USA 1985-1990
Arrival in Boston 1985
I remember getting off the plane at Logan
Airport with Polly and Marek. We had a lot of
luggage, though we'd shipped most of our things,
but I knew it would take a long time for that to
arrive in the USA, so we needed enough stuff to
start a new life in Boston. We walked out into
the lobby after going through customs and Jerry
was there waiting. I was relieved that we
wouldn't be hurled into a void. He seemed
pleased to see us and bundled us off to his car
and then to his house. "You can stay as long as
necessary," he said. "Until you find a place to
live." He suggested we stay in Brookline and get
the children into school in Brookline. The school
system is good here, he said.
I knew that Jerry and Darlene had gotten
divorced some years ago and Jerry had remarried.
His wife was Sonal and they had two young
children together, Nimisha and Aniket. Cybele
and Brenna had gone to live with Darlene at that
time. Sonal was originally from India, but had
been in the USA many years and was working at
MIT. She greeted us graciously and opened her
home to us. I could relax a little.
I asked Jerry several times where Darlene
was and how I could get in contact with her, but
he always changed the subject and never gave an
answer. I was mystified. She had stopped writing
to me several years before and it was apparent
that she wasn’t in the Boston area any more. But
why the secretiveness. I couldn’t guess.
What I noticed most of all those first days
in Boston, oddly, was how light it was. I kept
saying, it's so light here. Jerry would look at me
like I was crazy. It was toward the end of
November. It was getting dark at around 4 PM.
There'd be gray days with no sunshine, and cold
gusts of wind from the north.
"It doesn't seem light to me," Jerry said.
But the next day the sun would shine. In fact,
most days the sun did shine and at noon it was
bright. There was no sheen of gloominess in the
air, no cold drizzle, no day after day with no
sunshine at all.

"It is just very light compared to
Denmark," I'd say. "It seems very bright to me."
Maybe it was because I was also feeling hope
that this new stage in my life would work out,
that I'd finally be beyond the mourning period for
Rudi, that I wouldn't be sick all the time, that I'd
be able to do something with my life still.
Polly enrolled at Brookline High School.
She was 15 and thus was placed as a sophomore.
Her English wasn't very good so they put her in
ESL classes for many of her subjects. But she
could also choose some subjects. She found that
very interesting because it wasn't possible in
Denmark. Within a short period of time she had
made many friends among the ESL students who
came from countries all over the world.

Aniket and Marek in Brookline 1985
The next weeks I spent looking for a place
for us to live. It wasn't cheap in Brookline, but
I'd taken Jerry's advice to stay in Brookline. I
finally found a two-room flat that was being
sublet. It wasn't big, but it was convenient, didn't
cost way too much and was in Brookline. Polly
got the bedroom and the second room served all
other functions. The place would be ready after
New Year's, the present owner was still using it
for a New Year’s Eve party, but would have it
cleaned up and ready for us in the morning.
On New Year's Eve we left Jerry's. I don't
remember exactly why. Boston was celebrating
First Night as it did every year. There were
fireworks in the harbor, ice sculptures, and all
sorts of places open and celebrating, but many of

them cost money to go on. There were thousands
of people in the streets. But it was very cold. I
thought we could simply meander through the
celebrations until morning when we could go to
our new home. However, sometime after
midnight we all began to freeze. Marek was tired
and didn't want to walk anymore and neither did
Polly and I. We can't go to that house yet, I said.
But even though there were still lots of people on
the streets, they were getting crazier too, many of
them very drunk. There didn't seem to be a place
where we could go. We started walking down
Beacon St. toward Brookline. It's a long walk
from Boston Center to Brookline but not
impossible. However, we were dead tired and
frozen by that time. Suddenly I saw a hotel. It
was open, so we went in. Yes, there was a room,
but it was expensive. OK. We need to rest.
We'll take it.
In the morning when we woke up and had
breakfast at the hotel, we went on down Beacon
St. past Coolidge Corner and on to Tappan street
where our new home was across from Shaw's
Supermarket.
1986
Now with a place to live, Polly settled in
school and a kindergarten for Marek, I had to
figure out my new life. I'd decided to study video
production. I thought that I'd learn how to do it
professionally and hopefully meet people at the
school with whom I could later develop video
productions. The best school for this in Boston
was Emerson College. I could get a master's
degree in video production there. I began the
semester in January of 1986. I was almost 44
years old. Everyone else was between 18 and 29.
I was the age of most of the teachers. And I was
finding it hard to fit in. To help me pay the
tuition I got a job at the college, doing assistant
work for the teachers. Actually, I liked the
studies, both the theoretical and the practical.
But I did find that the physical part of schlepping
the equipment around was too difficult for me. I
knew I couldn't do this alone. But I wasn't
finding anyone.
I met a woman named Jill, though I don't

This photo is in Brooklyn New York, in the middle
John Flores who had become Juan Flores with
his new partner and Marek. But I don’t remember
exactly when it was we visited them.
remember how I met her. She lived in Concord I
think it was and I believe it was on land that had
belonged to the Louisa May Alcott commune.
There was no commune anymore, but it was as if
the ghosts lived on not letting people forget. Jill
had some ideas. She thought Hollywood would
be interested in a Rudi Dutschke movie and she
was going to ask her contacts. I just had to make
a proposal, which I did.
Shortly after I me her, Jill told me the
story of her peyote experience. She'd been in
Mexico at a party where peyote was being
offered. She tried it and then went out into the
night high on it and walked through the darkness.
She didn't notice that she was walking over a
cliff. I imagine it something like in cartoons,
where the character takes a couple steps in thin
air and then plunges. Jill plunged and landed on

some kind of ledge breaking her back. She had
recovered from it pretty much, though sometimes
had pain and was a couple inches shorter.

The colors for Jill’s paper

The pieces of paper are almost finished, but must
still dry
Jill created fancy paper which she sold.
The paper had designs on it in various colors and
was very pretty, but also expensive. For one of
my video projects at the school we came up with
the idea of showing the whole process of how she
made the paper from beginning to end. I think it
was a rather nice video and Jill liked it. But none
of this led to anything.
Another of my video assignments was to
make an appropriate ad for public television.
Mine had to do with accepting diversity and I
decided to use the kids in Marek's kindergarten to
play the various roles. The teacher agreed to the
project. Most of the children were white, but
there was one black girl who was in the bussing
program and also a couple other minority
children. The teacher seemed to be especially
interested in the black girl, perhaps to see how
she could get extra support for her schooling. In

any case, that girl was by far the best actor of all
the children. She understood exactly what I
wanted her to do and she could act it out
perfectly. I told the teacher that she was really
good, by far the best and the teacher seemed
pleased. I always sort of wondered what
happened to that girl. Was she able to develop
her talents?
I do remember one very embarrassing
situation at the school. We had a project for
which we had to stand in front of the class and do
some kind of play acting. I’d just been to the
lavatory before this and hadn’t noticed, that my
skirt had gotten stuck in my pants in the back. So
I was standing up there with my underpants in
view. When I discovered it, I was wishing
desperately to sink through the floor, but of
course, I couldn’t. Perhaps both my age and my
mistakes alienated me a bit from the others, I
don’t know. But on the whole, I’d done well in
the courses.
After one and a half years, I 'd finished all
the course work and all that was left was the
master's project which could be a thesis or a
video project. I hadn't found anyone to work
with and I knew I couldn't do a video project
alone. I decided I had to think about it, try to
figure how to proceed and that would take a long
time.
Hosea and Line visit Boston 1986
Line,
Hosea,
Marek at
Quincey
Market

Line, Hosea and Marek’s jumpsuit I’d sewed
while we were still in Denmark, made of pieces of
cloth from the clothes factory behind our condo.

Enjoying ice cream, Line and Marek

Sightseeing: at Niagara Falls

camping gear and set off. We made a stop at
Niagara Falls. To go up close to Niagara Falls
you had to wear a raincoat, supplied by the tour
company.

We lit a fire when it got dark and used it to heat
food for our supper

Hosea, Marek and Line

dancing in front of the tent

The tent with food, toiletries and other stuff
scattered around
Hosea and Line came to visit us. Marek
was overjoyed. He missed his big brother a lot.
We did a thorough sightseeing tour through the
Boston area and then decided to drive to Chicago.
Polly didn’t come with us. Perhaps because she
still had school until the end of June.
No one had enough money to stay in
hotels on the way, so we packed my tent and

Line

We drove on and made it to somewhere in
Ohio where we decided to stop at a state park
where there was camping and it was still light
enough for us to set up the tent. It was not a super
large tent, but big enough to squeeze four people
into it.
During the night we were awaken by a
racket outside the door of the tent. Since we
couldn’t guess what it was, everyone was scared.
Was it a robber, a criminal wanting to slaughter
us? Finally, Hosea unzipped the door a little and

peered out. Several raccoons were scrounging
through our belongings and the vestiges of our
supper. But it was dark and he didn’t know what
kind of animals they were. What if they are
bears? I looked out. I think they’re raccoons and
I’m sure they won’t hurt us, I said. So, we all
laughed and went back to sleep.
We got to Chicago the next day, drove
through the city and straight to Oak Brook to stay
at my dad’s house, so Line could meet Hosea’s
family: Dad, Jacie as well as brother Tim and his
family.
The Next Move 1987
After we'd been in the apartment on
Tappan street for a year, our lease was running
out and I was tired of being crowded in there with
no space for myself. I was looking for a new
apartment in Brookline that was bigger and still
not too expensive. I finally found one. It was on
Beacon St. on the third floor in a fairly new
apartment building. It had three rooms plus a
kitchen and bath on two floors with a balcony
which wasn't overlooking Beacon street It was
fairly nice, much larger and close to where we’d
lived before. It had not been easy to find a place,
because no one wanted to rent an apartment to a
single mother with two children, but this owner,
an absentee condo owner was willing to give us a
lease. We were to move in on January 1, 1987.
On New Year's Eve of that year, Polly said she
was going out to celebrate with her friends. What
I didn't know was that she had the key to the new
apartment which she'd taken without my
knowledge and the place where she intended to
celebrate was in that apartment which did not yet
belong to us. Her party got out of control. The
kids brought alcohol which they'd stolen from
their parent’s wine cabinets. Then kids who
Polly didn't know and who came from no one
knows where arrived with drugs. It got loud and
crazy. Someone called the police. The owner
was notified. Because they were all underage,
they weren't jailed, but it was duly noted. The
final result of it all was that the owner did not
want us there. We'd signed the lease, so there
was a certain obligation on his part, but I suspect

that part of the deal was that he wouldn't
prosecute me, if I agreed to leave the apartment
as soon as possible, at the latest when the lease
ran out in a year. He made it clear that the lease
would not under any circumstances be renewed.
Yes, I was angry and frustrated. We had a
reprieve of one year, and what then? I had no
idea.
We moved in on January first, but I
couldn't enjoy it, knowing it would be temporary.
These were difficult years, alone with no support,
and trying to make a decent life for my children. I
don’t think I was sad or depressed. I felt I’d be
able to manage it somehow, but I can’t say I was
happy. I knew with this black mark on our
record, no one would rent us a place, and buying
seemed impossible. I didn't have a job and the
only income we had was an allowance we were
getting from the foundation in Denmark. But
with a year to find a solution, we settled in the
apartment on Beacon St. Polly could continue at
Brookline High school and Marek at Runkles
School, where he’d begun first grade.

Marek in front of Runkles School
Our new house had one big disadvantage.
Right next door was an abortion clinic. That
wouldn't have mattered except that the antiabortion groups had singled this place out to
demonstrate, every day. They would circle
around in front of the building with their posters,
blocking the sidewalk and singing. They would
harass passers-bye. Even worse, they harassed
the children: Polly on her way to school. She
didn't care so much. She and her friends would
make fun of them. But they harassed Marek. He

was 6 years old. He had no idea what it was all
about and it was scary to have angry
people yelling strange things at him. He had to
go past them every day on the way to school. I
found it disgusting, the people who did this were
simply evil. And how evil they were we later
heard after we'd moved away. Someone from
that anti-abortion organization had gone into the
clinic and murdered several people, nurses and
patients, and a doctor.

Polly’s friends in front of the school during the
new school year. Polly is standing in back, arm in
arm with her friend Kama.
One day Polly came home with two girls
from school. She had just met them recently and
obviously really liked them. Both were beautiful.
She introduced them to me, Bathsheva who was a
grade ahead and Jasmine who was in Polly’s year.
They had lived in Israel before coming to Boston.
Their mother was from Ethiopia and their father
from Austria, but he had a job in Boston which is
why they were there. With the exception of Kama
and maybe a couple others, all of Polly’s friend’s
families had come from other countries. Because
she was from a foreign country and didn’t know
English very well, she was in classes for nonEnglish speakers which is where she met them.
Some of them were also excellent students. They
spent lots of time together, having parties,
talking, hanging out. But at that time Brookline
High School was plagued with drugs. It had
begun I suppose with Hash, but hard drugs were
floating around as well. The Kids began using

them at parties and for some of them, it began
turning into a habit which ruined their lives.

I think this was Jasmin’s school photo, I don’t
have one of Bathsheva
Polly told me years later, that she had
been aware of what was happening to some of
her friends. And she had decided that she was not
going to take drugs. She realized the danger I
believe. Whether she tried the stuff I don’t know,
she didn’t confide in me, presumably because she
knew it would upset me and I’d probably be
angry. The relationship between mothers and
daughters becomes very tangled and distant
during the teen age years. I know it from my own
experience. And certainly, it was the case with
Polly and I. We are two very different people and
we don’t know how to make a bridge. I think it is
similar with Polly and her daughter. Two very
different people with opposing interests. And
Polly tries to act toward her daughter as she
perhaps had hoped I would behave toward her.
But it often was and is a catastrophe.
Polly did get to know what a certain
sector of the US youth population was like, yes,
diverse, lively, rebellious and totally ignoring
racial divisions, but it was also an upper middle
class group of kids, many Jewish, though most

were not intensely intellectual geeky kids like the
people I knew in high school. Perhaps the drugs
were the reason she decided in the end not to stay
in the USA. Perhaps she sensed the dead end the
friends might drive into.

Marek

Marek on the balcony at the Beacon street
apartment
US Greens July, 1987
I found out, that the Greens were having
an international conference which was being held
in July at Hampshire College in Amherst,
Massachusetts and was entitled "Building the
Green Movement - A National Conference for a
New Politics. “Since the conference was not
terribly far from Boston, it would be easy for me
to get there. I must have bought an old second
hand car by then, a Dodge I believe, which was
easy in the US and they were cheap. This made it
possible to get around not only around Boston,
but also further away. The public transportation
system existed, there was the T in Boston which
ran regularly from the suburbs into the city, but it
was limited, so it was almost necessary to have a
car, even just to buy groceries.

Over 600 people were in attendance at the
conference. Some of the tensions within the U.S.
Green movement were already apparent - 'party
vs. movement', 'deep ecology vs. social ecology'
and 'New Left vs. New Age. Speakers at the
various meetings whom I met and continued to
have contact with included Murray Bookchin,
who’d written on the social ecology aspect, Guy
Chichester John Rensenbrink and Howie
Hawkins who were trying to set up a Green Party
in New England, Howie Hawkins ran for various
offices many times. Workshops included a
session on Independent Political Action.
In Germany I had been planning to join
the Green party when we moved to Bremen,
which of course never happened. But if the
Greens organized themselves in the USA, I could
join. Unlike in Germany there was virtually no
way they could win an election which required a
majority to win, although single persons who
were popular might win in local communities, so
it wasn’t completely hopeless. All the Americans
who wanted to be Greens came from the 60’s and
70’s leftist movements, though from various

wings
The Conference lasted several days and
there were both workshops with various themes
as well as general meetings for everyone.

been married to Rudi Dutschke and that I knew
about the Green beginnings in Germany.

Conference participants relaxing on the grass
between sessions.

There were activities for the kids to keep them
busy while the meetings were taking place.
Between meetings there were meals where people
sat in small groups outside and discussed the
problems in their areas, what was being done, and
a bit about themselves.
There was lots of optimism that interest
would take off for the Greens in the USA and for
the environmental and social problems that the
Greens were concerned with. Several people had
come from Germany to the conference. One of
them was Jutta Dittfurth. She was active in the
German Greens. The party had by then gotten
into various parliaments in the German states
where there was a 5% limit. I also met Phil Hill
there. He was American, came from Washington
D.C. I think, but had spent time in Germany as a
journalist and wrote for a small newspaper in
Washington. At some point I’d mentioned that I’d

Participants and children meandering around the
campus during the conference
This made me rather popular..
Since I don’t remember exactly when I
first heard about the local Boston Green group, I
don’t know when I joined, but it was probably
before the Amherst Conference. So, I knew Mitch
Chanelis who was very involved in getting a
Green group started in Boston. The other US
Greens came from various states, but the most
vocal New England Green was Howie Hawkins
who lived either in Vermont.
After the conference our small group of
Boston Greens grew a bit and I got to know
Mitch Chanelis better. Phil Hill went back to
Washington, but we kept in contact. Phil reported
on the conference in his newspaper. Mit Jutta
Dittfurth there was also an occasional contact.
Mitch and buying the house 1987
Mitch was an active Green, so I’d meet

him at the Green meetings which I'd begun
attending regularly. He was also a follower of
Henry George and tried to convince me and
everyone else to become Georgists. The basic
Georgist supposition was that land was the
defining factor in exploitation and thus unlike
Marx it was not the proletariat one should count
on to make the revolution. Henry George was
anti-Marxist, but Green compatible.
Mitch was also a real estate agent. I liked
him, though I didn’t entirely agree with him.. He
was a roughshod looking man, around my age,

Me. Probably 1987. I had cut my hair except for
one tiny pigtail
a bit younger, Jewish and opinionated especially
about his adherence to his Georgist political
philosophy. I would meet Mitch sometimes for
lunch, to talk, or at Green meetings. I had a
slight crush on him. He responded by saying
things like he was married, though he did not
seem to have a partner. Later he modified that by
saying that he'd gotten married in order that the
woman who was from some other country could
get a green card. He had no contact with her any
more. Then he'd say, we can get closer together
later, just not now, which I found odd, but didn't
think too much about it. I just wondered when

the later would be.
I told him about our housing problem.
“But you can buy a house”, he said.
I laughed. “That's impossible. I don't
have a job. What bank would give me a loan?”
“Do you have cash for a down payment?”
“Well”, I said, “there's the foundation.
They might give me some cash. Maybe.”

Mitch Chanelis , same place, but I don’t
remember where
“Then you can buy a three family”, he
said.
“Huh? That's even more expensive.”
“Not necessarily. You could get a three
family in Cambridge and the rent from the two
other apartments would be your income and the
bank would accept that if your down payment is
large enough”.
So, I said, “OK. Let's try it.” But I didn't
have too much hope. It seemed farfetched.
Nonetheless, I wrote to Peter Widmann to see if it
would be possible to get some of the money from
the foundation for a down payment. I told him,
that we pretty much would not be able to rent an
apartment, and we needed a place to live.
After some time, he answered and said
some of the money could be sent to the USA
without having to pay taxes on it in Denmark. It
would then have to be taxed in the USA. But in

the USA since it hadn't been earned recently and
not in the USA, it didn't have to be taxed either.
So, Mitch began looking for the right apartment
building for us. Cambridge at that time was in
the process of gentrifying. People were slowly
buying houses in semi-slum areas, old houses that
were not in the best condition, but also not
collapsing. Cambridge had rent control, but by
then the rents were so low, that owners could not
keep up the properties which were beginning to
decay to the point where something had to be
done, and they were losing money, so everyone,
except for the people who had these cheap
apartments were looking for solutions. Many of
the people living in these places were wealthy.
Some were poor. It seemed like there had to be a
way for wealthy people to pay ordinary rents and
a way for poor people to get subsidies. I looked
at a number of apartment buildings, all of which
needed a lot of work. The best option seemed to
be a building on 80 Kinnaird St. The apartments
were a good size with 4 rooms, a big kitchen and
very small bathroom. They had back porches
which however were so rotten that they were
dangerous. This building had another small
house in the back yard, which meant there was no
yard. A man named Brian wanted the small
house in the back, but not the apartment building.
He intended to buy the whole thing and then sell
the front building with the condition that there
would be permanent access to the back house.
The price was acceptable. So, I agreed to buy the
three-family house, if I could get a loan from the
bank. It was 1987 and the banks were giving
mortgages to anyone almost. In any case, my
income from potential, but at that time nonexistent rents, was considered acceptable and my
down payment was quite large, I think about 15
or 20% of the total cost.
It was the first time I'd ever owned
property. The condo in Denmark had been
owned by the foundation even though it was our
money originally, and I had chosen that condo.
But the foundation still had a certain say in it and
a certain responsibility. It was a security blanket,
like life in Denmark generally was. Now I was
on my own and I was managing. I think that’s
what sustained me. Waking each morning I was

facing a struggle, with family, with finances, with
my future, but every time I found a solution, it
was a victory that I could celebrate
psychologically. I felt sort of rich owning a
house. It was a funny feeling. The neighborhood
was mixed, here and there gentrified, but with
plenty of semi-decayed properties as well. It was
fairly well integrated, white and black, and
remained so the whole time we lived there.
Marek would be going to a new school in
Cambridge at the Martin Luther King school
which was several blocks away, but Polly did not
want to leave Brookline High school and her
friends there. She would be going into her senior
year in the fall. We had to find a solution for
that. But there was time. The house needed to be
completely renovated and that would take a while
before we could move into it.

My house on Kinnaird St.
I had been living on the money from the
foundation, but once I bought the house in
Cambridge there wasn't any money left. I had to
find a way to earn money. The house itself was
over a hundred years old and although it was

structurally solid, the apartments were a mess.
They probably hadn't been redecorated and
repaired in 40 years. Mitch advised me. You
want them to be rentable at a good price, he said.
Renters want everything in good condition, the
walls should be white, the wood floors are
excellent but need to be sanded and
polyurethaned. The bathrooms are too small.
You can rent them as three-bedroom apartments,

closet in it. That way students can afford the
apartments.
As soon as everything was settled, I began
the renovations. I'd gotten a loan from the bank
to pay for the building and after my down
payment, I still had money left to do extensive
upgrading of the place. The bathrooms were
expanded by tearing down the wall between them
and the kitchen and putting up a new wall at the

Process of renovation: 1. Marek and me 2. Front
bedroom 3. Bathroom before renovation

1.Front room, 2.Bedroom 3.Kitchen
he suggested, although the third bedroom was
meant to be a living room. But you must put a

edge of the kitchen window. It added a couple
feet to the bathroom, enough to make it

comfortable, and the kitchen was still big.
The renovation process had to be completed with
the amount of money I had. It was a massive job.
But I didn't have enough money to hire a
reputable company. That meant I had to do some
of the work myself and to find handworkers who
didn't charge a lot. Mitch had connections
through his real estate job. However, there was
obviously a reason why they didn't charge a lot.
They weren't quite completely incompetent, but
they had problems. Mitch had an old friend from
beatnik days, Eric who had once been a Kerouac
devotee. Maybe he'd even written poetry. But
now he was a rather ravaged alcoholic painter.
He tried to earn his living as a painter, but he
was such a slave to alcohol, that he couldn't
finish a job, so he was quite poverty stricken.
Nonetheless, Mitch insisted that when he was
sober, he was an excellent painter. So, I said OK,
let's have him do it. It was an exercise in futility.
But the thing was that Eric was charming in
his way. He would explain to me how to plaster
and then paint a room and I'd watch him and
learn. He got part of the room finished. He was
actually a good painter, but sometimes all he
wanted for his work was beer. However, once
he’d drunk a carton full of beer he couldn't work.
So, the paint job progressed very slowly. When
he'd collapse on the floor in a drunken stupor, I
would sigh in frustration. I’d certainly rather have
paid him with money, but he didn’t want it.
Occasionally Eric wanted food rather than
beer. Once we went out to eat at McDonalds.
Marek came too. There was a bug in Marek's
hamburger. I said, “ick. Don’t eat it.”
But Eric said, “ah bugs are good, very
healthy.” He picked it up and dangled it over his
mouth.
Marek stared at him.
“If it's so healthy, eat it”, I said.
“You can't eat it”, Marek said.
“Yes, I can”, said Eric, and he put the bug
in his mouth and chewed it with pleasure.
I started to laugh, Marek hesitated and
then started to laugh too.
After eating Eric said, “I have to go now.”
“What about finishing the room?”
“Not today, tomorrow I'll be back”. And

he went away.
But he didn't come the next day, or the
next day, or the next. So, on the third day, I
thought there's no other option. I have to do it
myself or the room will never be done, and I need
it done as soon as possible so I can rent the
apartment and earn money before my savings are
used up. I opened the paint buckets that were
strewn through the room and started to paint the
way, he'd instructed. I wasn't very fast and I
didn't finish the room that day. The next day he
showed up again. He didn't say anything about
the fact that most of the room was finished.
Maybe he didn't remember. But it was OK.
There were three apartments that had to be
painted. But often after an hour, he'd say, I'm
tired. Sometimes he just laid on the sofa and
went to sleep. Sometimes he disappeared and I
would start painting.
Then there was the plumber. He was an
older man from somewhere in South America. He
wasn't really a plumber, and he didn't speak
English very well. At Mitch's suggestion I had
decided to enlarge the tiny bathrooms, taking part
of the kitchens which were very large and even
after losing that section were still large. The new
bathrooms needed new plumbing. The plumber
worked a couple days without me noticing much
progress, and then one day I went in the basement
and saw him sitting there, staring at the pipes as
if he was mesmerized. A few hours later I came
back again and he was still in the same place, still
staring and I wondered if he'd gone insane.
“What's the matter”? I asked.
He shook his head. "Don't know," he
said. "Can't do." It was a job I could not do
myself. I had to ask Mitch to see if he could find
another plumber. I needed to get a real plumber
this time. I also got a trustworthy firm to build
new back porches as the existing ones were lifethreateningly rotted. I couldn't risk having them
collapse. Bit by bit then, the huge job was
progressing.
The electricity was also a problem. There
was a large bundle of wires strung through the
entrance hall and stairway. They just hung there
loosely, attached here and there to the wall and
the hand railing. I knew they had to be put into

the wall and not just left out in the open like that.
But the hall lighting didn't work. You could turn
the lights on from the bottom, but it was
supposed to be that you could turn on the
entrance hall stairway lights on and off from
inside every apartment, as well as turning them
on and off inside the main door. It was a
complicated piece of electric wiring. The
electricians Mitch had found were once again, not
electricians, but a bunch of young guys also
South Americans who said they had experience
with this. Within a few hours they had
completely detached all the connections in the
hallway leaving no functioning lights at all,
which wasn't great when you came home at night.
The idea was to get the wires under the plaster
and reattach everything. But they sat up there on
their ladders for a whole day after that and still
nothing worked. They were back the next day,
they screwed and unscrewed wires. I'd come out
every so often to see their progress. Once I came
out the all the lights were blinking like in a
circus. The guys were standing there staring at it.
When they saw me, they shrugged. "Doesn't look
right," one of them said.
"No," I said. Do you know how to fix
this?
Once again, I got a sort of blank look
from them, and finally an answer. “No.”
I grimaced, ground my teeth together and
said, “OK, I'll try to figure it out myself.” What
else was I to do? Electricians were very
expensive and I didn't have enough money to pay
one for a big job like this.
I ended up borrowing a book from
Virginia Savage which showed how to wire both
simple and rather complicated electric systems. I
read the book and tried to understand, and bit by
bit it seemed to make sense. I thought I
understood the process and then I pulled down
the mess they had made. I needed the guys help
for some things, but basically, I started screwing
and unscrewing the wires, testing and redoing
and in the end, I got the whole system to work the
way it should. You could turn the lights on and
off in every apartment as well as at the entrance.
When we tested it the final time and it all worked
with no fireworks they were as surprised as I was,

everyone cheered. After that, they had a certain
respect for me and even considered inviting me to
be on their team, which I had no intention of
doing. They got the wires hidden under the
plaster almost everywhere, although in one place,
oddly they stuck out, and it stayed that way the
whole time we lived there. It was all totally
illegal, but it worked and it stayed that way until I
sold the building.

Virginia Savage on her front porch
I don’t remember how I met Virginia
Savage. I think she found me. She had a nice old
house in the northern part of Cambridge. My
house was in the southern section, south of Mass.
Avenue which ran through the middle of
Cambridge from Harvard to MIT. Virginia was
living alone in her big house. She was originally
from somewhere in the south and still had a
strong southern accent. She was an artist and did
illustrations of plants for various publications.
She had a sister who lived in Ireland. This sister
didn’t believe in official medicine and when she
became ill used only alternative herbal remedies.
She probably had cancer and eventually died.
There were three children, all with different
fathers who had all disappeared from her life,

leaving her alone with the children. The children
had Irish citizenship. As there was no one to take
care of them, Virginia as their aunt said she’d
take them. But it was a huge bureaucracy struggle
to get them to the USA because of their
nationality. Eventually though it all worked out
and Virginia who’d lived her life as a spinster,
suddenly had three children, one of them Tristan
was very young. Darragh was about Marek’s age
and the daughter I think her name was Felicity
Rose was the oldest. Virginia did a fine job with
the children and became a great help to me
adjusting to life in Cambridge.
We were ensconced in our house on
Kinnaird St. The renovation was partly finished.
I'm not sure when it was completely done. In the
end we had a very nice place to live, each of us
had our own bedroom, we had a living room and
dining room, a brand-new bathroom and a big
new kitchen, all of it accomplished on a rather
constrained budget. I was quite proud of myself.
Polly had been allowed to finish her
junior school year at Brookline even after we
moved to Cambridge, but she wasn't going to be
allowed to stay another year. She did not want to
change schools again. But again, we found a
solution. Bathsheva and Jasmin were among
Polly's best friends. They considered themselves
Jewish, since their mother had converted when
she'd married their father. They were beautiful
girls, reflecting their Ethiopian heritage. That
year for some reason, their mother whose name
was Phenote no longer lived with their father.
Perhaps he'd had to go somewhere else because
of his job, but the girls wanted to finish high
school in Brookline, so Phenote got an apartment
in Brookline. It was small, but they made room
for Polly too. During the week all of them lived
there, but on the weekends, Polly came to
Cambridge where there was much more room.
Hosea and Line visit us in 1987
There is much I’ve forgotten about this
period of my life. Looking at my photos, I see
that Hosea and Line came again to Cambridge in
1987. This was always a joyous period for Marek
who loved having his brother around.

Living history in Salem (I think)

Line, Marek, Hosea at the Charles River in
Cambridge

I do remember the day we went to Salem,
the old witch village which still had buildings
from the 17th century. Mitch came along.
.
Visiting Joan
Joan was one of my friends from
Wheaton College and whenever we wanted to
take a trip to New York we could stay at her
house in New Jersey which was just across the
river. She was married to Dick Ostling who
worked for Time Magazine. They were good
Democrats, but not revolutionaries, nonetheless,
the discussions were always interesting.

Hosea and Mitch: North Shore
.Joan’s two daughters, Elizabeth and Margaret,
Joan and Joan’s friend. Marek in front.
I don’t know exactly when this visit to
New Jersey to see Joan occurred. Her friend who
lived in Boston was also visiting and we agreed
we’d see each other again in Boston which we
did. However, although we lived in Cambridge
and the friend lived in Boston, the trip to get
there was very complicated. She lived across the
bay from the airport. It meant she had a lovely
view of the sea, but it was also noisy when planes
arrived and departed, which was frequent.
Because traversing Cambridge and Boston was
difficult, the connection did not develop into a
friendship.
Life on Kinnaird Street

Marek, Hosea, Mitch, maybe this is in Salem

It was a crazy time. Chaotic. I'd
discovered some curious things about
Cambridge: that it was called the People's
Republic of Cambridge, that there was a bar

Marek, the friend whose name I’ve forgotten and
Joan
about two blocks from our house called The Plow
and Stars. An Irish pub, where they'd collected
money for the IRA in Ireland. Some nights they
had live music which often was good, so I went
to hear the music, sometimes with Eric the
painter. One afternoon I was there and people
were discussing politics. They did that.
Suddenly I don't remember why, they began to
sing the International. I knew it, a bit, in
German. They sang in English, but suddenly the
whole pub was swinging, everyone shouting or
singing at the top of their lungs "the international
will be the human race.” Or “erkaempft das
Menschenrecht." No one knew all the words to
the rest of the verses. It didn't matter, they kept
singing it over and over. And I thought, wow.
Who'd ever have thought it would be like this in
the USA.
There was a man there, what the heck was
his name? a regular who was one of the centers of
attraction at the Plough and Stars. He drank a lot,
no question about it, a beatnik like the painter but
in a different way. This guy had a peg leg like a
pirate and he looked like a pirate too with a
shaggy beard, unkempt hair and a swaggering
style. He'd stomp into the place, plop down and
raising his mug of beer, expound on some bizarre
or political theme. He was looking for a place to
live, a bed at least. He said he could pay. I was a
little leery of him because of the large amounts of
alcohol he consumed and his bedraggled
appearance. I didn't know how trustworthy he
was. But I agreed to rent a room to him. He
moved in with a knapsack. That's about all he

had. At some point he'd leave the house probably
late morning and I'd hear his peg leg stomping
down the stairs and sometime in the middle of the
night when he returned, drunk I suppose, when
the Plough and Stairs closed, his peg leg stomped
up the stairs. I could hear his leg banging on the
stairs. It inevitably woke me up.
He said he worked at MIT. It seemed like
a contradiction to me. MIT the place of super
intellectuals, who sat in labs and contemplated
the universe. They didn't look like pirates and
they didn't spend their days getting drunk. So, I
asked him why he had an office there and he
explained. He actually had a background in
science, chemistry, I guess. He said he was
working on a project, a work of art that would be
able to be seen by everyone in the whole world in
the course of 24 hours as the earth turned.
"And how will you accomplish that?"
“It will be a display of colors in outer
space. The people at MIT are fascinated by the
idea so we are working together to figure out how
to do it. Do you want to come and see my lab at
MIT?”
"Oh, yes," I said.
He explained that the colors would be
deposited in space where he wanted the various
parts to be in order to create a massive design.
The idea must have been realistic enough that the
professors at MIT believed it could be done. The
humanities, art, creative section of MIT was a bit
different than the scientific part that I knew. The
people were a little crazier. Certainly, Pegleg was.
And the people who supported his bizarre idea
must have been as well.
He was getting money for the realization
of the project, and the colors would be brought
into outer space on a NASA space ship. Well, it
never happened, at least not yet, and I have no
idea what happened to him. But it was certainly
a wild idea.
I also met a movie maker named Ricky
Leacock. I believe it was Jill who introduced us.
He was quite famous for his alternative films. He
seemed to be enthused with the idea of meeting
me, the wife of Rudi Dutschke, not really me
(which inevitably is the bleeding sore of any
woman married to a famous man). He showed

me around his lab at MIT which I remember as
being dark and 1920's kind of modernistic with a
number of movie theaters. I told him that I had a
super 8 film of Rudi and us going camping and
he said he could put it on video. I thought that
was a good idea, so I offered to let him use the
film to transfer it. I can't imagine what the man
must have thought. That I was giving him the
only film I had of Rudi for free? What kind of
arrogance! But I didn't know when I gave him
the film that he planned to steal it. He put it on
video and showed me the video in one of his
theaters which was nice because it was on a big
screen or maybe it was the other way around. He
showed the film on a big screen and then put it on
video when I wasn't there.
A couple of times I asked to have the film
returned, and he said it wasn't finished. I didn't
think I had any reason to mistrust him, after all he
was a wealthy film maker, why would he want to
rob a poor woman. But time passed and he did
not give the film back. I asked for a copy of the
video and he said I would have to pay $300 for it.
I was taken aback. I did not have $300 extra
dollars at the time. I would never have let him
the film for free in the first place if I'd known he
wanted to charge me for the video. I was slowly
coming to the conclusion that he was a fraudster.
I said I couldn't pay the $300 but I wanted the
film back. He always had some excuse.
Finally, I said I would have to go to a
lawyer if he didn't return my property. He finally
did. But the film was not in the condition it had
been. The sound had originally been perfectly
synchronized with the film. Now it fluttered and
was pretty much impossible to understand. He'd
damaged it, but was not willing to give me any
reimbursement. But getting a lawyer to sue him
would have cost more money than I had. I
suppose I had been naive enough to trust him, to
trust anyone who seemed, at first, to want to be
helpful, but really only wanted to steal something
that I had, namely information about Rudi
Dutschke. It was the only thing I had, really that
the rest of the world thought had value. This man
wasn't the only fraudster like that. But he was
one of the first I'd experienced in that devious
way.

Back to Kinnaird Street. There was plenty
of room with three apartments each with four or
five big rooms. While the renovation work was
going on and we hadn't yet rented the apartments
out, our apartment, on the second floor soon
became a gathering place for Cambridge
eccentrics. The house became a kind of flop
house. People came and slept there. I didn't
always know who they were. But 80 Kinnaird
street and I became known among the alternative
scene of seedy people in Cambridge. At first, I
thought it was amusing. Some of the people were
characters. They didn't really cause any trouble,
at least I don't remember that happening,
although maybe there were a couple fights. But
eventually I had to put an end to it as more
friends began asking to come and stay.
Rich
One day Polly came home from school
and said a teacher had asked her if she was
related to Rudi Dutschke.
“One of your teachers?” I said in
surprise. Not many people had made the
Dutschke connection, especially because I wasn’t
using the Dutschke name. But most people in the
USA didn't know who Rudi was, or if I
mentioned his name, some who had been in the
movement in the 60's would remember the name,
but not be able to associate it with anything
except Red Rudi. They knew Baader-Meinhof
better, which I found a sad commentary on the
press and the priorities it propagates.
“Not my teacher”, Polly said. “He's an
English teacher. Some of my friends have him.”
“What did you tell him?”
“That he was my father. He wants to talk
to you if that's OK.”
“I guess it's OK”, I said. “You can tell
him I'll talk to him.”
So that was how I met Arnie Kaplan.
Arnie, I discovered was a lively teacher that the
students liked. But he was, as such teachers
always are, a thorn in the side of school
bureaucracies. He knew who Rudi was, because
he had been a leftist, interested in the movement,
and curious about the movement in other

countries. He was an English teacher, but he
liked politics and history. He had a girlfriend,
Lynne who was also a teacher at Brookline High
School, so he wasn't on the prowl. But he was
delighted to have met me.
Not long after we met, Arnie invited me
to a party. He was having a big Halloween party
at his house and he said there'd be lots of
interesting people there that I should meet. “Do
you have a boyfriend”? he asked me.
“No”, I said.
“I know a guy, he's a very old friend of
Lynne's from way back. He's very smart, very left
wing, I think you'd like him. Would you like to
meet him?”
“Sure”, I said. “Noncommittal though.”
“He'll come to the party. You can see
what you think of him. And bring Marek.
There'll be other children about his age there.”
I nodded, “I will.”
Marek was seven years old and went to
the King School in Cambridge. He was unhappy
in that school. I suspect he’d just been getting
used to Runkle school and then had to start over
at a new school with new kids. He was shy too,
so when we got to Arnie's house which was a big
old Cambridge style three story building, he at
first stayed very close to me. The other children
were playing together and I went with Marek to
the room where they were. But Marek just
watched.
Arnie came bouncing in more or less
leading another man with him, who was bouncing
along behind him, both of them looking like
figures out of a Woody Allen comedy. “This is
Rich”, said Arnie.
I looked at Rich. He had curly black hair,
thinning on top, slightly overweight, especially in
the belly. He looked Jewish, which he was. He
wasn't gorgeous, but I found him interesting. He
seemed very eager to meet me and began
immediately with a kind of shpiel to impress me
which I thought was rather amusing, but coming
on a little too much, so I didn't know whether to
just laugh or to be a little put-offish. But then he
asked Marek his name and he immediately began
talking to him. That, I thought, is good. He is
not ignoring Marek. In fact, he succeeded in

gaining a certain amount of empathy with Marek
and then got him to play with the other children.

Rich and Arnie
After that Rich devoted himself to me. I
didn't know whether to be flattered or to be
nervous about it. I suspect that he had studied up
on Rudi, so he knew a lot about him and what he
had done. His politics were compatible with
mine. He'd actually studied politics in college
and he seemed to be able to analyze political
constellations and situations in a complex and
interesting manner. His knowledge was very
broad, but he wasn't dogmatic. It was possible to
discuss things with him without being bombarded
with pre-formed dogmas. I liked this.

Ryles Jazz club – internet photo
Soon after this party he asked me out. He
wanted to go to Ryles, a Jazz place in Cambridge.
It was a popular place at that time and had good
jazz. I don't remember who was playing that

night, but I went. Of course, I spent extra time
getting ready, trying to look as best I could and I
was nervous, the way it had been when I was in
college getting ready for a date. Funny I thought,
this replay. Rich came, put on a lot of charm. We
had to park quite a long way from Ryles.
Cambridge always presented a huge parking
problem. We had to walk and after stumbling
along beside him, he grabbed my hand, kind of in
a way that said, don't get lost, I'll make sure we
get there. It was OK with me. I'd never been to
Ryles before and it was packed full. There was
no room downstairs and upstairs where we had to
go was also very full, but we found a place to sit
in the midst of the crowds, got something to drink
and enjoyed the music. I was feeling positively
inclined toward Rich. By then I knew that with
Mitch there was not going to be any further
developments. He was gay.
Into the Kinnaird chaos Rich began to
come to visit too. He had his own apartment and
he didn't come to live there, but he came to see
me and we became a pair.
At that time, I got a letter from Christa in
Hannover asking if her son Lukas might be able
to stay with us. He wanted to travel to
experience the USA and try out something new.
So I said, of course, there is plenty of room, he
can stay here. So Lukacs who was about 19
years old arrived and stayed about half a year. He
explored the night life of Cambridge, was gone
most of the afternoon and half the night, but one
day he said he wanted to sew himself a pair of
trousers, could he use my sewing machine. “Of
course,” I said. He showed me how he had cut the
trousers. They were straight, the way they’d look
in a comic picture, no crotch. I said, “that won’t
work.” He couldn’t imagine why. So I said, “you
have to imagine that the fabric also has to cover
your crotch, look at what you have, it won’t.” I
showed him how the fabric had to be cut to do
that. Eventually he got the idea and made the
trousers.
The Bed and Breakfast
As the renovations neared completion, I
knew I had to use the apartments to earn money.

Most of the people staying there at that time did
not pay any money. Mitch had had the idea of
making a bed and breakfast out of it. We figured
that if there were enough customers I could earn
enough to live from that way, so I thought OK,
let's try it. But how to find customers.
There was another bed and breakfast in
Cambridge that Mitch knew of and they were
often overbooked. They needed a place where
they could send the customers, they didn't have
room for. It seemed like a good idea for me to be
that place. They sent a decorator over who
suggested how the rooms should be fixed up to fit
the picture of how a Cambridge bed and breakfast
should look: a bit colonial, and definitely
flowery. I did all of this and when it was done, I

I believe this is the decorator standing with me in
front of the Kinnaird Street house.
had to expel all the non-paying extraneous
roomers and it was a relief to have a good excuse.
Thus, began my life as the proprietor of a
bed and breakfast. Never would I have dreamed
that I would have done such a job. But one never
knows. There is always something new,
different, and in its way a bit exciting. We had to
get up early in the morning in any case, to get the
kids off to school, so I made breakfasts in three

1.a bedroom 2.another bedroom 3.the kitchen

broke the yokes when I tried to turn them or take

1.another bedroom 2.the sitting room 3.bathroom
in the B&B

them out of the pan. We’d take the broken egg
yolks to eat and I'd try again for the guests. I
got better with time. During that first year of
doing B&B I earned enough for us to live and
pay all the bills. There were several guests who
liked my place and would come back again and
again every time they had to do work in
Cambridge. It wasn’t a terribly difficult job, just
morning breakfast, and then cleaning. When
guests left, everything had to be washed and
dried, but then I’d be free the rest of the day.
Marek

This is the new back porch I had built
or four variations from day to day and of course,
we ate these meals too sometimes along with the
guests. I'd ask people how they wanted their
eggs and they'd say, fried, sunny side up, or not,
scrambled, or boiled. I had no experience with
perfection in fried eggs and at first almost always

The school Marek went to was the closest
to our house, but not necessarily the best. Marek
often did not seem happy. He had learned English
by that time, so language wasn’t a problem, and
he was making progress at an acceptable pace,
but he did often cry when he was unhappy in
school and the teacher reported this to me.

Perhaps the teacher was overstressed, and seemed
not to know how to deal with Marek Nonetheless,
he did make some friends, especially a black boy
whose name I’ve forgotten. Once he made a
comment about his black friend which was a
simple observation, but the teacher, who
obviously had some kind of problem with Marek
decided it was racist, although the boy was
Marek’s closest friend in the class, and did not
find the comment problematic. Marek had no
idea what racist meant. The situation for Marek
with this teacher was not good. They gave tests to
rate the intelligence of the kids: IQ tests; we had
them too when I was in school. Marek’s result
was very strange. In some areas he was rated
genius and in others very inadequate. But I saw
no way of changing the school situation at that
time.
I think it was the year Marek was in third
grade, the class had to take swimming. This was
certainly rational, being sure that kids could swim
in emergencies, but Marek hated it. On days
when they had swimming, he would say he was
sick. At first, I believed him, but then I
discovered it was always on the swimming days.
Even just getting his hair washed was torture for
him. When I’d say you need to get your hair
washed, he’d grab onto the bed post and hang on
so tight that I couldn’t move him to get him to the
bathroom. Polly tried too and couldn’t do it.

lived on Kinnaird street, he wanted a party. He
decided which kids in his school class would be
invited and we prepared the celebration. I had
plenty of help. Polly’s friend Marlene from
Aarhus had come to visit and was staying with us
for a while. By then I knew Rich who had an
excellent relationship with Marek. He was also
there and so was Virginia Savage. We fixed the
place up with birthday decorations and the kids
had a good time; there were no catastrophes.

Ready to go: Marlene, Virginia, Polly

Bringing in the cake: Marlene, Rich, Polly,
Marek

Marlene lighting the candles on Marek’s birthday
cake
But Marek wasn’t always unhappy. The
first time his birthday came around when we

Marek and his friends

Marek’s
friend
from
King
School at
the
birthday
party

Polly, Marek, Hosea

One day Marlene, Polly and Marek played black
dress-up, putting on all black clothes, black
lipstick and eye shadow, even Marek was
included in the game. The photo of Marlene was
probably taken by Polly.
Hosea and Line come again

Line, Marek, Hosea

the dining car, not bad, but sleeping in a chair car,
meant an uncomfortable half waking doze
through the night, when the train sometimes
stopped for hours at a time, for what reason I
couldn’t imagine, so it took a long time to make
the trip. Once I bought the car, a used Dodge, a
small car, but practical, we could get there faster.
This year John’s family also came to Chicago
from South Carolina, so all of dad’s
grandchildren were together except for Hosea.

Me, Marek and Polly

This is my high school friend Emily. The photo
was taken in 1987. By this time Emily was a
doctor and had a practice in Evanston. She was
married and had a couple children. But now
except for the date on the photo I do not
remember when I visited her in Evanston.
Christmas in Chicago 1987
Now that we were living in the USA, we
could spend holidays with my family. It was still
a long trip to Chicago, but doable. I had the car
and Polly also had a driver’s license, so I didn’t
have to exhaust myself driving the whole way. I
could sleep in the car while Polly drove. The first
year we went to Chicago before I had the car, we
took the train. It was tolerable, you could eat in

Cousins: Vikki holding Amanda and Heidi, Polly,
Johnna and Marek
During our childhood my dad had been
funny, a great story-teller, but after Mom was
gone, he seldom had the effervescence of earlier
times. Nonetheless, when there were so many
kids around, he was happy, something that
happened seldom enough. But he no longer had
all the kids surrounding him, sitting on the floor
while he spun the wonderful fairy tales of all of
us up at the North Pole looking for Santa Claus,
or some other adventure.

My dad:
with all
the kids
around
he could
still be
funny

all. She had a son Michael who also came to the
celebrations. Michael was fascinated by the Rudi
story and was pleased to be in the family with us
I think. He mostly talked to me. But my dad had
some problems with Michael. I think he had been
caught with Marijuana once and dad had to bail
him out of jail. But Michael was there and was
part of the family.

Wayne, Marek, John, Vikki

Dad still had the pharmacy and this was
basically the elixir of his life. He was in his early
70’s and had no intention of quitting until it
would become impossible.

Jacie: by this time, she was used to our big family
and seemed quite happy to prepare meals for us

Dad in the pharmacy with Marek

John, me, dad, Tim in Oak Brook

Marek and Mike Jacie’s son

Cousins: with Dad and Marek

Wayne, Julie, Polly, Vikki, Amanda

Marek playing under the Christmas tree in Oak Brook
I suppose I should say a few words about
visiting my family. I was glad to see them; it wasn’t
that often, though I tried to get to Chicago every year
while we lived in the USA. We didn’t have so much
to say to each other. Our lives had taken such different
paths. But the bonds were strong anyway, I can’t
explain it. It was going home.

Polly and Dad in the pharmacy
The End of the B&B 1988
Toward the end of 1987 there was a stock
market crash. Businesses were in trouble and as a
result people were travelling less, the US economy

was getting bad and by the spring tourist season
in 1988 there were less people coming to my bed
and breakfast. I’d mostly had the excess from the
big B & B that had set me up. But they had
expanded too and there was no excess any more.
The only people who came were those who'd
been at my place before and just liked it. I wasn't
earning enough money to pay the bills that way.
I had to think of something else. I'd earned
money being a secretary before, mostly temp
jobs. It wasn't something that I enjoyed, or
thought of doing for a long period of time. I still
had a child who was only eight years old and I'd
be needing to care for him for a long time. I
needed a secure job that would pay the bills. I
couldn't think of anything I could do that I would
be qualified for, except for secretarial work. I
could type quite fast and fairly accurately.
Mitch was always there to help and he

was certain I could rent the apartment to students.
The rent would be almost as much as the B&B
brought in. That worked out. But now that I
didn’t have to make breakfast for guests and
clean the rooms, I was free to get another job.
There was no chance of getting a good job at that
time, but there was temp secretarial work
available, so I applied to a temp agency. The jobs
were temporary, usually lasting for several
weeks. I’d kind of get to know the other people
working at these places. But basically, the work
was boring and nerve-wracking. It was hard
enough to get up in the morning to face another
day of typing senseless stuff. But I could use the
money.
After the failure of the Rudi film project
with Helga in 1985, the unsatisfactory end of my
Emerson College studies, and my insight, that I
would not be able to find the people I needed to
do make videos myself, I began to speculate
about writing a book instead. I had to readjust my
goals, and I didn’t have a plan with concrete steps
to accomplish it. I had taken all of Rudi’s papers
and books with me when I came to the USA, so I
had documents I could tackle, but I also was
working and was simply too drained when I came
home in the evening. So it remained only a
vague hope.

Rich and I
The relationship with Rich was
reasonably OK at that time. We’d often go out to
a movie or a concert, left wing pop I guess, which
is all Rich listened to. He wanted me to get to
know the music he loved which was mostly
sixties social pop like Bruce Springsteen, or the

Everly Brothers or Country Joe and the Fish and
many others of that nature. He’d invite me to his
apartment and play the records. It was new music
for me and some of it I liked. But that was the
only kind of music Rich liked. He didn’t listen to
classic, folk or jazz.
Not long after I’d met him, he told me he
had psychological problems. He went to a shrink
frequently and took medication. He said, it was
sometimes terrible, but he didn’t want to tell me
what it was like. He just said it was OCD, and
he’d get things in his brain that he couldn’t get
rid of and it would torture him. Most of the time
when he was with me, he had it under control. He
was a programmer and had a good job earning
quite a lot of money and this also kept him stable
most of the time.
I’d been with a sick man before and now
it happened again. But this time, I didn’t feel the
obligation I had last time. When Rich was OK in
his head I could have fun with him and when I
wasn’t I didn’t have to deal with it, so for a while,
it was a way for me to escape other difficulties.

It does look like I’m not unhappy.
Rich was an avid Red Socks fan. He
loved to go the ball games and his enthusiasm
quickly spread to Marek. We went to Fenway
Park a number of times to see the games, and
Marek became as avid a fan as Rich was. Rich
knew that stats for every player. He also got
Marek into collecting baseball cards. Eventually,
I think Marek had thousands of them. But this
was something Rich and Marek loved and it gave
Marek another view of life which he couldn’t get
from me, so I think in spite of everything, that

Rich was a good influence for Marek. I hope so. I
think Rich loved Marek as if he were his own
child.

Marek helping to bake a cake

Dancing with the spatula. It may have been for a
birthday. The shirt he is wearing is one I made
from the scrapes of the clothes company behind
our house at Groennegade.

The cake nearing completion
The Greens
The US Greens were expanding after that
first conference in Amherst and we needed a
Cambridge Chapter. Since I had the apartment
with space, I said we could meet at my house.
The group never became huge, but there was a
good group of men and women most of whom
lived in Cambridge who came to the meetings.
There was also a New England Greens
organization which met once a year.
I went to the New England Green
meetings and so did Rich, but although there
were some left oriented political people in the
group, there were also quite a number of esoterics
who were attracted to the Greens. Rather than
joining a struggle to overcome capitalism, they
were more inclined to want to withdraw into their
own enclaves where there would be only
alternative medicine, Zen, Buddhist or Hindu
rituals, more or less withdrawal from the
capitalist society, rather than overcoming it. This
certainly could be an option, if enough people did
withdraw. But, of course, the lure of consumption
was simply too great, and there would likely
never be enough people who withdrew to make a
difference. Although there were points where we
could agree especially on environment and
emphasis on local projects and politics, it would
often be too off the wall for me. Rich would
make fun of them, when they were too esoteric.
Today, we still see the threads which once at least
partly connected us, turning into hate filled
organizations like QAnon. The Greens still exist
in the USA, but could never develop beyond a

fringe group in most areas.
In Boston there was also a group called
the Rainbow coalition which was headed by a
black man named Mel King. This group was both
political, anti-capitalist and fighting racism. It
was not esoteric and for us a more reasonable
group to be part of in the coalition. Sometimes
we had meetings together. They were centered in
Roxbury a mostly black area of Boston.
I met Virginia Pepper at one of the Green
meetings. Her son Ian was also there. Virginia
had many years’ experience in several left-wing
organizations that had been quite active in the
Boston area from the sixties.
Both Virginia and Ian also belonged to the
political wing rather than the esoteric wing and
we generally agreed on most points. Virginia
lived in Newton in a rented apartment in a house
that had only two apartments. It was a big house
and quite nice. Both Virginia and Ian liked to take
walks in the forests or on the beaches. It was
somewhat curious that they were always together.
But in many ways, they seemed very compatible.
Marek and I would often go on walks together
with them.

Taking a walk: Marek, Virginia, Ian

Ian had two brothers, one older and one
younger. The older one had a job and a girlfriend
whom he lived with. He was a nice guy, but not
politically active. The younger brother had gone
to California because it was warm there. He was
homeless, though I think he had a car that he
lived in. He didn’t work. Ian was studying music.
He played the flute well, and wanted, I think, to
eventually teach music at a university. Ian was
also an artist and had painted some interesting
pictures which Virginia had on her wall. Later
when she moved from that house to the
North Shore, she didn’t have enough room for all
the paintings and asked if I wanted to put one on
my wall. I liked the paintings and said yes. Later,
when I moved to Germany, I wanted to keep the
painting so I asked Ian if I could buy it. He was
fine with that, and said I give him whatever, so I
gave him $1000. I still have the painting on my
wall.
Ian lived with Virginia, so he could use
his money, which consisted of bank loans, to pay
for his education. He was much older than the
other students. Both Ian and Virginia were bitter
because of the way they had been treated by
husband/father who had deserted them.
Apparently, he had money, but was not willing to
support his three sons. Ian was gay. I thought he
was a quite beautiful young man, but he had no
boyfriend. He said, all the gay men were silly.
The idea of setting up alternative
economic systems was being proposed at the time
and we decided in Cambridge to try it. Rather
than using money to exchange goods and
services, the idea was that the members would
get points which they could trade. People would
sign up and say what they could do, what
services, or what products they offered and these
would be traded. This functioned for a while, but
we didn’t have a source of food nor a way to
trade for food which ultimately is essential for an
alternative system. People need the basics to
survive. But people did things for each other like
sewing, housework, that sort of thing.
California May 1988
Rich loved San Francisco. If he hadn’t had the

job in Boston, I think he’d have gone there
sooner. For him going there was like peering
through a window to a period of his youth when
he wanted to be a hippie, to live the sex, drugs
and rock and roll life and to participate in
demonstrations against the war. It was something
he wanted to identify with, to make himself be a
part of it. But he'd only had glimpses of it. At
that same time, in the late 60’s and early 70’s he
was already contending with mental illness and
using marihuana as a way to escape his
malfunctioning mind, which probably ultimately
made it worse for him. He wanted me to jump
into a time warp with him, for both of us to again
be in the 1960's together, doing all the things he
had wanted to do and either did or didn't do at the
time. He wanted to impress me with what he had
done, and show me what the 60's were like in the
USA. He could relive the hippie 60’s in
California that he’d missed then. Maybe there
were strands of it still floating around that he
could magically imbibe. I didn’t really have any
illusions about that, but I thought why not test it.
After all, I had also missed the California
revolution because I was in Berlin doing the
revolution, which was different, but certainly just
as exciting. It was all a bit crazy, but I wanted to
have a little fun. I'd been too sad for too many
years. And Rich was making it fun - most of the
time.
California wasn’t terra incognito for me.
I’d been there any number of times during my
childhood and youth when two Aunts lived there.
And I liked California. In fact, if I hadn’t gone to
Germany, I’d have gone to the university in
Berkeley. I believe we may have flown this time.
As far as I can remember the trip went without
any outbursts of madness on Rich’s part.
We went to Haight Ashbury in Berkeley.
What had once been a blooming alternative
culture, was now a decadent copy of itself. It still
wasn't mainstream. There were all kinds of shops
selling paintings by wannabees, hash equipment,
scarves, all sorts of trinkets, in general geared
toward tourists. And the people walking through
the streets were a combination of tourists who
remembered that something had once happened
here, and people who'd long ago, dropped out,

and dropped so far that they were probably
irredeemable, homeless, druggies, mentally ill.
There was nothing vibrant about it. But it was
the first time I'd seen it.
Rich found out that Country Joe and the
Fish, a music group that had participated in the
60’s mania was playing in a park that once had
been the location for massive hippie demos and
music. So, we went. It was like ephemeral strands
of a lost past hung on the breeze, waiting to be
blown away for good.

On the coast near San Francisco, Rich
pretending he is flying, like the guy on the glider
At the Country Joe and the Fish event. I am
wearing the light blue pants, the man so enthused
to see me was a Green who was actually
politically active for the environment. I don’t
remember his name.

Here the band is playing and Rich stands in the
middle of the photo listening.
It was the same park that had once been
taken over by the flower people. Then after they
left it had turned into a trash strewn druggy place,
dangerous actually. In recent times an attempt
had been made to clean it up and perhaps they
were even thinking of a potential revival.

This was also in San Francisco

Sightseeing in San Francisco: me behind the
bush.
Perhaps that's why Country Joe and the Fish were
giving an outdoor concert there. Perhaps they
wanted to revive as well.
The people who had fallen into drug
madness, were mostly gone, dead, the people
who had come to this music festival were
nonetheless the survivors. There were no masses.
I found it strange, but the people were friendly
and seemed rather happy. It wasn’t like the total
decadence, into hopelessness and criminality or
into religious fanaticism which I’d encountered
recently.
It was a nice day; no rain and it was
reasonably warm. Rich was excited. He'd heard
Country Joe and the Fish before; he was
imagining a revival I think, hoping for one. The
other people sitting on the grass or meandering
around were mostly older like us. Some seemed
pretty crazy, some seemed like real fans, who'd
remained loyal for twenty years. I wanted too to
get in the spirit, to imagine reliving something I'd
actually missed, Flower Power. I closed my eyes,
or squinted enough to see the band on the stage,
hearing them, and not seeing how old we all were
and that this was another era.
We also went to a concert of the Everly
Brothers. This was not an outdoor free concert.
It was in a concert hall and the tickets cost
money. I hadn't known anything about them
before I knew Rich. But he played records, and
got me to sing along on the choruses, so I'd know
the songs when I heard them. The concert hall
was full, it was lively, the fans did sing along on

some of the choruses and it was loud, the way
these concerts were. It was all new for me.
What else I did with Rich on that trip was
mostly tourist stuff, going to the Chocolate
factory, walking through Castro, visiting Rich's
cousin who lived there, going on the cable car
and walking along the harbor. Rich was mostly
in a good mood as far as I can remember.
Perhaps it was during this trip that I got pregnant.
Rich thought that women my age didn't get
pregnant. I didn't really care, I thought he was
wrong, but let him think what he wanted to think.
At that time the notion seemed rather exciting.
But I guess it was the high point of my
relationship with Rich.
Marek’s Soccer Team
Whatever the problems with the King
school in Cambridge may have been for Marek,
his after school activities were more to his liking.

The soccer kids: the Kennedy boys are I believe
the second and third from left. Marek is fourth
from right.
Cambridge had various sports activities
for kids that didn’t cost anything. Marek wanted
to go to soccer which he liked. There was this big
common in the center of Cambridge where they
met with their trainer and played. I soon heard
the parents whispering that the Kennedy twins
were on the same team. They were the children of
Joe Kennedy who at that time was a
representative in congress for Massachusetts and
grandchildren of Robert Kennedy who was
murdered in 1968. Since he lived in Cambridge
his kids were indeed on this team. For the kids
themselves, the history was meaningless. They

were just the kids on the team. But it was a bit
curious that three children on this team belonged
to families where someone was murdered for
their political beliefs. Joe Kennedy was
considered more left than the average
congressman in the USA. But although at least
one of these boys also went into politics, he is
quite conservative and doesn’t have the format of
his ancestors.

Marek in the front

Why is this Kennedy kid pulling Marek’s jacket?
Polly Graduates from High School June 1988
During Polly's senior year at Brookline
High School, she stayed with Phenote, Bathsheva
and Jasmin from Monday to Friday most of the
time. But on weekends she was at home.
Brookline high school officials did check several
times to see if Polly really was living in
Brookline. They'd come early in the morning
when everyone was still in bed. Polly was there
in bed, so she was safe from that point of view.

But there were other problems. Polly was on the
whole not interested in school. She would sleep
late and then either go to school late or not go at
all. Her unexcused absences were piling up. Her
grades were mediocre to failing. But she liked
being with her friends who came from all over
the world, as well as several good friends who
were natives Brooklinians.
Bathsheva and Jasmin were more troubled
than I had realized. They were pretty girls
although Jasmin was grossly overweight. But
they didn't know where they belonged. They'd
complain about the USA and then Polly would
too. It wasn't that Polly directly disliked the
USA, but it was a far more complicated and
confused life than what she'd known in Denmark.
Bathsheva and Jasmin talked of going back to
Israel where they'd come from, imaging some
kind of utopia there, which, of course, didn't
exist, but they'd perhaps been too young when
they'd left to know what it was really like,
especially for people of color.
One-time Polly had gone out with
Bathsheva and another of her friends Kama and
perhaps a few others, together with some boys
who went to Brookline High School through the
busing program which made it possible for kids
who lived in the ghetto to go to a suburban High
School. Friends of the boys from the ghetto were
also with them. Along the way they met a gang
of ghetto boys who for some reason didn't like
the boys Polly and her friends were with, perhaps
they were all members of hostile gangs. In any
case, a fight broke out. Polly and her friends
tried to get away, but the boy Polly was paired
with, a friend, not a boyfriend, suddenly stumbled
and fell to the ground. Until that point, they
hadn't noticed that he'd been wounded. Now they
saw that a knife had been plunged into his breast
and he was bleeding profusely. They called the
police and an ambulance which brought the boy
to the hospital. It was a frightening night for
them, not knowing how badly the boy was
damaged, if he’d even survive. The next morning,
they learned that he was recovering. The knife
had missed his heart by a quarter of inch. I think
perhaps this kind of violence and a feeling of
insecurity as well as the discussions with Jasmin

and Bathsheva, was making Polly feel negative
toward a future in the USA.
Later that year Polly disappeared.
Because she was living with Phenote, I first heard
about it when Phenote called me and said that all
three girls were gone. The school then called to
ask where they were. No one knew. They'd run
away, all three of them. Phenote had an idea.
Her family had some distant relatives in New
York, so she called to see if they'd seen anything
of the girls. They had. They were very likely
somewhere in New York.
I called the councilor at the high school,
informing them of what I knew. “Yes, they had
run away,” I said. “We want to get them back
and will figure out how to do that. Would they be
able to go back to high school?” The councilor
answered, “yes, but they'd have to go to
counselling.” I told her they would do that. I
would insist, then I was certain it would be a big
disadvantage later for Polly if she didn’t finish
high school.
In the time they were gone, they'd
managed to get jobs in a restaurant in New York
as waitresses and had been thinking of getting a
flat and living there. But neither Phenote nor I
were willing to accept that. Phenote went down
to New York to find them and brought them back.
Polly went back to school. But, not surprisingly,
her school work did not improve.
When it came time for graduation in June
of 1988, I was informed that Polly had too many
unexcused absences and would not be able to
graduate. It was the day before graduation by
then, and it looked pretty hopeless, they weren't
going to give Polly a diploma. I thought that
another semester at Brookline would not improve
things for any of us. It seemed like the best thing
for her would be to graduate with a diploma that
would at least open up further opportunities for
her, when she was ready. I talked to Virginia
Savage about this and Virginia, who had
occasionally been more or less in charge when I'd
had to go away, said she'd write a letter and bring
it to the school, saying she had been in charge of
Polly when I was away and had not realized she
needed to write excuses when Polly missed
school. She said it was her fault that the notices

had not been sent. She talked and reasoned with
the administration directly and in the end, they
said OK. They'd let Polly graduate.

The graduates marching in, Polly holding up an
arm.

Polly’s hair was braided when wet to give the
rippled effect
We were all relieved. And the next day
Polly put on her blue gown, as did Jasmin who
was in her class. Jasmin by then had gone on a
massive diet and lost a lot weight, so that she

looked very good, as long as the excess skin was
not visible. They all seemed very happy on that
day. I certainly was.

the driver, Jasmin in front, in back Polly and two
others maybe Kamma and Yalda

Polly and Jasmin

Here Polly is receiving her diploma

Polly, Kama and Jasmin. Kama was also in the
graduating class and was the other of Polly’s
closest friends in Brookline. Kama went on to
college and although she also was damaged by
drugs and spent years trying to escape the habit,
she was successful in the end and set up her own
business selling real estate.

Phenote, Jasmin and her dad
Another Summer altogether

The girls off to celebrate something. Bathsheva is

Hosea came again that summer. I guess it
was the last time I was a mother of three children.
After that, there was only one. The other two
were not children any more. That is the most
difficult part of being a parent, I think. The The

Polly, Marek, Hosea

Kinnaird house on the right, the passage to the
back: Ho, me, Polly

Not sure when this was, Ho, Marek, Line
money and I was mostly not much good at that.
When Hosea was there everyone was happy
though, at least for the time being.
Polly goes back to Denmark 1988

That summer on Kinnaird street: Marek, Ho,
Polly
children just disappear. They exist, but you are
not a part of their life, nor they of yours. But still
there was one child left for me. I wanted him to
be happy, but there was the constraint of earning

The long chat sessions with Jasmin and
Bathsheva about getting away from the USA,
Polly, Marek and Hosea
going back to where they'd come from and
thinking that's where they belonged continued.
None of them wanted to go to college. For Polly
with her poor record, it would have been difficult,
though Junior College was always an option. But
she was finished with studies for the time being.
She didn't really want to go back to being a
waitress, which she'd tried for a few days in New
York. But she had no idea how her future would
be. Most of the other friends were going to
college. One day, soon after graduation, she

announced rather flippantly to me, I'm going
back to Denmark.
I wasn't happy. I didn't want her to go
back and I didn't think she had a better chance for
a successful future there. But she insisted and
ultimately, she was right. There's more security,
she said. And what could I say, maybe she was
right about that too. But I didn't even know if she
could go back. She was a US citizen. Basically,
she had no rights in Denmark and only a brother
who lived there. But she bought a plane ticket
and flew back. It was a painful departure. For all
the problems she'd presented me with, she was
my only daughter and I loved her. I cried. It was
another loss, another empty spot in my heart.
Going through border control at the airport, they
wanted to send her back. But somehow, she was
able to convince them to let her in, and since she
had a place to live and a brother, she inveigled a
visa to live in Denmark.
She got a job cleaning toilets in the trains.
It likely wasn’t too popular, so no problem to find
a job like that. It seemed incomprehensible to
me. Perhaps one of the most disgusting jobs
anyone could possibly imagine. But it actually
paid pretty well and she had enough money to
buy all the clothes and personal accoutrements
that she desired. Since I'd never cared overly
much about clothes, it was all off the wall for me.
To work with shit in order to have lots of clothes
was about as far from my view of how life should
be as anything could be. But we all are different
and, in a way, I was proud of her, that she felt she
could go her own way and manage it.
Rich finished: trashing his house
Rich was becoming difficult. He had
always been difficult actually, often cancelling
dates at the last minute. I'd even be waiting for
him to go to a movie or some other thing and he'd
call and say he couldn't make it. I suppose it had
to do with his confused brain that was not only
full of straw, but also with lots of worse shit.
And I think he was probably suffering from
thoughts he couldn't control and didn't want to
face me or anyone else. But it was annoying. He
didn't say my brain isn't functioning. He just said

he was cancelling. I got angry. Sometimes we
had screaming fights. I think it was mostly about
him not keeping his word about appointments or
other trivial things. But what I didn't know was
that he was also going out with another woman.
She worked in his office as a secretary and I'd
met her. She seemed nice, but I wonder why she
wanted to date him when she knew I had a
relationship with Rich. Perhaps he'd told her it
was finished, or not. In any case, at some point
he told me that he was in a relationship with her.
On the one hand, I'd already realized how
unstable he was, how he sometimes lost control
of his thoughts and his behavior, of his anger and
I hadn't always been happy with the relationship
with him. I'd admired his mathematical brilliance
and his amazing almost autistic kind of memory.
We'd had great political discussions and these
were always positive in the sense that he had a
vast knowledge and our theoretical basis was
similar so that a discussion developed ideas
rather than being a competition or a fight. I'd
also enjoyed finally after so many years having a
sexual relationship with him. It had been fun, a
revival of youthfulness in a way. But that was
always modified by his crazy behavior. So, if he
left me, it wasn't that much of a tragedy. Let
another woman deal with the mess, I thought.
I don't remember any more exactly when I
found out for sure that I was pregnant. Whether
it was after I knew about Paula or before and
Paula was part of his reaction to it. I don't know.
I guess I've repressed that. He was not happy
about it, in any case. He didn't want to have the
responsibility that he felt came with having a
child. Perhaps he was afraid the child would
develop the same mental illness that he had.
These were reasonable fears which I wasn't
having. I wanted to have this baby.
When I discovered that I was pregnant, I
went to the doctor to see if I could find a
gynecologist willing to deal with a pregnancy
like this. I was over 40 and that was
automatically considered a difficult pregnancy. It
turned out to be very difficult. No gynecologist
wanted to be involved with what could
potentially be a difficult pregnancy for fear of
being sued. At that time, suits against doctors

had become a kind of mode and the whole
profession was in tumult, insurance fees were so
high, that doctors felt they couldn't pay them and
reduced their areas of work to those areas where
there were the least chance of complications. But
in the end, I did find a doctor willing to take me
as a patient. But it was going to cost a lot of
money. I had no pre-existing complications, no
high blood pressure, no sugar, no anything that
could cause trouble. But I was almost 47 years
old. There was also no father. I'd said I was
alone and would raise the baby alone. Rich had
money, I didn't have much, but I thought I've
always managed, I will this time too. Sometimes,
he'd been fairly generous, taking me out, paying,
sometimes not. There had been a time when we
were joking around about him paying for
something or other and I said, when I have more
money than you do, then I'll pay, and we'd
laughed. He had a good paying job. I didn't and
never expected to. I suppose he too, never
dreamed it would happen. But it did, later.
There were moments I think when Rich
was almost willing to consider the option of
being a father. But then he'd say no. Then again,
he bought me a refrigerator. I'd said I'd needed
one because our old one was not working well
and we'd need a good one if there were a baby in
the house. Something like that. He viewed that
as a hint that maybe he'd accept the baby, maybe
contribute to the financial demands of having
one, although he'd also said that he would take no
responsibility and would not pay. So, I had no
way of knowing what to believe.
Time passed. At first, I'd had no doubts.
But then as I realized that my finances weren't
that good, that this would cost a lot, that Rich
probably would not contribute anything, that he
was now off running around with that woman,
that maybe his argument that the baby could be
mentally ill like him began to cloud my thinking.
Maybe it wasn't a good idea to have a baby.
When I suggested that maybe I would have an
abortion, and he'd said before that that was what
he wanted, he said he'd pay for it. I think he was
relieved and mostly he encouraged it. In the end,
I decided it was best for all of us. But I won't say
I was happy about it. There were just too many

irrational elements. Rich came with me to the
abortion clinic and waited. It took several hours
because they didn't let you go until they were
sure you weren't bleeding to death and your
system had stabilized. I went home and he left
and I thought, OK, good riddance to him. I'll
never see him again.
But I still had the key to his apartment
and I was still very angry at him. Somehow the
only way I could imagine to really end this, to put
an end to my despair and frustration, to his
wavering toward me which didn’t end, to pay
him back for the pain he'd caused me was to trash
his house. I had a way to do it. He was away,
perhaps he gone off on a trip somewhere with
Paula and I knew he wasn't at home. I gathered
up all the remnants I had of our relationship,
except for a few photos and his C programming
book which he'd bought because he wanted to
learn how to program in that language and he'd
brought it to my house to read. Then I drove to
his place in Somerville. I let myself in the door
and looked around. Paula had clearly done a
good job of cleaning up. Rich himself seldom
did, but everything was pretty much in order. I
emptied his closet of clothes and piled them up
on the living room floor. I strewed the clothes
from his dresser all over the bedroom. I went in
the kitchen, smashed a few dishes on the floor
and threw the rest around the house. I found his
stash of marijuana and sprinkled all of it like
powdered sugar on the cake on top of the stuff. I
then put a layer of flour and sugar over that. I
emptied his book cases. The keys for his
apartment I threw in among the mess. When
pretty much everything was on the floor, I
gathered a huge stack of books. These I piled up
against the entrance door in such a way that when
I closed the door, they'd fall down in a stack in
front of the door making it difficult to get the
door open. I felt good doing this, however vile
the deed may have been. Especially as I strewed
the drugs and food over everything, I felt like a
fairy, though not necessarily a good fairy,
dancing over the earth sprinkling fairy dust,
magically erasing whatever bad he'd left me with.
I burst into laughter looking at it all. What a
glorious mess. Then I left. I heard the stacks of

books crashing against the door as I closed it, just
as I'd hoped they do. And I was gone.
Some days later Rich returned home and
tried to get in his house. He couldn't get the door
open. He was locked out. He couldn't imagine
what had happened and for a while was totally
paranoiac, scared, and confused. At some point,
he began to suspect me. He called up and asked
if I knew why he couldn't get into his house. I
tried to suppress a burst of laughter. It had
worked better than I'd thought. I said, “yes, I
know why.”
“What did you do?”
“I just piled up books”, I said.
He was furious and I slammed the phone
down. He tried to call again and I didn't answer.
Eventually he did get the door open of course,
and poor Paula had to clean it all up. It might be
nice to say that that was the end of Rich in my
life, but it wasn't. For a while, perhaps a couple
of years I didn't hear from him though, and I
didn't ever want to hear from him again. That is
obviously not how he felt about me.
Secretary: Harvard theology 1988-1990
Rich had suggested I try computer
programming as a way to earn a living, but I
knew nothing about it. Still I did apply
somewhere and they gave me an aptitude test,
aptitude for programming. I did very well on it,
but when the hiring people saw me, I could tell
they noticed first of all, that I wasn't a recent
male college graduate. I was 46 years old at that
time. In those days, there couldn't be anyone
over 30, at least if you were just starting, who
could get a job as a programmer or having
anything to do with computers. But I answered a
few more computer job adds. Nothing. What was
left? I looked in the paper for secretary jobs and
went to some interviews, all of which led to
nothing.
Someone suggested I try Harvard.
Harvard had its own hiring system and didn't
advertise outside, so I went to Harvard. It was a
complicated hiring process. But they did ask me
which faculty I wanted to work for. I said
German, politics or theology. They decided that

because I had a master's degree in theology, I
should go there, even though I think there were
also openings in German. I had to talk to all the
five professors in the systematic theology
department that I would be working for and they
hired me. I was glad enough that it was done. I
would earn enough to survive; I could even take
courses at Harvard for a very cheap price. I
worked in an office with another secretary and
together we had ten professors for whom we
typed, dealt with appointments and mail. She'd
been there a long time and had method which she
imparted to me. That was how the professors
expected it to be.
My professors were OK most of the time.
Margaret Miles, Schussler Fiorenza, Kaufman,
Welch, R. Niebuhr who was in the family with
other famous Niebuhr theologians. Once though,
I thought one of them, Kaufman, was trying to
get too familiar. He came very close and I was
certain, it was intentional. I moved away and
after that I made sure he could not get close to
me. But it was unpleasant.
One of the professors in the Theology
Department was Harvey Cox. He was not my
charge, but I did talk to him a couple times. I’d
read his book The Secular City and was curious.
He didn’t seem inclined to pursue a discussion
with me, although I believe he did know who
Rudi Dutschke was. Basically, there was a class
distinction there, Professors, mostly male, and
secretaries who were not accepted as equals. Men
who behaved that way, and most did, were in my
view both hypocrites in a case like Cox, who was
supposedly a leftist, and failed humans,
incomplete people. Maybe I couldn’t have
sustained a discussion with these people. After all
I wasn’t an expert, and I could not blunder my
way through a discussion, nor could I charm
people in other ways.
At that time the secretaries and other nonacademic people who worked at Harvard were
trying to form a union. Harvard had fought
against it for years. They didn't want anyone
messing with their heavenly domain. But the
pressure was getting greater and greater. Most of
the workers wanted the union. There were
several people in the theology department who

were very active in the union drive and pretty
soon I was going to their meetings. They weren't
happy with the union officials who had the
leadership and would head the union once we
were officially accepted by Harvard. They had a
fairly bureaucratic setup, with union officials
who pretty much decided what would be on the
agenda and what not. Our little group wanted a
democratic, local structure where every member
would have a say and decisions would be agreed
upon by everyone, bottom up instead of top
down.

One of the celebrations that our alternative
Union group held for us and our kids. Here,
Marek and Margie’s kids. Margie was also a
secretary in the department who had studied
theology and I liked her.
As it became more apparent that the union
would succeed; the workers at Harvard were
going to vote yes and Harvard was likely going to
accept it, the struggle between top down or
democratic structures became more heated. The
union leadership didn't like us for obvious
reasons. We would put signs up all over Harvard
announcing our meetings and they would send
people out to tear them all down. We were
getting angry. Yes, we were glad Harvard
workers were getting a union. There were not
many white-collar workers in unions and bluecollar workers were abandoning unions, as
corporations pushed them out. The only ultimate
hope for the union idea would be for white collar
and service workers to join unions. But we didn't
like the idea of a top down union where the
members got to vote more or less just with a yes
or no on whatever proposition the top officers

decided on. A democratic organization working
from the bottom up was the ideal and we thought
maybe at Harvard, it could be put into practice.
But they had money and corporate backers. They
did whatever they could to destroy our group and
they succeeded. Harvard got its union, but it was
the usual top down, with the typical danger of
power-hungry people controlling it with
corruption. Nonetheless, although we had to pay
union dues, we also got pay raises and some
protection.
Secretaries at Harvard worked on
computers. Typewriters had been abolished
there. I'd never worked on a computer before. I
still had my typewriter at home and didn't see too
much reason to pay a lot for a computer. For a
long time, I'd look at someone's computer and
think what's the point of it? An expensive thing,
not much better than a typewriter. The whole
idea of programming was foreign to me. I'm not
sure why. When I was in college, I had taken a
math course which was supposed to prepare you
for modern day usage, like using the 0 and 1
system, and I thought it was very interesting. But
I didn't go beyond that. When I was at the
Hygiene Institute in Aarhus, I had used a
modified computer which did nothing except to
reckon nutrients for my food composition tables.
You couldn't type on it. Then when I got the job
at Harvard, I had to learn to use a computer. It
was the time of transition though when
computers were rapidly becoming the norm and
typewriters were disappearing. I had to learn.
We started with Rainbows. Little computers with
a tiny screen attached to an unbelievably huge
printing machine. There wasn't that much to
master. It was a glorified typewriter with some
additional abilities, above all an easy way to
correct errors and the option of printing any
number of copies, not carbon copied, but all of
them as good as the first one. Of course, once
you actually touch the thing and see how quickly
it responds to you, you wonder why you didn't do
this before. After a few months I was very
comfortable with the computer.
During the first year I was there, our
offices got new computers. These were PCs that
had bigger screens and were outfitted with Word.

We all had to take a course in using these
computers and learning Word including how to
make macros which included some very
elementary programming. Since Harvard had no
use for the old Rainbows, I was allowed to take
my machine home, along with the giant printer.
So, for the first time I had my own computer.
Aside from the work in the trade union, I
wasn't wild about being a slave to these
professors. They were nice enough, but of course
had an exaggerated notion of their brilliance, I'm
sure. Except for S. Welch they weren't young.
What I mostly had to do was answer their phone
calls, take messages, type their syllabuses and
papers or print them, put their mail in their mail
boxes and make appointments for them with
students. None of it required brain power of
course, but it did require coordination and
remembering things, both of which I wasn't
wildly good at. When I typed their papers and it
was only Sharon and a couple others who wanted
me to do that (the others did it themselves), I had
to read them. On the whole they were not earth
shattering. Most of the contents were familiar to
me, nothing new. The ideas were also no longer
progressing, feminist theology had existed
perhaps for a decade or so (represented by
Sharon), liberation theology perhaps a bit longer
(represented by F. Schuessler Fiorenza). The
students were all graduate students, some of them
quite a bit older, some not so old. There were a
few fundamentalists, but most were more liberal,
including liberation theology sympathizers.
Occasionally, I got into some good discussions
with some of them. I suppose they knew
something about Rudi and my relation to him. It
wasn't like everyone knew anything about
Germany at all. But a few did, or if they didn’t,
they found out. One time someone called and
wanted to speak to one of the professors who
wasn't there. She began to ask her questions
anyway and I thought, OK I'll answer. After all, I
had studied theology and religion and it was
something that I'd thought about and had answers
for. They probably weren't the answers the
professors would have given, but it turned into a
rather long phone conversation and I thought it
was quite amusing, seeing as I was "just" the

secretary. Some of the other secretaries had also
studied theology. One of them was Margie.
Sometimes we'd get to talking about things and I
went to her house a few times. She was very
active in the alternative union concept and we'd
go putting up our signs on campus together. My
roommate, I guess you'd call it, was Kay. She'd
been a secretary all her life and knew the ropes.
She was good at it. She had also been very active
in the union, she brought me up to date on it and
told me how to get involved. I went to Kay's
house a couple times as well, but she had ten cats.
I couldn't stay more than a few minutes because I
remained very allergic to cats.
One day we got to talking about having
pierced ears. Kay often wore earrings and had
pierced ears. I said I'd never really considered
doing it. I very seldom wore jewelry at all. But
it was an in thing at that time. It's not really
painful Kay said. It just takes a couple minutes.
Why don't you do it?
I thought why not? So I said, “OK,
maybe I will.”
She said she'd come with me if I wanted
to do it. I agreed and said, “Let's go.”
One of the nice things the Harvard
theology department did, was a once a month gettogether in the late afternoon, where everyone,
both secretaries, professors and technical
assistants went into the big hall which was like a
cathedral with dark woodwork and stained-glass
windows. They had various things to drink,
cookies and candy to eat and everyone could
socialize.
One of the professors had a seminar that
had to do with theology and politics, I don't
remember who it was, but one day he asked me if
I could lead the seminar and talk about my
experiences. I thought, OK. That will be kind of
interesting teaching a seminar at Harvard. I was
nervous. I wanted to do it well, I wanted it to be
interesting and to hold their attention through a
couple of hours. But in spite of everything, I still
had the problem that when I was in front of an
audience and nervous, that my mind could go
completely blank. Still, I knew that once, long
long ago, I had imagined that I would be doing
just that, teaching seminars in a university, as a

professor, as a permanent job. Something that
never came to be and it's surely just as well. I
could see how it bogged people down ultimately
in many ways. But at least, now, I'd get to
experience it once teaching at Harvard. I was to
talk about the 60's movement in Germany and
Rudi, about what we believed and what our goals
were. I had it all written down. But even then,
sometimes I get a blank spot. There was also a
question and answer period which could be even
more harrowing. The class room was completely
full when I arrived. People had come who
weren't actually in the class. Perhaps it had even
been set up as a special seminar just for me. In
any case, I gave my speech and although I was
shaky at first, I got into it. During the question
period I got nervous again and I seem to
remember there was a moment when my brain
blanked out. And I thought no, you can't allow
your head to be empty, just make it work now.
And it did. The whole thing turned out well. The
people were impressed, which should have been
self-evident, since after all, I was describing my
own experiences and I’d thought about these
things for years. But it was very unusual for a
secretary to hold a seminar, perhaps it had never
happened, I don't know.
For me there was something just a little
humiliating about it. I knew that these professors
were not super-human or terribly brilliant. I
knew I was as good as they were in their own
fields in some cases. I felt ridiculous doing their
slave labor.

Rudi had been. And I think it was fun for him. I
would go with him to the practices and games

Darraugh and Marek

Marek
After Virginia Savage adopted her niece
and nephews, we got together more often with
the kids. Darrah was close to Marek in age, a bit
older I think, but they played well together
though usually it was when something was going
on, like the Tall Ships in Boston Harbor, or just
trips to the countryside or beach, or birthday
parties. They didn’t go to the same school nor did
they have any other activities in common.
Besides soccer Marek played baseball and
joined the Cambridge Little League team. He
liked sports, he was good at it, if not driven, as

Marek springing into home plate to make a score
for his Little League team

The Cam-bridge Little League produced baseball
cards with all the kids on the team
Programming
Rich was a programmer. He'd show me
what he did and I'd say, ya ya. He used a
programming language that was becoming less
and less popular, so he was thinking that he
should learn one of the upcoming languages, like
C. He bought a C programming book and when
he was at my house, he'd read it. It laid there
beside my bed.
Then we broke up and he was gone. But
his book was still there. At first, I put it away.
Anything that reminded me of him, out of sight.
But it wasn't that out of sight. It was on my
bookshelf where in fact I could see it if I looked
at the bookshelf. And one day I did. I saw the
book called Programming in C and I thought let
me see if I can comprehend it. I pulled the book
out and began reading. It wouldn't work on the
Rainbow and at work I had no C compilers or any
other way to try the programs out. Still I kept
reading the book, trying to imagine what it would
be like on a computer. It was all in my head. It
all made sense and I thought this is actually
pretty cool. I don't know why it fascinated me so

much. I saw its potential for magic, I guess.
Anyway, I got about half way through the book
and then I found I couldn't imagine any more
what it was doing without seeing it on a real
computer. But how could I possibly find out?
Working at Harvard we were allowed to
take courses at highly reduced rates, not the first
year, as I remember, but by the second year we
could. I looked to see if there were any C
programming courses available. Because if I
took a course, I would also be able to use the
computer lab and finally be able to try it out in
real life. There was one course, an evening
course in Advanced C programming, for C
programmers who were already working as
programmers and wanted to know more. Oh shit,
I thought. What will they say if I go to an
advanced programming course and tell them I've
never used a computer for programming? But
that was the only option, so I signed up.
I went into that class and saw a rather
large group of mostly young men who worked as
programmers. The professor began to talk about
something and I didn't understand one single
word that he said. But we were introduced to the
Teaching Assistants and told we could ask for
help. I went up after class to the TA and said, I
don't have a computer, I've never even tried to
program on a computer and I have no experience.
But I really want to learn C. I thought he would
say, well, then you probably don't belong in this
class.
He said, “don't worry about that. If you
want to learn, I'll help you. You can stay after
class and I'll explain things.”
I couldn’t believe it, but I said, “oh yes, I
want to try.” And he began then and there.
At the end I said, “well, I'd like to try all
of this in the computer lab, but I don't know how
to get the computer to work”.
“Doesn’t matter”, he said, “the lab
assistant will show you.” The first time I went to
the lab, I stood there staring at the computer, I
had no idea how to even turn it on. As I probably
looked pretty helpless, the lab assistant came by
and said, “do you need help?” I said, “yes, I want
to work on a C program.”
From then on, I'd go to the computer lab

after working and practice programming. Hello
world, was easy enough. And every step after
that was easy enough. I thought this is wild stuff,
it is so cool. I felt like Merlin making mindboggling magic.
We had to do a project for the end of the
course and I decided to try to make a game. The
first computer game I made. It was a trading
game where you started with a small object and
tried to keep getting something more valuable. It
was ridiculously fun. I kept going to the lectures
and even at the end only occasionally understand
anything the professor said. But I took the final
exam along with all my fellow student computer
professionals and unbelievably I got a B. I didn't
exactly feel like a C expert, but I knew how to
start. I loved it. I was by then really feeling how
exciting it was, waving the wand of programming
compiling it and then testing it out and seeing
some magical thing appear on the computer
screen. But sometimes I would feel a slight pang
of regret that I hadn't come upon this sooner. I
was pretty sure I was too old to pursue a career in
programming. The word was that only young
people out of college would get hired.
1989
The second semester of that year, I
thought I would take a course in computer
graphics so I could develop images for the games
I made. But this course required higher
mathematics. I stopped with math in high school
after taking solid geometry and advanced algebra.
There was no way I could do that course. The
first prerequisite was calculus. So, I decided to
take a course in calculus. For this I went to a
regular Harvard calculus class. I hadn't taken
math since high school which by then had been
thirty years ago. Jumping right into calculus was
a little crazy, but I thought maybe I could do it.
However, once again, it was way over my head.
I'd had a good experience with a TA in the C
class, so went to the TA and said I didn't
understand it. This TA who I think was a student,
probably a grad student, was both a bit haughty
toward me, but completely incapable of
explaining it. I tried another TA who also just

blurted out garbeldy gook. I wondered if they
really understood it. Because if they did, why
couldn't they explain it.
I didn't want to ask Rich. This was after
we'd broken up, and I hadn't seen him in over a
year. I didn't really want to and yet I wanted to
learn this crazy calculus. Finally, I decided OK,
ask. He was actually very pleased to help. I said,
this doesn't mean anything else for me, except
that I want to learn calculus. I don't want to
know about your life. But he told me anyway,
he'd broken up with Paula. I don't want to know
about it, I said. Perhaps it was a little difficult
sometimes. He wanted to go beyond just
calculus. He wanted to touch me, probably to
seduce me. But I maintained the distance and he
explained the calculus. Unlike the Harvard Tas,
he was able to explain it so it made perfect sense.
Until that point, I'd failed two tests in that course
and there was only one left plus the final exam. I
knew I'd fail, if it didn't get a decent grade this
time. But suddenly there it was clear as day. I
said, “Rich why ever don't you teach math? No
one at Harvard is able to explain calculus. You
can explain it. I presume it's because you really
do understand it and they don't.” He just
shrugged. But after a pause he said, “you're a
good student. You can learn it. That makes a
difference.”
I had been thinking I'd just skip the next
tests, but after Rich's teaching, I took the test and
did just fine on it. I took the final exam and I
think I might even have gotten an A-. Because of
the two failures, my final grade wasn't an A, but
it was good enough. And I'd mastered calculus,
at least then. In the meantime, I must note, I've
forgotten it again. Nowadays, there are so many
graphics programs that it isn't necessary to know
how to program graphics from the base up. But
in those days people were learning how to make
these kinds of graphics programs which did not
yet exist.
I looked for programming jobs. At least
now I had the accomplishment of saying I'd
passed an advanced C course at Harvard. But it
didn't do any good. Either they just looked at me
and said no, or if they gave a test, they'd simply
choose the young man, even if he had done no

better than I on the test. It was hopeless.
After two years being a secretary for five
Harvard theology professors, I couldn't take it
any longer. I had to read their papers because I
typed them. They were interesting, but there
were times I felt like writing something else
because I thought what they said wasn't quite
right or inadequate. Then I thought this is
absurd, that I should even think of revising their
stuff. I never did it actually, except once. I did
just a little thing on one of Sharon Welch’s
papers. Of course, if I'd persevered, perhaps I
could have been a professor myself. There were
times, times when I was feeling a little depressed,
or things weren't going so well, that I'd think,
why did I get so diverted from the path that I
thought I was going to follow when I went to
Wheaton college. I was going to be a philosophy
professor. I never even got close to it, but there I
was typing papers for professors, who I suspected
didn't know much more than I did about some of
the things they were writing about. It wasn't a
good position for me to be in, frustrating and
tempting both. More than once, when people
would call the theology office and ask questions
meant for the professors, I'd simply answer them
with my views. I don't know if they knew the
difference, but it was one of the few fun things
about that job.
Demo in Washington D.C.
The so-called Pro-lifers were attempting
to turn back Roe vs. Wade which gave women
the right to have an abortion. They had been
doing it from the beginning, but at that time in
addition to their demonstrations in front of
abortion clinics and their murders and threats of
murder against doctors and nurses who worked in
these places they were working in the individual
states, trying to get legislation passed which
would limit abortions by making all kinds of
conditions. The option for woman to control their
own bodies was being whittled away. In April of
1989 a demonstration for women’s rights was
being planned. Because the religious right, the
Tea Party and fundamentalist extremists were
gaining support and becoming more aggressive,

students and workers at Harvard Divinity School
felt as a religious institution they had to stand up
against this misuse of religion to hurl women
back to the middle ages. They organized buses to
bring everyone who wanted to go the
demonstration in Washington. This was the side
of Harvard Divinity that made it worthwhile to be
there. The buses would leave in the evening,
drive all night and be in Washington the next day
for the demonstration. Sleeping on the bus would
not be optimal, but everyone was excited.

Here is the Harvard Theology department with its
banner in front of the Washington Monument. I
am standing the middle holding a sign that says
for the separation of church and state. Although

the US constitution demands separation, the prolifers do not accept it, or ignore it and attempted
then as they continue to do, to turn the USA into
a religious fundamentalist state.
In spite of lack of sleep no one was tired
and we spent the day in Washington. At this
March for Women there were about 500,000
people. This happened over thirty years ago, but
if anything, the situation in the USA has
worsened. Fundamentalist religious extremism is
of course, not endemic to the USA. It has brought
terrorism and slaughter to countries all over the
world and it makes no difference what the
religion is. Whether Christianity, Judaism, Islam,
Hinduism, all of them have created
fundamentalist movements whose goal is to
create absolute power for themselves and
annihilate everyone else who does not agree with
them.
South Carolina

Fine for the wedding: Polly, Kristy, Johnna,
Marek, Heidi, Amanda

Vikki and her new husband George Ostergaard
In May John’s daughter Vikki was getting
married and we were invited. It was a chance to
get away, go to South Carolina, visit family and

Marek got the bouquet. But he wasn’t the next to

marry.
make a few side trips to see other friends.
We took the train and met Polly
somewhere along the way. I’m not sure where we
went first, it wasn’t straight to South Carolina. I
remember a stop in Philadelphia. And then the
long trip down the east coast. My cousin Robert
and his wife Mae lived in North Carolina, so we
stopped there to visit them. It wasn’t that far from
Greenville where John lived. Aside from the
wedding though I don’t remember much more
about this trip
I felt more and more stifled and didn't
think I could keep on at Harvard much longer
without ending up tearing my hair out or some
such thing. But how? I started looking for other
options. I had no idea how I'd actually find a job
that I liked and wanted to do. But I told everyone
I ran into, who even vaguely could have possibly
offered me something, that I needed a new job. I
also wrote a letter to Klaus Meschkat, though not
just because of that. I'd been in contact with him
since the meeting at Klaus Wagenbach's party,
some years ago. But I told Klaus I was tired of
my job and I needed to do something else. I
wanted to write about Rudi. After the film
project with Helga had fallen apart, after I'd given
up finding what I needed to do a film or video
project at Emerson, someone had said to me, well
why don't you write a book about Rudi. Film had
been so ensconced in my head. I don't know why
I hadn't thought of a book. Perhaps because my
German wasn't good enough, perhaps because
there were a couple of books already, or perhaps
because I just didn't think of it. I had to let that
idea curdle a bit in my mind until it kind of spit
itself out again as a decision and determination to
try to write a book. However, working at
Harvard full time, I simply didn't have the time to
figure it out and do it. I was too tired when I
came home and still had Marek to take care of
and the house which was sometimes a big job. I
had rented out two apartments and had to deal
with all the problems that brought. I needed to be
a writer, full time. For that I needed financial
support. That was the challenge. By then I'd
been in the USA for four years. I was happy
enough there in many ways. I had a language in

which I understood all the nuances, I had a
culture that in some way I understood better than
the European, looser, crazier, more diverse, and
more willing to tolerate differentness I think,
perhaps even a fascination with differentness.
Not that all of America is like that, but it was that
way in Cambridge.
Germany
Klaus answered my letter, and wrote that
he knew someone named Wolfgang Kraushaar
who worked at the Hamburger Reemtsma
Institute. He thought they might be interested in a
research project on Rudi and suggested I get in
touch with Kraushaar. So I wrote to him. He was
indeed interested and thought I might have a
chance to get a grant from the institute. He told
me to apply which I did.
In the meantime, something unbelievable
happened. It was November 1989. I looked at the
news on November 9 and the reporter said, the
Wall has fallen. There were pictures of people
lined up at the border, wanting to go to the West,
there were pictures of the Wall with hundreds of
people standing or sitting on the top of it. My
God, I thought, how could this be, if only Rudi
were here, wow. No one had seen it coming. It
was kind of mind-boggling.
Just about that time, I got a letter from the
Hamburger Institute. They wanted me to come to
Berlin and hold a talk about what I wanted to do
research on. This seemed perfect to me. I wanted
desperately to see what was happening in Berlin
with the Wall no longer imprisoning millions of
people. I wanted to get the grant so I could come
to Germany and write my book.
By the end of November, I was in Berlin
in one of the few periods of joy for that
beleaguered city. Aside from seeing this strange
bit of history happening and doing our thing in it,
like everyone else, I was essentially in Berlin to
get a job. The event, however, was big. It was in
a large room and it had been publicly announced
and prepared for with photos of Rudi. All the old
friends came. And, of course, so did Kraushaar,
who I didn’t know and who was not a friend of
Rudi’s or mine from earlier. But he was the

decisive person. However, when I saw all the
people, I didn’t really think of that. I was just
nervous as always, but also getting sufficient
adrenalin to do a good job.

This is me hammering at the Wall and collecting
bits of it as souvenirs. Walking toward the Wall
you could hear the tok tok tok of hundreds of
hammers as people chopped their booty out. We
were called Mauerspechte (Wall woodpeckers) At
this time in November the Wall was still
recognizable, but very pock-marked.
Hosea and Marek dig out their crumbling bits

Marek, Line, Hans Halter, me and Hosea pose in
front of the Wall. The graffiti here is ugly, but
there were also gorgeous sections where artists
had created graffiti masterpieces. All of these
were destroyed: the beautiful and the ugly.
Just what was going to happen, no one knew; the
wall was still there and police, here both those
from East and from West Berlin together
patrolled it.

Me holding my speech. On the left Klaus
Meschkat looks at me concentratedly and Milan
Horacek watches from the right. Juergen Treulieb
is on the far left.

Afterwards, the speech successfully
accomplished, the kids join me. Polly and Ho
came from Denmark. Not only am I happy to be
with all my kids, but I am obviously relieved that
the speech apparently went well.
1990
Back in Cambridge things did not go back
to normal. I got the grant and would have to be in
Hamburg by summer. There was a lot to do to get
ready for this move and I was virtually
rejuvenated. The best time to go would be when
Marek had summer vacation and could start
school in Hamburg at the beginning of a school
year. But I had a lot to prepare in those months.
The Institute had one condition, that I photocopy
all of Rudi’s papers and notebooks which I’d
taken with me to the USA. I didn’t have a

photocopy machine, but Harvard did and I was
still working there. I could use the machine, but
not be obvious about it, there were thousands of
pages, but I could only do a few pages every day.
This I did, but it had to be finished before I left.
Otherwise life went on as usual. I went to work in
the morning. I took care of my house, paying
bills and being sure everything functioned. Since
Polly was gone, I rented one of the bedrooms in
my apartment to a student. He was a bit odd, but
caused no problems. Marek and I had the other
bedrooms.
It was mostly a pretty simple life and
often boring. But with a new adventure in view,
the staleness was vanishing.
I had to figure out what to do about my
house. I would be gone for a few years, and
someone had to collect the rents, do repairs and
make sure everything was going the way it
should. There was a company in Cambridge that
did that sort of thing, so I got in touch with them.
Since I didn’t know of any other options, I
decided to go with them, or mainly with this one
man who ran the company. He seemed jovial
enough and had experience. What kind of
experience it was, I didn’t really know. It turned
out to be horrible, let us say, totally corrupt. But I
think that was endemic in Cambridge. On the one
hand, a left-wing city hall and leftist activities, on
the other hand an old boys’ network of patronage
and support for corruption also existed. The rents
had always covered all my expenses for the house
with some left over, but the man wanted a slush
fund for repairs, which I obliged with. In
addition, when I was gone, there would be more
rent.
Then I had to decided what to take with us that
we’d need for a couple years and what to leave.
Everything I was leaving I packed away and
stored in the basement of my house. It was a
rather dark and dreary basement with a dirt floor,
but it didn’t flood, so I figured things could be
stored there.
Sometime during the early spring Christa
Ohnesorg came to visit. We made a tour up to the
north shore where there was a large preserve,
Plum Island and the sea. Christa and I made a day
trip out of it, so she could see more of

Massachusetts. I had gone there a number of
times to visit Virginia and Ian, who had moved
there some time previously because the apartment
Virginia was renting was being condoized.

The beach with Marek, Darraugh who was also
with us and Christa.

Christa in Virginia Savage’s yard
Marek was still at King School for the
whole year. I suppose it was about the same for
him. The coming upheaval was not yet visible.
When his birthday came along in April, we had to
have a party. This time he didn’t invite the kids
from his class at school. Darraugh came along
with Virginia and Tristram. I think the other boy
may have been Jacob, who lived across the street
from Virginia. Jacob’s mother and Virginia had
been friends for decades, as long as they’d lived
there, so when we went to Virginia’s house she
was ofter there as well. Jacob was a couple years
older, but when Marek and Darraugh were
together he often came as well.
When I wasn’t doing what had to be done
for our move, I was still involved in the Harvard I

think this is in Glouchester that we also visited on
our North Shore trip. There was a great sea food
place on the road in the area, that we’d been to
before and I wanted Christa to try it, as it was
emblematic for New England Sea Food.

Me with the cake for Marek’s birthday

Marek getting ready to blow out his 10 birthday
candles with Virginia, Tristram, Jacob and
Darraugh.

nothing very special, just life going on, as it
usually does.

Marek, Darraugh and maybe Jacob

This is Marek’s fourth grade class at King
School. Marek, bottom left. Was he glad to leave
it? I don’t know.
theology department, still going to our union
meetings, still going to our monthly teas in the
great hall and taking my Harvard classes for
which, I could get time off from work.
I have a couple more photos from that
period. They are glimpses of a tiny piece of my
life, the last year that I lived in Cambridge,

I am standing on the bridge going over the
Charles River in Cambridge, going from Harvard
toward buildings that were mostly housing for
Harvard students. What was I doing that day and
why was I photographed? No idea. The brown
jacket that I am wearing I sewed myself without a
pattern. I had taken a course, years previously, in
how to design clothes and make patterns based

on one’s own measurements. Because store
bought clothes never fit me, I quite enjoyed
making these made-to-order clothes. I also sewed
the trousers.
In the last photo I am on top of a hill in
Maine. Why was I in Maine at that time? I don’t
remember. I did like New England. I liked its
varied scenery. I liked the beauty of the fall
foliage which can’t be matched anywhere I
suppose. In the end I’d say those years were not a
waste of time, even though I didn’t find a job that
was satisfactory, rewarding, telling me, this is
who you are. Or maybe who I was, was simply
someone who had to plod along with goals that
were unattainable, like most people. I just didn’t
want to be like most people. But oh well.
It was time to say up my job at Harvard
and what a relief that was for me.
The grant I was getting was for two years,
so I thought I’d probably be back in two years. I
wasn’t intending to stay in Germany then. I said
good-bye to my friends, the two Virginias, the
Harvard friends, Kay and Margie from the union,
and the Cambridge Green group, Mitch and even
Rich. Did I have any tinge of sadness about
leaving it all? I don’t think so.

