Part VII The Book 1990 - 1995

History is made by those who tell it
In November, 1989 the Berlin Wall fell.
It was unbelievable. No one had expected it.
Germany had been divided since 1949. The wall
had been there since 1961. I knew Germany no
other way. I'd read about the swords into
ploughshares, about the growing numbers of
people trying to get over the borders into
Hungary and Czechoslovakia, about meetings in
the churches where people were demanding more
democracy, not the end of the German
Democratic Republic. Just a better republic,
socialism with a human face, something like a
resurgence of Dubcek. But I was far away at that
time, in the USA. And then it happened. A
border guard, an officer, misunderstood
something one of the government officials said.
He thought he was supposed to open the gate and
let people go through. There were people
standing there, wanting to go to West Berlin.
Why? He let them go. The people couldn't
believe it. They went. Then more heard about it
and came to that gate and they were allowed to
go through. That evening thousands of East
German citizens went to West Berlin. And that
night most of them went home again. The next
day, the gate was still open. Things happen in the
world, that seem impossible, a rupture in the
expected and normal sequence of events. No
turning back, the world becomes a different
place. Hopefully better. That day, at least,
everyone thought it would be better.
I wanted to go to Berlin, to be there where
it was happening and not just read in the paper
that you could hear the chiseling of hundreds of
people half a mile away pulling down the wall

hand full by hand full.
Magically just then, I was invited to read
a paper in Berlin. I had maintained an occasional
connection to Klaus Meschkat even after I went
to the USA. I wrote him a letter saying I was
tired of the job I had and wanted to do something
else. Write a book about Rudi for example.
Klaus encouraged me and said there was an
Institute for Social Research in Hamburg, that
was owned by a wealthy man Reenstma who
supported left wing research. He knew someone
who worked there, Wolfgang Kraushaar. Perhaps
there would be interest there for a project on
Rudi. In any case, Klaus said, I should work out
a proposal and send it to them. I had typed up a
number of grant proposals for my theology
professors, so I figured that is approximately how
a grant proposal should be in Germany too. I
wasn't sure at the time exactly what the project
should be. There had been two biographies of
Rudi published already which concentrated on
the stages leading up to the climax of 1968. But
there wasn't so much about his connection to the
Greens. Because I had influenced him so much
on the ecological disorder becoming apparent at
the beginning of the 1970's, it was in my interest
to pursue that question. I sent a proposal about
Rudi's politics and the Greens.
I got an answer. Kraushaar asked if I
wanted to come and give a talk about a project I
wanted to do. I jumped at the chance. It was in
the period just before Christmas, so I thought I
could combine the Christmas holidays with the
whole family and this speech. I could get that
much time off from my job, since the university
closed for the Christmas holidays and I could
take some vacation time.
The trip to Berlin at that time was
monumental. The wall was open, people were
going back and forth, there was a spirit of change
and a lot of craziness. Everyone from the East
wanted to see what West Berlin was like and for
most of them it was a shock. The difference
between the two Berlins was astonishing, at least
for them, stores piled high with goods of every
imaginable assortment. But so were the prices.
The East German Marks were almost worthless
when they tried to exchange them for West D

Marks at the bank. I went to Friedrichstrasse U
bahn station where for so many years we had
gone through the torturous process of getting
across the border. Now there were no police
there, no border patrol, just a vast empty hall
where once all the check points and little
interrogation rooms had been. People with East
Marks congregated there trying to find tourists
who would exchange their D Marks at a better
rate for them. East Berlin still looked about the
same, except now the streets had Mercedes along
with the Trabis. but the strangest thing was the
approach to East Berlin. At least half a mile
away from the border you could hear the
hammering on the wall. As we got closer the
pounding got louder and louder and as the wall
came into view, it was enough to make me burst
out laughing. There were hundreds of people
with hammers chopping away at it. They had
bags which they were filling up with the pieces
they knocked off. Some of it I guess was just to
keep as a souvenir, some to sell. We went up to
the wall too and chipped away at it. In places
there were holes that went all the way through.
Most of the wall in reach of human hands had
lost its outer cement coating which in the West
had over the years been covered with graffiti and
sometimes with quite sophisticated paintings,
some even by famous artists. Not much of this
was left. We filled our paper bags with some
pieces to save for future generations.
The meeting at which I gave my speech
went fine. Klaus was there and he introduced me
to Wolfgang, the man from the Hamburger
Institute fuer Sozialforschung. Wolfgang was
friendly and seemed genuinely interested in my
proposal and the idea of doing a project on Rudi.
He said he thought the chances were very good
that it would work out. I don't remember how
long I had to wait before I heard from them. I
was certainly back in the USA and waiting
nervously.
The Institute accepted it. I think they
were prepared to accept just about anything that
had to do with Rudi. They wanted to get their
hands on his papers and I agreed to photocopy
them and give that to them, if they paid for the
photocopies, which they did. I was still working

at Harvard then, and after work, I'd go to the
photocopy place at the university and give them a
stack of stuff to photocopy. It was all in all
thousands of pages and took a long time.
My house in Cambridge was a problem.
Someone had to take care of it while I was away.
Mitch found a woman he knew from his real
estate job. She wanted to have some cash
available in case things went wrong and to pay
the mortgage for the first month, until she'd
collected the rents. I packed away some of my
things and left some of it in the apartment. The
student who was renting a room, Polly's old
room, was going to stay there. I told him he
could find someone for the other rooms so they
could pay the rent. And I told him to take care of
the place. But he was mildly insane, we had
known that from early on, although not to a
disturbing degree.
For Marek I wanted to find a school in
Hamburg where they spoke English, I was
thinking of an International school. There was
the Kennedy School in Berlin, but I didn't know
if there was anything like that in Hamburg. He
had been so upset when we came to the USA five
years before. The new language, the new place,
missing Hosea had derailed him and he'd had a
difficult time adjusting to school in the USA,
often crying at school. I didn't want this to
happen again. But although there was an
international school in Hamburg where they
taught in English, the price was beyond my
means. It was obviously for diplomat and
corporate kids. There was a school though where
one or two classes were taught in English, the
Helene Lange Gymnasium. We opted for that.
Marek was only 10 and I thought it was insane
that he already had to be in a gymnasium,
preparing for university. But that's how it was.
The institute was providing us with an apartment
for one year which we had to pay for, but it was
not terribly expensive and was right next door to
the institute.
We arrived in Hamburg in the summer
1990 going from a hot and humid Boston to a
warm and humid Hamburg summer. I'd left
Germany in 1968, twenty-two years before.
What was it like coming back to a place that had

mostly memories of terror? Perhaps I was a little
scared. But I realized that people were forgetting
about Rudi, forgetting about 1968. It was a
generation ago. The young people were either
indifferent or they viewed it as a kind of utopian
age, that wasn't real, which of course it wasn't for
them, and it had never been utopian. Still, I don't
know how many times young students said to me,
you are so lucky to have experienced that time.
And I thought, OK, it was certainly a doubleedged sword to say the least. But it was a Kairos
time in the words of Paul Tillich, and I suppose
it's true, you are lucky when you get to
participate in the midst of a Kairos time, a period
that is outside of and beyond normal time, when
the eternal, the supra-meaningfulness bursts into
a trudging compilation of minutes, and suddenly
you can't measure it. In any case, the anger and
aggressiveness that had been directed toward us
in 1968 was gone. We were going to settle down
to our life in Hamburg. It was also nice to be
within a reasonable distance of Denmark, where
Hosea was living with Line and Polly was there
too. I think she'd quit her job cleaning toilets by
then, and was now cleaning hospitals.
Our apartment in Hamburg was furnished.
There was one bedroom which Marek got, a
closed in porch looking out onto the street. In the
back was a kitchen and bathroom and another
large room in the middle which doubled as my
bedroom, the dining and living room. It was
quite noisy there and sometimes that bothered
me. But I discovered a classic music channel on
the radio which I had on most of the time,
because I'd rather hear that than the buzzing of a
fan from a neighboring restaurant. At the
institute I got a large office. There were plenty of
bookshelves, a desk and a computer. So I made
myself at home there and began trying to figure
out what I was going to do. I also met the other
people who worked there. Wolfgang Kraushaar
who had supported my application, seemed to be
a nice person, a bit formal, devoted to his projects
and politically apparently sympathetic to the
ideals of the sixties. He had participated toward
the end. He had a partner Karin and they invited
us to their house for supper a couple times.
There was also a Turkish German who was

working on a project about Turkey and he was
perhaps the most interesting person there. The
owner of the Institute who provided the money
for all these projects was Jan Phillip Reentsma,
who had inherited a fortune from his father, a
cigarette manufacturer. Reentsma did not want to
run the cigarette factory so he sold it and invested
the money. It was from these investments that he
lived - well - and also provided for the Institute.
Somewhat later a Professor came from Russia to
work on a project. I don’t know what his project
was, but we did have friendly talks and at
Christmas time he gave me presents, an
unpainted clay vase with flowers on it, nice. I still
have it and Russian ornaments for the Christmas
tree.
One of the people working there, Reiner,
had a C compiler and he let me use it. Perhaps it
was distracting me. I now had a computer and
could program in C every day. It had mostly
been so abstract when I was at Harvard. I had to
work on the school computers and it was always
under time constraints. Now, I could sit there and
devise programs, write code that produced
startling designs. I felt like I had magic at my
fingertips and I learned C. But I was having
trouble making progress with the Rudi project.
I decided I needed to interview people
who had known him, to get as many viewpoints
and insights as possible, so I began making dates
with everyone I could think of that I knew had
known and worked with Rudi. I also had to read
his papers. This too would give me ideas of
whom to contact. I couldn't find everyone. But I
was enjoying it, finding people I hadn't seen for
several decades, listening to them talk about Rudi
and their own lives. Some of the people I'd never
met before, like Petra Kelly and Joschka Fischer.
If I couldn't interview them in Hamburg and most
weren't in Hamburg, I would have to travel. If it
was at the other end of Germany, I had to take
Marek along (maybe that’s why we made the trip
to Munich).
Marek in the meantime had started in
school in Gymnasium. As I had feared, he was
overwhelmed by a language he didn't understand.
There wasn't much English and normally, the kids
spoke German all the time. He sat in his class and

cried. I became worried about him, but I had no
idea what to do. He’d have to adjust and learn
the language. I got some extra language help for
him, but it went very slowly. It seemed like his
frustration was blocking his ability to learn. His
teacher told me he cried a lot, but when I said I
was very worried, she said, other kids cry too.
It's not so unusual.
I have photos from this period, but for the
most part I didn’t put dates on them, nor where
they were, nor who the people were. Some of
them I remember, some I don’t.

people talked to him in Danish, so we mostly
stuck to English. But once someone was talking
to him in Danish and he answered in perfect
Danish. But you do understand, I said. He said,
no he had no idea what the person had said, nor
did he know what he had answered, although it
made perfect sense. I thought wow, is that
strange, two parts of the brain are not connecting.
Danish there, but doesn’t reach to consciousness.

Pretty soon after arriving in Germany we went to
Hannover. Klaus, who’d set the whole Hamburg
possibility in motion lived there, as did Christa,
who’d been in Cambridge shortly before we left.
In this photo I believe we are at Bergengruens.
Klaus sits there, someone I don’t know, me Jan
Bergengruen, Herman Bergengruen and a friend
of Suse’s.

Hosea and Marek. I think this was in the park
around the Alster. Our apartment on Mittelweg
was quite close to the Alster, so we often went to
the park to take a walk and relax.
When we left Denmark Marek was five years old
and spoke Danish well. We’d been in the USA
five years, and in that time, Marek had not
spoken Danish at all, and seemed to have
forgotten it. He said he didn’t understand when

Klaus and Christa

Whose crazy idea it was to try to balance on the
rails I don’t know. Line, Marek, Hosea in Aarhus

This is at Christa Ohnesorg’s house where we
stayed overnight. Lukas stands behind Marek.
An outing to Gammel By. We went there at every
Aarhus visit until they began charging to get in.
Even then we still went, though not as often.

Once we were settled down a bit we went to
Denmark. This ship had historical significance
and was anchored in Aarhus harbor and open to
the public. Polly, Line and I are in this photo.
I think this is the same ship with a soviet flag.
Here me, Polly looking at the flag, Marek and
Hosea.

Marek with ice cream

Hosea in Aarhus

The Hamburg zoo

Having coffee here with Line’s father who was in
Aarhus at the time. Most of the time he lived in
Spain.

This is also life: Marek loved going to the zoo
and it was always fun for me too.

Quite a large crowd gathered to watch the
ceremony. .It was impossible to see through all
the people so Marek sat on Torsten’s shoulders so
he could look over everyone’s head.

Marek liked animals, not only at the zoo. We
moved around too much to have an animal that
needed daily care, but guinea pigs could be left
alone for a few days and if longer, it was always
possible to find someone to feed them. This is the
guinea pig Marek had while we lived in
Hamburg. The biggest problem was keeping its
cage clean.
In the fall of 1990, the city of Berlin
celebrated the revealing of a plaque on the
sidewalk at the spot where Rudi was shot in
1968.

Marek, Torsten, Hosea

The plaque says in German:
Attentat auf Rudi Dutschke 11. April, 1968. An
den Spaetfolge der Schussverletzung starb
Dutschke 1979. Die Studentenbewegung verlor
eine ihrer herausragendsten Persoenlichkeiten.
In English: Assassination attempt on Rudi
Dutschke April 11, 1968. Dutschke died in 1979
an the delayed effects of the injury. The student
movement lost one of its most outstanding
personalities.

Marek looking over the crowds
Christmas
For Christmas Hosea and Line came to

Hamburg and we celebrated in our apartment on
Mittelweg.

Line explaining something to Marek
Making Christmas tree ornaments

Hosea and I

Dancing around the Christmas tree with almost
all self-made decorations
On the right: Hosea and Marek playing a game.
We were probably all playing.

Marek on the closed-in porch of our apartment.
You can see snow on the trees.

This is a view of the Institute from the front. The
apartments are on the left of it. Internet photo

although Bloch himself was Jewish. Karola who
was married to Ernst was an architect who had
been born in Poland. They’d both visited us in
Denmark in 1971 and that is when the
correspondence began. Karola and I both wrote
letters meant for all four of us. At that time in
1971 Karola was 66 years old and Ernst 86. But it
was a friendship over generations.
In 1991 both the book publication and
Karola’s birthday were being celebrated and I
was invited. Ernst and Karola being Jewish had
fled Germany under the Nazis and lived in the
USA. But they returned to Germany after the war
where Ernst taught in the GDR, believing it
would be a good socialist society. Karola had
played an important role as architect there,
building partially prefab apartment buildings in a
land where much housing had been destroyed in
the war. But when the Wall was built they
understood that the experiment had failed and
they moved to Tuebingen where Ernst taught at
the university.
I believe the 1991 celebration was held in
Tuebingen.

1991
Visiting Karola Bloch January
A new book was published celebrating the
life of Karola Bloch. I had been invited along
with others to write an article for the book. It
came out in January, 1991 with the title “Ich gehe
zu jenen, die mich brauchen” Zum 85.
Geburtstag von Karola Bloch and my
contribution was called “Eine grosse
Verwandtheit” It wasn’t my first contribution to
publications relating to Karola. In 1988 a book
with the title Lieber Genosse Bloch…Briefe Rudi
Dutschkes an Karola und Ernst Bloch was
published. There were several letters from me as
well as from Rudi.
Ernst Bloch was a German philosopher,
much admired by Rudi who had written about
Thomas Muenzer, one of the first books Rudi got
me to read after I’d met him. He also wrote about
Utopia and about the role of Christianity,

Me, Marek and Karola Bloch at the book
publishing celebration: photo by Welf Schroeter
Frozen Alster February
There was snow that year and it was
unusually cold. In February the Alster froze over.
That only happened about once in a decade, so it
became a folk festival. We put on our warm
clothes and marched over there, it wasn’t far
from our house, but the path was crowded with
hundreds of people also slogging through the
snow in the same direction. Stands were set up on

the ice where enterprising people sold candy and
hot drinks.

and NATO troops arrive in Saudi Arabia. The UN
authorizes the use of force against Iraq if they did
not withdraw from Kuwait by January 15, 1991
which they did not. In mid-January the US
attacks.
Hospital

the frozen Alster

Marek testing the ice

Me standing beside a snowman with the sign no
war. I made neither the snow man nor the poster.
It is referring to Operation Desert Storm in
Kuwait. An endless array of wars had begun.
.
War again: In August of the previous year
Iraq invaded Kuwait and attempted to annex it.
Bush announces Operation Desert Storm and US

While we were still living in the Institute,
I got sick. I don’ know exactly when it was. It
was strange how it all happened. I started feeling
bad, got a fever, had a headache and didn't think
so much of it at first, just an ordinary flu. But it
didn't get better and the fever kept getting higher,
the pain in my neck and head got worse. It was a
weekend, so I couldn't go to the doctor and
wouldn't have made it anyway. We called the
emergency. Someone did anyway, I don't know
who it was. The doctor who came was quite
mystified, but decided because my fever was so
high, that I should go to the hospital. So, there I
was at the hospital and they asked me all these
questions and I couldn't really answer them. It
was obvious that I had a high fever in any case
and they wanted to get it down. But I must have
had pain in my back too because they took x-rays
of my back and discovered something very big
and black. That is, it appeared black on the x-ray
and they interpreted it as being a huge tumor on
my kidney. The problem with that was that I
didn't have any urinary problems and hadn't had
any pain until this had started a couple days ago.
I also hadn't been feeling bad before and hadn’t
been tired. But they decided I must have
repressed it. With a tumor that size, I should
have been feeling very bad. They wanted to
operate right away and remove my kidney and
the tumor.
They did ask if I'd been in an accident,
injured myself and I said no, because I didn't
remember any recent injuries. The whole thing
was terrifying me. But I didn't want to have an
operation without getting a second opinion,
because this seemed a little extreme to me and
very sudden. That I would suddenly with no
warning have a massive tumor, terrified me, but
seemed impossible. I called Hans Halter, Rudi's
old doctor and asked him for advice and to see if

he could help me and insist that I get a second
opinion. I think he might have informed the kids
in Denmark, because they came to Hamburg and
to my surprise suddenly showed up at the
hospital. Actually, that scared me, because I
thought if it’s that bad, they apparently think I’m
going to die. And likely the doctors thought I
might not survive this. I did not want to die and
yet, suddenly I was facing the imminent
possibility of that happening. It is always
something one pushes out of mind, unless it can't
be pushed out. What happened was a kind of
whitewashing of my brain. I stopped thinking; I
could have slept virtually all the time with no
problem. There was no rational way to face this,
so I just went totally blank.
In the meantime, though I was actually
physically feeling somewhat better. The pain was
diminishing, the fever was going away and I
probably could have gotten up and done
something, anything. But instead I was wiped
out.
But the hospital personnel did, perhaps
due to the prodding, decide to look at the x-rays
again. I think it was the technologist and not the
doctor who said, that doesn't look like a tumor to
me. The doctor had also noticed an improvement
in my physical condition and they were perplexed
enough to put off the impending operation and to
do some more testing. What could this big black
spot be? The technologist said it looks like an
injury, a huge collection of blood. So, they asked
again. Was I injured recently? I could not think
of anything. Do you have a husband, a boyfriend
who hit you? No, I said, now astonished. They
didn't believe me. That astonished me even
more. Finally though racking my brain, I
remembered that approximately two or three
weeks previously I had been cleaning the
apartment, vacuuming, I was bent over, then
stood upright and managed to bang my back into
the pointed corner of a table, that I think had a
marble top, or at least a very hard top. I did
remember, it had hurt a lot, but the pain had
subsided within an hour and I completely forgot
about it. How come, after several weeks it
suddenly began to cause pain and fever could not
be explained. But that had to have been it. They

decided they needed to put a tube into my back to
drain the blood out, but otherwise, there was
nothing to worry about.
While this minor operation occurred
during which I had a local anesthesia, the man
who was preparing me touched my breasts, at
first I didn't notice because I had to be placed a
certain way on the stretcher, but then I did notice
that he was doing something that wasn't
necessary. Why didn't I scream? call for help?
Perhaps I wasn't sure if it really was so. Instead I
felt like a helpless victim; I didn't get up and run.
I just hoped he’d go away, though I did put my
arms around myself so he couldn't touch me
again. But it's something I can't forget and
something that lets me understand how easy it is
to be a victim of sexual abuse. You are in a
vulnerable position, waiting for an operation, you
don't expect this, not even sure what's happening.
And then all you want to do is get away and
forget about it.
I was in the hospital a few days more
while the blood drained out and then it was over
and life could go on as before.
Daily life
When we moved to Hamburg, I met
several people through those who worked at the
institute. I didn’t know anyone in Hamburg from
earlier times. People at the institute wanted to get
us integrated. Greiner, Kraushaar, Reiner, the
man who gave me the C compiler. But most of
those who were around my age were in pair
relationships which pretty much defined their free
time. Although they did invite us to dinner
several times, my life as far as I can remember, at
that time was defined by the days at the institute,
my work, lunch together with everyone at the
institute, although that sometimes was a little
disturbing for me, because although I sometimes
joined the conversation, they would get into a
mode of interaction that I didn't understand. With
all the German I knew, and the years I'd been
there, still, I was an outsider. I didn't understand
their jokes, at least I think they were jokes,
because they all laughed. I didn't feel included.
Nonetheless, I wasn't the only outsider. The other

itself.

Hosea, Marek and Polly in the park by the Alster
foreigners, or outsiders, the Turkish-German
Tanin and the Russian whose name might have
been Doktorov were not part of that, but the
Russian would only be there one year and the
Turk was very involved in Turkish oriented
political organizations.
My visitors were mostly family coming
from Denmark or our trips to Denmark. The
travels to do the interviews were also breaks in
the daily rhythm. Although I had no close friends
to confide in, I could dive into the work and it
was interesting and exciting enough in itself. The
necessary pauses were filled with C programming
which were magical moments for me. I was
happy.
Marek had a guinea pig. One of the kids
in his class at school was from another country,
maybe it was Indonesia and his family was going
back to Indonesia. The boy had a guinea pig
which he couldn’t take with him and it needed a
new home. Marek was delighted with the idea of
getting a guinea pig, so it moved in with us and
lived in Marek’s bedroom in a cage. However,
Marek often let it out so it could run around the
house. It was quite smart because it figured out
how to open the door of its cage and get out by

This tree was easy to climb
During the first year at Helene Lange
Gymnasium, Marek didn’t understand much and
didn’t do very well in his school work. The
school thought it best he should repeat the year,
which he did. The second year went much better
for him. He could now understand the language,
he found some friends and I assume he no longer
cried.

Marek’s friends: Patrick, ? Marek and the kid
from Indonesia who gave Marek the guinea pig.
When Marek’s 11th birthday came around

in April, he wanted to have a party and invite his
friends.

office all the time.
Summer in Aarhus
Now that Aarhus wasn’t so far away, we
went there a couple times every year. That
summer there were at least some good swimming
days. Aarhus has great beaches, when it’s warm
enough.

Marek opening his presents
The chocolate cake has a big 11 on it.

They’re all open

This was during an excursion with the institute by
train, but I don’t remember where we went, nor
do I remember the name of this man, but I’m
putting it here, to show that I didn’t sit in my

Marek and Hosea

Line and Marek

Hosea, Line and I in Aarhus. I am wearing my
self-designed and sewn shorts. Sewing was the
hobby I pursued when I needed a break from
everything else. And I liked to design the things I
sewed. I’d taken a course to learn how to make
patterns of one’s own creation.

Was it that time or another time in Aarhus? Who
had the dart game? Here Mike, Hosea and Marek
Line photographing Hosea and Marek
I was back in Germany and settling in by
then. I’d been in Hamburg over a year. Marek
was also settling in. How did I feel back where
the terror had once driven us away? I wasn’t
nervous, I didn’t feel threatened and although the
task I’d set myself was moving too slowly, I was
glad I could work on it. I didn’t have any very
close friends that I could confide everything in,
but there were plenty of people to talk to and
discuss with, mostly about politics or my project.
And there was a lot more connection with my
kids who we could see every few months.
Furthermore, there were things going on at the
institute and in town. I was happy.
I am not certain when the following
photos were made, certainly around that time and
during a visit either by us in Aarhus or by the
Aarhusians in Hamburg.

concentrate on playing darts.

I think this is Polly and Mike’s kitchen in the
apartment where they lived.

Polly and Michael
Moving from Mittelweg

Definitely on Mittelweg

After we had been living at the Institute
for a year or so, they announced that we had to
move out. The apartments were not meant to be
a permanent abode, but just so people had time to
get oriented, to know Hamburg. I didn't really
have much of an idea of where we could move to.
Finding an apartment as a foreigner with a still
fairly young child was never easy. It worked out
in the end, but I don’t remember how it started.
I'd met Wolf Sorge, perhaps through someone at
the Institute, who was looking for someone to
share an apartment, and since we needed a place
to live, this looked like a good option. Wolf had a
girlfriend Baerbel who did not want to live with
him. He also had a son who sometimes lived
with Baerbel and sometimes with Wolf. The
apartment Wolf wanted to rent was fairly large,

so he could save money by renting part of it to us
and we could be a commune of 3 1/2 people.
Marek would have his room and I'd have a room
too.

time. It had been renovated and was in quite
good condition. It was just a few doors away
from the Abaton Movie theater, which made it
easy for me to go and see a movie when there
was one, I wanted to see. It was not a terribly
long walk to Mittelweg and Marek’s school was
as easy to reach as from Mittelweg; he had to
take the same bus. I decided this was a decent
opportunity for us. The boy Daniel was
somewhat younger than Marek, so they didn’t
have much in common, but got along fine.

On the balcony: Born strasse

Wolf Sorge

Patrick and Marek wearing my jacket
Daniel
The apartment was owned by someone
Wolf knew, who did not want to live there at the

In Marek’s room

Marek’s gymnasium class at Helene Lange
Gymnasium

A day trip to Schloss Ahrensburg near Hamburg.
It wasn’t open to the public
Trip to London

With an acceptable income we could
travel a little. It had been a while since I’d been
in England, Marek had never been there. Arnie,
our friend from Brookline had quit teaching and
moved to London where he started a business
repairing furniture. I think it had to do with his
breaking up with Lynne, the woman Rich had
known in High School, then Arne's wife, and the
connection that had brought me in contact with
Rich in the first place. Marek had liked Arne, all
kids did. He'd also been a favorite teacher at the
High School. He was delighted to have us visit
him and stay with him. He had a decent sized
apartment where he could put us up.
I thought we could stay with Arnie in
London and thus have a reasonably priced
vacation, that would fit our limited budget, since
there wouldn't be huge hotel expenses. Marek
wanted to see everything he'd read about in
history; the tower of London, Windsor Castle, the
houses of Parliament, of course, Madame
Toussaud's Wax Museum.
We arrived at Arne's place in the evening.
It was a nice ground floor apartment, and his
workshop where he made furniture was in the
courtyard. Walking through the door I could
smell the cats, inside I gasped. The living room
was full of cats. I don’t know how many he had,
but I knew within an hour I would be so sick, we
could forget sightseeing, forget everything. I
groaned and said, “we can’t stay here. I am
allergic to cats, and within an hour or so I won’t
be able to breathe”. “Maybe not to these?” Arne
suggested hopefully.
“I suppose I could wait and hope I don’t
get asthma”, I said. Arnie had a bite to eat for us
and I thought I could manage to eat, but then we
had to go. He seemed to be happy living in
London and pursuing his new career as a
furniture maker. “You don't miss teaching?” I
asked. “No”, he said. “There were too many
conflicts with the burocracy.” I had begun
wheezing.
“What's the matter?” Arnie asked.
“Asthma,” I said.
Arne had arranged and fixed up a room
for us to stay in. And we had no hotel
arrangements. Not only that, Arne assured me

that hotels were expensive. But maybe a hostel.
Though whether there would be a room available,
at this time, could be a problem. We stayed while
Arnie served us a good supper and then we talked
but the asthma was getting worse. “It’s not going
to work,” I said. I got up and tried to walk, but I
was so dizzy I could hardly stand. “I'm very
sick”, I said. “I have to get out right now.”
“Where will you go?” He looked at me
with a worried look.
“I don't know”, I said. “I won't get
through the night.”
The next hour was spent trying to find a
place that had beds and wasn’t too expensive. A
normal hotel was beyond our budget. The youth
hostels were all full. I was getting desperate,
Arnie telephoned around to all the cheap hotels
and hostels. None of them had room, not this
late, some were already closed. Finally, he got
one where the man didn’t slam down. Arnie said,
“we're desperate, very desperate, don't you have
anything, anything at all?” In the end after
explaining that I was desperate and had to find a
place to sleep, the manager said he had a storage
room where there was a bed. It wasn’t meant to
be used by tourists. Arnie asked if there had ever
been cats there? The manager said, no, so I said,
“it’s fine. I don’t mind being in a storage room.”
Arne said. “Please, just rent it at least for
tonight. It doesn't matter, nothing matters except
that there are no cats.”
The man agreed. I was so dizzy that I
could hardly walk. It was obvious we couldn't
take public transportation. Arnie didn't have a
car. The only way to get there was by taxi which
again was rather expensive, but there was no
other option. We got in the cab and it took us to
the hotel. I must have looked pretty bad when we
got there. The man showed us the room, which
was in the basement. It was a mess, but I hardly
looked. There were two beds, that was the main
thing. I just wanted to lay down so the world
would stop whirlpooling around me and I could
quell the nausea. I flopped onto a rather lumpy
bed, closed my eyes and didn't move. Marek got
himself into bed, and I fell asleep quickly, hoping
I'd wake up in a normal state.
In the morning, I opened my eyes and the

world stood still. “Whew,” I said. I stood up and
the floor was solid. I was also able to breathe.
Marek looked with a worried look from his bed.
“I'm OK” We got dressed and went to breakfast
which was included in the price. Now I could
look at the hotel we'd landed in. It was owned by
an Indian and was apparently a hotel mainly for
Indians visiting London. The breakfast was a
kind hybrid English/Indian breakfast and the
other tourists were all Indians. The owner was
solititous. “Are you OK, this morning?” “Yes,” I
said. “I'm feeling much better.”
In the meantime, Arnie found a hostel
near his house which would have a room free in a
couple days. We stayed at the Indian hotel these
days and then I went to the hostel. Marek stayed
with Arne. The rest of the trip went without
further problems and we did all the tourist things
that Marek wanted to do.

Marek and Windsor

I am in this photo with Marek near Windsor
Castle
Trip to Munich
Getting exercise
Why did we go to Munich? Just for fun,

Big Ben: Marek on the bridge

A trip to the zoo

or was there a reason? I don’t remember.

Marek in Munich
Same walk Hosea with us
1992
50 years old

Seeing the sights

This is in the Alster park: a walk with Me, Line
and Marek

It was a shock for the first half a century
to creep up on me. Half a century and what had I
accomplished? I was still struggling, as it seems
I had been since leaving Wheaton College, the
year I was supposed to go out into the world and
master it. But for all the myriads of color and
pattern that had formed my life, still I hadn't been
able to make a satisfactory whole out of it all. It
just hung there, dangling really. And there I was
in Hamburg with my youngest child, trying again
and so far, still stuck it seemed. It's not that I was
unhappy. The institute was a good place to work.
I had a huge office and there were some friendly
people there. But 50 years old. That ought to be
a reason for celebration. I'd made it that far. But
now I was facing the most terrifying year ahead,
because my mother had died when she was 50.
There is no reason of course, to suppose that a
death-age is inheritable. I didn't rationally think
it was so, but there was, without any basis, this
bottomless fear, the attachment somehow that
comes from the genes.
But whatever, I decided to celebrate it and
invite not only family but everyone. Wolf was
fine with us invading the place, inviting everyone
I knew in Germany. Of course, the whole family

from Denmark, from East Germany, and then the
Berliners as well as the people from the institute
and everyone else I knew. It came to a lot of
people. Heide and Eva Dutschke were coming
early, bringing cakes and being there to help
prepare it all. They brought the same kind of
cakes we knew from those trips we'd made in the
old GDR days, when we made those somewhat
terrifying trips through the highly armed border.
Now they could come to us with no border. But
the cakes were the same delicious German cakes,
that we'd always enjoyed. The whole house was
full of people at the high point when food was
served. It was nice to know I knew so many
people in Germany, still. Plus some new friends,
Gertrud for example, who had been a teacher and,
in any case, she knew Wolf who was also a
teacher with whom she shared similar Green
views. It was Wolf who invited her, saying I
ought to get to know her. I said, OK, invite her.
There were more who wanted to come, friends of
friends, I said, of course they can come.
This man was a friend of a friend and seemed to
view me as a kind of magic fairy that he wanted
to touch. That was all just touch my arm.

Heide, Eva, a friend of someone from the
institute, W? who was a computer guy who solved
my computer problems, Suse, Suse’s friend.

Benita, Hosea, Pucki

Welf Schroeter, Helga, Helmut, Manfred, Benita
Rinne

Me, Hosea, Line, Hermann, Suse

Walking along the Elbe after the party

Background Helmut, Christa, and Gisela’s
husband ?

Me and the three kids
First Trip back to the USA

On the balcony, Polly, Maxi (Torsten’s girlfriend
at the time) and someone else

Most of them altogether
After lots of food and talking and then
coffee and cake and enough celebrating we
needed some fresh air, so decided to take a walk
along the Elbe

The summer of 1992 I decided to go back
to the US for a visit, to check on my house and
see my friends. The apartment on the ground
floor was empty so we lived there for a few
weeks. There was no furniture, but I did bring a
few things up from the basement where I'd stored
them. Most people knew I’d gone to Germany,
but there was nonetheless, a few personal letters
that my renter had held for me. One was from
Ron. I was completely surprised. I’d had no
contact with him for a long time. I had no idea
what had happened to him, after our plans to send
help to the revolutionaries in South America had
failed. In the letter he wrote he'd found my
Cambridge address in the Wheaton Alumni book
and he sent there. He was wondering if I was
home which I of course wasn't, and if he could
stop by. The letter had been sent about a year
previously, but it had no return address. I
couldn't answer.

At first after Rudi and I had left Ron in
New York in 1966 there had been some
correspondence about the printing press. Rudi
was going to get some money, so that Ron could
buy it and some people in his group were going
to take it to South America. Malcolm X had died
in 1965, but when we were there in 1966 his
group in New York was still functioning. People
wanted to carry on his work. They had founded a
racially diverse group that was going to be a
model. It was this group that was going to make
the contacts with South America. But something
happened. Bit by bit the people left the group,
disappeared, got scared, were threatened. More
and more blacks were being killed.
Now being in Boston, I thought I'd try to
see if I could find Ron and did as he had done. I
tried the Wheaton Alumni office and they had an
address for him. I then answered his letter saying
I'd been in Germany the past couple of years. I
told him I would be in Boston for several weeks
and if he was coming to Boston in that time, I'd
be very happy if he came to visit me. He
answered and said he would come to Boston
while I was there. It is always amazing to see
people again you haven't seen or heard from for
twenty, thirty, forty years. They are the same and
different. They have a history that you know
nothing of and of course it has changed them.
But the history you know is still there too and so
there is a connection, an easy connection really.
I asked Ron what had happened to the
printing press.
He said, “that was so long ago. It didn't
happen. I don't remember exactly why. The
group fell apart. I left New York.”
“So there was no contact with South
America?”
“I don't think so”, he said.
“We had so much optimism in those days.
We thought things would change.”
Ron shrugged.
“How did we lose contact? After about
1967 I never heard from you again until your
letter came last year. But I wasn’t here. You
didn't put an address on it and I couldn't answer
you. I still didn't know where you were.”
“So how did you find out?” he asked.

“I tried Wheaton College. They had your
address. But tell me what you have done all
those years?”
“I left the church”, he said.
“So, you don't believe?”
“If you could even say I did then,
Princeton Theology department was pretty
liberal.”
Ron knew someone with a yacht who
wanted it brought to somewhere, and didn’t want
to sail it that long sea journey themself. Ron
knew how to handle a yacht, and he was getting
paid well to do it, so he sailed the Atlantic from
Maine to where ever it was. Then he worked as a
cook on a yacht or maybe that was first. In any
case, he was a seaman for a long time. Quite a
turn-about from being a preacher. Then he
settled in Maine, got married and started a
business building fishing boats. His wife came
from a well-to-do family and I guess they helped
setting up the business. This went well for a
while, but then the fishing grounds on the
Newfoundland bank were closed, because it was
overfished and would have soon become
completely barren. The result for Maine was
devastating, since in places, especially on Deer
Isle where Ron lived, fishing was the mainstay of
the island economy and without it, everyone sank
into poverty. Ron's business went bankrupt.
Trying to find a way to survive, at some point
he'd gotten divorced, he finally got a job teaching
school boat-building of all things at the local high
school. But the job was only part time and the
pay hardly enough to survive on. Nonetheless,
Ron seemed the same, rather jovial, a funny guy,
managing well enough, somehow.
The visit with Ron was one good thing
about that trip. The bad thing, the worst thing
about it was that the person, a woman whom
Mitch had suggested to me, who was taking care
of my house had absconded with all the money I
had left to take care of the house with. There
were huge bills to pay, as she’d paid nothing and
I had to find someone else to take care of the
house after I left. Perhaps it was Mitch who then
suggested a Cambridge company that took care
of properties. They were happy to do it, of
course, I told them the rents would cover the

costs which they always did unless the roof caved
or something like that, which it didn't. I was
hoping all would go well with the house and
decided not to worry about it, nor annoy myself
about the stolen money.

Visiting Virginia and Ian probably Plum Island
With Virginia Savage we went into Boston, to see
the tall ships which had anchored in Bosotn
harbor. There were lots of them and it was an

Marek, Virgina and Ian and the Atlantic Ocean

impressive sight.
Did Rich know we’d come to Boston? He took us
to a Red Sox game, something that Marek loved,
a good way to get in my good graces.
Chicago
Marek and Ian exploring tide pools

Since we were in the USA, there would
also be a trip to Chicago to see my dad and Tim’s

I also got in touch with Emily. She wasn’t
in Evanston, but was spending her vacation at the
family’s summer house in Wisconsin. She invited
us to come there which we did. It was located
right on a lake.

Porch at Tim’s house in Joliet: Amanda, Carol,
Marek, Heidi, Julie and Kristy
family. Tim, Carol and the four girls lived in a
rather large house on a small artificial lake
created for the new subdivision of fairly high end
Joliet houses. Tim worked in a bank in the loan
department. He was apparently quite generous in
giving loans. But he was also well-liked.
Something did happen that caused a bit of a
scandal, but I don’t remember what it was. Tim
was moved to a different department.

Here Marek is practicing throwing darts in
Emily’s front yard.
Emily’s husband, Jerry Gottlieb asked
Marek if he’d like to go out sailing on the lake
with him, pure vacation atmosphere.

Grant Park in Chicago
With everything in place, or so I thought, we
went back to Hamburg.
Marek and Jerry on the lake in Wisconsin

Dittfurths
At the end of the two years of the grant, I
hadn't finished my project. I had lots of
interviews on tape, but had written maybe only
30 pages and I wasn't happy with them.
Reenstma and the Institute board wanted to see
what I had written. They were very dissatisfied
with it. I said I needed more time, but they
decided it was hopeless and would never be
finished. Things had to go according to their
schedule I guess, and most of those who were
there a long time, also produced writings
regularly. They said they could not renew the
contract. I was crushed. I had no idea what I
could do. I wanted nothing more than to finish
this project and I was sure that I could, if only
there was time and I had enough money to live
without a full-time job. But the first few days I
fell into a depression, mostly cried when Marek
wasn’t there and felt like everything was
hopeless. But after the first shock wore off, I
thought I have to do something about this.

Maybe it was Wolf the man we lived with.
He was a Green and participated in a locl group.
He had met Jutta Ditfurth a few times and said,
why don't you ask her for help. Jutta was a fairly
prominent German Green whom I’d met in
Amherst and who had run for parliament. She

was considered a fundy, that is, radical rather
than reformistic and not inclined to make
compromises in order to gain power. I thought, I
don't really know her very well, I met her once.
How can I do that? It seemed kind of farfetched.
But I was also pretty desperate, so I wrote her a
letter. She answered and said, of course, you
must write a book about Rudi. I think you can
find a publishing company that will pay you an
advance so you can finish the book. I have a
brother who works for a publishing company and
he can be your agent. She asked if I wanted him
to be. Although I knew nothing about him, with
no other options available I said, yes.
When I described the original project, just
concentrating on the Green period in Rudi's life,
she said, no, you have to write about his whole
life. Write a biography. It doesn't matter that two
biographies have already been written, yours will
be different.
So Christian Dittfurth became my agent
and he went to his own publishing company first,
Kiepenheuer and Witsch, and told them about the
project. They immediately said yes. I am not
sure what they said yes to, actually. Maybe
Christian told them that he would write the book
as a ghost writer. In any case, they were willing
to take a chance, so I suppose they had some
security. They were going to give me enough
money to live, so I could write. But I still needed
a place to work where I could access all the
information I needed. I went back to the Institute
and told them I was going to continue working on
the book and I had money for it. But I needed
space. In the end, they gave me space in the
basement. It wasn't an office, but it was quiet
there and I had a desk, computer and
bookshelves. They also agreed to pay me some
money in exchange for me archiving Rudi's
papers, thus I had a real job and could continue to
get health insurance. Things were working out.
The sun was shining again. I had a new project
that somehow, although far vaster, was easier.
Rudi's whole life. I could start at the beginning
and work my way through. I also had decided to
write in German. At first, I was writing in
English, because I could do it without making
errors, but I found it impossible to read papers

and books in German and then express the ideas
in English.
Nonetheless, it wasn't easy. I wrote and
wrote and time passed. I had a bit of a life
outside of writing, but not so much that I
remember. During those years my time was
concentrated on that book. It was something I
felt compelled to do. I didn't spend much time
socializing, although I occasionally went to a
political meeting, I didn't get involved. It seemed
like everything else would distract me from a
project that was almost insuperably difficult.
Living with Wolf was not so easy. He was like
many Germans, rather authoritarian, inclined to
criticize and degrade others without recognizing
his own role. This nasty streak; I don't know if
it's more common in Germans than others.
Maybe in other cultures people are more inclined
repress this sort of behavior which for some
Germans appears as superficiality. They
sometimes describe Americans as superficial, but
the rest of us see this so-called deeper thing in
some Germans as a proclivity to be mean. Wolf
not only brought me to tears any number of
times, but he also did it to Mecki, his girlfriend.

celebrated some of the holidays with us.
On the back of the photos which she gave me it
says New Year’s Eve.
In the series of photos she sent me there were
also some where we were walking on the Elbe
along with Wolf and Johanna. It was quite a way
to get to places that weren’t citified, there was the
Alster, and although the Elbe in Hamburg was

was a huge harbor with lots of ships it was a nice
place to take a walk.
With Wolf

Christmas and New Year’s 1992
We must have stayed in Hamburg during
the Christmas holidays. I don’t remember much
about it.

This was Marek’s room and our Christmas tree is
next to his bed. The woman I am sitting next to, I
don’t remember her name. I think she was a
friend of Wolf’s. But she was nice; I liked her. She

With Johanna. In the background the busy harbor
is visible
Around then, Hans and Regine Halter
invited us along with all the Dutschkes to their
house for dinner. I don’t know what the occasion
was, or even if there was one, but there are lots of
photos from this event. I do remember it, but only
as a photo shoot, that is, I took photos, which
didn’t work out very well, but so did someone
else and the meal at Halters was excellent.

Eyk, Marek and Thoralf, when and where this
was I don’t know.
1993
Ski trip March 1993

It must have been during the Christmas holidays.
Marek in front of Halter’s Christmas tree.

That winter we took a ski vacation
together with Wolf, his son, Daniel, Mecki and
her son Jonathan. Everyone was enthused about
the idea, so we got an apartment together to
spend the week. I liked to ski and I thought it
would be a nice thing for Marek. In Boston we
hadn’t had much chance to ski, though it wasn’t
completely new for Marek. I do remember that
in the beginning I was afraid he'd have trouble
with skiing because of his height phobia. But he
didn't. He loved it.

I am in this one: Birgit, Hosea, Eyk, me, Hans,
Line with Marek and Helmut

Marek, Line and Torsten, can’t tell who else

Marek in the ski course second from left
Of course, all of us were too old when we
began to ski and we didn't have an opportunity to
get good at it, but we all had fun. I think this
vacation was in Italy and it worked out just fine,
although Wolf and Mecki had some problems
with each other. I tried to keep out of it. Part of it

had to do with Daniel and Jonathan who were the
same age, but very different types and Wolf
tended to compare and find everyone else
lacking. It was painful for Mecki.

Pause and getting a drink, Marek and I

Mecki and her son

Marek with his warm drink

Me
April
At Easter time it was still cold, but all the
kids came to Berlin and we went to the zoo.
Also, in April around that time the
newspaper TAZ was celebrating the birthday of
its founding. Since Rudi had played a role at the
beginning all the Dutschkes were invited to the

My fantastic ski goggles over my glasses

Easter vacation trip to the zoo. You can see the
polar bear on the far right
Party. Lots of them came.

Frauke and Polly

Polly and Manfred
At the TAZ party I am talking to Klaus
Wagenbach and Michael is next to him

.

Milan at the TAZ party
The second trip to the USA

Michael, Line, Frauke, Thoralf and from the back
Polly at the TAZ party

Perhaps it was the pressures of the ski trip
in February that brought Wolf and Mecki to break
up. perhaps they'd been on shaky footing before
that. I didn’t blame Mecki. But I imagine Wolf
was dissatisfied with the situation in Born Strasse
after Mecki was gone. I’d never gotten real close

to her, but we were friends and I continued to see
her occasionally even after she was no longer
with Wolf
In any case, Wolf wanted to go
back to live with Baerbel who was the mother of
Daniel. Baerbel wasn't certain she wanted to
commit herself to living with Wolf for any period
of time. She had another child with another man
she'd met when she was vacationing in Spain. I
don't think she ever even told the man about the
baby, but she wasn't opposed to having some
support, which Wolf was willing to supply. Wolf
was also not the biological father of Daniel,
though he never talked about it. He treated Daniel
as his son. He was obviously in love with
Baerbel, but I could understand why she'd have
some qualms about Wolf.
The owner of the apartment where we
were all living was selling it, so all of us had to
leave. Baerbel and Wolf were working out some
kind of agreement, but Marek and I also needed
another place to live. Baerbel had an apartment
which she didn't want to give up, in case it didn't
work out with Wolf. So she said I could rent her
apartment, keeping it in her name, and she could
come back if she wanted to. I figured for us, it
wouldn't be more than a couple of years. By
then, I'd surely be finished with the book. It was a
solution, however unstable.

Polly and I
Rich found me. I'm not quite sure when it
was. When I'd left Boston, I told everyone who
knew Rich not to tell him where I was. But
somehow, he'd found out and he called me up in
Hamburg. Of course, I was very surprised and
not so friendly, but he put on lots of charm and
started talking about coming to Germany to visit

us. He wanted to see Marek again, he said. I
caved in and said he could come, but he would
have to behave. Which of course, he agreed to. I
think he'd only stayed a couple weeks and did
some sightseeing and took us out to dinner and
on the whole behaved quite well. Then he was
gone again.
At that time, he had lost his job in Boston
because of a senseless outburst of anger which he
was prone to. The boss had been terrified. But
then Rich got a new job in San Francisco where
he’d always wanted to go. It was a good job and
well paid. He was an excellent programmer, fast
and accurate, so he was a desirable employee
until he had an attack of anger. During these
attacks he was loud, they lasted a long time and
he bared his teeth, looking absolutely terrifying,
although he never harmed anyone, people didn’t
know this. Anyway, at the time he was happily
ensconced in San Francisco, was renting a nice
apartment, which was not in the chic part of
town.
But after that in the period just when we
were having to move out of the house on Born
street, Rich started calling me. In those days, it
was expensive to call Hamburg from California.
He was calling every day. At first it was to tell
me about his sorrows and unhappiness. He no
longer had a job. He'd worked as a consultant for
Levi's for a couple years and he'd earned a lot of
money. It was a good job. But then Levi's
decided they didn't want to hire outside
consultants. They offered Rich a job in the
company. But Rich found out that they did drug
testing and he was not willing to be drug tested,
since he wished to be able to smoke marijuana
when he felt like it. Since it took a long time to
get out of the body, he would not be able to do
that, since Levi's had a no drug tolerance policy.
For that he gave up his job. It was very stupid,
because he should have known that without a
structured day, he'd fall apart. But he didn't want
to know that. He'd been working without any
breaks at the firm in Boston and then for Levi's in
San Francisco. He thought he could find another
job easily. But he had trouble finding another
job. And the more trouble he had, the more he
fell into despair and mental illness, making him

less able to look for another job. His phone calls
became longer and longer, every day, with less
and less content. Sometimes he'd call and just
cry for an hour. I would put the phone down and
do my tasks and when I came back he'd still be
crying. He hadn't noticed I'd been gone. But I
didn't like it. I thought it was a ridiculous waste
of money and it was disturbing my days when I
wanted to write in peace. So I told him to stop
calling me unless he had something important to
say, and then just to say it, and no crying.
It was probably around June by then. But
Baerbel was not going to move out of her
apartment until September because the new place
she and Wolf wanted to move to was being
renovated. That meant we suddenly had a couple
months with no place to live.

Rich in front of his apartment in Mission Hill
At the same time, although I hadn't told
Rich of these problems, he made one of his
important phone calls with no crying saying he
wanted us to come to California. I think he even
offered to pay Marek's plane trip. He thought
Marek could stay during his summer vacation
and perhaps I could come too. I knew this wasn't
going to be easy. Rich was clearly mentally ill
and wasn't doing anything to find a new job. He

wanted help, he wanted support, just someone to
be there, to distract him. It would solve our
housing problem, more or less. So I thought,
OK, it will help Rich, it will help us, so maybe it
isn't such a dumb idea. I agreed to it and we went
to California.

Rich in his apartment, on the table some porno
stuff, I was not yet aware of his addiction to
porno.
Rich had a fairly decent apartment near
Mission Hill in San Francisco. It was mostly a
Latino area, but not a slum. During the time Rich
had been earning good money, he had a cleaning
lady taking care of his place, and he hadn't
dismissed her. He was getting unemployment
and he also had his own unemployment
insurance, so his income was still pretty good. I
was glad that we weren't moving into a pig sty.
During out stay in San Francisco Rich
was doing well most of the time and we made
trips into the mountains around San Francisco.
We also did sight-seeing in the city.
But there were times when even I was
scared of Rich's illness. One night he freaked out
and started to sweat. I never saw anything like it.
So much water poured out of his body, he tried to
soak it up with a towel and every one of the
towels he owned was wringing wet. He was
scared. I could see that. I don't think anything
quite that bad had ever happened to him. I was
petrified, but I tried to be calm and said, it's going

to be Ok. I'll just wring these towels out then you
can use them again. But in the morning, he was
OK.

Rich and Marek in the mountains over the San
Francisco bay

September. Wolf agreed that Marek could stay
with them for that time. I would stay in
California. Since he was only 13 Marek would
still be an unaccompanied child on the flight,
which meant he had to be brought to airport and
an assurance that he’d be met on the other side.
Since I was in California, I wanted to see
my friend Cecily who lived near San Diego. Aunt
Dorothy and Aunt Jean were no longer alive, but
I wondered if Uncle George were still alive. I
hadn’t heard that he’d died, although he’d be
quite old by then. I got in touch with Cecily and
she wanted to get together which made me happy.
I don’t remember where we met. But what I do
remember is that Cecily had to go to Eureka for
some important task, perhaps for her job. She was
a psychiatrist and had a private practice.

Marek: the ocean in the distance

Marek and I in San Francisco or maybe it was
Oakland where Rich had a cousin
Marek had to go back to Hamburg in
August when his school started again. But our
place was not going to be ready until sometime in

Cecily getting ready for our trip. The man must
have been an acquaintance, and perhaps he was
there to fix her car.
We discussed the options. I told her I
possibly had an uncle who lived in Ukiah which
was on the say to Eureka, so maybe we could go
together to Ukiah and there I would stay until I
had to go back to Germany. She had a car and
wanted to make the drive. A stop in Ukiah was
also interesting for her. I had my address book
with me, usually did when I travelled. It was very
old and I looked through it to see if I had a phone
number for Aunt Jean. I did. Whether Uncle

George was still there I didn’t know. But I called
the number. A man answered and I asked if it was
George Smith. He said, yes. So I said, “this is
Gretchen.” Silence. I waited and then thought, he
probably can’t imagine who Gretchen is, since it
had been probably over 30 years ago since we’d
last had contact. I said, “I am Gretchen, your
niece.” It registered. He was flabbergasted, but
knew who I was. I said, “I’m in California and
will be going through Ukiah with my friend. So if
you’re there and it’s OK with you, we’d like to
visit you.” I suspect his life was probably quite
predictable and this was something way out of
the extraordinary, so he said, “Oh, yes, please, do
come. You can stay here and there’s room for
your friend too.” It sounded very welcoming, so I
told him when we’d be there.

Me standing with Cecily in California
It took a day to get to Ukiah. Cecily was
driving. But on the way, she noticed she’d gotten
her period. We were at an age when it was no
longer regular and she wasn’t expecting it and
wasn’t prepared. Her clothes had gotten soaked.
So we had to think of what to do. She needed the
clothes. I thought, we’ll just ask Uncle George if
we can use his washing machine. It’s a bit
embarrassing to arrive at his house and
immediately ask to use the washing machine, but
it was our only option. So after friendly greetings
and astonishment on my part that he was doing

well and in excellent mental condition, I said, we
desparately need to use the washing machine.
Well, this was no problem for him. He
immediately brought us to the laundry room and
Cecily put her dirty clothes in and when they
were washed also dried them, so the problem was
solved.

Uncle George and I in Ukiah probably on Sunday
after going to church
The next day Ces drove on to Eureka,
rested and happy and I spend some days with
uncle George. On Sunday, he went to church as
he always did and asked if I wanted to go along. I
said, sure. It was a simple fundamentalist type
church with friendly people as I knew it from my
childhood. Uncle George told his friends that I
was Jean’s niece and immediately the people
were excited and all of them said, I looked just
like my Aunt Jean, which I’m sure I didn’t. But it
was a nice touch anyway and perhaps somehow a
remembrance for Uncle George of his wife,
whom I’m sure he’d loved and missed very
much.
The apartment in Hamburg Altona, was
not yet ready, but Gertrud, whom I’d met at my
birthday party and had visited a number of times
since then, said I could stay at her house. So I got
my plane ticket and flew back to Germany. Her
apartment had only two rooms, but she gave me
the bedroom and she slept on the couch. Marek
was still with Wolf.
Finally, some time in September we could
finally move into the apartment on Schmitt-

Rollof street. I was still able to use the desk in the
basement at the Institute, so I went back to work
on the book and we settled into the apartment
which was a decent size, had at least two
bedrooms a good-sized living and a balcony.
I wasn’t there very long when Rich began
to call up. He’d cry, mostly just cry and say he
wanted to kill himself. I’d known this would
happen. But if I’d say, you could have had a job,
he said, he needed to be able to smoke his
marijuana and he found it politically
unacceptable that they tested for drugs. Yes, I

agreed with that, but was the alternative better for
him? and I’d just silently groan.
These photos had no
dates, so I don’t
know exactly when
they were taken.
Polly and I

This is Helmut, Marek and Birgit and is dated
October, 1993. It is at Sansouci
In the fall and winter my life went on
pretty much as it had before with the exception of
living in our own apartment, just Marek and I. A
visit to Berlin, maybe that was the year we spent
a holiday with Milan in Frankfurt, and a visit to
Suse and Hermann in Hannover must have
happened because I have photos. I remember the
visit to Milan, but I don’t know when it was.
Milan liked to cook and with Polly’s support
produced this delicious goose dinner. Milan was
still active in the German Green party and had
been elected to the EU parlament.?? He had lived
in Frankfurt in an apartment in the middle of the
city for a long time. There was room for guests
when other inhabitants were away, so we could
stay there. In the living room was a table tennis
board or maybe it was pool and not much space
for furniture. Later the area was demolished und
office buildings were built there.
Because I had visited Suse and Hermann
so many times, I have no idea when all the visits
occurred. But it wasn’t often that Hermann’s

mother was there when we were there.

Polly and Milan with the goose

But it does look like we celebrated Christmas
with Hosea and Polly. This photo says Xmas
1993, but where is it? The Christmas tree is
draped with Danish flags.

And here they are misbehaving
Marek looks exhausted and I am trying to listen
to Hermann’s mother. The photo says Christmas,
1993. I don’t think we actually celebrated
Christmas there, but it must have been during the
Christmas holidays

1994
Lebenslinien
To my astonishment, I was asked by a TV

producer whether I would agree to having a
portrait of me made for TV. When you are faced
with something like this, I at least, thought first
of all, OK, this is something like a monument
which in a perhaps rather stilted way
immortalizes you. It's a nice feeling, like after
I'm gone, there will be something left of me. I
don't think it's such an unusual way to feel. But
my second thought was, it's not really me they
care about, it's all because I was married to Rudi
Dutschke. What does that make me? It was
something I'd never been able to come to terms
with satisfactorily. All I'd done was to fall in love
with him and then stick with him through thick
and thin. Was that the essence of my being? I
didn't really want it to be. It seemed more like a
veneer without depth. But Julianne who was the
director of the film said, of course it will be you.
You will be who you are. For that she wanted to
show me in the places that had meant something
to me in the USA. That was what defined my life
before Rudi and also after him. So I agreed to the
project. I couldn't help but feeling flattered, even
though I felt like there was something flawed
about it.
Lebenslinien means Life Lines and it’s the
name of a TV Program that follows the life from
earliest remembrances to the present of people
who may be somewhat known in Germany. It is
possible that at that time I had already finished
some chapters of my Rudi Biography and this
had been submitted to Spiegel. Once again, I
surprised that Spiegel wanted to publish this. I
got some money for it and it also seemed to
encourage the institute that had once given up on
me, now to reconsider, at least how they would
view me. I was making progress on this project
and it was far enough along to actually be worth
printing up in Spiegel. This would also be a kind
of advertisement for my book, which however,
was nowhere near completion yet. But maybe
that is how the Lebenslinie producer Juliane
Schuhler came up with the idea of doing my life
after reading the article in Spiegel. I agreed to it
and for much of 1994 various episodes of my life
were being filmed. The film was shown on TV on
December 23, the day before the 15th anniversary
of Rudi’s death. It was called Gretchen K,

verwitwite Dutschke
For the film we had to go to Chicago.
That was after all my childhood home. I stayed
with my father and Jacie and the film crew met
me there. But we needed to see the places where
I'd grown up, my home which wasn't there any
more, my school, dad's pharmacy which at that
time had become a furniture store, but it still
looked pretty much the same from the outside,
Oak Park River Forest High School which was
the place of my first triumph, and Wheaton
College. I didn't know anyone at any of these
places anymore and it was strange to go back.
Nothing was the same, even though there was a
perturbing veneer of familiarity. But I didn't feel
much of an emotional connection because it was
all somehow so sterile without the people who
had meant something to me. But it was still kind
of fun to see the places that I hadn't been to in so
many years.
The Lebenslinie production took me
traveling over the year to Denmark and to the
USA, as well as to Berlin, making it an
interesting year for me. In between shootings I
was working on my book, so it was a busy year
and a hopeful year. I began to imagine that my
life had some kind of identifiable form, even if it
was centered around Rudi. I had to accept that. In
any case, it had been my decision to join him, to
marry him and have children with him. So, it’s
not like Rudi determined my life, even though he
was the source of the many factors that propelled
my life line into squiggles and swirls, definitely
not a straight line. Certainly, to admit that my
independence was not total; that my notion that
for women, liberation meant an identity separate
from a man, was not working for me; that there
had to be, in this case theoretical) compromises
in order for me to be me, was not easy. But either
I had to move in that direction, or end in despair
and I didn’t want to do that.

Juliane, the producer of the film discussing plans
with me.

people who not only filmed but took photos
wherever we went. Here in front of Dad’s house
in Oak Brook with the camera man and sound
technician.

Here I am standing in front of Aldershvile. The
window behind me was our bedroom. What am I
trying to explain here?
They wanted an interesting background I guess
and came up with the idea of going to the zoo

Dad, Marek and I during the USA trip
Most of these photos are from the Lebenslinie

which wasn’t too far away. But Dad was no

longer able to do so much walking. He finally
agreed that we could rent a wheel chair and I
think he actually enjoyed the trip. Of course we
were also rather obvious with the movie crew and
their load of camera stuff also on a wheel chair.

in Chicago. These statues had not been there
when I was growing up. Chicago had changed
quite a bit since that time.

Emily and a statue

At Dad’s house with the camera man

Another view at Dad and Jacie’s house in the
living room.
In Chicago we also went into the city
where we met Emily who lived in Evanston but
came to be interviewed while we looked at sights

Me and a statue in Grant Part with some new
skyscrapers in the background.
After or maybe before the interviews we
relaxed and discussed over a cup of coffee,
somewhere downtown.

American powwow that he was going to. The
film crew thought this would be very interesting
so off we went.

Juliane, Emily and me

While in the Chicago area, we went to Wheaton
where I’d gone to college and met Ron there who
talked about our time at Wheaton. We are
standing in front of the dormitory where I lived
during my freshman year. The house where I’d
lived the other two years had been torn down.
Another of my life periods was spent in
New England, where I still had connections
including my house, that I owned, but had rented
out. I located Mitch who told us about the native

The Wampanoag tribe had always lived in
Massachusetts and were in the process of
regaining their identity. They had gotten a large
piece of their original land from the Kennedy’s
and had built a casino and were getting some
wealth. This pow wow was obviously open to
non native Americans, perhaps to gain sympathy
for the tribe.

The man on the right is a representative of the
Wampanoags who brought the peace pipe which
was passed around to everyone. I am holding it
here, and sitting next to Mitch on the other side.
The Wampanoag chieftain looks quite skeptical
and perhaps it had to do with the film crew being
there.
The Wampanoags also held a
thanksgiving festival, which was actually more of
the mourning event for what they had lost. They
invited native Americans from all tribes, but the
idea of it was not only to celebrate their traditions

with native foods and dances, but also to invite
non-native Americans to repeat and show again
the generousity they’d shown to the Pilgrims,
giving them food when they were starving. So
we’d gone to these festivities in Plymouth a
number of times.

During this trip we also went to Deer Isle where
Ron lives and has his gallery and ice cream shop.
Certainly, we couldn’t leave Berlin out. It
was the place that defined what my life had been
about and why Lebenslinien wanted to make this
film. For me the most important person in Berlin
had been Helga.

apartment in Berlin. We are sitting on Rosa’s bed
which was in the living room and had the tent
over the bed to shield her a bit from the traffic in
the house. Helga was renting a couple rooms to
Juergen and Amelie, and the other bedroom was
Helga’s workroom and bedroom.
Our friendship had ended and I was
certainly annoyed at what she’d done to me in the
film she’d made about Rudi or what ever it was.
But for my life she’d played an essential role and
I had to repress my nagging irritation. We would
talk about the things that had meant so much
before the split. I could shut out my perturbance,
but it wasn’t gone either. As I was writing my
biography, I wrote a paragraph about Rudi’s
feelings toward Helga in the 70’s when he was
suspecting anyone who’d made positive
statements about the GDR as being a GDR agent.
Certainly, there was reason enough for his fear of
the GDR, they had indeed threatened him. But he
didn’t want me to see Helga at all, thinking she’d
somehow manipulate me or get information to
use against him. This I found absurd, but
nonetheless, I wrote about it in the Rudi
biography along with a bit about her GDR
dependence. It was really quite nasty and when I
was revising my text, I decided it was too much. I
didn’t hate her, but on the other hand, she’d
attacked me, so I didn’t remove everything I’d
written.
Alexander Julius Arlien-Søborg Dutschke

Me and Helga talking about our past in her

The filming continued after I got back to
Hamburg. But an event was approaching that was
more engrossing than the film. Hosea had met
Line when he was seventeen years old. It was
shortly before we left for the USA and he didn't
want to come along because he was in love with
her. They had some ups and downs in the next
years, but they stayed together and eventually
moved together. Hosea was still a student and
Line was also student, so they didn't have much
income, but in 1993 after they'd been together
eight years, they announced that they were going
to have a baby. I was excited. It would be my
first grandchild. I thought of Rudi, thought of
how he'd react to hearing that he was going to be

a grandfather which made me sad. Always, when
something reminded me of his not being there,
the melancholy flooded in. There is a sadness
that never goes away. That's what Christa had
told me about Benno and that's the way it was.
I told Juliane that I had to be in Aarhus
when the baby was born. It was causing some
disruptions because no one knew exactly when
the baby would be born and the uncertainty of
where I’d be was conflicting with some other
things they wanted to film, but on the other hand,
they also wanted to film me seeing my grandchild
for the first time. Line, however, did not want a
TV crew around after she’d given birth. She
didn’t like being defined by the media and she
didn’t like them invading her private sphere. I
told Juliane that they probably couldn’t film this,
but Juliane was not happy about that and said,
maybe we can convince her. We won’t be
disruptive. Line doesn’t have to be in the film at
all if she doesn’t want to.
Alexander was born on August 24th and I
was in Aarhus. How amazing to experience the
next generation, how amazing to live to see this
little human, the child of your child, whom you
clearly remember being born himself. I couldn’t
help but thinking of my mother who had not been
given the gift of seeing her grandchildren.
Alexander was born in the same birth clinic
where Marek had been born. It was closed down
soon after that.

I think this was the photo for the film. They
wanted us to be outside, or maybe we had to be.
Marek and I look on as Hosea holds his tiny son.
The building in the background is the clinic.

The rest of the photos were ours.

Line, Alex and Hosea
Kraushaar
Five years in Hamburg and it all fits into a
few pages. The only memories that have stuck in
my mind have to do with sitting in the office in
Mittelweg, writing, and then trying to figure out
how to make graphics in C for a game. Every
time the graphics appeared I'd cry out in delight.
To me the notion that you could write words (and
numbers) on a computer, then click on a key and
suddenly the screen was filled with blazing colors
and designs was so miraculous. It was almost as
good as having sex. And since I had had no sex
in some years, it was even better, a warm and
fuzzy ersatz.
The distractions were trips to Denmark,
and Marek's growing desire to see more of
Europe.
Ski Trip

The whole family with Alec in the buggy.

Marek, who’d always wanted a little brother or
sister was happy to hold his nephew.

Line with an unhappy Alec, now at home.
Alexander had red hair as a baby.

Fall and winter, Alec is getting to see the world

And himself

I don’t know when these photos were taken,
probably earlier. Heidi tries to lure some
sparrows

Heidi and Manfred with Polly at their back door.
Ski Trip
We no longer had much contact with Wolf
Sorge, but Marek wanted to go skiing again.
Trying to figure out how to do this with just us
two, it made most sense to buy a ski tour with a
Danish Travel Bureau. That way everything was
organized as a package tour which included
transportation and hotel in the ski area. We only
had to pack and get ourselves to the bus which
would drive us to the Alps. The bus was full and
most of the passengers were young people, teens,

Visiting Pucki in her house in Berlin. She had
moved into a house with several apartments, hers
was on the top. She knew the others who lived
there. It was in Gruenwald, a very pretty area
early twenties. I felt old, but for Marek it was
fine, He was accepted into the fold. During the
whole trip from Aarhus to Austria I guess it was,
they played loud techno music which felt like
someone smashing a hammer onto my head all
day long. The music had no tune, just bang bang.
It made me almost crazy.

There wasn’t any snow where we were staying
and I was beginning to worry that this trip would
be a flop. Marek waits for the bus that would
bring us into the mountains.

There was plenty of snow. Marek with sun glasses
and some of the kids from our tour.

accustomed to our life. He couldn’t cook, but he
did the shopping. He’d try a few German words
and mixed it with his small vocabulary of Yiddish
words. But soon he was having trouble getting up
in the morning. I would be rather harsh and force
him to do his chores. He would but then go back
to bed and cry. I was worried about what effect
this might be having on Marek. Would it mess up
Marek’s life. He’d definitely be worried about
bringing friends home if rich were crying or
screaming. Would it perhaps teach Marek
something about compassion? I didn’t know. I
suppose it could go both ways and I wasn’t so
happy about it, but Marek never complained.
Heide / Rich

And me
1995
Rich had given up his job in California
and had gone back to the Boston area. He tried to
find another job, but did not succeed, and I don’t
know how hard he tried. Instead he descended
into a state of complete insanity. He would call
me up and say nothing except, I’m going to kill
myself and then cry.
I think it was at the beginning of the year
that he said, he wanted to come to Berlin. I
suppose he thought a change of scenery, having
people around - us - would improve his mood. I
was skeptical about the idea. But he begged and
cried, and finally my compassion won out, and I
said, he could come. But he had to participate in
house work and do his share. He could also help
with the costs. He agreed to this.
At first he was fairly cheerful, getting

Rich and Marek on the balcony at our apartment
on Schmidt-Rottluff str.
I wanted Rich to get out, now he was here
in another country, on another continent and it
was crazy not to experience a little of the culture.
He had to do something to fill his days besides
laying in bed and crying, howling or sleeping
which I found disturbing. During the day, Marek
was at school and I went to the institute. But I

didn't like him doing nothing, I did what I could
to get him up. He said he wanted to learn
German. But he was full of doubt and hesitation.
There was some element, although I don’t think it
played a large role, in the fear every Jew had
about Germany where once not so long-ago
millions of Jews had been slaughtered. Why learn
the language of the Nazis? I convinced him that
German was quite similar to Yiddish and learning
German would be useful for understanding
Yiddish. Furthermore, since he was going to stay
in Germany for at least half a year, he ought to
have some familiarity with the language. So,
with some prodding he signed up for a German
language course. He managed to get himself to it
most of the time. For all his brilliance in math,
he was an average language student. But he
made some progress, though he didn't go out
much to try using it in real life. Most of the other
students were young, just out of college, or still
in college, wanting to learn German either
because they wanted to stay longer in Germany,
or needed it for some other reason. Rich was the
oldest in the class.
When the class which lasted a few
months, was over, they wanted to have a party to
celebrate. Everyone in the class was invited of
course, and they also could bring their boyfriends
or girlfriends, whether German or not. Rich told
me about it, said I was invited, and added that I'd
really be a lot older than everyone else. He after
all was ten years younger than me, in his early
forties, I was in my early fifties and everyone else
was in their early twenties or less. “We don't have
to go”, he said.
The party was taking place at the home of
one of the girl student's boyfriend. She was a US
native American, who really did look like native
American and had an Indian name as well as a
more typical American name. Her boyfriend was
German. He had a solution for the fact that Rich
and I were so much older. He was inviting a
neighbor, who he said was our age, so we
wouldn't feel out of place. I wouldn't have
minded anyway that much, but it was a nice
thought and I said to Rich, “so we have to go.”
It took place in a nice suburban looking
area of Hamburg in a big house. All the students

were there with their partners and there was one
older woman who when she saw us was
delighted, effused a bit, and started talking to
Rich and me. Her job was to put us at ease and
she was definitely very friendly, talkative and
curious too. Her name was Heide. Like most
Germans she was curious about how I got such a
typical German name like Gretchen. “Is it your
real name?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said. “In the USA, it is not a
nickname. It's also not that uncommon, and it
doesn't mean you have a German family. It's an
American name.”
We talked a bit and then she said. “Rudi
Dutschke's wife was an American named
Gretchen.” I nodded. “Could you be…?”
I couldn't help clearing my throat a bit loudly.
How did she figure it out? It was a long time
ago. “I thought most people had forgotten.”
“No,” she said. “Most people of our generation,
at least, haven't forgotten.” I admitted that I was
Rudi Dutschke's wife and she was very pleased
that she'd figured it out, and that she had a chance
to meet me. She wanted to keep in contact with
me and meet again and eventually she played an
important role in my life.
Phil Hill
Phil Hill had been in our Cambridge
Green group for a while in 1980’s, then he
disappeared. He didn’t say where he was going
and no one had contact with him. I had forgotten
about him until one day in Berlin, someone called
my name. I looked around and to my amazement
it was Phil Hill. “What are you doing here?” I
cried. He said he lived in Berlin. He told me he’d
gone to East Berlin in the 1980’s in the period
before the Wall fell and made contact with the
protest groups in the Round Table who were
fighting for a democratization of the GDR, not an
end to the GDR. They were leftists who admired
the 60’s and 70’s movements of West Germany.
They were opposed to capitalism and thought a
democratic socialism was possible. How Phil had
made contact with them, what he was living
from, he didn’t tell me. But he was working with
them. Perhaps he still had a connection with the

newspaper he’d work for before and was
reporting on what was happening in the GDR. In
any case, after our first meeting we would meet
every so often, usually in East Berlin and he
introduced me to some of the Democracy Now or
New Forum rebels he lived with and worked
with, who were very optimistic, hopeful that
change was possible and very active at that time,
although they had to work partly underground in
order not to be arrested. I am not someone who
has any interest in name dropping and basically, I
couldn’t if I wanted to, because unless I get to
know someone well, I can’t remember names.
But I had seen the names of some of Phil’s
friends in discussions of what was happening in
the GDR, so I knew they were playing an
important role in that early period before and just
after the Wall fell. But when the majority chose
unification with West Germany, they were pushed
aside. It would not be democratic socialism, but
neo-liberal capitalism that took over and made a
few people rich, those who could get a job, or
went to the West did better, but many were
unemployed and feeling betrayed. For those from
the opposition movements, some integrated
themselves into the new situation and kept a
vestige of power, but many became depressed,
felt they’d lost an important struggle and gave up.

dangerous nationalism? Many thought it might. I
don’t know why Mitch came, but as Phil was also
in Berlin, and as he knew Mitch from Cambridge,
he wanted to show us areas around Berlin we’d
never been able to go to.
The other exciting thing in Berlin that
summer was that Christo was wrapping the
Reichstag in silvery cloth. The Reichstag had
been badly damaged in the war and only partly
renovated. With the country united many wanted
the capital moved to Berlin and the government
moved into the Reichstag which had to be
renovated for that. There was a contest to see
which architect would be chosen for the job.
Norman Foster and his idea of a transparent dome
was chosen. But before the work began, Christo
was allowed to wrap the whole building. This
made quite a splash and people from all over
came to see it.

I am standing next to Phil in front of the wrapped
Reichstag before the dome was built. This was in
July, 1995.
No Visa Renewal

Mitch, Phil and I in Koepenick, a part of Berlin
that was unknown to me as was most of the East.
That summer Mitch came Germany. Rich
may have left already by then, in any case Berlin
had become an interesting place, becoming the
capital of a unified Germany. There had been
plenty of trepidation. Will it fall back into

By the beginning of summer 1995 I was
facing a new problem. I wasn't finished with the
book. It was close. I had written almost
everything I thought should be in it. But
Christian D had to correct all my German errors
and it had to be cut. It was way too long. My
visa was running out in August. The book would
not be ready for publishing by that time. I
wanted to stay in Germany. It would be easier to
write, to do the corrections and get the book
ready if I were there. I checked to see if I could

get my visa renewed. But now my
unemployment period was finished. I'd gotten
unemployment money for a year, and then
unemployment help for a year. Each less money
than what I'd had the year before, but still
enough. The next step for someone who was
unemployed was social help. That would be even
less money. However, as a foreigner I was not
eligible to get social help. But the visa people
would not renew my visa unless I had a source of
income. My house in the USA, although it
should have been producing some income, was
not. I knew the person who was supposedly
taking care of it, was pocketing the money. But
there was nothing I could do about it. Chances of
getting a job of any kind in Germany were about
null. I was being forced to leave the country.
Marek did not want to leave. He had a
couple of good friends in school. He'd adjusted
more or less. He'd learned German more or less.
But he was not doing well in school. He'd
already failed once and was now a grade behind.
He was possibly going to fail again, especially
because his German, although he now could
understand perfectly, was still grammatically
hopeless, and perhaps he’d be forced to leave the
gymnasium eventually. This was not good for
him and I thought it actually would be better for
him to go to the USA where he would be in high
school and have a chance to improve. But of
course, his English was also not perfect. He'd left
as a ten-year-old, and although he had English at
Helene Lange gymnasium, the level he was at
hardly improved, but rather began to tend to the
level of the German kids. Although he was now
15, I can imagine that after the several drastic
changes he'd lived through and suffered through,
with the years of crying in despair at school, he
didn't want to go through it again. But I thought
it wouldn't be so bad this time. It would not be a
new language, and we'd be back in Boston,
although I was not going to let him go to school
in Cambridge again, since that had been a
disaster.
But Marek talked to Hans H about his
wish to stay in Germany without me knowing
about it. He knew I wanted him to go back to the
USA. Hans thought it was a good idea for him to

stay in Germany. He told Marek he could live
with them and of course, then be a real German.
Hans then informed me as a completed fact, that
Marek would stay in Germany. He had arranged
it. There was no problem since Marek had
German citizenship. I couldn't believe my ears.
He'd arranged this behind my back, without
consulting me. I said, “no, he can't stay. He is
only 15. He is not an adult. He will stay with
me, his mother, at least until he is 18, then he can
decide for himself, if he wants to go back.” I had
the feeling that there were both nationalistic and
anti-American attitudes in this, as well as the old
feelings against me, as someone from a different
“race”, which I'd experienced from Bernd
Rabehl, from Rudi's family and now from Hans
who at that time had regular meetings with both
Bernd and Helmut Dutschke. Bernd Rabehl at
that time had already revealed himself to be
sympathetic to a neo-Nazi direction. He
maintained that they were the rebels now,
opposing the system. I don’t think Hans
sympathized with that notion, but he likely did
tend in a nationalistic direction. Helmut Dutschke
had, possibly through the influence of Rabehl
began to attack me publicly, saying it was my
fault Rudi had died. Make Marek into a German,
abolish the American influences, and what then?
Would he even be able to get an education with
his inadequate school record? I didn’t want
Marek drawn into this circle and imbued with
nationalistic ideas, and I was aware that they
were trying to turn him against me. It was very
disturbing for me.
Marek was very angry when I insisted
that he would not stay in Germany and not live
with Hans, but would come with me to the USA.
I had never seen him so angry, and yet I was sure
it was the best thing for him. I was angry at Hans
for planning to kidnap my child. What role
Bernd and Helmut played in it, I don't know. But
it was an unholy alliance.
Once it was decided though, and everyone
knew it was going to be this way, Marek calmed
down and prepared for the next stage of his life in
the USA.
Italy

That last summer when I already knew
that we were going to leave it was Marek who
wanted to go to Italy. As a sort of olive leaf, I
was pretty much willing to do whatever he
wanted, so he wouldn't be so angry at me. He
was interested in history, interested in the Antique
and so we made plans. I don't remember if we
went by bus or train. But I decided we'd go to
three cities and stay for some days at each of
them, so we could explore them more thoroughly,
rather than trying to see everything. We went to
Venice, Florence and Rome. Marek wanted to
see as many Roman ruins as possible. We even
took a trip down to Ostia? to see the remains of ?
which was quite amazing to see.

Me and Marek in the Coloseum in Rome
The most curious event during that trip
happened in Venice. I knew Rudi’s friend Gaston
had moved to Venice many years before and from
that time I had an address. I had liked Gaston,
found his fuzzy way of speaking comforting, and
he’d always been friendly to me, as many of
Rudi’s SDS comrades had not. So I thought why
don’t we see if Gaston is there and visit him. I

hadn’t informed him ahead of time. Marek was
willing to try, it would be a change from just the
two of us meandering around. So I found the
street in Venice where he lived. But it was a
motorcycle store. That rather puzzled me, but we
went inside and said, in English, hoping they’d
understand, that we were looking for Gaston
Salvatore. They said, yes, next door. So OK, he
still lived there. We rang the bell next door
although I don’t think there was a name on the
door. No one came and we rang several times
more. And then the door opened. It was Gaston. I
was almost as surprised as he was I think. I told
him the kid with me was Marek, whom he’d
never met, but I’m sure he knew he was Rudi’s
son. He invited us inside, though I think he was a
little flummoxed. First because we were so
completely unexpected and he had no idea what
to do with us, and secondly because he was
getting ready for a party. He said, he’d invited a
bunch of friends that evening, because it was the
Festa del Redentore: The feast commemorates
the end of the plague in Venice of 1576. The
church Il Redantore was built on the island of
Giudecca to celebrate the end of the epidemic.
Gaston’s apartment was directly on the Grand
Canal opposite the Redantore church. That
evening the marine would build a pontoon bridge
across the canal to a cathedral on the other side
and believers would cross it to enter the church.
At midnight there would be fireworks, right in
front of his house. You can stay if you would like,
it will be interesting, he said. Of course, we
wanted to stay, but we weren’t really prepared for
a party. It doesn’t matter, he said, but I must get
everything ready. The apartment itself was quite
elegant with dark wood trimming and a huge
fireplace. Because we’d been walking around all
day and were hot and sweaty, although we
couldn’t change our clothes, he said we could
take a bath if we wanted to.
It all worked out. We were a bit of a
curiosity for Gaston’s guests, because most of
them knew who Rudi Dutschke was. They were
mostly I suppose the culture elite of the city,
artists, writers, intellectuals, but were friendly.
The event itself was amazing to watch as the
pontoon was built, the people began crossing

over and hundreds of boats gradually collected
around the cathedral to watch the fireworks
which went on for an hour. This was definitely
the high point of the trip for me and for Marek.

Fireworks on the Grand Canal in front of the
Redentore Church / photo from Internet
Leaving Germany
I had packed all our belongings in a huge
crate. I had bought a clothes closet in Hamburg, I
had lots of books, papers, notebooks and the book
shelves, plus clothes, toys, a record player and
who knows what else. It was a huge crate which I
sent to Virginia Savage, where I could get the
stuff when we found a place to live. I did not
intend to go back to Cambridge because I didn’t
think it would be a good place for Marek to go to
school. I was not happy to leave Hamburg, but I
wasn’t going into the unknown either.
In order to finish the book, I had to have
constant contact with Christian Dittfurth who was
correcting my wacko German grammar. At that
time, we had computers, but no internet.
Everything had to be put on diskettes and sent by
mail. That of course was possible, it just took a
while. I had no doubt that the book eventually
would be finished.

