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I was born on the 3rd of January 1945 in a town called Nordhausen in Thuringia, which later on became part of the so-called GDR, the German Democratic Republic.
I was “Made in Germany” on purpose by my parents. Because my Mom was pregnant with me, she did not have to work in one of the underground factories where they manufactured the V1 and V2 rocket with the help of slave labor. These rockets were used against England and caused the death of thousands of innocent people. Wernher von Braun, who was instrumental behind developing these rockets later helped the Americans reach the moon.
 
My Mom always called me her ‘life saver’. 
If I wouldn’t have been on the way, she would probably have died because the underground factory she was supposed to be working in exploded.

Nordhausen is a 1500 year old town and because of the rockets being manufactured there and because of concentration camp Dora nearby, it was almost completely destroyed by the Allies towards the end of the war. 
A total of 9,251 V-1s were send over to Great Britain, with the vast majority exploding in London. 2.515 reached the city of London, killing 6,184 civilians and injuring 17,981. Croydon to the south, suffered severely taking 142 hits.
1,115 V-2’s in total were fired at the United Kingdom. The vast majority of them were aimed at London, 40 targeted and missed Norwich. They killed an estimated 2,754 people in London with another 6,523 injured. An additional 2,917 service personnel were killed as a result of these rocket attacks. 
Nordhausen itself was repeatedly heavily bombarded.
On August 24, 1944, 11 B-17 Flying Fortresses of Mission 568 bombed the airfields surrounding Nordhausen. 
Then one night 243 Lancaster bombers destroyed three-quarters of Nordhausen and an estimated 8,800 people died, including 1500 sick prisoners at the Boelcke Kaserne barracks.

I was born on a bitter cold night on the 3rd of January 1945.
The midwife who helped me see the light of the world was 92 years old! My mom said that I didn't want to breathe, so they went outside and broke the ice in a water barrel, took the water and poured it on my belly and shocked me into life!
The house I was born in was 500 years old and build in the middle Ages. It used to sway while the bombs were falling left and right. The swaying happened because they had built reeds into the fabric of the houses in the middle Ages. The house survived the bombings and did not collapse until it got a direct hit. My mom told me that they used to listen to the BBC who towards the end of the war announced the cities that would be bombarded in order to save civilian lives.
As you know, BBC stands for British Broadcasting Corporation. Since neither my mom nor my Grandma spoke any English, my grandmother used to say in German: 
"Schalte mal den BROTKASTEN ein" switch on the BREAD BOX.
Of course it was considered to be treason to listen to the enemy, punishable by death, but they just needed to know what time the next bombardments would be taking place. 
Then one day Nordhausen was announced to be the next target. So my mom put me in a baby carriage and left town about two hours before the bombings were supposed to take place. 
My grandma stayed behind and suddenly realized that my mom had forgotten to take my diapers along. So she swung herself on her bicycle and went after my mom. 
Just as she was leaving town the bombs started falling and when they went back later on they saw that the house had received a direct hit, only the floor tiles were left.
I am sure I am the only baby in German history whose diapers saved someone's life, in this case my grandma's. Later they went back to where the house used to be and smelled something horrible coming out of the cellar. At first they thought someone had crawled in to take shelter. After digging around a little they realized that all the potatoes they had stored in the cellar burned up leaving that pungent smell. 


For a while my mother stayed with relatives in a little town just outside of Nordhausen.
Food was scarce and there was practically nothing to eat. The neighbor had a few goats so according to my Mom they smuggled some goat milk underneath the gate of the neighbor’s house so I wouldn’t have to starve. This was highly forbidden by the Russian authorities.

My Dad at that time was a US prisoner of war in Northern Italy. He had been stationed with the German Air-Force in North Africa until the approaching US Army forced the Germans to surrender. Some German soldiers made it over to Sicily Island. My dad was able to get on one of the last airplanes leaving North Africa and was able to reach Sicily practically running on fumes. I remember seeing long cactus needles after diving into one of the cactus fields because of an airplane attack. He also contracted Malaria and suffered for years after the war. He soon realized that this war was unwinnable. When they tried to kill Hitler he wrote home using the official Airforce Mail Service. He voiced his regret that they weren’t able to kill Adolf. His Dad got mad at him because he took a high risk by saying that. His letter could have been opened and he could have been shot for it. He always refused to go into detail about what happened in North Africa. I guess he was suffering from what they call post-traumatic stress disorder. 



After being released from the POW camp he made his way home. He looked like a skeleton when he arrived. His glasses were hanging on some pieces of wire he had found somewhere. 
I remember him telling the story that a German General in Northern Italy got on a table surrounded by thousands of soldiers. “Gentleman” he exclaimed, “The war is lost, you can all go home now”. Every time he told this story he started crying and broke down. 

Since the Russian Army was approaching fast, a lot of people were trying to escape to the West, including my mother and me. With the help of my granddad we made it all the way to Hückelhoven. The whole trip was sheer horror and they barely survived eating apples and other fruit most of the time. They had to walk hundreds of miles because there was no transportation available. 
For the first leg of their journey they took a train. It was totally overcrowded and people were fighting for space. According to my mom they decided to push me through a window in my baby carriage. First I was lying on my back, but then decided to sit up because of all the commotion going on. From below my granddad kept pushing while my Mom inside the train realized that I was just about to be capitated. After some screaming, my granddad pulled me back and with that practically saved my life.
The trains at that time did not go all the way to their destination, so my Mom and my Granddad had to walk for many miles.  There was hardly a chance to change my diapers so when they finally arrived in Hückelhoven they put a couple of buckets in a row and dunked me from one into the other until I was clean. Everybody of my family thought that to be extremely funny, I didn’t. Granddad and Grandma from my mother’s side remained in East Germany, which then became the GDR, the German Democratic Republic , basically run by the Russians. One time my Mom showed me the border between East and West Germany going straight south. When the border reached Nordhausen it made a slight curve and included Nordhausen as part of East Germany. My Mom explained that Nordhausen was famous for its distilled spirit, Nordhäuser Doppelkorn and the Russians like to drink alcohol. 

My Dad was originally from Hückelhoven, a coal mining town situated near the Dutch border, about 50 km west of Cologne. The first few month he went to work on a bicycle 50 kilometers each way. Then he became a miner, just like his dad. 
Everybody was starving and so they decided to sell the few remaining carpets and went out into the country side to exchange them for food. Standing out there on a field they observed the farmer putting in seed potatoes for the next potato harvest. They looked at each other without saying a word and both had the same idea. After the farmer left they went to each planted potato, undug them and took them home. Since my Grandma was a Christian they decided not to tell her. Especially after she exclaimed how beautiful and perfect the potatoes looked. Of course, they were choice potatoes for the harvest, handpicked. Each and every one.
Being desperate for food they even got involved with some criminal elements. One thief they knew broke into a shoe shop and stole all the shoes and brought them to my dad and grandpa to be sold. The next day they realized that the shoes were all left foot shoes. The thief decided to break in again and then stole all the right foot shoes. This was a particular daring heist since that shop was surely watched that night.
One day my granddad passed by a truck loaded with fish. He pulled one out, put it under his jacket and went through town acting as if nothing happened and greeted everyone he knew. Back home my grandma asked him about the fish tail hanging out under his jacket. In other words, he went through the whole town with that fish tail hanging out for everyone to see. 
We lived in one of those typical mining houses and raised pigs and chicken plus growing our own vegetables in a huge backyard. I hand fed the little piggy’s and gave them all a name. We had about 20 chicken and they also each got a name. Even though they were all white I knew them all by name. Of course little piggy’s grow and then came a day when they are to be killed and eaten. I remember how much I cried because they were my friends I had grown up with them. I am still proud of one of them that was tied to a rain gutter with one leg. When the butcher approached with his bloody apron the pig smelled the blood, panicked and tore off the entire rain gutter and ran away across the backyard with the rain gutter still attached to its leg. I was so proud of that pig! I still am today. That pig showed ‘em!
Meanwhile my grandparents lived in East Germany, then the GDR and I visited them many times. One time my Dad came with and was consequently brainwashed by my uncle, a stout Socialist and a friend of my uncles. They convinced my dad that Socialism had a better future 
[bookmark: _GoBack]and that capitalism was the root of all evil. Then he decided that I should go to school in East Germany to take advantage of a better education system. Later on he changed his mind again and every time I came back from East Germany he indoctrinated me about Democracy being the better system. Back in East Germany my uncle then brainwashed me again and convinced me otherwise. Consequently I was a pretty confused kid, which had a dire consequences in later years.





When they opened up the new German Airforce he decided to re-up even though he had sworn never to touch a weapon again. Being down there in the pitch black mine probably changed his mind. We lived in Bavaria for a number of years and he retired early, when he was 46.

He was transferred to southern Germany and consequently the whole family moved as well.
He was stationed in Bavaria and worked for the German Airforce on a huge Airfield called Lagerlechfeld in Bavaria as a drill instructor. 
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