's insane. Naming a spy in documents he really
shouldn't have. He has no idea. He just plays
with it. All of it. Life is a joke for him. And he

obviously doesn't have too much attachment to it.
Seeing how he treats his health, alcohol,
cigarettes, driving 100 mph, while drunk. God
knows.
And I react to it all by being captivated by
him, a magnet of madness, pulling me into
something a little over my head. Someone who
has so much power. I also tease him though. I
get pleasure out of it. It certainly isn't an
intellectual challenge, it's an emotional challenge.
He IS the enemy. And I maybe feel I can
neutralize him by incorporating him into my
being. But if I incorporate him into my being he
becomes part of me and the enemy is in myself.
It is such a contradictory thing, tearing me here
and there and apart. Leaving raw edges
everywhere. That is the fascination. Just wait
and see.
The next day I sent an email. “Gerald, I
hope I am not bothering you too much with this.
I feel very disconcerted today and I think it has to
do with that discussion last night. You can
dismiss this at once if you wish, of course. My
head cannot bring together in any sane way two
pictures I have of you. One of them is Gerald,
the sweet vampire, the other is Gerald Grosvenor,
one of the richest people in England, the
billionaire who could crush me or anyone else
with a snap of his fingers. It is terrifying.
And now you have those secret service
documents which I insanely asked you to obtain;
God knows what possessed you to do so. But
now you can read them (the irony is that I can't)
and you form your view of me through the eyes
of people who hated us and wanted to destroy us.
Those documents don't have to be true. They are
subjective, they are full of lies. I saw the STASI
documents, I saw how everything was completely
perverted, how every innocent action was turned
into something evil. No, I'm not saying
everything we did or said was innocent.
Obviously it wasn't. We turned Europe into the
disrupting chaos in the 60's (England less so).
And what we did is today the object of folk tales
(more or less). And I am full of astonishment
when I go to Germany and see how people treat
me, as if I were a living monument of a wild and
tantalizing history. I didn't feel that way at the

time, you can be sure of that.
When I saw him online again I asked him
if he had gotten any information about Jacek
Kenner.
“No,” he said. “I have not even asked. It
is a week-end, do you think people sit awaiting
my silly questions all day?
“Sorry,” I said. “’ll try not to be
impatient.”
“I have to learn German, Bah,” said
Gerald.
“Why don't you send me the documents,”
I said. “I'll translate them for you.”
“What documents? You are even sillier
than I am at times.”
One day I was online surfing. An IM box
appeared up in the corner of my computer screen
which happened quite frequently since I’d started
playing the game. This one said it was from a
newiligalucki and I had no idea who it was. I
didn’t know anyone by that screen name. It just
said “hello”.
I wrote back, “who are you?”
The answer that appeared was, I saw the
documents from your expulsion trial. There was
no reason for the expulsion. Immediately the box
disappeared then and never reappeared. But I
knew it had to be Gerald, since he was the only
person who could look at the documents and who
had an interest in doing it. Furthermore, I was
mystified by the secrecy. Why did he use an
unknown screen name, created only for this
purpose and immediately destroy it? If he had
really seen those documents then it confirmed
what we had always suspected, that the expulsion
had no basis at all, except that someone wanted
us out of the country. There was still no answer
as to who it was. But still. (Later research by
Kate ? Indicated it was Maudling himself who
wanted to created a scandal to hide his own
corruption.)
Gerald tells me his title
"Are you a hereditary lord or just a lowly
commoner?" I asked.
"I am a lord." he said.

"Lord Grosvenor," I said.
"Yes," he said.
"How do you say Grosvenor?"
"How do you mean? Ohh, silent s."
"Who calls me that?" He burst into
laughter. "No one. Other things, many of them
unkind, but not that."
"Why not?" I asked.
"Well, that is not my title so I am not
addressed in that manner. When my father was
alive I was, but only because I had his secondary
title by courtesy as my son does now."
"So what is your title?"
"You are obsessive at times," he said.
"No I merely want to know. Why is that
obsessive? I talk to you for hours every day, so it
seems quite logical to be curious about such
things. Why don't you just answer. Then I
needn't ask again."
"I suppose that is so," he said. "But it is
not at all important. In a RW situation it may be,
but here it is not."
"That isn't quite right," I said. "Because if
you had never intimated that you were some kind
of British nobility then one could imagine you
were Pope Benedictus. But since you have talked
about this to me and everyone else, everyone
says, oh yeah, Yuss is this and that. So people
speculate about your RL person. I think you
ought to just say, OK I'm so and so. Then one
needn't speculate."
"Well, you have neatly pointed out why I
should not have AOL or IM."
"No, not at all," I said. "Are you a human
being or a public role? I have a certain public
role which I sometimes enjoy and sometimes
don't enjoy. But I feel that I am a human being
first. I actually don't usually tell people who I am
until I have talked to them for a while. Though
as I said, some Germans have guessed merely
from seeing my screen name. I don't care.
Unless I should begin to be threatened. If that
happened, yes I'd change my screen name. Oh,
yes, I could have reason to feel threatened, I've
had in the past hundreds of letters from people
threatening to kill me and my family."
"I have very little public role as I am not a
royal," he said. "I have a small role. I am more a

business personage or perhaps a society one, not
very important at all."
"Well if you are not important at all, then
there should be no problem for you to say what
your title is. So what is your official title?"
"I know people who have a private line in
their homes but publish it under their wife or
mothers maiden name so people who really know
them may contact them if they forget the private
line," he said. "Was Rudi Bavarian by chance?"
"No," I said, "he was Prussian."
"Well, they are direct, not as much so as
Bavarians, but still direct."
"Come on, you ornery Bah humbug. Tell
me what your title is, otherwise I will have to call
you Lord Babble. What do you mean direct?"
"Pointed, unabashed, willing to press a
point rather than take a hint even when it is less
than obscure. Why not simply call me Gerald."
"I will call you Gerald. I can also call you
cousin as that is very amusing. I will also call
you Lord Babble, as that is even more amusing."
"Well you can call me RA but, Bah, that is
yet more silly, so more amusing."
"What does RA mean?" I thought it was
another of those endless Internet Chat
abbreviations.
"It is one of those old Egyptian gods,
Osiris Ra, etc..."
It was my turn to burst into laughter, "Ah,
so you ARE a god."
"Bah," he said. "Bad idea. Too many
things to do. Terrible hours and no pay. All that
goodness, it would kill me, so no."
"OK, not Ra," I sighed. "Then for god's
sake what. What is your f..... title?"
“Ah, I bet you don't have a title. You are
just a rabbit.”
“Well one of them is plain and simple
OBE (mil). A rabbit?”
“What does OBE (mil) mean?
“Order of the British Empire. It is a
knighthood, mil means it is conferred as a
military honour. I hold 6 hereditary titles,” he
said.
“Were you a soldier?” I asked.
“I am still a colonel in the TA (territorial

army) as well as colonel in chief of a few units
“Oh my. don’t you get weighed down by
all the titles?”
“Not at all,” he said.
“Well, I think you must since you won't
reveal them.”
“You have too much spare time, you need
to obtain a job Bah,”
“Look, I know I should not be spending
all this time talking to you, but it is FUN. I
should be doing all the work I have to do. In a
few days I will be going to Germany and will
work very hard for a month. I will not talk to you
at all because I will have no computer. And why
in the world do you have all this time to talk to
me? NOW...just tell me your titles and I will
leave you in peace for TODAY.”
“Hehe,” said Gerald. “I do enjoy
speaking with you, but Bah, you obsess on silly
matters.”

Here he looks quite weighed down by all his
titles. Photo from the web.
"Well, here I go another night staying up
to some ungodly hour and tomorrow I must get
up early. You are totally discombobulating my
life."
“And yes, titles. One more title only. 1 of
6. OBE is not hereditary so 6 more hmm,” he
said.
“1 more and I will leave you in peace.”
“Baron Grosvenor (GB) 1761, now no
more questions about titles okay?”
“OK for now. you are a sweet vampire.”

“Bah,” he said.
"Care to have to keep that room tidy,
especially the chandelier?" he asked.
"What do you mean?"
"You have an e-mail I think."
I looked in my e-mail box and found one
from him. I opened it and saw a photo of a room
which was about as luxurious as you could
imagine a room to be. It had intricately carved
columns vaulting over the ceiling, blue walls and
a queenly looking bed.
"No I would not like to keep that room
clean. That would be murderous," I said. “Is that
a room in your house?"
"At one of them," he said. "The ancestral
seat. That is not a room used every day, there are
much less formal rooms.”
"How could anyone LIVE in that. You'd
have crystals falling on your head." I said.
He laughed. "We have not had that
problem yet."
"It does seem rather incomprehensible
that anyone could really live in such a place. But
it is very nice to look at places like that when
they're open. Is this place ever open to the
public?”
“The house? No. It is a private home not
a public one."
"What is the purpose of those fan type
columns?"
"They support the domed ceiling." I
couldn't tell from the picture that it was a domed
ceiling. And in a bedroom..
"Do your children run around in this
room?" I asked.
"They do run around in there at times.
They are not supposed to."
"It must be great fun," I said. "I bet you
could imagine all sorts of ghosts and monsters in
there."
Gerald laughed. "I suppose so."
"Have you ever seen any?"
"No."
"Well, just you wait, I said. "Your house
is very pretty by the way, in spite of ghosts and
crystals on your head."
"No ghost, I hope," he said

"There has to be ghosts, at least if it's old.
Is it?"
"Most of it is 1800's."
"Then I'd say there must be at least one
minor ghost. Look for him or her."
He laughed.
"OK I am going to bed. See virtual you in
the virtual morning."
"Pleasant dreams," he said.
"Are you going to bed?" I asked.
"Now? no. I have an appointment at 10. I
will nap at 1 or so."
"OK, well have a good day. It must
already be light there."
"Yes it is."
In the morning I went on the computer
again, hoping to see Gerald in his box and indeed
there he was, and seemingly in a rather good
mood. I guessed he had finished reading the
information he’d gotten about me. But he never
wrote more about it. It was a little uncanny.
"Read today’s Times. I am there," Gerald
grinned.
"Which Times? NY times? London times?
if there is such a thing."
"London," said Gerald. "'Looks like the
duke is slacking off: it’s not easy looking after
the far-flung Grosvenor financial enterprises.
The duke might be feeling his 46 years.' A partial
clip, Bah, I hate teh press. They have no business
publishing my affairs. Roxburghs are there too.
They published Times Rich List today."
"The Rich List???" I laughed. I couldn’t
believe there would be such a thing. But then the
rich might want to gloat and feel like everyone
else would likely be fascinated, envious, wishing
it were them. Don’t you remember when you
were a child thinking of what you wanted to have
when you grew up. And yes, a reasonable
amount of wealth was one thing on the list.
Almost always. But a few nasty words from the
envious were the sign of self-preservation
required when you did not reach the rich goal.
"The Times is online," said Gerald. He
obviously wanted me to look at it.
"Under London Times? is it free?”
"Yes," he said

"So how do I find it?
“I'll send you the URL. It's
http://www.sunday-times.co.uk/.”
"This is a pain," I said. "You have to fill
out all this information to get into it."
"46 years old isn't that old," I said. "You
could modify your politics somewhat, so they
aren't so viciously reactionary and evilly right
wing."
He said nothing to that and I was getting
frustrated trying to get into the London Times.
It wanted my password and when I tried to sign
up it dumped me off. "This doesn't work,
Gerald," I said. "What am I going to see. Is it
worth it?"
1
"I don't suppose so," he said.
"Well, how do I do this?"
I finally did get into the London Times.
There was indeed a rich list. The idea of it
seemed comical to me. But there it was, listing
the thousand richest people in Britain.
Furthermore, it also listed the richest people in
various categories, rich businessmen, land
owners, artists and inherited wealth. I began
looking at the names, but there were a thousand
of them. Nonetheless, I patiently skimmed them
all and did not see a Gerald Grosvenor. "OK,
Gerald," I said. "I've found the London Times, I
wrote your name in the search place. Nothing is
there."
"God is telling you it is not necessairy to
spend you time doing this"
"God doesn't tell me things," I said. "I
merely experience that life is full of blockades
which one must constantly overcome."
"He may tell you but you simply ignore
him," said Gerald.
"That is possible,” I said and continued on
my search. "I found the Duke of Roxburgh," I
said finally. "Ugh. It says he was protesting the
ban on fox hunting."
"I did too," said Gerald.
"Well, that's pretty disgusting. You let
your dogs rip the foxes apart when they catch
them."
"No," he said. "They don't rip foxes
apart. Often we just let them go free after the
hunt."

"Anyway Roxburgh sounds really goofy
from those few sentences in the paper," I said.
The Duke of Roxburgh was also listed among the
one thousand richest people in Britain, although
unlike Gerald his name was toward the end. Still
there was a sketch of him too, which portrayed
him as someone who was mostly interested in
hunting and amusing himself. "What if I were
related to him. We aren't exactly similar." I
frowned.
"He is a traditionalist," said Gerald.
"Well, you have exhausted me trying to
find you and I still haven't succeeded. I'm wasting
my time with this. I can't find you."
"I'm listed by my title," he said and burst
into laughter.
"Arghh," I said. "I DON'T KNOW
YOUR TITLE. remember? You wouldn't tell
me. So how do expect me to find you?"
"You can find me," he said. "Start at the
top."
I could not help laughing at that. "Start at
the top. Oi."
So I read through the sketches for each
listing. He was not the richest man in Britain.
Nor was he the second richest. I read the third
one. There was no name. The listing said "The
Duke of Westminster". I read on. "'Looks like
the duke is slacking off - it’s not easy looking
after the far-flung Grosvenor financial
enterprises. The duke might be feeling his 46
years and the pressure of charity work. It seems
that exhaustion has forced him to cancel recent
engagements. Perhaps he will consider using
some of his wealth for a nice vacation.
Grosvenor's accounts show a 105.6 million rise in
net assets to nearly 1967 million pounds.
Considering that all assets will not be included in
these accounts and considering his other assets,
such as art, we add 360 million to last year's
valuation of Westminster.
I added the numbers. It was more than
two billion pounds that equaled something like 3
billion dollars. I was trembling slightly but I
wrote, “
I stared at this in a state of shock. Was this

Gerald? It didn't even say Gerald Grosvenor.
But if it were. He was the Duke of Westminster.
He was rich. Very rich.
I finally got my fingers sufficiently
mobile to slowly type. "OK I found you. YOU
are #$)*( rich. That IS obscene." It was the
inherent obscenity of it. It seemed enormously
atrocious and I couldn’t squelch the feeling of
nausea. Maybe it was because it was beyond my
ability to fit it into some kind of comprehensible
box in my scheme of understanding the world. In
any case, I knew that I had to get up and run to
the bathroom if I didn’t want the blue living room
carpet to have permanent remains of a vomit spot
on it. I dashed off and threw up into the toilet.
Shaking, I flushed it away, washed my face and
hands, filled my mouth with water and swished it
around to get the sour taste away, and then went
back to the computer. Gerald was still there. He
had written, "I am comfortable: I have a large
family."
“I hope my stomach is empty,” I wrote.
Gerald sent a question mark. But I decided not to
tell him what had happened. Instead I wrote,
"How large is your family about
1,000,000 people?"
"It is not as if I could issue a draft for that
amount of money," he said. "I have many
cousins. The paper seems to feel my property is
under valued, Bah."
"No, I suppose not. Well at least your
assets increased. You must be happy about that.
Do all your cousins live from your estate?
"No. Very few. Most have trusts which I
am teh administrator of," he said. "Prince Charles
is a cousin. He has his own money, obviously."
"Yes, boink," I said.
"boink?"
"I like the word."
"Is it like my Bah?"
"Bah boink ya," I said.
"Some people use it as err, teh f word is
used."
"I occassionally use the f. I never did
until my daughter started doing it and got me in
the habit. I really think it’s crass."
"I agree nasty term."
“Why do you administer all their trusts?”

“It is how it was arranged when the title
went to my father? He wasn’t originally in the
line.”
“Why?”
"It was from a cousin of my father who
had no family left (children or wife)."
"Poor old man."
"Well, poor? I am not certain. Old he
was."
"Poor because he had no children.
Children are some kind of riches, don't you think
so? At least if they aren't a burden," I said.
"He had children. They proceeded him in
death, in WW II."
"They were killed in the war?"
"Yes, 2 sons."
"That is terrible," I said.
"When did your father die?" I asked.
"1978," he said. "My mother in an auto
accident in 1988
"That was awful," I said. "Is that why
you hate cars? And don't want your daughter to
have one?"
"No, I just do not like traffic, and so
prefer helicopters or a driver for myself, and for
her she is too young and does not NEED one to
drive
“Do the other people in the game know
about this?” I asked.
“No, no one else knows. One or two
suspect it. One knew by my name.”
“I think it's a little overwhelming,” I said.
“All pleased and happy now?”
“Yes, well, no. I mean I’m awed. And do
you feel your 46 years?"
“Yes, I was a bit ill, and that is when I
started being online more and more. I used to
attend at least 10 functions a week, plus my
business affairs, now it is less much less.”
"Well, you are online a lot. Are you still
ill?"
"Not terribly ill, no. I am online a lot, but
I attend to my business affairs and also my state
duties and my charities, just not as much as I
did."
That helped me regain my composure.
All the money in the world could not keep
someone from getting ill, from sadness, boredom,

loneliness, death. My feeling of revulsion was
yielding to a little more feeling of compassion for
him, relativizing the thing that was in fact a
monstrous wedge between us. “Well, I hope you
get better. All the way. Will you? I meant it. I
could not delude myself into thinking that his
craziness and the wacky discussions were not the
distraction I needed at that time in my life. I
didn't want to lose him. But I didn't say any of
that, I merely said, “I think you should do more
politics and not so much online. But don't overdo
anything. Just do what makes sense,” I wrote.
"Huh?" said Gerald and began to laugh.
"Politics? You are suggesting an ultra
conservative become more active?
“I know your politics are pretty much
opposite of mine. Of course, I would think much
better of it if your politics weren't so reactionary,
but you do seem to have some compassion, that
always somewhat modifies the horror of
capitalistic exploitation. And you could modify
your politics, so they aren’t so viciously
reactionary and evilly right wing.”
After that conversation, I did not feel any
sense of closure; how was I to relate to this
information? Sure, he was somewhat renown. In
fact, I’d never heard of him before. Sure I had
met people who were famous. Even Rudi. He
was probably better known in Germany than the
Duke of Westminster was in England. But Rudi
was part of a world that was familiar. With
Gerald there was no connection at all except for
the disembodied conversations I was having with
him almost every day. So who is he? I thought.
Do I know now? Ultimately, no. I take it on
trust. I guess it’s no different than knowing or
not knowing whether Rudi’s spirit may really be
near by and able to see me talking to Gerald. The
boundaries of what is real are gone because
everything is virtual. This whole life is virtual
and I am merely a wavering consciousness
mediated by the computer to a world wide web of
consciousnesses, a universe, even something
more than the universe.
When I started speculating like that I’d
always stop before going off the deep end into
some permanent New Age cloud of mystic
smoke. Sometimes I thought I’d like to perceive

Rudi’s presence, hear him talk, ask him things.
But then again, maybe not. Sometimes I thought
he might be angry because I was still alive and he
was no longer on earth. Don’t the dead always
blame the living. No, no it’s the living who feel
guilty because they are still alive and this
privilege was not accorded to the dead person.
But then eventually we’ll all be dead. So if it’s
now or later, in the scheme of things it doesn’t
matter. And Gerald too with all his wealth will
end up as the same pile of dust as Rudi and me.
The next morning I decided to tell Marek
who Gerald was. I thought his usual curt and
direct attitude would put some perspective on it.
Marek knew who Pope Benedict was because he
also played the game occasionally. Not as much
as I did, because he was at school and had other
things to do. Marek had no particular feelings
toward Pope Benedikt. He had not had any runins with him in the game and usually the pope
treated him fairly enough. I found the page in the
London Times Rich List and said, “That’s Pope
Benedict, really the Duke of Westminster, and
he’s quite rich.”
Marek looked absently, “sure,” he said.
“Well, I have to go get ready for school.”
“Do you believe it?” I asked.
Marek shrugged. “Could be,” he said.
“But what difference does it make?”
I frowned. “Probably none, but I do
wonder.”

something you had to do.”
“Bah,” he said.
“Rudi had a nervous breakdown too, did
you know that?”
“No.”
“But it was probably partly because of the
damage to his brain from being shot. He was
paranoiac then, really afraid of being among
people, afraid of going out on the street. Sort of
like you. He had to be very courageous to go out.
I encouraged him. I knew he had to do it, if he
ever wanted to do politics again. And he did
want to.
Eventually he got over the illness and he
was doing fine again and back to work doing
politics. But he never really completely got over
the paranoia. It came sometimes and it was sort
of scary.”
“I understand that,” said Gerald. “One
can be paranoiac sometimes. But I have people
to protect me.” He grinned.
“So you have body guards?” I asked. He
didn’t answer and I knew it was a silly question.
But then he said, “Didn’t you have body
guards?”
“Of course, we didn’t. We couldn’t have
afforded that. Except for once.”
I didn’t tell Gerald about that and he
didn’t ask.

One day Catherine Fried (whom I’d told
about my conversations with the duke) sent me a
newspaper article about the Duke of Westminster,
the super rich owner of one of the largest hotel
chains in Britain. It was an interview in which he
admitted that he’d had a nervous breakdown and
he described what it had been like. There was a
big picture of him and he looked like a nice man
with a friendly and maybe slightly shy smile on
his face. He didn’t have a capitalist bowler hat
on his head, nor did he wear a black pin stripe
suit. It looked more like a polartec sport jacket.
A shock of hair flopped down over his forehead.
When I saw Gerald the next evening, I
said, “I think you were brave to tell the world
about your nervous breakdown. It wasn’t

"I do see, that after spending most of my
life in the 0 tax bracket, it would be very odd
being in the highest tax bracket which in the USA
is 39% plus social security which is 15% up to
$64,000 plus 7% state taxes. I don't like the idea
of 61% of my income going to taxes."
"See!" he gloated and dissolved into peals
of laughter.
"Still, no matter how yucky it is, I still
don't believe that some people should be allowed
to live in poverty," I said.
"Well, I do not approve of it either," said
Gerald. "But they can remedy that themselves."
"Oh yeah," I said gleefully, "with a
revolution."
"No, by getting jobs, working and using

Economy

their money responsibly.
"If they earn at minimum wage it's pretty
hard," I said. "If the minimum wage is too low,
which it certainly is in the USA, people might
just go and rise up. It's happened in the past."
"So long as teh police and military are
loyal this will not happen."
"No guarantee of that."
"I doubt that in the western countries we
need worry about this," he said.
"In the USA the difference between rich
and poor grows and grows. It they keep this up,
someday the system will break. It's like
stretching a rubber band. But it's not as bad in
Europe," I said. There was no response. "So
cousin, it is midnight," I wrote. "I need to get to
sleep. Enjoy your money and I will enjoy life.
And let us all go round the merry-go-round. See
your computer existence tomorrow."
How Gerald got his money
“The stock market looks very bad,” I said
when I saw Gerald come online.
How is that?
“Haven’t you noticed? NASDAQ under
2000, Dow Jones getting close to going under
10,000”
“It is correcting on inflated values,”
said Gerald. “Some stocks remain reasonable.
There is nothing bad happening.”
“Not bad? And why isn't it bad when
people lose so much money?”
“You are being silly again,” said Gerald.
“Why is it silly when people lose their
life’s savings? You can’t imagine how it is for
people who don’t have billions stashed away,”
said I annoyed.
“Peopel gained lots of money, often on
issues that were trading at inflated value. If
someone paid $100 for a share worth $10 and did
not sell they were insane.”
“Right,” said I. “And those who knew
what they were doing and sold before the crash
did very well. But most people who got into the
stock market didn’t know what they were doing.”
“Well, when it rises you either take profits
or you buy when it falls and hold for teh long
term. I am busy arranging to buy farms,” he said.

“So we have direct sources for our food products
and can control them. Many farmers had no
insurance for their livestock, so now they are
pressed and many are deciding to sell out, so I am
buying.”
I felt a slight tinge of stomach pain. How
could I dare to speak to a person doing something
like this. It was the epitome of the evil capitalist,
taking advantage of other peoples disasters to
wipe them out and create a monopoly controlling
the food from production to final product on the
store shelf.
“What will happen to the farmers?” I
asked angrily. I knew Gerald did not know I was
angry, but I could feel my face getting hot and
my blood pressure going up. “Are they going on
the dole?”
“I can not possibly keep abreast of every
negotiation. If there are any problems someone
will send a report for me and then I can learn
about the possible impact.”
“Their lives will be ruined. That is the
obvious impact. That cannot be good for your
country.”
“I doubt that any one who sells a farm
will be bankrupt,” he said. “They will take the
money from the buyout and go and do something
else. The land remains in our hands and is
controlled by someone concerned with land
conservation.”
I would have burst into laughter if I
hadn’t been so angry at the idea of these people
losing their farms and being pushed into eventual
poverty. “Are there jobs available for those
people who are likely not highly educated? Have
your people made studies of this to be sure it
doesn't have a negative impact on the economy?”
I asked.
“No one is forcing them to sell,” he said.
“This is a free market not a socialist state. And
some of them will be able to work on my farm.
If they want to. And I am creating jobs.” He
grinned.
“Yes, well, that's not the point. What
about the rest of them. And even those who work
for you. They are probably going to be
underpaid. I guess someone must always profit
from another's tragedy.”

“How would you have felt if you listed
your property and no one would buy?” he asked.
“Well, if my only source of living was
destroyed because I had to kill all my animals
because they had mad cow disease or hoof and
mouth or whatever, and then had no alternative
but to sell my land, I would be very upset. And I
think that what's going to happen in the USA.
When we go into recession it is going to be
horrible, because we have a government that will
do nothing and simply allow people to lose their
livelihood and everything. Millions of people
will be without a home without food.”
“Aren’t you a cheerful positive sort,
always predicting the best.”
“And you are a blind optimist and
immune to disaster when it comes.”
“I have survived family disasters,
personal disasters, and my business has survived
varying economic situations. We have been able
to grow in down and up economies.”
“YOU have, But millions and millions of
people can not because they don't have billions of
dollars. They have jobs that pay $7.00 an hour
and they lose them.”
“You forget I did not inherit billions and
billions,”
“Oh?”
“I was left with a bunch of old-fashioned
Hotels which weren’t making any profit,” said
Gerald. “I had poor cash flow. I had to take risk
in order to build what we have, I had to choose
between selling heirlooms or taking a risk and
becoming modern.”
“Well, I think it is quite amazing that you
created such a fortune. You are very clever. I
just hope you are not ruthless. So how did you
modernize?”
“We sold off hotels that were least
profitable and in areas that were not likely to be
developed in the near future. We used the cash to
invest in hotels with upscale potential. We used
professional managers. We diversified, and as
profits came in we spread them around.”
“I think you must be a very clever man,
then,” said I.
“Common sense,” he said. “Just like a
farmer. You never sell your milk cow for

slaughter. You sell the pigs.”
Two weeks later I read in the paper that
the Duke of Westminster was donating half a
million pounds to the farmers who had lost their
animals because of the outbreak of hoof and
mouth disease. I wasn’t sure whether to rejoice,
or to revise my view that he was nothing but
greedy and selfish, or that he was in fact just
thinking of PR and future profits. Or maybe a
nice tax deduction. And then again half a million
was minuscule compared to his billions. I
couldn’t conclude anything about him and
decided he, like everyone else on the planet, was
a complicated conglomeration of good and bad
and whatever there is in between.
When I asked about it he told me he had a
charity foundation.
"Ah. What does it give charity to?" I
asked.
"Social service, arts, restoration,
education. It is not a large charity, not anything
like the Ford foundation."
"Well that sounds nice," I said. "Much of
my life I have been the object of charity. Perhaps
that will change in my old age.
“I was not able to provide higher
education for my two older children, because I
didn’t have a high income, but they lived in
Denmark and their education was supported by
the state. That is only fair, so everyone has a
chance. Now things are better for me, but I don't
have enough to pay for Marek’s complete college
education. He may need a loan.
I am not opposed to charity. But it’s like
trying to patch up a tear that just keeping ripping
apart faster and faster. The flaw in our society
that forces millions of people to live in abject
poverty while a few have incomprehensible
wealth can’t be fixed with charity.”
He didn’t answer that and after a while I
saw he was no longer online. “That’s why we
wanted to start with a whole new fabric,” I wrote
even though I knew I’d just get the message back
that Gerald was not online.
"Why did you let the managers steal your
money?" Gerald asked. He was referring to a chat

we’d had about the problems I had with my
Cambridge house while I was In Germany.
"I couldn't do anything," I said. "I was in
Germany."
"Well, if my managers stole the rent I
would be unhappy, I would arrest them, but when
they took my land that was different."
"Who took your land and why?" I asked.
"I resigned my party post five years ago
over a land reform bill that has cost me 275 free
holds," he said. "It allowed some people to
purchase the property they leased at below
market rates, so say it was worth 500 000 £ they
bought it for the assessed rate perhaps 125000
and sold it at market rates. That is also how I got
mucked over, people got to buy the property at
the gov't figure not the market figure, they then
sold at market and made tidy sums."
"I'd say, if it had been hardworking
working class or middle class citizens who had
gotten a deal like that then HURRAH!!!. But I
bet it was a bunch of evil greedy investors who
were already millionaires," I said..
"Only private individuals who had long
term leases qualified," he said.
"So it was hardworking working
class/middle class people?"
"Not exactly. Because it was a business,
for someone with the funds to go to a renter and
offer to fund the purchase and then buy the
property from the renter at a higher purchase
price."
"Well, it sounds like some deserving
people probably got a break and quite a number
of crooks were able to enrich themselves."
It sounds like I was impoverished," said
Gerald.
"I actually don't believe that."
"Bah I will probably be reduced to eating
gruel in my declining years due to this."
"I feel so so sorry for you. Perhaps your
children will add a few diamonds to your gruel
for you," I said. "But if that was all five years
ago, couldn't you get your post back again?
Everyone will have forgotten what happened."
"I did just became active in the party
again recently. I still continue to offer advise on
investment and image matters."

"I think your advice is OK." I said. "I will
certainly think about your advice to me. Cedar
Rapids, Mexico.. I don't know if I will take it.
But, if I were you, I'd forget about such a silly
thing as losing a little money and just enjoy life
for its own sake."
"A little money!" he cried. "I lost almost
300 000 000 USD and land our family had held
for a very long time."
"Gerald, I cannot get upset about anyone
losing 300 million dollars. It is COMPLETELY
meaningless."
"But you would be upset if you lost 500
000 dollars? he asked.
"I don't have that much so it would be
difficult," I said. "Take it percentage wise. If I
lost 10% of my assets, I'd be pissed and I'd get
over it. If I lost 100% of them, yes I WOULD
freak out."
"Well, let us just say I am not broke but I
was not happy that I HAD to sell off land."
"I think that IS sort of like me being really
pissed because the people who managed my
house stole thousands of dollars. But I don't care
any more. It's over the dam." I said. "You or I,
we are not our land. But I have to stop now. I
am getting dizzy from looking at the computer
for so many hours. I will think about what you
have said. I really think you should go back to
the Lords and get active even though I know your
politics would be diametrically opposed to what I
would support. But it would be fun. Unless you
really hate it of course. That's possible. Then
don't do it."
"My party is not in power :( ", he said.
"Have you nothing to say at all if your
party is not in power? "
"Well, yes, we have say, and I do have a
say in the party structure, but no sense in going to
sit and vote. We control Lords, and my opinions
are heard by those who need to know them."
"It seems to me that you don't hate it," I
said. "You mean you tell your friends how to
vote and then you don't have to go? But what if
someone else tries to influence them a different
way. Then your clones may be in the minority."
"Clones? He laughed the way he did when
he was amused. "But now, go away from the

screen for a bit because I should also."
"Yes," I said. "Good idea. See you later."
Gerald’s wife
"I suppose," said Gerald's box which
appeared as it always did without warning. "If
you want to be ill I could tell you how much my
wife just spent on a new dress for a party."
He knew he would succeed in provoking
me. I said, "I don't really WANT to be ill. That
doesn't mean I won't be. But it's virtual reality
you know."
"19 000 sterling," he said.
"So that's like $38,000? What is it made
out of diamonds?
"Not quite," he said. "1.67 US to the
pound. No, no diamonds." He was laughing.
"The dress doesn't matter," I said. "She
could be wearing rags. Are you a sexy man?"
There was a moments silence, so I added, "I saw
your picture, but you can't really tell from that."
"Sexy?" he said. "I am a middle aged
man, and to the only person who matters in my
life when it comes to that, I am sufficient to teh
task going into our 20th year."
Yes, I knew he had a wife whom he
seldom talked about although I knew she wasn't
pleased with his endless Internet chats. I had not
been able to deduce anything about what kind of
a relationship it was, other than there didn't seem
much they talked about. This was the first
statement he'd made that indicated that he
actually cared about her. In a way, it made me
rather happy, that he was that kind of a man and
that he apparently, in spite of everything, loved
her. I said, " That is the most important thing.
Twenty years is quite impressive these days."
"Neither of us has any intention of
straying. We, like all couples had problems in the
early years, but have no intention of separating or
taking lovers," he said.
I believed him. "If I think about it and I
try not to think about it, then I am very sad that
my husband who I loved very much died. I still
miss him after all these years."
"That is normal." he said. "I believe there
is only one true love for each of us, and when we

lose that person, that loss is always with us. Too
often people now confuse desire, and lust and sex
with love."
"Yes, I think so," I said. "When I met
Rudi I knew he was the one man in all of this
whole world who was for me. And thus it has
been."
"There is nothing wrong with having
those feelings," he said.
"There is a spiritual quality or I don't
know what you call it. I just knew it existed with
Rudi as soon as I met him. Since he died I've had
a couple boy friends, but that thing wasn't there,"
I said. I was contemplating whether to go on
about this. It was more like no one was there
now and I was talking to myself. My mind was
going back to Rudi and Gerald was fading. "Rudi
and I did stray a few times. And it brought pain
for both of us. Today I sort of wish I hadn't, but
the bond we had was stronger than all of that."
"Straying! Hippies were you!" said
Gerald.
It sounded mocking. I was in this new
cyberspace world again. "OK, maybe it was the
times. And yes, I was a beatnik and Rudi, I don't
know. He didn't fit in any category."
"I did not marry until I had this out of my
blood," said Gerald. "I was 28."
"That was smart," I said. "But I met Rudi
when I was 22. I knew he was the ONE. So
what could I do? Rudi was sort of beyond, you
know someone so special, almost godly.
Sometimes I thought he's sort of supernatural.
Lots of people who knew him felt that way about
him unless they were enemies. But his enemies
weren't necessarily on the right. He had some
very great admirers on the right and awful
enemies on the left."
"Well, very nice that you had these
feelings for him," said Gerald.
I wasn't sure if he was mocking again, but
I said, "I think you must love your wife too. It
sounds like it."
He must have been mocking because he
then said, "I have to say, were I in charge of
security service anywhere he showed up, I would
have had him interred. My wife, yes, of course I
love her, I would not have married her otherwise.

I just wish she did not feel that so much money
be spent. She is frugal on some things and very
free with money on others."
"Why would you have him interred? He
didn't harm anyone.
"He was a terrorist, said Gerald. "Perhaps
with ideals he felt were right, but still a terrorist."
"Come on, Gerald," I said exasperated at
him now. "We've gone through this before. He
wasn't a terrorist."
"He used explosives, against a civilian
population? Or encouraged the use of those
explosives?"
"No he didn't. He did NOT use
explosives. He did not encourage any one to use
explosives. He tried his best to stop the people
he knew from going into the RAF - not the royal
air force - the red army fraction."
"Let's be clear," said Gerald. "He may
have been a wonderful human, very idealistic, but
he still was not exactly law abiding. He
advocated violent opposition to legitimate gov't."
This was riling me. "Demonstrations!" I
said. "That's not exactly violence.
Demonstrations are legal."
"Unlicensed demonstrations, in face of
the legal order to disperse, are illegal."
"OK," I said.
Even though I figured he was thinking ah,
I won this one, I decided to grin back, because I
didn't think he won " :>) I like the nose," I
said.
That made Gerald laugh.
"Anyway, illegal demonstrations are not
terrorism." I said. "Will you accept that?
"If the demonstrations are in open
defiance of the constitutional authority, involve
violence, yes, they are terrorism :) Now if people
just walk down a street and refuse to go home,
that is not terrorism."
"No, terrorism is the premeditated
intentional destruction of property plus the injury
or killing of people," I said.
"So these demonstrations led by Rudi did
not involve any acts of violence."
"Rudi did not espouse the destruction of
property or the injury of people. He did
occasionally not go home."

"He was not implicated in any such acts?"
Gerald asked.
"No. His police record was
unblemished."
"He was not reported to be involved in
any acts or the planning of such. Note,
implicated not convicted."
"The demonstrations were not planned to
be violent," I said.
"But they became so?"
I felt like I was under police interrogation.
"Several became so, but not because the
participants were violent. They reacted to police
violence."
"Now is that your version or the official
version? I am used to reading the IRA slant on
how they are not violent terrorists, merely an
army attacking the enemy," said Gerald.
"I did read the Verfassungsschutz
documents that they were willing to give me,” I
said. “They didn't say anything about Rudi
planning a violent demonstration. But I'm sure I
didn't get all the documents that the
Verfassungsschutz has, so I don't know what else
they might have said." I paused. I didn't know
what else to say. I was angry at Gerald. Finally I
said, "There's a bird making a nest in the attic
right above my head. I hear it wiggling around."
"In teh building? or in a tree? "
"The bird is in the building," I said.
"You really sound like an old fogy. Ah
well, what would one expect," I said.
"I am very liberal on some issues," he
said. "I have a foundation that gives grants even
to new political groups I do not like the ideas of,
small grants but still. (Not parties, but small local
groups)."
"Which small opposing groups have you
bestowed grants upon?"
"I do not have a list, but they are usually
left wingers, Social reform types, a few women's'
groups as well. I have also donated to an
organization that provides day trips for
weekenders for groups of poor people so they can
go as a family, nowhere posh, but to a museum
for a day or a weekend camp as a family."
"You sound quite broad minded and

generous," I said.
"I am not broad minded," said Gerald. "I
have certain beliefs and I feel they are right, and
others are wrong, BUT I feel that there is no
reason to try to prevent people from believing
what they wish. I also believe that youth has to
be kept busy, athletics, studies etc..."
"Well, I agree with you on that."
"I also believe youth needs to be
indoctrinated with a sense of responsibility," said
Gerald. "Every student should have to do
community service for say at least 4 hours a
week. At an old age home, cleaning parks, at the
humane society, helping plant trees, something."
"An excellent idea. ALL young people,
even if they don't go to university. Even
baronage.
"I agree from age 10 onwards."
"Age 10?" This sounded a bit extreme to
me.
"Yes, at age 10 you can visit with a choir
to an age home, or pet abandoned puppies, or
help clean a park, or help make homemade
posters for a church event or help clean a shut ins
house, or yard, etc... As you get older you can
help do more difficult or more physical things or
volunteer in a thrift or as a hospital aide."
"Did you do these things at age10?" I
asked.
"Actually yes, I was in a choir. My school
did local service, helped at parks and planted
trees, many things. My mother always did
volunteer work, she visited sick people in our
area helped with the church etc..."
"OK, I'm glad you practices what you
preach," I said.
He smiled, smugly I'd guess.
"Well, I must make a phone call and then
go to a party. I'll see your virtual reality later."
Religion
“Do you think there is a heaven?” I asked.
“Yes, I believe there is a heaven,” said
Gerald.
“How do you know heaven exists? What
evidence? Why do you think that?”
“I simply do, on faith. I have never seen

an electronic impulse yet I know it exists.”
“What do you think is the nature of
heaven?”
“I really do not know,” he said. “I suspect
it is nothing in our experience, so we have no
frame to use as reference.”
“It is nothing in our experience. That
would be quite something if we could experience
it before we died. But how then if you can't
experience it can you know that it exists?”
“I have never seen air but I know it
exists,” Gerald grinned.
“So you are a religious man,” I smiled.
“Yes I am,” he said.
“Why? what made you become
religious?”
“I always have been, no particular
reason.”
“I was very religious when I was young,”
I told him. “But I found I needed to have a
reason to be. And I couldn't find a reason, so I
gave it up. But first I went through all the trouble
to get a master's degree in theology in the hope of
finding a reason. Well, I am going to bed now.
Have you already had your night's sleep?”
“I had about 2 hours of sleep. I have a
function at 1300 so I will sleep in a hour or so.”
“What kind of a function? One of those
penguin garden parties?”
“Some one is having a few people over
for an afternoon and a late luncheon. I will spend
the remainder of the weekend at my home in
Peabody. Sleep well,” he said.
The next day when I saw Gerald, he said,
“Look at this.” There was a gif which I clicked
on. It showed what looked like a rather old
photograph of two huge neo-gothic buildings
with a church in between them. A man who was
wearing a straw hat was standing in a boat in the
middle of the pond.
“What is that?” asked I.
“Eaton Estate,” he said.
“Hmm,” said I. “And Eaton Estate is? It
looks like a church surrounded by a couple of
apartment buildings.”
He laughed, “Well, the church is our
private chapel on the grounds of our estate for

our family only,” he said.
The idea of having a church just for one
family seemed totally ridiculous to me.
“Do you have a priest for the church?” I
asked.
“We have a chaplain. He is assigned to
us, and then we pay his salary and provide him
with a house.”
“How nice,” I said somewhat
sarcastically. I am a theologian.”
“You are an ordained member of the
Church?” he said in surprise.
“Why don't you invite me to preach at
your chapel,” I said provocatively.
"Why would I ever do that?"
"Because I am a theologian."
"A priest?"
"Well, not quite," said I. "I never
finished."
"Are you C of E?"
“I am Unitarian.”
“Unitarians, I have heard of them,” he
said, “but am not familiar with their doctrine.
“Unitarian - one God. Unitarians believe
in one God and every God is God.”
He ignored that. “Well, if you are a theologian, I am certain it is only so you can attack
the establishment and I do not approve of woman
clerics. I am very traditional. And if you were to
preach, hmm, I’m sure it would be something I
would be wishing I could have you arrested for,
and I can too.” He started to laugh.
“Don’t laugh,” said I crossly. “I would be
nice to you. I’d even make a nice spiritual
sermon. I don't think you'd want to arrest me.”
“Well I doubt having a radical dedicated
to redistributing wealth would be a joy for me.”
“Then I would talk about the wealth you
have stored in heaven,” I said and started to
laugh. “As to religion being the opiate of the
people, perhaps, but not always. I think religion
can disestablish the establishment under certain
circumstances.”
"I am certain you would feel so.
He was gone for a while. When he came
again, he said, "I used an old picture of the house.
the part on the right was razed by my father so

only the chapel and the left side are still
standing."
"Why did your father do that?"
"It was in terrible need of repair and he
felt it would be the best way. He sold off parts of
it for years, a bronze fireplace screen and a
marble fireplace went for over £300,000."
“What madness," I said.
"My wife and I are considering having a
new wing built using the old plans and photos to
make it appear as it once did, but have it be
entirely modern."
"Hmmm. You like to restore old historic
homes?"
"I am a conservationist when it comes to
architecture."
"I personally like old buildings too.
Modern is not really beautiful. Old Victorians are
wonderful. Middle ages charming."
"I like Gothic and Queen Anne," he said.
"I like Frank Lloyd Wright and Louis
Sullivan though," I said. "Chicago is full of their
architecture."
"Some Wrights are very odd."
"Yes, they are odd, but very interesting.
The houses are absolutely beautiful inside. I
just saw Louis Sullivan's Auditorium in Chicago.
It was completely restored a couple decades ago."
"I think all those old buildings ought be
restored and put to use," he said.
"Yes, they should," I said. "It will be a
tragedy if they continue to destroy the old
buildings."
I had found the picture of his house on his
web site and was looking at it. "How many
people live in your house?" I asked.
"Well, in it or on the grounds?"
"Altogether."
"Including all the staff for the house,
gardeners, domestics, security, and clerical over
140 people not including the farm help."
"Gee," I said.
"It sits on 11 000 acres of park and
gardens."
"DOUBLE GEE," I said.
Gerald said, "Gee?" and then began to
laugh. "There is a small village on the grounds
where most people live. In the house my family

and 11 staff reside."
That's a pretty big house for 17 people.
"About 20 are pensioners who worked for
our family and we keep on now that they have
retired."
"That's good. I'm glad you're not
heartless."
"Why would I be? All told we have over
100 pensioners or their spouses that we provide
lodging for." Most of the pensioners live in
Ireland in cottages we provide or in London and
Manchester.

Harriet
Harriet’s house was not that unimpressive
either. It was a rambling old Victorian that could
have had a ghost of it’s own. Not as imposing as
Gerald’s manor, but filled with Harriet’s treasures
from her innumerable yard sales. The door was
always open. I was amazed at Harriet’s trust.
Especially since she had revealed that once
someone did come in when no one was there and
stole a few valuable objects. For Harriet they
were all valuable though. I went in and yelled
“Hi, I’m here.”
Harriet came down the stairs, as she
always did, her grand entry. “Do you have your
shopping list,” she asked.
“No,” I said. “I didn’t have time to make
one.”
“What were you doing?” asked Harriet.
I grunted. I felt a bit embarrassed to tell
her.

“Gerald?” said Harriet.
“Yeah, I was talking to him. He showed
me a room in his house.”
“Uh huh,” said Harriet “Well, you’ll
never know.”
“Never know what?”
“Who Gerald really is. Maybe he works
for the CIA.”
“Yes,” said I. “Could be. But why did he
know so much about the stock market, and the
stocks that he tells me to buy.”
“Maybe he’s a broker.”
“Yeah, Could be.”
“But it doesn’t matter who Gerald is,
really, does it?
Harriet shrugged. “Do you know what
you have to buy?”
I ignored the question.
“Well, let’s go,” said Harriet.
“You know,” I said, “The point is that I
bought the stocks he told me to buy and it worked
out and I thought gees, this is amazing. It’s like
money grows on trees. You buy a stock and a
few weeks later it’s grown by $1000 or $2000
and there’s no way I could ever have earned
money like that as a secretary. It’s magic. And
no wonder the rich get richer and richer and
everyone else slaves away like idiots.”
“It’s gambling,” said Harriet. “And I
don’t think he is really an English duke, nor is he
a billionaire.”
“Why not?”
“Because it just isn’t likely. Why would
such a person be on the internet? And why would
he talk to you? It doesn’t’ make sense.”
“I don’t see why not,” said I. “I’m on the
internet and I talk to him.”
Harriet laughed. “It’s not the same.”
“I think it is. I’m an author of a bestselling book and I had a husband who was not
unknown in Germany and Europe. I think he
could be who he says he is.”
Harriet laughed, a sort of slightly
mocking, slightly condescending laugh, like if
you have to believe it OK, but it’s silly. “Still, if
you like him and you enjoy talking to him, why
not. But just be careful. Especially with your
money.”

“Sure,” said I. “He knows my account
number.”
“What?” said Harriet in horror. “You told
him?”
“Yes.”
She was shaking her head. “I don’t
know,” she said. “I don’t know about that.”
“Well, it’s too late now,” I said, “and he
hasn’t stolen any of my money.”
“I think you’re wasting your time doing
this. It’s taking a risk. I don’t know,” Harriet
repeated.
“Well, you can’t deny, it keeps life
from being boring,” I said.
Harriet laughed, “That’s true. I can
hardly wait to hear the next episode in the Gerald
soap opera.”
“But that’s exactly it. That’s why I go
back every day. I don’t have time to look at TV
any more; the soap opera I am participating in is
far more fascinating.”
East Germany
I was about to turn my computer off, but
he was there again. "Sorry my system crashed,"
he said. "I was disagreeing about Europe. Look
at Germany. It's economy is growing, but it is teh
majority of the very wealthy who fueled it, and
teh number of moderately wealthy in the East has
increased. I have invested in Germany, but there
are land ownership laws that are a pain."
"Really what are they? I asked.
"Well it seems that there are some
restrictions on land ownership. I do not know
exactly what the problem was but we decided to
use a liechensteiny holding company to avoid
some headaches.”
"I know there was a question about my
children inheriting land in East Germany because
that's where my husband came from and it turned
out to be very difficult perhaps impossible," I
said.
"Didn't he die?
"Why have my words turned red? I
asked.
"You did a cut and paste of coloured
printing. You have to reset your colour."

I messed around clicking on buttons, until
it turned black again.
“Did you go to clubs in Berlin and
Munich?” Gerald asked.
“What kind of clubs?”
“I am trying to remember a club, a disco
type club, I went to many years ago. It was Huge,
very modern at the time. It had telephones at the
tables you could ring other tables to ask someone
to dance. Each table had a light with it's
number.” “Old TnT was there a lot.”
“What is TnT?”
“Prince Taxis, what was it, Thurmond und
Taxis or some such? He died a few years ago.”
“Thurn and Taxis I believe,” I said and
was astonished that I would have even heard of
this person. Likely I’d seen the name on some
tabloid while standing in line at the grocery store.
“Was he old?”
“I think so,” said Gerald. “His wife was
very young and he had an heir who was younger
than 5. He was 40 years older than his wife”
“Some of those German disinherited
aristocracy were actually very sympathetic to us,”
I said. “But he sounds like a Dirty Old Man.
That's what I think when old men marry women
their granddaughters age.”
“He needed an heir so married a young
girl,” said Gerald.
“Why didn't he think of that a little
earlier?”
“I have no idea,” said Gerald. “And he
was not exactly disinherited.”
“How the heck should I know. I don't
really care about these goofy aristocrats. I
absolutely think it is terrible that they got back all
their castles in East Germany. If not disinherited,
what do you call it then?”
“Bah,” said Gerald. “TnT, he left an
estate over 1 000 000 000 US $. My wife and I
are reclaiming land there and in the Czech
republic and in Russia.
“Well, that is really awful. You don't need
that land. Let the people stay there. And you
didn't even know the name of that goofy turn and
taxis? what kind of a loyal noble are you?”
“He is a German, much older than I and
not a friend of mine,”

“Ah. And he's not a noble any more, is
he? I think Germany put an end to the nobility.
Nonetheless they give them their land back. Bah
HUMBUG.”
“They did not put an end to it,” said
Gerald. “German law still governs nobility and
inheritance.”
“Oh. You mean the nobility has not been
abolished in Germany?”
“As a ruling class yes, but not as a
recognized legal class. Germans are very
respectful of titles still, at least many are”
“If you and your wife get all your land
back in Germany, Czech Rep. and Russia what
will you do with it? phooey teufel!!! Actually
Rudi had a little bit of land in east Germany, but
we have not been able to get it back.”
“Rehabilitate the manors or castles. Tally
has been able to secure one I think, but we have
to invest a lot of money in it. Farm the land, or
perhaps develop it.”
“What will you do with it when its
finished?”
“Use it as a residence.”
“I bet you get your land, but we don't get
ours. That's justice. Would you want to live
there?”
“I do not think we will get her or my
family land in Russia ever. As to the rest, we
would Not live there all the while no.”
“Just to take a short vacation? What an
utter waste. A whole castle so you can spend a
few weeks there each year. THAT IS
OBSCENE!!!! How does your family have land
in Russia? I thought you were English and your
wife's family came from Russia.”
“I have Russian and German blood, said
Gerald. “As well as Danish, Scots, Italian etc.
etc.”
“Goodness me, are you a mess,” I said.
“Yes, I am,” he said.
“Well, I have to make a phone call. I
must get off. I'll come back, later. I’m going to a
movie tonight too.”
“Sea ewe,” said Gerald.
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He was there the next evening. "You are
behaving today?" he asked.

"I always behave. Hey."
"Hey? hay? Oats? Barley?" he said.
"How about you?" I asked.
"I am always well behaved," Gerald said.
"You are definitely not always well
behaved," I said. "At least not in the game. In
real life? hmmmmmm."
"In both HYW and RL, I am the image of
order and tradition. <g>"
"What does <g> mean?" I asked.
"=grin, <veg> very evil grin, <eg> evil
grin ROFLMAO ( rolling on floor laughing me
arse off)"
"Ah ha," I said. "Are you in your big
palace?"
"It is not a palace, and no I am spending
teh weekend on a farm we have north of
London."
"What would you call it then?"
"It is a country manor, not a palace, we do
not own a palace."
"What do you think about Denmark? I
asked. It has a queen."
"Yes, but they did away with their
aristicrats. Uhh, I mean aristocrats," He grinned.
"Aristocrats are no longer entitled to use their
styles and honours. Also teh Royals are relatively
speaking, poor."
"They didn't kill them." I said. "And well,
Denmark is relatively speaking a poor land, my
dear rich cousin."
"They seem happy enough though," he
said. "And the Danish royal family is related to
everyone."
Everyone, I thought. His everyone is not
anyone else's everyone. But I said, "I guess they
must be if they have no aristocrats of their own,
That could get a little inbred with dire
consequences."
"I didn't say the nobles were killed,"
Gerald said. "They just are deprived of their rank
and honours. If I recall during WW2 the King
showed a lot of courage to the Nazis."
"Yes the Danish king wore a star of
David. The Danes also arranged to get all Jews
out of Denmark before the Germans marched in.
They succeeded, although there were only 3000
Jews in Denmark. But hardly any of them died.

"But now," I said, "The oldest son, the
heir, doesn't want to be king, they are trying to
change the law so the second can be. He wants to
be. I guess, he's more traditional than his
brother."
"Class traitor Bah," said Gerald. "He has
a duty, it should not matter what he wants."
"Well if they change the law, then it is no
longer his duty. Though if the monarchy is to
continue, someone will obviously have to have
the duty."
"Even if they change the law, he is being
a coward, and selfish."
"Bah," I said. "They might do it in
England too, since it seems with Diana's boys the
same situation exists."
"No, they will not," he said with a
firmness that surprised me. "No one said he does
not wish to be King, no one in any position to say
has said anything of the sort."
"Is it just the goofy media?" I asked.
"Unless you have seen Buckhouse issue a
statement on it I should think that were obvious."
"OK," I said. "I have had plenty of
experience with the s... media. I know they lie,
badger and destroy you if they can."
"Only the liberal media."
"No, dear cousin," I said. "There is not
much difference. They are all full of baloney.
That's why we need our own press."
Gerald grinned. I grinned too. Maybe we
sort of agreed on this.
"I think if they print excat statements as
given without editorializing then I like them. But
well, the main line press doesn't do that."
"We had them smash our windows in
order to try to get in at night so they could
photograph us in bed," I said.
"That's why I have alarms and plenty of
security," he said. "Another reason is people who
blow up nice people or shoot them."
I thought he was alluding to the bomb
stuff from our previous conversations, that he
obviously was not prepared to forget, and which
annoyed me. Maybe he realized that too. And he
liked to be mean. "OK, cousin," I said. "YOU
ARE SO FULL OF BALONEY. We never blew
anyone up, but someone, a Neo-Nazi, right-

winger, mind you, shot and killed my husband."
"I do not condone the shooting of
anyone," he said. "But you could argue that
anyone injured in the uprising was injured
because of your husbands lawless acts and
inciting others to behave likewise."
"In other words," I said. "You're saying
that those rebels who tried to kill Hitler deserved
to die, because they were doing lawless acts."
"No," he said. "They were not doing
lawless acts, because Hitler was in office as a
result of a coup. The Aristocrats and the old
army were trying to restore the constitutional
government."
Hitler’s party the NSDAP won an
election, it was not a coup.
"You must discuss the legitimacy of any
government in which a significant portion of the
population feels left out, oppressed, degraded,
mishandled etc…"
"No no no," he cried. "Technically the
English gov't serves at the pleasure of the crown,
there is no written constitution. Now, I agree that
IF HM exercised her legal prerogatives there
could be a lot of problems.”
"OK," I said.
"I should say if she TRIED to exercise
them. There is now serious conversation on
returning the crown estates' annual income to the
Queen, instead of a civil list."
"What is a civil list?" I asked.
"It is a set amount of money paid to the
Royal family each year. it is negotiated on a 10
year basis and is used to pay her private staff. She
also receives a few "grants in aid" to keep up the
royal parks and palaces. This is done in
exchange for the revenues of the crown estates,
the land owned by the queen, not the state purse,
and not her private estates. The crown estates at
present produce over 165 million a year and she
collects less than 50 millions not including the
security and official travel expenses."
"What is done with the rest of the
money?" I asked.
"It becomes part of the general revenues
for the gov't. People have the misconception that
they support the queen, when in fact they do not."
"So why do they want to give it to the

queen?"
"Well it is thought in some circles it
would end the criticism of the Queen's Family as
to the thought that they are living a life of ease at
state expense," he said.
"It could also lead to the thought that all
these estates that generate so much money should
be expropriated," I said.
"Expropriate! No, not when they have
been in the families for so many years. That is
like saying my lands should be expropriated," he
said.
"Yes INDEED!!!!," I shouted.
"That is ludicrous," he said angrily. "Why
should I not have benefit of my family's hard
work?" And why should the royal not. Family's
like ours built this country, administered it, and
served it, were it's commanders, judges, etc.. for
hundreds of years. Why would you feel it fair that
any of us forfeit our estates?"
"When wealth becomes obscene it should
be capped," I said. "Especially when large
numbers of people are suffering in poverty. Now
if no one is poor in England, then let them have
their estates."
"Why? So the lazy people do not feel left
behind? We provide employment. That is good
enough."
"But do you provide wages that are good
enough?" I asked.
"I feel I do. If they handle their money
well they can advance. If they do not like the
wages offered they need not work for me."
"No that isn't the right logic," I said. "If
they don't like the wages they must organize and
demand better and more appropriate wages."
"I would discharge them," Gerald said.
"Then they must have the right to
discharge you.!!!! i.e. expropriate."
"No," he said. "As it is my money, my
company, my capital, they serve at my pleasure.
And just that is why we have police to arrest
radicals, usually on a charge of insurrectionism or
terrorism."
"You sound well-versed in Marxist
theory," I said. "Anyway, occasionally, your
systems of exclusivity collapse. Then we laugh.
"I am not on teh "Top of teh Pyramid" so

it is not my system," he said. "But this system
has endured for over 400 years, with a two house
system and a monarch, and power has gone back
and forth among teh three groups."
"That's a long time. Better than the
USA." It was fun to debate with him, but it was
exhausting too. And I was always on the verge of
getting angry. So I said, "I've had enough
computer today. Sweet dreams cousin. I think
you ought to sleep a little. You must be insane
staying up all night."
"I never claimed I was normal," he said.
"You are a vampire? I asked, smiling.
"They like night. And only vampires write 'teh'
for the."
He laughed. Tension was broken. "Yes, a
vampire, but it is to be a secret."
"OK, I won't tell anyone. But maybe
someone else will recognize the sign 'teh'. It is
freaky."
"Bah." he said.
Is it OK. if I impose on you a little? I
need your advice. I mean, sometimes you seem
to be rather insightful." There was no immediate
response, so I said, "OK?"
"Yes, Happy to help."
"I may be facing a nasty situation in
Germany. I would like to know how you as a
prudent???? politician would handle it."
"What type of situation?" he asked.
"You see," I said. "My brother-in-law
who is German and like many Germans he's
pretty anti-American. So, me being American,
well, he doesn't like me. He thinks it's my fault
that Rudi died and yesterday he said things on
Television that implied that. He said that if I had
taken better care of Rudi he wouldn't have died. I
was always a bad influence on Rudi, he said,
because I didn't make him quit politics, and a
German wife would have been much better
because Germans understand Germans. Now do
you see how nasty this is?"
"Is it likely the moderator will ask you to
address this when you are on TV? Why was his
brother interviewed?"
"Helmut was interviewed because it was
exactly 30 years ago yesterday that Rudi was shot

by an assassin. He was the closest relative
available as I am in the USA. I don't know if
they'll say anything about this in the talk show,
but I will be facing other journalists and possibly
even have to face Helmut publicly."
"Are they implying that you did not make
adequate medical arrangements for his care after
teh shooting?" asked Gerald.
"In part," I said. "But 12 years after the
shooting Rudi was doing quite well and Rudi and
I both wanted to think that he really was well and
that there was nothing more to worry about. He
was not supposed to take a bath. And for many
years he didn't, but then he started to do it. I
didn't know that. But I know why he did it. It
was because he wanted to believe that there was
nothing wrong with him. He needed that to
survive. I mean he needed to believe he was
well, in order to have the strength to enter politics
again. I thought it was my duty to help him
believe that, because that was his life. It was
him. So I encouraged everything that made him
feel that he could do it. But I didn't even think
about the bath. I didn't know he was taking
baths."
"Ehh? No Bathing? Well, I have to say I
can see why his family may hold some ill
feelings," said Gerald grinning.
"He did take showers!!!!"
"That aside you can either not address the
situation if asked by dismissing it as not worthy
of reply...or you can say that you are hurt that his
family would be seeking to place blame rather
than celebrating his ideals and promoting his
teachings, to divide rather than stand in unity,
those closest too him etc”.
"I believe, that if I just dismiss it, it will
seem like an admission of guilt.
OK, I think that's very good. I knew you
would come up with something. You seem to be
a rather wise man, which I never would have
guess the way you play HYW.”
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"I have a few basic rules for interviews,"
said Gerald. "First I rarely give them, second if I
am on a segment dealing with conserving historic
architecture, that is the limit of the conversation.
If it is political, I avoid it like the plague, always
either reserving the right to have my staff review

questions prior to the interview, or only
answering in generalities.
"That is wise too," I said. "I think I will
never give an interview in Germany again, but
I've already gotten myself into this mess, so what
do I do? Yes, I like your idea about saying why
do they place blame when they should be
supporting his ideals. (which they don't BTW.)"
"Well, since you are an outsider, you can
not openly attack the brother, so it is better to
play the torch carrying widow, who is hurt by
their attitude, and that you wrote the book to help
heal, and to help spread an understanding of Rudi
and his life, and ideals, and that you hope that
you can meet and reconcile with his blood family
etc. etc. In this way, you appear to be forgiving,
and to have true feeling as well as avoid
confrontation."
"Yes," I said. "That's good and it's also
true."
"You may also want to check with you
publisher about the use of their PR people."
"OK, I'll ask them."
"More then you wanted know "
"No. that is exactly what I wanted to
know. I'm glad I asked you even if you pass all
this stuff on to your security."
"I am not going to tell them." He
laughed.
"Thanks, I really appreciate it. I'm afraid
I might come to you for advice again.
"I am always happy to meddle, I just issue
no assurances as to teh quality of my advise."
Gerald grinned. “Well, I must be off now. There
is a service at the chapel.”
Later that day Gerald appeared again and
I was somewhat surprised that he was already
back. “How was the service?” I asked when his
box appeared.
“It was an Easter service,” he said. “I
decided not to attend, so I rode with them there
and then came home.”
“I'm trying to get more exact information
what Helmut actually said about me. It was
pretty bad. What an idiot. Why is the world so
full of IDIOTS?”
“Hmm,” said Gerald. “Well as I said I

have my own opinions about what happened, but
since I was not there....”
“What do you mean, your opinions about
what happened? where?”
“Well, the bathing thing,” said Gerald.
“Even if he wanted to do so, and you said he was
not himself after the shooting, you did have a
responsibility to protect him even from himself.
But it is not fair for me to judge, as I know very
little about this, and know none of the
particulars.”
Well, he was at home only about 6 out of
12 months. Do you think I should have been in
the bathroom with him every time he took a bath?
I couldn't in fact, because of the above.
“He was well enough to travel on his
own?”
“REPEAT. He traveled 6 of 12 months in
the year. He was in Germany. I was in Denmark.
He was very active politically. I thought he was
well. I did not think he'd ever have another
epileptic attack. He hadn't had one in 9 years.
He thought the same, obviously, which is why he
began taking baths.”
“He died of an epileptic attack? Why
didn't you say so, Bah, Helmut is silly. I had a
different idea of why he could not bathe, I
thought he had a tube for drainage or some such
in his head. Helmut is silly. You could not have
foreseen that. Most Epileptics are even given
drivers licenses.”
“There was no outward sign of anything
wrong with him,” I said. “He and I both thought
he was completely recovered.”
”Then you are correct,” said Gerald.
“Helmut hates me mainly because I am
not German,” I said.
“My wife and I both have many German
and Austrian relatives. We do not seem to
encounter that with either they or business
associates and friends. I think Helmut is just
stunted.”
“I agree, there are many Germans who are
not like that.”
“They all dislike the foreign workers, the
Turks and such,” said Gerald.
I gasped. But I suppose I shouldn’t have
been surprised. “Why?”, I asked. “The Turks

keep the economy going. They have performed
an essential function. They have made Germany
rich. Germans should love them.”
“They want to become Germans, extend
their residency...” said Gerald. “Also labour is
now available from the Former east.”
“If they were born in Germany and lived
all their life there and speak mainly German, then
they are Germans. “Do you think the Turks who
are by birth and culturally Germans should go to
Turkey?”
“Being born in a nation does not always
confer that nationality on someone. That is why
their are terms on entry visas.”
“Right,” I said. “Someone could be
passing through. But these are people born in
Germany, who speak only German (maybe a few
snatches of Turkish at best) who went through the
school system in Germany and know nothing else
except life in Germany. They are in fact
Germans.”
“They are in fact, foreign nationals
residing in Germany,” said Gerald. “As are the
Palestinians in Jordan and Dubai and the
Kingdom.”
”Very different,” I said. “The Palestinians
want their land back. Most Turks in Germany
want to be Germans.”
”Yes, but in both cases it is the right of the
citizens to be selective in bestowing the gift of
citizenship. Other wise who would not want to
live in say, Sweden or Denmark or the Kingdom
of Saudi Arabia, free health care, telephone, etc.
in some cases, if you had not much you would
like to be in one of those places.”
“Sure. But there could be human rights
problems in places like Saudi Arabia. Germans
above all should be quite careful about being
racist.”
“Why Germans any more than,
Americans, or Spanish, or even Turks?
“Because of German history,” I said.
“They can't undo what they did. 6 million Jews
in gas chambers is unforgivable. And you CAN
become a citizen of Sweden or Denmark. But not
everyone wants to. It's too cold and dark there. I
chose to live in the dog eat dog USA when I
could in fact have been a Danish citizen with

permanent security.”
”Americans had hundreds of thousands of
slaves, England claimed over 1/2 of the worlds
land mass, and forced peoples to be subjects,
Spain raped entire cultures,” said Gerald
grinning.
“OK. what can I say,” I said. “Should
that exculpate the Germans?”
“What about Italy, look at the Romans,
you can only hold a nation or group accountable
for so long. You can blame the Nazi's but not the
Germans.”
“Right,” I said. “We'll let the Germans go
when everyone who participated in the atrocities
are dead.”
“Most are,” said Gerald. “Or at least
senile.”
“The next generation of Germans did feel
accountable and that’s one reason why there was
a rebellion in the 1960’s. They couldn’t right the
wrongs, but they could create a country where
something like that could never happen again.
“What did you think of the Krupps? Do
you feel that it was wrong to return their money
after Alfie was released from prison?” Gerald
asked.
“I don't know the situation,” I said.
“Please explain.”
“There was an old German business
family teh Krupps, they own Krupp-Essen, they
made weapons for everyone from Bismarck
onward. (Big Bertha was one of theirs) During
the last war, they used slave labour as did every
German company. Most of their private wealth
was seized as was the company. When Alfred was
released early in 57 or 54 he was given the value
of his firm and all his personal wealth was
returned as well. He moved to Brazil, and died
there in the late 60's, he was the last true Krupp,
the rest are from the female line.”
“No, he should have been punished,” I
said. “The value of the slave labor he stole
should have been removed from the total value
returned to him. Since we live in a society which
protects private property and should at least
protect people from being slaves, it would have
been illegal to expropriate him. But he should

have paid back what he stole (presumably to the
families of the Jewish slaves who worked for him
until they were annihilated.)”
“Ahh, but his workers testified for him
too,” said Gerald. “The main problem was that he
had a low number party ID. When he died he had
a US$ worth of (including trusts) of over 2 800
000 000.”
“Well, that’s certainly obscenely rich,” I
said. “What workers testified for him? The
slaves? Did he save lives of people otherwise
being sent to gas chambers? That would of
course change the moral balance.”
Gerald didn’t answer that and I presumed
it was because the answer was negative.
Peter Fonda
“Marek has just gone out the door to the
airport to go the Germany,” I said.
“Why is he going?”
“He and I are going to be on a talk show
with Peter Fonda.”
“Peter Fonda? Why is he in Germany?
“To be on the talk show with us,” I said.
“That is circular,” said Gerald.
“Not really. We are all going to Germany
to be on the same talk show. You can look at it if
you want to. I don't know if Peter Fonda will
really be there. I was told he would.”
“Why go all that way for a talk show?”
“I don't know why else Peter Fonda is
going to Germany. Maybe he is taking a vacation
there. My son is going because he lived there for
5 years and he wants to see his friends. I am
going there to earn money.”
“Ahh greedy greedy,” Gerald grinned.
“I am sticking my tongue out at you,” I
said.
“I have to prepare for meeting Peter
Fonda, I better see that old movie of his what was
it called, the cult movie of the sixties.”
“Peter Fonda? Something rider? easy
rider?”
“Easy Rider. right. I hope the video store
has it. Now I'm going out to take a walk. It's
another beautiful day, and now I'm all alone,

Marek is on his way and I won't see him until
Tuesday in Berlin.”
“Well he will be creating problems in
Germany. Enjoy your walk”
“How are things?” I asked. It was me this
time. I didn’t start conversations with Gerald
very often.
“Well enough, yourself?”
“I got Easy Rider video to see tonight and
will look at Ulee’s Gold Saturday, so I won't be a
total idiot when I meet Peter Fonda. I also went
out and bought some new clothes which I very
very seldom do. I hate to buy clothes. And I
made an appointment at the hairdresser. Couldn't
get one today. All for this stupid talk show.
Vanity of vanities. All is vanity. And what good
does it do me. I am no longer young and
beautiful and all the money, clothes, hair stylists
will not make me young. That is the absurdity of
life.”
Gerald burst into laughter.
“Are you laughing because you suppose
that even when I was young I was not beautiful?”
I asked.
“No, because this is what is normal,
clothes, hairstyles etc. etc.”
“Yes, totally a slave to the demands of
consumer society. Very decadent. However I did
not pay 18,000 pounds for these clothes. Where is
the pound sign on the computer?”
“Above teh 4,” said Gerald. “£.”
“No that's the dollar sign. $,” I said.
“On mine it is a £.”
“I bought a shirt for $62, and a blouse for
$8. I couldn't find any pants that fit me.”
“That is reasonable,” said Gerald.
“I'll use the leggings I already have. Or
maybe the pants I got from my friend because she
got too fat for them. Maybe if this book a best
seller I will buy an article of clothing for $1000
simply to have the experience.”
“Have you considered.......a dress?” asked
Gerald.
“Yes, I looked at some dresses, but they
were all too long. I would trip over them and go
crashing onto the TV set and get a bloody nose.
And they’d have to carry me out on a stretcher.”

“Err, ehh? “
“That's from wearing a dress that's too
long.”
“Too long?”
“Down to the floor,” I said.
“That is a gown isn't it?” asked Gerald.
“No. That's just how long the dresses are.
I guess that's the style here. Most of the clothes
were linen. Linen is very popular. I have never
ever in my whole life ever worn a gown.”
“Yes linen is very nice,” said Gerald. “I
have some linen shirts and suites.”
“I never went to a ball or to a dance or to
a gown type cocktail party,” I said. “Do you go
to those things? When I was young I was out on
the streets demonstrating and anyway those were
the miniskirt days. I wore miniskirts.”
“I do go to gatherings. Some are formal,
and I do wear teh penguin outfits or uniforms
usually when I go.”
“What kind of uniforms. Penguin?” That
made me laugh. I could imagine what he meant,
but I’d never heard it called that.
“Depending on the occasion a dress
uniform,”
“I don't have any idea what a dress
uniform is,” I said. “You mean those long black
tails and stripped pants?”
“No, that is either tails for evening or
opera, or if it is gray a prince Albert for a garden
in the morning. Military Dress uniform.”
“How amusing,” I said.
“What is? How so?”
“It's just so distant from my experience. I
don't think I've ever been to an occasion like that,
and have only seen people dressed that way in
pictures. I have seen people in tails. I have been
to the opera and symphony and the conductor
dresses in tails. We also used to go to Garden
parties in Oxford when Rudi was studying there,
and there were always prominent visitors like
Kenneth Galbraith, and Noam Chomsky. But no
one wore fancy clothes.”
“Well formal garden parties are rather in a
limited circle. Most garden parties are more
simple.”
“Like My Fair Lady,” I said. “I would like
to see it, though I'm sure it would appear

completely ridiculous to me.”
“Why ridiculous?”
“Penquins??? Imagine seeing a flock of
penguins bobbing about. Actually, of course,
there is an allure in the things that you don't
know, that have sort of romantic associations, so
part of saying it’s ridiculous is because you have
to make what you can't have not be particularly
desirable. Do you see?”
“I suppose so,” said Gerald.
“When I was 13, 14, I was completely in
love with My Fair Lady, stage and movie
versions. I knew the whole thing for memory. It
is that romantic idea that a girl can have, you will
be able to cavort with those fine people, go to
Garden parties, speak king's English, be rich,
elegant and idle. Fairy princess.”
“Idle!” Gerald burst out laughing. “Bah.
No one is idle anymore, well I suppose a few
are.”
“But soon you find these romantic dreams
a sort of product of being 13 years old. And
gradually they begin to seem very silly. And me
for example I became a revolutionary.”
“A naughty girl!” said Gerald.
“And had people shot away from me and
police with billy clubs, many demonstrations
which sometimes got violent. I was in jail only
once. Yes, I was a naughty girl. But it was very
interesting, sometimes fun, sometimes tragic.
Sometimes I felt very free, like I had won my
freedom, and sometimes I felt like I had gotten
chained. I am very glad in any case, that I did not
have to spend my life going to silly ridiculous
garden parties. I feel sorry for you.”
“Well, at least someone does.” Gerald
grinned.
“I would go to such a party though if I
were asked, at least once, just to see what it was
like. Doesn't anyone else feel sorry for you?”
“I am surprised anyone would.” Gerald
was laughing loudly.
“Ugh,” I said.
“I went to England the first time when I
was 16/17 with some friends from school and one
set of parents. We rented a car and drove all over.
We were madly in love with the place. All of us
had the dream of living there. And then I DID

live there and what happens? THEY THROW
US OUT!!!!! Also,” I added. “I think there is an
absolutely good reason to feel sorry for someone
who must dress up in a military uniform and go
to garden parties all the time, daintily sipping
tea.” I was laughing at the thought. “It must be
very hot in the sun.”
“I can wear a suit,” said Gerald. “It
depends on the occasion.”
Well, good,” I said. “How often do you
attend such occasions?”
“Do you mean a garden party or a formal
occasion of any sort?”
“Any sort,” I said.
“At least 2 a week, he answered.
“That's impossible,” I said. “I have talked
to you everyday this week.”
“Not for 24 hours a day,” he grinned. “It
is after 1 AM now.”
“So when do you do these things?”
“It varies, I go to many Luncheons,
usually on the weekend I attend a dinner, I attend
cocktail parties frequently.”
“What a life!!! :( No wonder you're
tipsy all the time,” I said. “By the way, if you
don't want to put up with all these insolences just
tell me and I'll be more polite.”
“It is fine. I am not terribly shy. I would
tell you.”
“Good,” I said. “Marek has arrived safely
in Hamburg.”
“Drinking no doubt,” said Gerald grinning
slyly.
“Why would you come up with that? I
would not like to know it if he were. But indeed,
there's no legal problem for him there. I'd rather
not think about it. He tends to be a responsible
boy, most of the time.”
“All boys drink,” said Gerald.
“Especially back with their chums.”
“I suppose that you are right about the
drinking,” I said, frowning.
“Drinking in itself is not bad,” said
Gerald.
“Right,” I said. “A glass of wine a day
prevents heart attacks. What else do you want to
tell me.”

I was ordering my groceries at
Homeruns.com when Gerald appeared in the
middle of it. "Bah, I am tired of rain, I am
considering taking the family somewhere dry and
warm in a few hours," he said.
Here is beeeeeuuutiful. I said. "I'm in the
midst of ordering groceries."
"Bah, here we have too much water
standing LOL."
"I feel sorry for you, poor little rich boy,"
"You order food over the CPU?" he asked.
"Yes. I hate to go shopping. You just
order it and they bring it right to your kitchen.
It's great."
"Harrods has something along that line,
but it is not a computer based service. They
deliver food."
"I suppose you'll get it soon. Order
everything on the computer. But anyway, don't
your servants do all that sort of thing?" I asked.
"Usually they do, but that does not mean I
do not know about such things."
"Why do you want to know about such
things?"
"I want to know everything about my
household." He grinned.
"Well, I'll tell you a story, "I said. "When
we were in Italy living at the composer Henze's
villa and the servants were buying and making
food for us, that was great. But we had no idea
where they bought the food nor how they cooked
it. So one day, they just decided to keep the
money they were supposed to use to buy food for
us and il papa went to Rome to the prostitutes.
And we had nothing to eat. Nor any notion of
where to buy it or how to fix it. The moral of the
story is, don't rely on servants for everything."
"Do not rely on servants?
"Yes," I said.
"I do not always. I can cook, and can
drive, but I rarely do except on the estate roads or
in villages."
"Why not? Don't you like to drive?
"No I do not, I hate traffic."
"I don't blame you. I don't like it either," I
said.
"Well, You still could have driven to the
village for food,"

"There was another problem there," I said.
"You see, the Italian journalists had found us and
they had surrounded the estate and stood there all
the time waiting for us to come out. So we
couldn't go out. We didn't want to see them or
them to see us."
"Where were the police?" Gerald asked.
"The police were in the house with us.
They were supposed to be protecting us. :) "
This made me laugh remembering it.
"Then they could have rang for food :)
Lazy police."
"Yes, they were very lazy except when we
had visitors. Then they were quite sure to get
their names and where they came from. That was
the only thing they did. Police are pigs," I said.
"At least some of them."
"Now, now, none of that," said Gerald.
"Police are not pigs."
"Oh," I said.
"Tell me some funny things." I said.
"I am giving all my worldly goods to Age
Concern and entering a monastery
Hahahahahhahahahah."
I grinned and said, "I think you should.
You could take your computer with you and
continue to play Hundred Years War."
"Bah," said Gerald. "I think those of us
who profess everyone is equal ought give up their
goods," Gerald grinned.
"You are a vampire," I said.
"Yes yes and I have an evil pointy toothed
smile."
"Well just don't get near my neck."
"Bah," he said.
"Bah isn't the proper response for a
vampire, is it?"
"Yes," he said.
"Have you seen that Jodi is now saying
Bah. You've got everyone saying it."
"Yes I know," he said.
"Isn't it nice to know you are influencing
the world in this way?"
"Bah," he said. "Here's something for you.
Jewelry, rugs, urns. Auction. Tally is going to
Hawaii to an auction of Richard Murdoch's
estate, interesting objects. It's the old Dole

plantation."
"Is she going there alone?"
"Well, I am not going," he said. But I
occasionally do go there. I like Hawaii. Acch,
too manyr typing mistakes."
"Are you drunk?," I asked.
"I'm tipsy," said Gerald.
I laughed.
"I drink very often, sometimes more,
sometimes less when I'm sitting at the computer."
"You must be an alcoholic," I said "You
ought to be careful cause you can get cirrhosis of
the liver. I bet you got your ankle broken
because you were drunk."
"Why was Diana a bad choice? I thought
they looked into her background carefully. They
made sure she was a virgin." I was grinning at
the idea of something as ridiculous as this, but
Gerald didn't know it.
"She was a manipulative girl."
I could tell that Gerald didn't like her. But
it could have been his opinion based on what he
read in the tabloids for all I knew. Just because I
didn't read them didn't mean he didn't. "Did you
ever meet her? I asked.
"Yes."
"How about her sons?"
"Yes, I like them very much," he said.
"Do you talk to Prince Charles
occasionally?"
"Bah," he said.
"I want to hear about Charles and the
prince boys. Have you vampired them?"
"Ehh? vampire them? ehh?
"Well what's the verb for what vampires
do?"
"I have no idea," he said.
"So tell me a story about them."
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"I do not have any stories about them,
sorry,"
"Then you don't know them."
"I am not going to be painted into a corner
here. I do not have stories I tell about anyone."
"Oh?" I said.
"I am drunk,", said Gerald, "but not that
drunk"
"What a pity," I said. "Then get more

drunk."
"Can you say if you go to Garden parties
where the Prince of Wales is present? That could
hardly harm anyone could it?
"I have had that pleasure," he said.
"In Denmark we had a funny thing with
the two princes when they were little. They were
on this merry go round and so were my two kids.
It was a merry go round for 4 kids. And that was
when people were still scared stiff of Rudi, and I
thought ugh they're going to put us in jail. But
they didn't care. We just stood there and watched
our kids and so did they."
"That is a nice, he grinned.
"And Queen Liz I saw in 1953 I think.
She was young and quite cute then."
"Queen Liz, oy vey."
"Is that disrespectful?"
"Yes."
"I better go to sleep. don't you ever
sleep? That's bad for your health. You'll get
cirrhoses. Do you want that?
"Bah, I will get cancer first Bah," said
Gerald.
"Bah," I said. "Good night vampire.
Don't bite me."
"Bah," said Gerald. "Sleep well,"
"Yes thank you. I will dream of you
biting me," I said.
"Acchh poor girl,"
I sent off an email. "Gerald, I am a
mother, so please forgive me for this. You are a
rather young man in your 40's, you are more
likely to get cirrhosis than cancer at this point. It
makes me sad that someone purposely wants to
destroy their life. Life is precious and hangs on a
thin thread. It will be ripped away or gradually
disappear. But what's the use, it's like with my
daughter who smokes and I tell her every time I
see her to stop, but she just laughs. She is going
to be a nurse, she has seen the black disintegrated
lungs of smokers, but she doesn't stop."
Gerald sent an email back the same day.
"Your concern is appreciated, I do also smoke.
My pressures are such this is necessairy. I smoke
very little any more, I drink as my only true
vice."

This time the box burst onto my computer
screen saying “She lives!”
“Yeah,” I said. “Were you worried?”
“Not really,” said Gerald.
“How are you doing, ankle, head, spiritus
sanctus?” I asked. Gerald was still pope
Benedictus.
“I am fine,” he answered. “I am
reviewing figures from the firm on property
damages and crop projections due to teh floods.”
“Did your casinos get flooded?” I asked.
“I do not own teh casinos” he said.
Technically, most of the Grosvenor firms
are owned by a trust corporation, not by any one
directly. I do not own it. I have less than 1/2 of
1% of teh shares in it.”
I have to go. I go to a group that is
reading the book of Job in the Bible. I have to go
now.”
“Did you ever read Castenada?”
“I might have,” I said. “Was it about
peyote or something like that?”
“Yes. He mentioned it a lot.”
“Ever tried peyote?” I asked.
“No,” said Gerald.
“Me neither,” I said. A guy name JeanLouis gave me a couple buttons or whatever
when I was in college and I carried them around
with me for a year always thinking I need the
right situation to try it and it never happened,
then I lost it. I didn’t try Marijuana either, until a
few years ago.”
“Naughty,” said Gerald.
“You mean it was naughty to try it when I
was older? or naughty that I didn't do it when I
was in my 20's.”
“Naughty that you tried it at all.”
“Have you ever tried it?” I asked.
“Never.”
“Why not?”
“It is wrong,” said Gerald.
“What? It's no more wrong than tobacco
or booze or gambling,” I said. “But I am tired
and I am going to bed unless you have any
brilliant insights.
I must pack tomorrow and then somehow
survive through that talk show and they will ask

me whether what we did in the 60's succeeded
and whether there are any positive changes
remaining today. And I will have a hard time
answering that.”
“Well I am certain you shall enjoy it,”
said Gerald. “A month in Germany being lazy
Bah.”
“Now, I must go. Don't I wish I could be
lazy. This tour talking every night and this public
exposure. I really don't like it. It's too scary. I
also dreamt that I was shot. That is scary.”
“You are doing more than 1 talk show?
“oh gawd, yes, almost every night until
May 14.”
“Accchhh, why? I HATE media,” said
Gerald.
“I Hate media too. They torture you and
write lies about you,” I said. “It is amazing how
stupid the journalists are. If you give an
interview they can't get anything right. I am a
very shy person, so that is hard for me.”
“You are trying to renew interest in your
book?”
“No. I only wanted to do one or two
events, because this was 30 years memorial after
Rudi was shot and the publishing co. gave me so
many. I didn't want all that. I just wanted enough
to get all the expenses paid for me and so we
could see my other kids.”
“Ahh so you are being paid for this...see!
greed, money, muhahhahaha.”
“How can the third richest person in
England possibly call a struggling fool like me
greedy? I doubt that wanting to see my children
and allowing them to see me would be considered
an unnecessary pleasure. This is probably
genetic.
“Bah,” said Gerald. “You are the one
who claims to be an egalitarian, I am at least
honest in my goals.”
“I am very tired,” I said. “I would
probably pull your hair out if I weren't so tired.
You are being very nasty to me.””
“I like you,” said Gerald. “But you must
admit you have contradictory attitudes. I have
friends who are very well heeled who say they
are communist but have many assets. I enjoy
teasing them as well.”

“I do admit that life is very complicated
and nothing is black or white. Yes, existence is
full of contradictions. No I don't deny it. I don't
even know what the ideal society should be like.
I only know that this one is NOT it. And
anyway i am not well-heeled.”
“I can agree with that,” said Gerald. “In
an ideal society, no one would starve or die of
disease, no cancer, or pollution etc. etc. There is
nothing wrong with wanting a comfortable life.”
“Of course not,” I said. “I don't believe in
inflicting suffering upon myself. I want to enjoy
life. But I do care about the suffering of other
people and wish there were a way to alleviate it.”.
All you need to do is admit you are not a
young communist, but like all young radicals
have become establishment>”
“All right. I've become establishment. Are
you happy? And just remember I am so dead
tired that I'm about to fall off the chair, so nothing
I say now may be counted against me.”
That finally got him to laughing, “Yes I
am happy :) “
“I am certainly not a young communist. I
am not YOUNG. I am older than you. You are
the one that has lots of money, exuding out of the
walls, suffocating you when you sleep at night,
eating out your brains, chaining you children,
seducing your wife. Eating you up.”
“I have 4 children all in private schools, a
wife who likes to spend money, and I also have a
trust we set up that gives to charities, social,
political and also to help conserve architecture,
education etc. It is capitalized at 150 millions,
and by teh time I die it will have assets of almost
600 millions, and we do provide almost 8
millions in grants each year.”
“Well, then, you are a sweet vampire,” I
said. “May I go to bed now?”
“Yes, sorry, sleep well. Have a safe trip.”
“Thanks. maybe I'll see your virtual array
of letters self for a few minutes tomorrow before
I leave.
“You can send me email if you get to a
computer. On your progress.” He smiled.
“Progress toward what? I asked.
“Oh, long trips across a country used to
be called progresses,” he said.

I had no idea if I could continue talking to
Gerald as I had before. Every ounce of my body
recoiled from the fact of a human being
appropriating so much wealth. And yet he
wanted me to email him while I was traveling. I
thought, maybe somehow he really cares about
me in an abstract way. He wants to keep contact
with me. He enjoys this. That’s what he was
saying, I think. I couldn’t unconditionally
believe that. But I wanted to. There was a
terrible contradiction in all of it. The nausea, the
attraction. It was like waves, the one overcame
me, then the other, then back again.
The next day he burst onto my screen as
usual. "Bah," he said.
He was the same person he'd been, of
course. It was going to be the last time for a
whole month I'd see him, since while I was away
I would not have access to the internet. I was
going to miss these conversations. I said, "I'm
waiting for my ride to the airport with my
stomach in my throat."
"You do not like to fly?," he said.
"No. Do you?"
"Yes I do," he said. "But I tend to sleep or
drink."
"That's a good way to get it over with. I
can't sleep in the plane and I don't drink."
"You do not drink? <ahem> "
"Seldom," I said. I didn't really care that
he didn't believe me. But I was telling the truth.
"Its my fundamentalist Christian background
showing through."
"Well airplanes are a good and safe place
to indulge. Are you taking the Concorde? No, I
suppose not. From New York there are only 2
flights a day one at 8 pm or so. The other very
early in the day. But your plane will have a
lounge." He grinned.
"No lounge, I'm flying from Boston to
Frankfurt on Lufthansa."
"No lounge? You are going on an airbus
instead of a 747 or 767?"
"Lufthansa. Don't ask me what kind. It is
a fairly small plane. Lufthansa only has smaller
planes to Boston."
"Try a combination of Bailey's, khaluha
and vodka, very tasty," he said.

"I'm travelling tourist, special, cut rate.
We only get one article of alcohol.
"Long flight on a regular plane, bleah," he
said.
"I am not able to count myself among the
obscenely rich," I said.
"One drink? They do not have bar
service? Now I know why I do not ever fly
Luftansa, I thought all class service had bar
service."
"Maybe," I said. "It could be, but I never
ordered more than what was included in the
price."
"Well I suppose that is sensible."
"Especially since I have to be on a talk
show a few hours later and need to be reasonably
coherent I hope. No guarantee of that though,
even if sober," I said.
"I know that feeling. When I have
meetings teh same day I fly a lot, I am very
drained."
"Yeah, it's better if it could be the next
day. Why don't you ever give interviews? Do
they always get it wrong? I mean sometimes I
think it might be better to talk to them rather than
have them make something up," I said.
"I have a press office," said Gerald. "I
give interviews only in relation to a narrow
scope. IE: The activities of a charity, or an
upcoming event, conservationist architecture, the
plan for economic development for an area etc.
etc... Always pre-set questions, not allowed to
stray from teh list, very rarely live."
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"Well that's OK. I wish I could do that. I
wish I had someone who could control them and
keep things in hand. I am so terrible at this. I'd
rather sit in front of the computer by myself with
you."
"Well, as I am chatting with you I am also
reading reports and dictating memos to teh
dictaphone :) "
"You must have three brains," I said.
"When I talk to you I usually do other things as
well, but just now I am only waiting. The Boston
Marathon is going to screw up traffic and I hope
I'll make the plane on time. Does Charles also
do that house stuff?"
"What house stuff?"

"The conservation of old houses."
"He supports such efforts. yes. He has
issued a few grants for such things as well," said
Gerald.
Is he an intelligent person?"
"I have spoken with The Prince of Wales
about such matters. Of course he is intelligent."
"The press tends to present him as being
somewhat in outer space," I said.
"Yes they do," said Gerald. He is
portrayed as an idealist."
"Is he?"
"I am not going to respond to that," said
Gerald.
"Is that dangerous information?" I said in
surprise. I would have considered it a
compliment. "Well, are you an idealist?"
"It is personal information," said Gerald.
"And it is also asking me about an opinion of a
particular individual. It is bad form to reply to
such questions, and bad form to ask them. I
would not object to an ideal universe, but I am
practical enough to know there will never be
one."
At that moment my doorbell rang. My
friend who was driving me to the airport was
there. So I quickly typed, "My ride is here. Bye
Gerald."
He said, "Bye, Gretchen, have a good trip
:) " I flipped off the computer and walked out
with my luggage.
There was plenty happening on this trip
and I was busy most of time, except late at night.
It was then I’d feel a little empty place, the place
where all those night hours of talking with Gerald
had been. A week into the trip I got a chance to
use the internet and check my email. There was
one from Gerald. My feelings were divorcing
from my mind. But getting goose bumps, I
clicked open the email. He wrote, “Gretchen, I
hope all went well on your first appearance.
obviously you arrived in the correct number of
pieces.”
It was the middle of the night, because
now I was on European time as Gerald was. I
downloaded the AIM chat on the computer, and
went in to see if Gerald was there. He was. It
wasn’t such a surprise. I felt delighted to see that

he was there, just then. Because I wouldn’t have
been able to look any other time. So I wrote in
the box that had Line’s name on it, “hi Gerald,
this is Gretchen.”
“Hello Gretchen,” he said. “ I knew
that. :) “
“Cool,” I said.
“You are in Germany now?”
“No,” I said, “In Denmark with Hosea
and Line. Line is Hosea’s girlfriend. She was a
movie star,” I offered. “But that was a long time
ago. And only a Danish movie star not
international. i.e. she aint got money. Line hated
being exploited the way movie stars are, so she
quit. She could have gotten international.”
“She should have,” said Gerald grinning.
“Naw. she shouldn’t have. she should do
what she feels is right. Money isn’t everything
my dear.
“Well yes, I suppose that is so, both as to
her doing what she likes, and money, but money
helps.”
“Yes of course. you ought to know. do
you?” I asked.
“Do I what?”
“Know that money helps?”
“Well of course it does,” said Gerald.
“Tomorrow i go to Germany again and
start the reading tour. it is going to be awful.
Right now, with this ridiculous trip before
me and Denmark going into total strike, the train
will have no seats and I’ll have to stand for 6
hours, I wish i were rich!!!!!! “Did you hear
about Denmark? Everything is shut down.
EVERYTHING. The whole country is dead.”
“Have your publisher hire a car and driver
for you,” said Gerald.
“Oh sure!! that’s what you can do.” I was
laughing at the simple way he saw the solutions
to problems that other people had.
“Everything is shut down? Well I am
certain it is a temporary situation, the workers in
Denmark have more than most..”
“At least for a week. maybe more. the
stores are already empty because everyone is
hamstering. OK. I better quit now. the money is
clinking away. it is cool talking to you from
here.”

“Have a safe trip,” he said.
“Thanks. have a good night. hey I think
you’re now on the same time as me or?
“We are 2 hours off right? or 1?”
its 2:45 am. What do you have?”
“1:45, you are one hour more than I”
“Ok. well have a good night. I have to
finish packing and go to sleep. Early tomorrow
train. See your virtual self in mid May again I
guess.
“Mid May, bleah,” he said.
I was talking to Gerald from Hosea’s
place. I was very surprised at that bleah. He was
saying that not being able to talk to me for so
long made it bleah for him. Does my internet
drivel really mean that much for him that life is
bleah without it?
Harriet’s Yard Sales
I took the buy list scratched on a piece of
purple blue-lined post-it paper out of my purse.
When I needed something I bought it. But I
never went shopping just to shop. Maybe that
was because of the years of having to be frugal
because there was no money to be extravagant
with. Maybe though I had always been frugal
even as a child in a comfortable middle class
family. Harriet read the list and said, “you can
get that stuff at yard sales at bargain prices. A
blender, I saw one last week, a watering can, a
table for a lamp, mugs. You can always find
those things. So why don’t you come with me?”
Harriet went to yard sales every Saturday
during the season and had amassed a collection of
stuff in her house that made it look like a
museum of folk art from all over the world. She
was sitting on a sofa draped with an Indian
blanket with small mirrors and patchworked in
red, green, yellow and blue hand sewn strips. I
sat on a beaded chair with brown bas relief faces
and colorful lizards on the frame that had once
belonged to an African chieftain.
“Will you come?” asked Harriet.
“OK,” I said.
“Then be here tomorrow at 7 AM.”
“Ugh,” I said, making a face. “But I’ll be
there.”

So the next day there I was, trailing rather
helplessly after Harriet from one yard sale to the
next. The arrays of people’s discards were
making me dizzy.
“Here’s a blender,” said Harriet. “It looks
good.” She picked it up and waved it at a large
middle aged woman in a billowing linen dress
who seemed to be in charge. “Does it work?”
yelled Harriet.
“Yes,” said the woman. “It’s in good
condition.
Harriet asked what she wanted for it.
“Ten bucks.”
“How about three,” said Harriet.
“Ummm, six. I’ll sell it for six.”
Harriet shook her head. “four, it’s old.
Four is enough.”
“OK,” the woman said, distracted by
someone who wanted to buy a chenille
bedspread.
I took out four one dollar bills, and got the
blender dumped into my arms. I was feeling a
little better, relieved at getting one entry on the
buy list stricken off. So I started looking at some
of the offerings. “Look,” I said to Harriet and
pointed to a set of candles which were cast in the
form of various celebrity figures. One looked
like Prince Charles. Both of us burst into
laughter at it’s huge ears and blubbery nose.
“It’s Prince Charles,” I said, “Yussupov wants his
daughter to marry Charles’ son Prince William.”
“Huh?” said Harriet. “Who is
Yussupov?”
I hesitated. I never talked to any real
person about Yussupov. How do you explain to
someone that you talk to a computer, which
somehow has gained an incomprehensible
significance for you. They’d think you were
insane. But Harriet was nudging. “What do you
mean about someone marrying Prince William?”
Finally I said, “Yussupov is someone I
met on the Internet.”
Harriet burst into laughter. “You met
someone on the Internet who thinks his daughter
will marry Prince William? You don’t believe it
do you?”
“I don’t know”. “He also advises me
about buying stocks.”

“Hmmm,” said Harriet. “That’s pretty
risky. You don’t know who he is, you don’t know
if he knows anything about stocks. You just trust
him? I think that’s crazy. But tell me about him.
Are you going to meet him?”
“I doubt it,” said I. “He lives in England
and I’m sure he doesn’t want to meet me.”
“Well then,” said Harriet, “he is someone
who is making up a good story. You have to be
careful. There are all kinds of crazies out there.”
“I know. His story could be made up and
it could be true. I don’t know. I don’t say, it’s
impossible that it’s true.”
“Well, be careful,” said Harriet.
Harriet was my closest friend. It was a
friendship of complementary spirits, which is
what made it function. Harriet was motherly.
She was constantly concerned that the people
around her were not getting enough to eat. In
spite of that she had a fairly trim figure, slightly
egg-shaped as opposed to my pear shape. She
was unsensuously married to Don, but
economically very comfortable because Don
provided well for his family. She didn’t work
outside the home and had not done so since her
marriage. She loved her house, spent hours
cleaning because her free flying cockatoo shit all
over the house. She watered and cared for her
hundreds of plants and went shopping, mostly at
yard sales to search for curious treasures to
decorate her house with. She did not like to
travel if she had to drive, and felt ill at ease when
beyond the confines of her house. But her
concern and motherliness did not stop at the door
of her home. She worried about me, thinking we
were not getting enough to eat. The first time
Harriet had looked into my refrigerator and saw it
was almost empty, she said, “What is Marek
going to eat? You have to get food for him.”
“There’s food for Marek,” I said.
“Well, I don’t see it. Come, we have to
go shopping.” She grabbed me by the arm and
dragged me to the grocery store.
After that when Harriet and I were talking
on the phone, Harriet would say, “do you need
food?”
I would say, “Well, there isn’t any milk.”
“OK, then I’ll go shopping with you. Do

you have the circulars?”
“They’re in the recycle trash”.
“Get them out,” said Harriet, “And make
a list. Should we go to Star, Stop and Shop or
Bread and Circus?” I didn’t care usually, except
when I wanted to buy rye flakes at Bread and
Circus. They didn’t have them at the other stores.
So Harriet would say “There are some good
specials at Stop and Shop today. Shall we go
there?”
And I said, “OK.“
“You always say OK.” said Harriet and
started to laugh.
“It’s cause, it doesn’t really matter that
much. All I need is milk.”
“Get Marek to make a list of all the food
he wants,” said Harriet. “Then we’ll go.” So I
got Marek to make the list. He did, in fact,
occasionally complain about the empty
refrigerator and when I partly filled it with fruits
and vegetables, he would groan. So he made a
list of the things he’d like to see in the fridge: hot
dogs, frozen pizza, French fries, ice cream and
Life cereal.
I groaned, “That’s unhealthy.”
But Harriet said, “buy it.”
Harriet liked to talk to her friends on the
phone about their problems, other people’s
problems and about her own crushes on men,
which was her biggest problem with the
exception of her rotting teeth. They had to be
pulled out and replaced with implants. She
probed me to get me to talk about things like this
as well. I didn’t do it much on own accord,
mentioning only occasionally that the chronic
shoulder pain was worse on a particular day.
“It’s shit to get old,” I’d say and Harriet would
agree and then ask about Yussupov.
Harriet’s probing had elicited enough
information from me for her to deduce that I was
fascinated by this virtual man. She found it
incomprehensible, though maybe less so after I
had told her that I could fantasize a ghost-type
relationship with him. So, OK. Harriet was
willing to concede some reality to Yussupov. If
you had no man and needed sex, this was as good
a way as any, especially if it worked. Harriet got
her sex from Don, but said it was loveless and

she didn’t enjoy it, unless she thought of Rich. So
she equated Yussupov with Rich to be fantasized
as necessary. Rich was now a free floating man
who was always out on the prowl looking for a
new girlfriend. But when the discussion got
around to who Yussupov was, Harriet just
laughed. “It’s your imagination,” she said
condescendingly.
“Well,” I said slowly, “yes, he is a fantasy,
but I do see him almost every day and I’ve
known him for a while now and sometimes he
says some really interesting things, so I enjoy it
then. On the other hand he can also be very
nasty.”
“What does he do that’s nasty,” asked
Harriet?
“He insults me, he turns off the computer
in the middle of a discussion and disappears, he
puts me down, he’s a snob. You ask him a
reasonable question and he says, bah.”
That set off Harriet’s hearty laugh, but she
put a frown back on her face. “So why do you
keep talking to him, then? Oh I know,” said
Harriet. “It’s us women, we have such low selfesteem, we let men do this to us.”
“Maybe,” said I dejectedly.
"How did you find him in the first place?"
Harriet asked. "Did he just start emailing you, or
what? He's probably some internet surfer bum
looking for prey."
"No," said I sharply. "He didn't find me at
all, nor was he looking. He was playing in this
internet game and I had a fight with him in the
game. He had no idea who I was, not even that I
was a woman."
"Hmmm", said Harriet. "What kind of a
game is it?"
"It's complicated," I said. "I can't explain
it so easily. But it's based on the 14th century
history in Europe."
Date: 10/28/98
To:
grosvenor@altern.org
Hey Gerald,
The new German gov't is appointed. Two of
them I know, the foreign minister is
Joschka Fischer and the Home Secretary is Otto
Schilly. Who would have ever dreamed

it. We were getting beat up together 30 years ago
and Schilly was the lawyer. WOW. This is
soooooo coooool.
Well, I don't know what Rudi would think of this.
I wonder if he is rejoicing in heaven or
turning over in his grave. ;) ;(
Gretchen
The Pinochet case in England 1999
On the same day I wrote Gerald another
note. “your dumb high court justices are letting
Pinochet go. That is BAAAAAAD.
Your land could have done something good for
justice in the world.
To:
GKlotz33@aol.com
I could have told you that they would let him go,
I have known since Sunday. I also told you this
would happen from the start. It simply
had to go through the forms.
“You did tell they would let him go. Bah,
it's still BAAAAAAAAD.”
He answered, “No power shall interfere
with the internal politics of another state if that
state is recognized as a legitimate state, non
terroristic in nature. Further the General was
admitted and greeted as a diplomatically
accredited individual. Additionally, allowing his
arrest would create internal difficulties in Chile.
Also it would cost the UK over 1 billion in trade
etc etc”
“There are higher values but then Britain
is not known for espousing them,” I wrote.
“The law is the law. He was accorded the
dignity of his office. Otherwise, Reagan could be
arrested for funding revolutionaries. Nixon could
have been for bombing Cambodia and Vietnam.
The generals and senators as well.”
(I believe though I am not certain of this),
“there is a difference between murder in
a war, and murder for the sake of murder” I said.
The problem being that you are not the
one who has the authority to define an action as
murder for murders sake. Execution by the state
is not murder. You have Texas which has
executed several people, as well as other states.
Now before you say that is not the same, it is for
each state to define what is a death penalty crime.

Chile decided that treason was. Treason is
defined by each gov't. Executions were carried
out in teh name of the state.
The military acted to preserve the state. It
is the duty of the military to act to preserve the
state. Allende was found to have been illegally
elected. The military commissioners who
investigated found this to be so. bah
“The gov't of Chile was the Allende gov't
elected legally by the people in a fair and legal
election. The legal head of state Allende was
MURDERED. That is what happened.
You can't come with all this garbage you've got.
You are simply distorting history”, I wrote.
“You may say that it is (expletive deleted)
but the fact is that even if you dislike it or I do
it is reality , we do not live in a vacuum or in
Utopia. The legal facts are set by the law, not
feelings or personal view points. I told you that
the law would support my view, of the facts.
I do not need to agree with it but the law is the
law.
My Dear Lady, One can well imagine that
the elections in Chicago under the Late Mr. Daley
were legal elections, one can put forward the
argument that they took place under a
democratically instituted administration in a free
nation. It is however our understanding that such
elections were often flooded with stuffed ballots
and ballots of persons residing in graveyards.
Is it then your contention that these elections
were legally valid? Or that the elections in
Louisiana were legal elections where
coloured votes were excluded, even after the
national administration had decreed teh coloured
persons to be entitled to a vote?
It was the contention of the Military and
the various national interest in Chile that the
election was flawed. It was, and most likely shall
remain an internal Chilean matter.
We may all speculate as we wish, but in
the end, they are the ones who must live with the
situation. They must heal not we.”
To:
grosvenor@altern.org
It just blows my mind to see that anyone could
say that a legal election with it's legally
elected leader could be called illegal.
From: Yussupov

To:
GKlotz33
“Gretchen, With the help of magic elves and
spirits I have been reading about Allende. After
his election, he by-passed the congress, and used
judicial orders to redistribute wealth, impound
assets and disrupt the economy. Soaring
inflation, plummeting international
credit, and many other internal problems
prompted a group of congressmen, former
ministers, and business interest to appeal to the
military to save the nation.
Allende killed himself in order to escape trial.
His family was escorted out of the country
to Mexico. None of their assets were seized nor
were they prosecuted.
Bah.”
“Bah, bah, bah,” I said. “your arguments
simply are irrelevant to the question at hand.
“How are they irrelevant? It seems that to
a panel of judges they are indeed relevant.”
Responding to something else that he had
written I asked, “who were the esteemed
lookers?”
“Nice people :) I was simply letting you
know most of my mail would be seen by others.”
“OK, well I am going to show your
arguments to some people who know a
lot about Chile, neither ghosts nor elves. I will
not argue with you any more. I will get
the facts. “
“Those are facts. heads of State are
immune from prosecution, unless they are
declared to be terrorist by the World Court of
UN.”
“I won't discuss it any more until I get the
facts. Objective facts.”
“Allende killed himself.”
“I do not consider you objective.
“It is teh law, how can there be any
variation in such a simple law? It is a fact his
daughter even said so. Where have you ever
heard otherwise? The Lords of Appeal issued the
ruling on facts in law.
“Does the House of Lords still have to
agree to letting Pinochet go? I asked.
“The House of Lords is teh Court of Last
Appeal, short of a direct order from the Queen
which is her right. I doubt HM would personally

issue an order in the matter, she will have
expressed her view.
And yes they will allow his release.”
“Well, justice was not done and I am very
sad.”
“Well in YOUR opinion it was not done.
But others have a conflicting opinion.
Do you read the papers?” he asked.
“Yes, I read the Boston Globe. The
general opinion in the Globe is that
Pinochet should be prosecuted.”
“That is public opinion not law. The court
also ordered that Pinochet be re-reimbursed 350
000 sterling in legal fees.”
“OK, you have told me that the courts in
England are headed by judges who are appointed
and most of them are peers like you. That does
not say much for their objectivity.”
“Until recently everyone became a lord
upon appointment to the High Court.
Many in Chile assumed that Salvador
Allende did not take his life but was killed by
Pinochet's forces. His daughter does not believe
that. She said: "My father killed himself because
he could not face the humiliation. He stayed in La
Moneda until the last minute and became a
symbol of resistance, hope and dignity."
“OK, maybe you are right about that.“
“She wants him prosecuted.”
“Allendes daughter wants Pinochet
prosecuted?”
“Yes she does. She met with Blair last
month, some aide leaked the details of teh
meetings that is why it looks as if he is playing
politics with teh arrest.”
Pinochet, the Chilean murderer, was
freed. Now England has another case, Julian
Assange. He is being held in jail in England, the
USA wants him prosecuted in the USA. Assange
did not murder anyone. He is a journalist who
wanted people to know the truth about US
slaughter of civilians in Iraq. So the Prime
Minister of Britain Blair frees a murderer. The
Prime Minister of Britain Johnson allows, so far,
Assange to rot in prison. What does that say
about Britain?
Stocks crash

Gerald’s greeting that day was, “I have
ruined your finances?”
“Yes, my dear. But don't worry about it.
I still have more than I did 4 months ago.
“And how is it my fault?” he asked. “
Greenspan is Satan,” he added.
“It's NOT your fault. I was just kidding.
We all thought the market would continue to go
up.”
“Sorry I am a terrible cheering section.
comfort yourself with teh knowledge if teh market completely washes I lose almost 1 000 000
000£. I am drinking as you can tell :) “
“Well, I am not in the least worried that
you will lose 1 000 000 000 pounds, but you
might lose your liver, that is worrisome. So.once
again...there.”
“Well I am not worried that I shall either,
so you should not worry about yours either.”
“I'm not worried about my liver.”
“Me either.”
Our mistake is when we try to separate
things into little compartments. Reality does not
separate that way. It is a vast web of everything
and none of it can be removed without distorting
or maybe destroying the web. So if you want to
put me in the little box called communist, as Gerald does, you will find that I am a hypocrite because I own property and have some (not much)
money in the stock market. For me it is a contradiction, yes, I don't do it blatantly with no concern. But contradiction is the nature (and spice
perhaps?) of human existence. “So there you
have it”, I thought. “You make this experiment
on yourself. You say, let me see what’s this stock
market is like. At first it seems like magic. You
get hooked. Ok. I guess that’s what happens to
gamblers or to anyone who gets addicted to some
vice. You just wait for the next high. And that’s
what the stock market does. It gives you the
highs and the downers.
At first there weren’t many downers.
Mostly the stocks Gerald suggested eventually
went up. But I had never done this before, I
didn’t really comprehend that stocks never keep
going up forever. I knew it theoretically, I knew

about 1929, the stock market crash. But was there
going to be another 1929 in 1999, I didn’t think
so and neither did Gerald. And there wasn’t. But
there was a big dip and for the first time I saw
that it was not necessarily a good fairy out there,
but there was an evil fairy too, or so it seemed.
The fairy that took money away. The magic was
gone. The terror of a stock market crash took its
place. I thought I was rich, compared to before,
but there wasn’t any time to think about what I
was going to do with that money before it was
gone. I wanted it back. The overwhelming
power of this thing surprised me.
I was angry at Gerald and blamed him for
the disaster, but he said, ‘you agreed from the
beginning that it was your risk. I can’t do
anything about it. It’s not my fault.”
“No, I suppose not,” said I. “I agreed to
do this.” The money was gone, not all of it, but
all the magic money was. I let the decimated
remains of my monetary wealth sit in the account
using it only for daily needs, but not for buying
stocks and stopped looking at the online
brokerage. I did not care if the stock market went
up or down. The addiction seemed to be past.
But gradually I began to feel it nagging. One day
I passed a store window with a TV that showed
the DOW and NASDAQ ribbons. It was so
sneaky. Not something I purposely did at all.
But there it was, the market had gone up again.
“Shit”, I thought. That day I asked Gerald if he
had any stock advice. He did.
“So you are going to trade again, are
you?” he said.
“I guess,” said I. “I want to get the
money back that I lost. Then I’ll quit. But how
can you quit when you are losing?”
“Buy LVLT”, said Gerald.
Gerald laughed, but said nothing. As the
screen remained blank I diverted myself by
opening up my book file. But after I wrote one
long thought, Gerald was back. “Buy 10 Yahoo
calls.”
“Now tell me what is a call?” I asked I. “I
have no idea.”
“You have the right to buy the stock at
strike price,” Gerald said.
“Oh boy,” said I. “This sounds like

gibberish to me. You better just try to explain
step by step what you want me to do and I’ll just
do it, even if I don’t understand a pin of it.”
“You actually sell the right to,” he said.
“Don’t confuse me,” said I. “This is
insane enough as it is.”
“Order buy to open.”
I looked at the computer screen that
showed my Schwab account and went to the
options section as he described. It was like
muddling through a maze which didn’t have a
beginning or and end and didn’t actually get you
anywhere. I clicked.
“I ordered buy to open,” I said. “So do I
sell to close or buy to close?”
“How much did you spend on that?”
“I sent you all the info,” I said. “Do you
have it?
“Let me look. Bah, I have too many
windows.”
“Yes, well close some of them,” I grinned.
I looked at the odd short hand message about
what I had just done. “Actually I do not
understand this.”
“Did the options cost $1,700? Oops.
$3,400?” asked Gerald. “?”
I stared at those numbers and then at that
lone question mark. I had a sinking feeling,
Gerald had no idea what he was telling me to do.
He didn’t understand options any more than I did.
“Oh my god,” I cried. It was gradually
sinking in that I’d spent a lot of money. “This
was a terrible mistake. Gees, egads! What did I
do?”
“Pray it goes up, pray a lot,” said Gerald.
“Pray?” said I. “You tell me to pray?
What are you doing to me? How much did I pay
for these options?”
“$3400.”
“But I don't have money to pay for all of
this,” I said desperately, tears coming to my eyes,
a combination of frustration and anger at him and
at myself for listening to him and doing
something I didn’t understand with my savings
that were supposed to help me survive the rest of
my life. “Why did I buy these? I had no notion I
was paying so much money. I thought I bought
10 at $34 equals $340.

“If I am reading it correctly, each contract
covers 100 shares, but I may have the price
wrong. I am checking now.”
“So the price is per share and not per
contract,” I said. “So what should I do for god's
sake. I don't have that money.”
“Just wait a minute. I am trying to verify
all this,” said Gerald who was both annoyed at
me because he could tell I was getting hysterical
and also a little embarrassed that he really didn’t
know exactly what had happened.
“I think I really blew this,” I said. “I had
no idea I was spending so much money. Maybe I
can sell the options and not lose so much?”
“Something is wrong,” said Gerald which
sent me back into sobs.
“Were those March or February calls?
“February.” I was shaking and it took me
three tries to get February written out.
“You made money” said Gerald
triumphantly.“I made money,” I said skeptically.
“How?”
“On the yahoo calls, they went up over
$5.”
“They did?” I stopped crying and brushed
away the tears.
“Well, maybe I sell the options tomorrow?
I didn’t have money for this. I must have used
margin or why did they even let me buy them?”
“Well lets see what happens,” he said
obviously relieved. “But margin, ugh, I hate
margin,”
“I never dreamed I was spending so much
money” said I. “I didn't even think of margin.”
“Well, but see, you are happy to earn
some money.”
“It’s better than losing it.”
“So you are like all of us. You like
money. He burst into laughter.
“I know where this is going,” I said. You
think if I buy stocks, I am soon a disgusting
capitalist like you. You want to corrupt me.”
Harriet talks about the stock market
So that’s how it was. I got some of the
losses back, but then came the next crash. And
every time the market went down, I told Harriet,

“I have to quit this, it’s making me crazy. But
first get the losses back.”
“I don’t know,” Harriet said. “I don’t
know if you can get them back.
“My brain is a broken record, I thought,
why do I keep doing this over and over? The
stock market is a game that you play on your
computer and you do not experience any other
reality. You hardly know what these corporations
whose stock you buy do. They are just initials.
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tumble around in your head and you can’t think
any more. They are run by CEO’s who suck up
millions of dollars every year instead of paying
the employees decent wages. They press wages
in order to raise profits. They pollute, they want
the government to make war, so they can earn
money on killing people. They demand the rights
of persons and use those rights to hurt persons. Is
there anything good about these corporations at
all?
“Am I supporting them by buying and
selling their stocks?” I asked Harriet.
“It makes the price go up, so I think you
are,” said Harriet.
“Well, they don’t like you to short, that’s
bad for them. I short. I won’t buy stocks in
weapons manufacturers. I might short them.”
“I don’t know what shorting is,” said
Harriet.
“You sell the stock first and later buy it
when it goes down. And try to make money that
way.”
“That’s strange,” said Harriet.
“It’s a game,” said I. “If you write the
wrong sequence of numbers and click, boom, you
lost the game. Everyone hates to lose. I want to
win. I can master this.”
“No you can’t,” said Harriet. “Playing
the stock market is gambling. You can’t win.
You might have luck or you might not.”
“There has to be some rhyme and reason
behind it,” said I. There is an economy and if the
economy is good, the stock market goes up and if
it’s bad it goes down.”
“Not necessarily,” said Harriet. “Maybe
you should stop. It upsets you too much.”
“I agree,” said I. “I want to stop. But

how?”
Harriet wasn’t sure. She could
understand that I didn’t want to stop when she
had losses. That made sense. But she said,
“Well, you may never get your losses back. “It
could get worse.”
“Yes, that’s true,” said I and even if I do
get the losses back, could I stop then?”
My God, he infected my brain, I thought.
I can’t go on until I get rid of this blockage. I
can’t write my book when this thing hangs over
me. But how, how do I get free? I muttered to
myself, “that’s why I can’t write this book.”
“Huh?” said Harriet.
“Nothing,” said I.
But it wasn’t nothing, it was the reason
why I felt stuck in a rut.
“Why do you talk to him?” Harriet had
asked more than once. “He tells you all these
things, because he knows it makes you sick and
he enjoys annoying you. Write your book. That’s
what you have to do. Write the book and then
there won’t be time for the stock market. Forget
Gerald too. He just annoys you and did he help
you with the stock market? I don’t think so.
Write. Write. Write.”
“Write,” I said. “Yes, I have to do that.”
Maybe I could write a page or a paragraph on the
book, if anything came to mind. Often it didn’t.
I was in a bad writing funk. A permanent one, it
seemed, since I’d not gotten anything worthwhile
put together since the one book I’d written. I
went online to see if there was any email. That
was always a start, and one, which seldom led
anywhere, at least in relation to writing. But I
felt like it at least opened the door.
The Diaries
“I have something for you,” Gerald said
one day. “Look at your email.”
I found the email from Gerald and saw
that it had an attachment. His attachments were
always good for a surprise. I clicked on it and
heard Rudi talking. It was a shock. There was
his voice, coming out of the computer, the way I
always heard it, penetrating, a little raspy, talking
fast as if there weren’t time to get it all out, so

much to say, the complicated language. It was a
two minute recording of Rudi saying “the
plurality of opinions in capitalist bourgeois
society reflecting the plurality of
oligomonopolies which is the basis for our
movement is positive and desirable, but it does
not lead to change.” It was a little bit of a shock
to hear him again. His voice was hardly distorted
by the strange technological transformation it had
gone through.
“What is he saying,” Gerald asked?
“Thanks for finding that for me,” I said.
“Wherever did you get it?”
“I have ways,” he said.
I listened again. “It’s hard to translate.”
Maybe it was hearing Rudi again, hearing
him talk out loud on a computer, as if he were
there, that made me think of the worn notebooks.
I hadn’t seen them for a long time. I’d forgotten
where they were. But now I wanted to read his
diaries. Whatever pain, whatever dark
obstructions in my mind, they were being broken
down by Gerald, opening up a window to the past
with all his odd patter and above all his sending
Rudi’s voice over the Internet. I can do it now, I
thought. I can read those diaries without them
crushing me. I think that I have to do it. But
where are they? I looked at my bookcase packed
full of books, books stacked up to the ceiling,
double rows, books on the floor, but they weren’t
there. I think I saw them, not so long ago, I
thought. What could I have done with them. I
started pulling books out and got to the second
row of books behind the front row. I was
stacking books on the floor when Marek came in.
“What are you doing?” he asked.
“Looking for Rudi’s diaries,” I said.
“Oh,” said Marek grumpily.
“Did you see them?”
“No,” he muttered. “I don’t know what
they look like.”
“What’s the matter?” I asked.
“Nothing,” said Marek. He went into the
kitchen and got himself a bowl of Life cereal
with milk, then came back and turned the TV on,
sat down on the sofa and ate.
“Gerald sent a sound bite of Rudi,” I said.
“Do you want to hear it?”

“I’m looking at TV,” said Marek.
I had often wondered why Marek seemed
so distant toward any relics of his father. He
didn’t read Rudi’s books, he didn’t look at
photos, he didn’t look at videos or TV programs,
nothing that would make his unknown father at
least have some kind of concrete form. If I talked
about Rudi, Marek seemed angry and didn’t want
to hear. Maybe it’s just too painful for him, I
thought. It must not be easy to grow up without a
father. Marek had never seen his father. And
now he didn’t want to hear Rudi’s voice. But
when the TV ads came on and Marek started
flipping from channel to channel with the remote,
I clicked on the computer key to make Rudi’s
voice rang out, in German. Marek knew German.
I had wanted him to learn it and he had. “The
strength of bourgeois capitalist society is that all
groups can discuss their views”… Marek
pretended that he didn’t hear and turned the
volume up on the TV.
“Why do you do that,” I asked?
“I’m looking at TV now,” he said. “You
can play that some other time.”
“Sure,” said I frowning. I went back to
pulling the front row of books off the bookshelf.
When it was about half cleared I saw the diaries.
“Ah, there they are.” I pulled them out, stacking
them on the desk.
“Good,” said Marek. He slyly sneaked a
glimpse at them, but then quickly flipped his eyes
back to the TV.
Why had Gerald sent me these words
from Rudi? It was a semi-defense of capitalist
society, plurality of opinions, almost exactly what
Gerald had said, maybe it was a confirmation for
him that it was OK to talk to me, or some
contorted thing like that. Rudi had fled the GDR
because deviating opinions were not allowed.
Was Gerald understanding finally that we were
not terrorists? The contradiction was between the
positive of plurality of opinions in bourgeois
society and radical change that was necessary.
I put the rest of the books back on the
bookshelf. But I didn’t start reading the diaries
until the next day.
The sun was shining, its rays making
sparkling paths through the room, it was the right

time to tackle the uneasy task those books were
presenting. I started first trying to read them in
order. The earliest one was marked clearly and
the days and years followed in an orderly fashion.
But after 1970 the diaries were chaotic. A date in
1974 would be followed by one in 1976 and then
one in 1971. I wondered why Rudi had done
that. But then I remembered him rummaging
through bookshelves, grumbling. He’d always
been so upset about it. He’d want to write
something and he couldn’t find the diary and he’d
go around growling and blaming the secret
service or the STASI for taking them or hiding
them. And then he’d get a different book and
start all over, or he’d find an old one that had
been misplaced and suddenly reappeared. He’d
say, ah so they have returned it now and then
he’d use that one. That’s how the dates got so
chaotic.
I read 1963 first. That was before I knew
him. Was it the Rudi I’d met in 1964? Or had he
already undergone a transformation. Rudi had
begun writing the first diary when he was in his
second year at the Free University of Berlin, a bit
over a year after he had cut himself off from his
small town youth by joining the throngs exiting
Communist East Germany in late summer 1961.
He had passed one police blockade riding on the
back of his brother’s motorcycle, but the two
young men told the police they were visiting a
friend in East Berlin and the policeman let them
go. Rudi crossed the street into West Berlin,
nothing and no one stopped him. His brother
drove back home. But seeing the wall go up the
very next day was the biggest shock of Rudi’s
life, even though everyone had known something
drastic was going to happen. Rudi could not go
back.
He was still not completely sure which
world he belonged to when he put his first entry
in a little black book with a cover of bumpy
paper, that was supposed to look sort of like
leather. I read. It expressed the poetic romantic
Weltschmerz of a young man trying to find
himself, to make sense out of his world, dealing
with sex and love and God and the universe and
politics. He was cocky enough. He had a good
inkling of a lot of answers, or so he thought. I

smiled as I read, “Marx’s analyses of society and
the economy are fantastic, logical and
unambiguous, but today his analysis of Western
Europe really misses the boat.” That was almost
how he’d been when I’d met him.
I had fallen in love with him the first
evening. But he had not wanted to get involved
with a woman. He was a revolutionary, he said,
and he could not be tied down by any hint of
future domesticity. I was astonished at him. A
revolutionary! In those days the youth of the
West were spoiled and rich. No one expected
that they were about to turn things upside down
for a while. Sure there had been signs since the
fifties, since the reawakening after McCarthy in
the USA and in his Germany, the numbness
following the defeat of the Nazis had not been
passed on to the just-born or unborn children in
1945.
I read about Rudi’s first unrequited love
to Urischka. Maybe that was why he decided to
be a revolutionary. Maybe that failure had made
him want to keep a distance from women, so he
wouldn’t be wounded again. “Urischka didn’t
arrive at the university until 4:00 PM. I am
always feeling so restless, waiting. To love in the
tension between unrevealed distance and the
potential that may happen tomorrow is
intoxicating – let it not be an illusion. Urischka
had her hair cut today – her beautiful black hair is
again so short – my hair is longer – a game of
changing roles through outward appearances”.
A tear wandered down my cheek. This is
not going to be so easy. How can I read about his
love to someone else and know that I do not have
him and maybe I never did. Sure, he was the
father of my children. Is that the essence of it?
He was in love with Urischka and never again
like that, never with that completeness of letting
go of everything for the desire of having a
woman. After that bout of infatuation his
devotion to his calling always came first. At least
I think that’s the way it was. I read, “I wake up, I
am hardly fully conscious of space and time and I
think of Urischka, of the possibilities and
actualities; hardly ever have the contents of a
book been so powerful, so able to move me and
hold my attention so totally.”

“He didn’t get Urischka,” I thought. It
was an illusion. But, maybe everything is an
illusion. I don’t know.
Rudis infatuation with Urischka lasted a
month. Then she told him that she was in love
with someone else. She told Rudi that she’d
given him a chance, a whole month to prove
what? That he was better than the boyfriend that
Rudi was trying to replace? Rudi didn’t think
he’d really had a chance, but he had no choice.
He had to accept it. He was not happy. And who
did he turn to to assuage his anguished soul.
Nietzsche! Nietzsche, I thought. Would an
American who was distressed about a failed love
turn to Nietzsche? Hardly. „Nietzsche wrote,
‚Der Deutsche schleppt an seiner Seele: er
schleppt an allem, was er erlebt. Er verdaut seine
Ereignisse schlecht, er wird nie damit „fertig“;
die deutsche Tiefe ist oft nur eine schwere
zögernde „Verdauung” And Rudis comment
about that was, “I feel like that hits the mark, I
really do lack a certain degree of superficiality in
the important spheres of being, above all in love.
I have to decide for more lightness of being. I
have to and I will digest Urischka.”
He did. Not more than a week later he
was finding the content of the books he was
reading enough to keep his mind off Urischka
completely: Hegel, Jaspers, Bloch, Lowith,
Heidegger, Marx and Jesus.
That Easter about a month after Urischka
had been banned from Rudis life he wrote.
“Jesus has arisen. Joy and thankfulness fill this
day. The revolution, the decisive revolution of
world history has happened – the revolution
through love that conquers all. If people would
accept completely that revealed Love in Fuersich-sein, the reality of the NOW, the logic of our
society’s insanity could not exist any more.”
“Easter, Christmas, the Christian calendar
of holidays, the hope, the supposed hope we are
to glean from all of this,” I thought, “it was all in
Rudi. He was the epitome of it. These holidays
somehow defined his life, as if his life were a
distorted reenactment of them through a glass
darkly. He attached himself to something so
much bigger that than lack of lightness of being.
He couldn’t be light. That was it. That’s why I

loved him. Not because I couldn’t believe it
myself. At that time I did believe. But yes, I
could be light. And he was there to weigh me
down.”
I turned off the computer and decided to
read more of Rudi’s diaries that were standing in
a tottering pile on my desk. The one on the top
was probably the one I had been reading before.
It looked very old in any case. But I had no idea
how far I’d gotten in it. I hadn’t marked the spot.
I opened it near the front, saw Urischka’s name
and felt like slapping it shut again. But instead I
flipped some pages and there was no more
mention of Urischka.
Sometimes I felt like I was being sucked
into a whirlpool of memories which were being
reactivated and distorted by this new knowledge
that was turning everything that had been black
and white, red. And then Gerald who kept
scratching open the memories with his ghost
existence and his provocations, that made things
even more inflamed. And then when it seemed
like he was almost real, he’d put up this barrier of
exclusion which drove me to exasperation and
frustration.
Talking to Harriet
When I saw Harriet the next day to go
grocery shopping, it was like a respite, a return to
a saner world, where Marek’s hunger and the
conflict between what I thought Marek should eat
and what Marek wanted to eat were the only
earth shattering events of the day. Of course,
Marek’s health was important, but since Marek
wasn’t sick, he thought my weird, old fashioned
ideas of what was healthy were silly. So he
wanted to eat sugar coated bite size something or
others and I thought he should eat oatmeal.
But when the food was bought and I got
sugar coated bite sized bits and oatmeal, and I
couldn’t distract myself with this any more. I said
to Harriet, “I’ve been reading Rudi’s diaries.”
“Haven’t you ever read them?” asked
Harriet surprised.
“No, only parts of them” I said. “I
couldn’t bring myself to read them all, it hurt too
much, it just made me cry and then I couldn’t
read any more.”

“So you can read them now?”
“Sometimes,” I said haltingly. “But it’s
really strange. It’s about the assassination.”
“Well, you don’t have to talk about it if
you don’t want to,” said Harriet.
“I want to now,” said I. “I never really
knew this, but Rudi thought it was a conspiracy.”
“Was it?”
“I don’t know, it’s probably like JFK.
We’ll never know. But there is evidence that it
could be, just not enough.”
“Who did he think it was?”
“Well,” I said. “I haven’t finished reading
everything yet. I can’t say. I am trying to put
together a puzzle of pieces, things that I
experienced, but never knew how they fit
together. I don’t know if it’s even possible to get
them together now after so many years.” I
stopped and looked at Harriet. The light shone
on her in such a way that her blue eyes looked
luminescent. She nodded, “Go on.”
The strange thing is,” I said. “Gerald is
somehow helping me do it.”
Harriet grunted. She was still skeptical
about Gerald. “Well, it’s good that he plays a
positive role for you. Even if he isn’t really who
he says he is.”
“I know,” said I. “I think he is, who he
says he is, but it doesn’t really matter.”
“Doesn’t it?” asked Harriet.
“Well, in some ways it doesn’t. But I
guess I do feel ambiguous about it. I don’t like it
that he closes me out, that he won’t accept me in
real life as a real human being. But all the other
things, it’s interesting,” I ended lamely. I didn’t
really have a handle on it. Not on what Gerald
meant for my history that he had inspired me to
dig up, nor did I have a handle on my history that
had been like a sleeping dog, safely put away in
the category of what an exciting life you had.
“There’s no milk,” Marek announced. He
had filled a bowl with frosted shredded wheat as
an afternoon snack and was holding it in his hand
looking a bit annoyed when I walked into the
kitchen to view the contents of the refrigerator.
“I see,” I said. The fridge door was open
and there wasn’t much in it. “Well, I’ll go

shopping later. Or if you want milk right now,
you can go to Lil Peach and get it. Marek put
down the bowl on the table and went back to his
room. He was obviously not hungry enough to
go to Lil Peach.
I shrugged. I was not going to get
annoyed. After all I had not told him he had to
get the milk. Instead I called Harriet. “Do you
need to go shopping?”I asked when Harriet
answered.
“I can always get something,” Harriet
said. “Do you need something?”
“Yep,” said I.
“Alright,” said Harriet. “We can go
together.” I preferred that. Shopping alone was
such a dreary task. But Harriet brightened it. “I
have to get this wash done,” Harriet said, “then I
can go. Shall we meet in an hour?”
“That’s good,” I said.
Programming and making websites
All my time was not spent with Gerald or
going grocery shopping. I had learned to program
in C fairly well after taking the course at Harvard
some years ago and practicing in Germany. I tried
programming a simple game in C, programming
the background by naming the color of every
single pixel. This turned out to be insane and it
was then that I became interested in html which
was the programming language for the internet.
When I’d been working on the book in
1996 I didn’t have the internet and had to send
diskettes by mail. But by 1997, I had both time
and money and was able to get a computer that
could access the internet as well as an internet
connection and thus begin learning how to
program in html. With my one time large inflow
of cash I also bought a new car, a red Honda
Civic Hatchback. My only previous car was a
used car which I’d bought when we lived in
Cambridge.
When I was in Germany I bought a set of
Meissner red Dragon porcelain. Most of the time
when I went to Germany, I also went to
Denmark, but stopped first for a day and night in
Hamburg and stayed with Heide Sommer. She
was amused by my wish to get the dragon
Meissner and knew where I could get it. She took

me there and I got two espresso cups and saucers,
small cake dishes, a teapot, creamer and sugar
bowl, something I otherwise never could have
afforded. The dragon was Rudi’s Chinese
calendar sign. Those were my presents to myself
for having succeeded after so many years and so
many problems with my book.
Anyway, I learned HTML. I bought
several HTML books and worked on it from
scratch and when I had a minimal competency I
thought I want to make a game for Kalinka. I
could see that most of the games that existed on
the internet at that time were war games for boys.
There was nothing for girls. It was assumed, I
guess that girls weren’t interested in the internet.
So I thought I’ll make a game specifically for
girls and I will give Kalinka this game for her
birthday.
In order to make a game I also needed to
be able to create pictures of the objects in the
game. I decided it would be best to take a course
in Website development. This was offered at
Northeastern University in Boston at a price that I
could afford. I began in 1999 and completed it in
August, 2000. In this course I also learned how to
use Photoshop. They sold disks of the application
at a reduced price for students at the university
book store. So I bought one which I still use
although Microsoft has attempted to destroy it, so
people are forced to pay a monthly fee. I don’t. I
also needed a website, so I bought a domain
name, Webforgirls.net. The main character for
this game whom I called Lille Princesse, I created
from a photo of Kalinka. I continued to develop
Lille Princesse when Luna came along and then
even further when Luise arrived, but it is
languishing now. I found it very fulfilling
progamming the game. It was great fun. Of
course, I could get frustrated when there were
errors and I couldn’t find them.
At that time Ivan and I were on good
terms most of the time, and we had the idea of
trying to develop a web presence. His idea of a
name for it was Mouse Brigade and I thought that
was good, very amusing. But we never got a
successful concept developed. I wanted to make
games, he was a genial programmer, but hadn’t
ever made a game. In any case we didn’t get very

far with it and never earned money that way.
Although later I did earn some money making
websites.
Working on the Diaries
The diaries were sitting in a stack on the
floor, but I hadn’t had time in the past few weeks
to read them. Not because I was so busy writing,
but because I had a chance to earn some money
doing a translation. It wasn’t much money, but it
took time. The translation was finished though,
so I sat down relieved at first, then discovering
that the discipline that having to complete a task
in a certain amount of time was gone.
There was the stack of diaries now on the
floor and I’d tripped over them at least three
times in the last week. As if they were a barrier
that I wanted to avoid and couldn’t. Still to
actually pick them up again and concentrate on
reading them seemed difficult, as it had been in
the beginning when I’d hidden them from sight. I
was automatically about to pick up the books that
I’d tripped on again, causing them to slide out
over the floor and put them on the bookshelf, out
of the way. But as I grabbed the first book the
cover came off. It was a big blue notebook
whose battered cover was held on by a thin strip
of dirty whitish gauze. I first tried to make the
gauze stick onto the cover, but it had no more
glue. I set the two pieces down, with the thought
that I’d go look for some tape, but my eye caught
the date February 6, 1974 and the word Bernd in
the first line. I let my eyes linger and saw at once
that Rudi was musing over his relationship with
Bernd. The feeling in the pit of my stomach
about Bernd, the pain he’d tried to inflict on me,
the incomprehensible rejection which at the time
I had never really understood, it all aroused my
curiosity and I sat down with the book to read.
„I met Bernd in a sociology seminar at the
Free University in Berlin.” Rudi began. “Both of
us at the beginning of our studies, my first year,
his second: Both of us from the GDR, both
opposed to the Communist Regime, from small
towns, from non-intellectual families, the first
ever to attend university, we didn’t quite fit in.
Most of the others came from a long professional

tradition, from bourgeois families. We joined
SDS almost at the same time.
„Why?“ I thought. They were anticommunist, but they joined a left wing socialist
group. He left out the step that explains that.
I read on. “B. was never working-class
though and he wasn’t from the peasantry, he
never questioned his petty bourgeois background.
There were no Christian values that could have
offered a humanitarian impetus. No transition
from bourgeois humanitarianism and no remnants
of the positive ideas of Socialism from the GDR
school system. He hated the German Democratic
Republic and yet Stalinism was acceptable for
him. He wasn’t really interested in activism. I
was.“
I was amazed. It was a devastating
critique. I had never realized exactly how Rudi
had felt about Bernd, at least not after the first
years when I knew they had been very close
friends. I could read into it all the pangs he’d felt
at the disjunction. It must have been a
disappointment, because he’d first thought Bernd
would be his soul mate. And that was what I had
thought they were when I met them. The rifts
might not have been there then. But Rudi put his
finger on their source. Humanitarianism,
Christianity, commitment, willingness to get out
in the streets and stand up for what you believed
in. Bernd had made fun of Rudi’s Christian
beliefs. I knew that.
„When I was in Budapest,“ Rudi wrote,
„Bernd tried to use my absence to take over my
position in the SDS. But he couldn’t get the
support I had. He was always viewed as being in
second place. He never could get beyond that no
matter how hard he tried. I wasn’t consciously
competing with him. But I had to argue with his
jello-like view points. He flip flopped, he
defended the latest trend whatever it was.“
„So we stopped doing much political
work together. It wasn’t what I would have
wished. But sometimes he just wouldn’t
participate. It was hard for me too. He was
difficult, so different from me, his cynical
character, his frequent depressions, not much
solidarity with others. I didn’t know how to deal
with that. I guess the competition with me must

have been hard on him. Maybe I did have those
tendencies too, maybe I even created the
competition, but it wasn’t what I wanted, I tried
to counter those tendencies.”
I thought it was probably right. Rudi did
try to be as self critical as he could. It hadn’t
always succeeded. I knew it myself. Our life
together had not been easy. But I had never tried
to compete with him. At least not that way.
Maybe Bernd was justified in some way, if what
Rudi was writing was a correct assessment. I
thought it was. Bernd had always been viewed as
the sidekick. Rudi hadn’t tried purposely to put
Bernd down.
The diaries should be published I thought.
There had been interest in them. It would also be
a way to earn money, since I no longer had book
tours and no source of income. It would be a task
for me with a clear goal and it made political
sense. During my next yearly trip to Germany, I
had several tasks. There was an exhibition which
included a section on the 60’s movement in
Berlin which I wanted to see. I also wanted the
trip to coincide with the book Fair in Frankfurt
which was in September where I could find the
Kiepenheuer and Witsch stand, the publishing
company that had published my first book.
At the Book Fair they were happy to see
me when I appeared, recognized me, of course,
and told me to stay a while. They brought coffee
and cake and I told them I wanted to publish
Rudi’s diaries. They were enthused by the idea
and prepared a contract for me.
I have a photo from the 60’s movement
exhibition with a name and date on the back.
What I remember from this is seeing the Rudi
things and being surprised. I did remember that
someone had contacted me earlier and asked for
some objects, but I didn’t know where they were
going to be displayed. Nonetheless, I’d collected
a number of things, the striped pullover which
was mine, but which Rudi wore so often, a
valentine in the shape of a heart which I given
him, books, manuskripts and a few other
memorabilia. I packed them all and sent them off
to Germany. I also remember that when the
exhibition was finished I was not informed. The
objects had disappeared and I was angry. I

attempted to find out what had happened and
discovered someone had brought them to
Luckenwalde where they were being displayed in
the local museum there. No one had asked me
although these things belonged to me as Rudi’s
heir. I believe it was Helmut who had done this
without telling me and donated the stuff to the
museum, maintaining he had the right to do so as
Rudi’s brother which he did not. Unfortunately
the museum did not wonder nor did they ask. He
clearly viewed me as an opponent. I decided not
to demand the things back, since it seemed
acceptable for them to be in Luckenwalde and I
had no alternatives in view.
Recently I wanted to find out where this
exhibition had taken place, as I couldn’t place it.
I remembered only that it was accessible through
a building site, but the building site was long
gone. I wrote an email to the person who had
signed the back of the photo, hoping he might
still be alive. He answered as follows: “ Liebe
Frau Klotz, liebe Gretchen Dutschke, vielen
Dank für Ihre Mail, über die ich mich sehr
gefreut habe. In der letzten Zeit habe ich auch des
öfteren an unser interessantes Gespräch im
Herbst 1999 in Berlin gedacht. Allerdings war
dies nicht im Rahmen einer Ausstellung, sondern
wir waren beide im Rahmen der Preisverleihung
um den Preis des Bundespräsidenten (ich glaube,
es war damals Rau) auf Einladung der KörberStiftung in einem Doppeldeckerbus auf dem Weg
ins Schloss Bellevue. Wir saßen zufällig
nebeneinander und da wir nicht reinkamen und
längere Zeit warten mussten, haben wir uns
unterhalten und ich habe natürlich aus Interesse
an der Studentenbewegung Ihnen Fragen gestellt
und Sie mir auch z. T. sehr persönlich
geantwortet. Dieses kurze Gespräch ist mir bis
zum heutigen Tage gut in Erinnerung geblieben.
Hier finden sich einige Hinweise zu
Veröffentlichungen.
1998/99: Aufbegehren, Handeln, Verändern.Protest in der Geschichte
Körber-Stiftung (Hg.): Jubiläumsfest des
Schülerwettbewerbs
Deutsche Geschichte um den Preis des Bundespräsidenten am 4. September 1998 im Schloß
Bellevue, Berlin.

Ich erinnere mich jetzt auch wieder, die von Ihnen genannte Ausstellung haben wir, glaube ich,
alle gemeinsam besucht... Heinrich Pingel”
That is still not clear where this photo was taken.
It is as if it were not at the same place as the bus
ride he describes, but we had to go somewhere
else. I just don’t know.

Here I am viewing the Rudi exhibit with my
sweater.
I was agreeing to a new project publishing
the diaries and I could no longer dawdle.. It was a
new job, though it didn’t require much writing,
just an epilogue. But it would provide some
income. Once again Kiwi wanted to have
Christian Dittfurth as editor. I hadn’t always been
happy with him last time. He tended to choose
the dullest options when there were word
conflicts. But since I wasn’t writing the book, but
would only provide an epilogue of around 30
pages, I didn’t object.
What I had to do was scan all the pages
and send them to the publishing co. I didn’t have
a scanner, so they provided me with a good one.
The diaries covered a somewhat more

personal side of Rudi’s life from his viewpoint.
As I was looking through the dates I also realized
that one of the diaries had gotten lost. I
remembered I had wanted to put them in a safe
deposit box in Aarhus, but along the way one fell
out of the buggy where I’d piled them to
transport to the bank. When I realized that it was
not there, I went back the way I’d come to find it,
but it was gone. I was surprised that it could
disappear so fast and wondered. But it never
turned up.
There was one section of several pages,
that I didn’t want published. Rudi had written
these pages in 1974, a period when he’d been
quite paranoid. But it was all so rational and
when I read it, I thought it could well be correct,
yet it is purely hypothetical and it is accusing
people who are still alive. I can’t let it be
published.
This is what he wrote: “Our faction won
the SDS election and Bernd and his faction had to
withdraw from the officers positions, that’s when
I think the transition happened.
We were aware of the growing danger to
us, more than of our political weaknesses. Bernd
then formed a blatant counter faction. There is
some justification. He is no activist type and
some of the SDS leadership which also wasn’t so
activist joined him. But that’s all. Oddly many
of those people are the same ones that later
formed the Maoist organizing group. Bernd in
his defensive position, with cynical elements in
his character structure which he must have
already had in R. distanced himself from me
more and more. When I met him at the
university shortly before the shooting we talked,
but the gulf between us was huge. That was
especially noticeable in his cynical remark about
our contact with the SED. Once in 1967 he came
with us when we had a meeting with D. to
discuss things we could do together. Apparently
he wanted to see what was going on, but he
didn’t want to participate. He couldn’t stop us.
That he hates Gaston so much is because Gaston
performed essential support for us and for me,
not hindrances like Bernd, developing the
international connections, an identical dialectic to
mine.

I can measure it on the way Gretchen reacted to
Gaston and how Bernd did. She was annoyed
because he took Rudi away too often and she
wasn’t allowed to participate very much in this.
Bernd was not only annoyed, he was cynical,
bitter, full of hatred.
Now we come to the point that could
perhaps verify the double agent theory. What
happened in 1967 between Bernd and Uschi? As
far as I could tell, and I often only had a few
minutes to observe and maybe I didn’t see it
sufficiently, in the period from 1963 to 1968 the
conflict between Bernd and Uschi kept
expanding. In some ways like between me and
Gretchen, but with big differences. One
difference is that I was in some way able to
satisfy her. Hosea began to grow in her, we took
our vacations every year, that got us away from
SDS, and we could be together more, she with
me, and I with her. Uschi however began a
relationship with Aden. Whether Bernd had
another I don’t know. But she often went to Paris
and B. followed now and then. Here is the
crucial point!!! What happened in Paris?
B. often told me to find out what H. was
doing in Sweden. Right. But that will be easier
to do than what B. did in Paris. Let’s make a
hypothetical attempt. Some essential changes
had happened in the relationship between Rudi
and B. R. was ‚successful‘ (today post festum it
was a pretty shitty success), he published small
booklets with comrades or alone. He created a
majority group in SDS, he had a new friend, he
maintained his relationship with G – which B.
could not do, after so many years, with U. As U’s
relationship with Aden got stronger, the situation
got more complicated. Our Haitian comrades
(Aden was Haitian) had formed an underground
group and were preparing to carry out military
struggles in Haiti. I don’t know if U. ever went
to Haiti. I do know that they considered having
her as a secretary in Haiti where she could work
at an important place helping our comrades there.
I know she learned French and that’s why she
was in France.
It could have happened like this. a) Aden
was captured and imprisoned in Haiti and the
names of B. and U. were found. The French se-

cret service used the chance to get contact with
and infiltrate the New Left, which at that time
was working together with the League and other
French organizations through Bernd.
Or b) U. was in Haiti and was captured. In order
to get her out Bernd let himself be blackmailed.
Alternatively this could have also happened in
Paris. He got U. out of the GDR under
questionable circumstances. Did he pay then or
was he blackmailed?
As I began with these detectivistic
speculations a few weeks ago, I said, „What
would his interests have been? How was his
financial situation?“ As far as I know there were
never financial problems. We didn’t think of
blackmail then, but maybe that is the key to the
whole question. Some months before the attentat
around mid 1967 Uschi was in Paris. Bernd
followed her. And later he continued doing that
once in while, when she went to Latin America.
He just let his Ruhr campaign collapse and went
away.
That a French journalist and secret service
agent visited him before his trip to Paris in April,
1968 – it was not a phone call as he had told me
the day before the attentat. That points again to
blackmail. But we’ve got to problematize the
idea of blackmail too. Why didn’t he present this
information to the our whole group, to the
public? I should study the tape recordings of the
speech he made May 1 in Paris. When he told
me about this Bulgarian – Frenchman the day
before the attentat, what a shock it was for me.
The whole thing was very ominous. But I think it
is the typical behavior of a comrade who has
been blackmailed, who does not want to liquidate
his contact with other comrades and especially
not with his old friend. But it seemed to me to be
a sign of a particular problematic. If
consciousness is nothing other than conscious
being, then all ideology critique is wrong. You
would only have to ask what is the social
situation of the individual in the class structure.
If on the basis of an individual’s social situation
in life and at a particular time, a comrade is
blackmailed, it is necessary to ask what the role
and function of a double agent, of a secret
service, of a provocateur, of a blackmailed

comrade is.
Because I assume this was the case for B. in 1967
and 68, I must ask more about his role. One
thing which I remember in a number of
discussions with B, that this French agent – if in
fact he was a French agent and not a clever clone
of B. – indicated to B. that after Rudi others from
the SDS leadership were targeted for
assassination.
B. was never particularly brave, but a
threat like that would not have been sufficient.
There must have been other factors that played a
role, the thing with U. and the Haitians probably
dominated. To what degree U. might have been
involved in the blackmail is unclear to me.
Whether the blackmail happened behind her back
or not.”
The diaries were not in order and what I
then read had been written in 1968. “I don’t
really understand why Bernd came today,” I read.
“He was friendly enough and seemed to have
forgotten about the big fight we had at the last
meeting of the SDS. He knows that I want to go
to the USA with Gretka, to learn a little about her
country from direct experience – theory needs
praxis. He also knows that I was invited to Paris
to speak in May. But did I tell him? The bad
feelings in the SDS are growing. Some of them
think I am getting too much media attention. As
if I were asking the media to do this. We are
going to the USA to get away from it, to get away
from their jealousy. They should take more
responsibility and they will now be able to.”
I looked at the date of that entry. It was
the day before Rudi had been shot. I felt a slight
urge to put the diary down and not think about
this at all, to go and clean the toilet maybe. But
instead I let my mind dwell on it. It was strange
really. Why was Rudi not understanding Bernd’s
visit? They had been best friends. Was it
unusual for a good friend to come to visit? I
surmised that these sentences indicated that Rudi
did not trust Bernd. The conjunction with the
shooting the next day was too weird. Whatever
happened, I thought? What is this all about? I
began to go through my dusty memories of
Bernd, my first meeting with him almost four
years before that awful day.

Maybe it was the wrong time for me to be
working on the diaries again. I hadn’t been
particularly cheerful in the past days, on the
contrary, everything seemed to be going wrong.
But I picked up one of the diaries anyway,
knowing full well, that what I read would not
bring sunshine.
“We never really reflected why Bachmann
shot me in April 1968, what were the real,
political or economic interests that could have
been behind it?”
Right, I thought. Do I want to reflect on
this? Now? Because if I read on, I suppose I’ll
have to. It was this ambiguity that had
accompanied me all the years since Rudi had
died. What if Bachmann had not been a crazy
loner, but instead part of a plot? Did it make any
difference now? I felt like I wasn’t quite ready to
deal with it at the moment, so I went to her
computer to see if there were any emails. There
weren’t.
So I read on. “Why did B. turn against
me and fight my faction in SDS. What changed?
Was it personal, political or theoretical? Why did
he fail so completely in April 1968? Why did he
repeat that story over and over again about that
ominous Bulgarian-French agent, who
supposedly told him to make references in his
speeches to Bachmann and to the potential new
assassins who might be threatening SDS
members? Was it to prevent anyone from taking
a new leadership role?“
I stopped, my face turning ashen. This
was sounding like a spy story, a typical
maelstrom of plotting, trickery, murder. Rudi had
been shot by Bachmann in April. Was it a
conspiracy? Had some secret service done it? If
so, who? the French? The West Germans? The
STASI? The Bulgarians? The CIA? At that time
the police had quickly proclaimed that Bachmann
had acted on his own, completely, no one else
even knew he was planning to kill Rudi. No
indications whatsoever that someone else was
behind it. I had been so overcome with grief and
fear for Rudi’s life, for the danger to our little
baby who was just 3 months old at that time. I
had wanted to be reassured that no one else was

out there, angry that Rudi had survived and ready
to get him this time. Bachmann was in jail, we
were safe. There had been the hint here and there
that Bachmann had not acted alone, a strange
letter from someone saying they knew the person
who had driven Bachmann to Berlin, the origin of
the gun. But I did not want to think about it.
Now it was dawning on me that Rudi had thought
the assassination attempt was a conspiracy. We’d
never talked about it much. It always brought
back the trauma. Now, even now, after so many
years, my heart was pounding. It could all be
interpreted in two ways. Either these hints were
pointing to a conspiracy or they, whoever they
were, were trying to make people believe it was a
conspiracy to scare them. Which was it?
„Very confusing“, Rudi had written.
„It’s so strange that Bernd repeatedly mentioned
these things, always was asking where H. had
been between February and November in 1967.
The rumors that he’d been in some CIA training
camp, who spread those rumors? Bernd wanted
me to ask P.W. But maybe it was all an attempt
to distract from his own role. Could he have
played a role like the main character in a novel of
Ropschin? He was a leading revolutionary, at
least his comrades thought he was, but in fact, he
was also a police agent and encouraged acts of
terrorism in the interests of state power.”
Who is H. I thought and who is P.W.
Rudi often used initials in the diary and I
sometimes didn’t know who he meant. Well, it
isn’t odd that people would begin to suspect
others of working for the CIA or some other
covert organization. No one doubted that there
would be agents and spies in a revolutionary
movement. But when it came to the point of
accusing someone, maybe for personal reasons,
because of jealously... I was seeing those people
again, sitting in a smoky room. It was always a
smoky room with open light bulbs, so that the
beams of light made the smoke gleam in a
flowing halo over a faded background of serious
and dark faces, men who talked and women who
sat beside them, tall thin women with porcelain
faces never smiling.
Suddenly I remembered H. His name was
Horlemann, a very thin man with thin strands of

yellow hair that went into his face, pale blue
watery eyes, and always a cigarette between his
fingers. He had gone to Moscow with Rudi and a
bunch of others from the SDS. They were invited
by the soviet government who wanted to sway
them, win them, use them for propaganda
purposes, perhaps make contacts for future use.
In those days the Soviet Union was lavishing
favors on people it thought it could use for
propaganda in the cold war. Some of the
delegation had been impressed with the
accomplishments of the soviets that they were
shown. But Rudi had been the thorn in their side.
He kept asking about things that annoyed them.
Like what happened to all the Trotzkyites? Of
course he knew that the soviet government had
killed them all, but he wanted to see if their tour
guide knew it, or would admit it. When they
visited Pravda Rudi asked what about publishing
opposing views. Was H. annoyed at Rudi for
being obstructive, for not behaving the way a
loyal communist was supposed to behave when
the soviet government went to such expense to
pay for this trip. I remembered that Rudi had not
been on the best of terms with H.
The next sentences were difficult to
understand. I read them over and over trying to
figure out what it meant. „Just arrived in
Germany and Bernd appeared at my door. He’d
just bought a new Volkswagen and had gotten his
driver’s license. He had a girl with him, but they
didn’t get along and he drove her somewhere
(home?) two days later. A week later he came
back alone. But then he picked another girl up,
Comrade A from B. Nothing interesting.
„Hmm, I thought. „I guess not. Or it’s
good it’s not interesting because I can’t make
sense of it.
„There is one important point about this
though and that is the dinner we had together in a
bar near Kant Street. We sat down at a table and
immediately the bald headed man sat down
behind us, right behind my back. Bernd looked
at him directly but showed no sign of recognizing
him. I had seen him fairly often before. Then a
minute later, the waiter handed me a small piece
of paper, the kind he used to write the bill on. It
said, watch out, the man behind you is an agent.

Unfortunately I threw it away. But today I
believe Bernd did know him, although he insisted
the note from the waiter was spontaneous. We
went to the car and drove x times around in
circles trying to escape the pursuers. But of
course no one came after us. Is this crazy?“
How would a waiter know who was an
agent? That was weird. Someone must have
asked the waiter to do this. Isn’t that most likely.
And Rudi was apparently thinking it was Bernd.
But why? It could have been the agent himself,
doing it to scare Rudi.
That was it. I scanned the diaries in such a
way that most of these pieces were cut out in the
final version.
The End of the Millenium
Decorating the Christmas tree in Aarhus Kalinka
watching me

During the Fall of 1999 things started
getting crazy. It was going to be not only a new
year, but a new decade, a new century and a new
Millennium. That hadn’t happened for a thousand
years. So there was speculation from completely
bizarre, end-of-time, religious hysteria to
hysterical fears that the internet would collapse
and with it a whole infrastructure of business and
daily life that had built up around it.
Programmers were in great demand to try to
prepare computers for this unexpected? Problem.
It seemed in any case, that no one had seen it
coming more earlier. But we too were waiting
with great expectations to see what kind madness

would occur when the clock struck midnight on
December 31.

for Kalinka who was three years old. He bought a
very fancy purple dress which he chose himself
and I transported it to Denmark and to Kalinka.
At Christmas Line’s mother Dorte
celebrated with us. But her brother Christian and
his wife Kristina were expecting their second
child any minute, Maybe the baby would even
end up being the first child born in 2000 in
Denmark. That would be newsworthy. As it
turned out the baby, a boy named Malthe was the
last baby born in 1999 in Denmark. That was also
newsworthy.

Christmas dinner at Hosea and Line’s with
Dorte, me and Hosea
All of our Dutschke Klotzes were
planning to meet in Aarhus to celebrate.
Christmas at Hosea’s house and New Year’s at
Polly’s. Ivan did not come along, he must have
gone to be with his daughter, though I don’t
remember for sure. But he wanted to get a present

Kalinka not sure if she approves of this

Line helping Kalinka get dressed up for New
Year’s. She is wearing the purple dress from Ivan.
On New Year’s Eve everyone got into
their fanciest clothes. Kalinka got her Ivan dress
and decided after some skepticism that it was
fine enough. Polly and Michael had decorated
their apartment for the New Year and Michael’s
mother Kirsten was with us for this celebration.
At a couple minutes before midnight everyone
got up on the sofa and chairs, this was apparently
a Danish custom and at midnight we all jumped
down into the new year. Absolutely nothing other
than that happened. The TV which was reporting

had and everyone made their silent New year’s
resolutions and hoped things would go better for
themselves and for the world.

Line ready for the party
the seconds until midnight did not stop, there was
no apocalypse, the internet did not collapse. The
Lnew millennium began just as every other year

Michael setting the table for New Year’s eve
dinner. Kirsten watching

What is happening?

Polly glad the New Millenium has arrived safely

