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    Foreword

    THE DEEP GREEN HUES OF PINE TREES SHIMMERED THROUGH THE WINDOWS. MY father stood in the light of the South African sunshine, putting on his tie. It was a very ordinary tie with horizontal and vertical stripes. Suddenly, he pointed to a spot where the stripes intersected and said, “Look, Hans, these are all little Iron Crosses for my fallen comrades in Russia.” His voice was gentle, but I sensed the importance of his words. He still lived with the memory of his comrades who’d died in Russia thirty years before.

    My father passed away not long after, aged sixty-six years. I was twenty-one years old at the time. I remember him as an energetic, positive person and a loving father. A man with a brilliant mind who returned home unbroken from war, determined to build a new life for himself and his family. Artistically gifted, he sometimes regretted the six years of productivity lost to war and captivity. However, he never railed against a past that could not be changed; instead, he was filled with deep gratitude that he was among the few who had returned home. He saw life as a blessing and a gift, a perspective that was nourished by unique personal experience.

    I have often wondered whether my father ever suffered from symptoms of post-traumatic stress. I cannot recall that he did. Sitting at the fireplace in the large music salon of our home, he would sometimes relate to guests stories of his childhood in his father’s parsonage in Germany, the collapse of the German Empire at the end of the First World War, the breakdown of Germany’s monetary system in the inflation crisis of 1923 (when a loaf of bread cost one million Reichsmark!), his studies in medicine and psychology, and how he met my mother, a celebrated opera singer. They wanted to get married, but war broke out in September 1939. My father was conscripted to the Wehrmacht and only returned six and a half years later. My parents wrote several hundred letters to each other; my mother in particular wrote almost daily. Most of her letters close with the words in Treue—loyalty and faithfulness were the lifelong pillars of their relationship.

    As the battalion doctor for 3rd Battalion, Infantry Regiment 18, my father experienced action firsthand from 22 June 1941, the very first day of the war between National Socialist Germany and the Communist Soviet Union. With his comrades, he marched from East Prussia to the last stop of the tram line to Moscow. In just nine months, only twenty-eight of the original eight hundred men of his battalion remained. Most of them were killed; others lost to disease, sickness, and frostbite.

    The war in the East was a war of unprecedented scale and unspeakable hardship. It was a war in which one battle that lasted just a matter of weeks could leave over half a million men dead, wounded, or captured. A war in which the Geneva Convention offered little or no protection and in which most did not dare to surrender.

    As a doctor at the front, my father was caring for the severely wounded one minute and, in the next, risking his life defending his field dressing station against Russian attacks by mobilizing medical orderlies and the lightly wounded. Even during the most bitter retreats, coping with temperatures as low as -52° Centigrade, he never abandoned a wounded soldier. In the merciless war on the Eastern Front, death at the hands of the enemy was almost certain for any casualty left behind.

    It is remarkable that my father always carried a sketching pad in his rucksack. In the midst of the carnage, he somehow found time to make portraits of the Russian people. He bandaged the wounds of Red Army soldiers, ministered to sick civilians, and never lost his ability to see the essential humanity of both friend and foe. When he later related his stories, he could highlight the many different ways people react in unusual situations. I am convinced that putting his memories to paper in the pages of this book helped him to cope with any lasting psychological effects.

    My father spoke of encountering extreme life situations—those moments in which a person stares into the face of death, yet finds nothing within himself (or herself) with which to handle the crisis. He frequently quoted the philosopher Karl Jaspers who, in the aftermath of the First World War, wrote that in such moments the human mind is free to succumb to self-interest and fear or to rise above this and devote itself to the common good. The choice made in that instant will determine the arc of life. By overcoming self-interest and fear, one will find peace in the face of death and turn back strengthened and able to live a fuller life. All who face such extreme situations are free to decide who they are and who they want to be. I know that at the front my father was confronted repeatedly with such decisions, and I know that he unflinchingly chose to remain true to himself and, if necessary, to die for his comrades. Amid the apocalypse of the Eastern Front, facing each challenge anew made the difference: only then could one survive as a front-line soldier and as an integral part of one’s community of comrades. Moreover, standing in for the common good not only enabled one to rise above self-interest and fear but also, by encapsulating the comradeship at the front, made it possible to endure the carnage of such a monstrous war.

    Following confinement in several concentration camps, the Viennese psychiatrist and Holocaust survivor Viktor Frankl was one of the few to return home. In the camps, he was challenged by extreme life situations time and again. In his memoirs he writes, “Ultimately, man should not ask what the meaning of his life is, but rather it is he who is asked. In a word, each man is questioned by life; and he can only answer to life by answering for his own life.”1 The conclusion Frankl gleans from this is “After all [man] has suffered, there is nothing he need fear anymore—except his God.”2

    The fates of Heinrich Haape and Viktor Frankl could not have been more different. And yet both faced death a thousand times, withstood dreadful challenges, survived, and grew as individuals. Their actions show us what it signifies to be “truly human” and demonstrate to each of us in everyday life how to develop a true, mature, and humane character.

    The young Germans who were sent to the Eastern Front had no choice. Most had been conscripted, and they upheld the oath they had taken to the bitter end. There is no doubt that the Red Army was taken by surprise by the Wehrmacht on 22 June 1941. The German soldiers and their allies were convinced the attack on the Soviet Union was preemptive and, perforce, unavoidable. After all, the Red Army possessed significantly more men and material, even in the immediate border regions. Stalin, so they were told, could strike at any moment to conquer Europe in the name of Bolshevism. Yet the German attack failed, foundering on the hubris and blindness of the political leadership, and became an unprecedented tragedy for our parents and our grandparents.

    A staggering thirty to forty billion pieces of mail (letters, postcards, packages, telegrams) were sent during the Second World War on the German side alone. Mothers wrote to their sons; soldiers wrote to their wives and girlfriends, who sat at home consumed by fear, awaiting their return. Given the limits of communication technology, the simple letter was often the only source of news in the chaos and confusion of war. The mail meant everything to the war generation, igniting thousands of dreams and the longing to be able to see that beloved man or woman, family, and home once again. After the war had ended and the years of captivity were over, more than four million German soldiers failed to return home from the Eastern Front. The Red Army suffered more than three times as many fatal losses, and just as many civilian deaths. The western Soviet Union, central Europe, and Germany were largely in ruins.

    This book describes the fate of eight hundred men and represents the experiences of more than ten million German soldiers who fought against the Soviet Union from 1941 to 1945. The events portrayed in my father’s memoir may seem strange today, even unreal. Upon reflection, however, when we endeavor to understand the actions of our forebears, some of us may grasp the true meaning of the word history. It is not simply knowledge that is gathered and then shaped with the benefit of hindsight, often tinged with the ideologies of the day. Rather, history emerges with the movement of time from one moment to the next; it is a process that must always be experienced first. What the future holds cannot be foreseen: it remains pure speculation and hope for each individual.

    For the person in the street in National Socialist Germany, it was unthinkable that their leaders were pursuing criminal policies the extent of which later came to light. During the war, most German soldiers could hardly perceive such a possibility; it was simply unimaginable. To the very end, they believed in the integrity of their actions, fought and died for their Vaterland. The tragedy of the war generation in contemporary Germany is that their children and grandchildren do not distinguish between the political leadership and their ideologically motivated cohorts, on the one hand, and, on the other hand, the common dutiful soldier. There is little analysis of, or impartial engagement with, individual fates as documented in this book. Out of ignorance all are tarred with the same brush, so that even the most upright and decent among the soldiers of the Wehrmacht are condemned collectively along with the Nazi leadership. It is indeed striking how many among the postwar generations have taken this approach in pursuit of their ideological interests.

    Did the millions who lost their lives in the East die in vain? The question could drive one to despair. Putting ideology aside and focusing on the individual, one may concur with Viktor Frankl: “Life ultimately means taking [on] the responsibility . . . to fulfill the tasks which it constantly sets for each individual. . . . When a man finds that it is his destiny to suffer, he will have to accept his suffering as his task; his single and unique task.”3

    In the original manuscript of his memoir, my father summarized what, to him, was the significance of putting his experiences in words:


    My testimony is a factual account about the life of upright and loyal soldiers, about the quiet heroism of my friends and comrades in desperate times, who fought for their Fatherland and lost their lives. May my sons be granted a more peaceful age.



    Johannes Haape
and my late brother Heinz
Caputh (near Berlin)
March 2019

    NOTES

    1. Viktor E. Frankl, Man’s Search for Meaning: An Introduction to Logotherapy, trans. by Ilse Lasch and with a preface by Gordon W. Allport, 4th ed. (Boston: 1992), 113 (emphasis in original). Originally published in German in 1946 as . . . trotzdem Ja zum Leben sagen: Ein Psycholog erlebt das Konzentrationslager.

2. Frankl, Man’s Search for Meaning, 100.

3. Frankl, Man’s Search for Meaning, 85–86.
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    Introduction

    I FIRST BECAME AWARE OF DR. HEINRICH (“HEINZ”) HAAPE AND HIS DRAMATIC MEMoir of the Eastern Front more than a decade ago, when I began the many laborious years of research for my own book, Barbarossa Unleashed. I soon discovered, and acquired, the latest German-language edition of his book, Endstation Moskau (1998), only to learn that the book had first been released in English in the late 1950s under the title Moscow Tram Stop. Having found my German copy of the book a fascinating read—and, certainly, desiring to do “due diligence” as a researcher who left no stone unturned—I vowed to find the original English edition as well. Back in 2004, that took some doing, and it was only after many months of perusing the internet that I stumbled across the book at a “Used, Rare and Out-of-Print” antiquarian book store in Great Britain. About the copy being offered for sale, the seller duly noted, “Sound, but showing its age—dust wrapper a little tatty and grubby with creasing & chipping around the edges.” No matter: I coveted this tattered old book and, I must admit, shelled out well over $200 to get it. The book—chipped edges and all—finally arrived at my home in October 2004.

    About 2005, I think it was, during one of my many research trips to Germany, a dear friend and colleague put me in touch with Herr Johannes Haape, one of Dr. Heinrich Haape’s two sons, who was living with his wife, Melanie, and two young children in a lovely little town outside Berlin. I was hoping that Johannes might help me bring to light more details on his father’s harrowing experiences on the Russian front. Perhaps his family had maintained a family archive; perhaps they had preserved letters or photographs. I spoke with Johannes over the telephone for about an hour that day—somehow managing to convince him that I was a credible historian and researcher—and was told to my great delight that, yes indeed, he did possess a large collection of documents covering the lives of both of his parents. The family archive embraced, inter alia, hundreds of field post letters (Feldpostbriefe) sent by Dr. Haape from Russia during 1941–1942 to his fiancée (and future wife) Martha Arazym in Duisburg, Germany. Johannes Haape graciously offered to make these letters, and many other relevant documents, available to me for my research, and he even made a trip to Durban, South Africa, where he had been born in 1954, to retrieve some twenty-five cardboard boxes in which the documents had been packed away for many decades.

    I made abundant use of Dr. Haape’s letters and of his memoir in the preparation of Barbarossa Unleashed; in fact, the good doctor—and his incredible story—became a fixture in my book, whose cover is graced by one of his fine sketches. I also remained in close contact with his son, Johannes, and, after my book was published (2014), I was tasked by him with preparing an in-depth chronological history of the Haape family—back to its first recorded references in the early seventeenth century in the Westphalian town of Neuenrade, tucked in the verdant rolling hills of the Sauerland. To accomplish this goal, Johannes made available to me hundreds of additional letters that had passed between his parents, along with other vital documents and photographs; together, in 2014, we traveled to Buschhausen-Oberhausen, where his father had been born on 6 January 1910, the son of a Protestant minister; then on to Duisburg, where the lives of Heinz and Martha had fatefully intersected in 1938; and, finally, to the charming town of Neuenrade.

    In the spring of 2015, we journeyed to South Africa, so I could unearth more about the Haape family and the final chapter of Dr. Haape’s remarkable life. In 1952, he had emigrated from West Germany to South Africa with his wife and young son, Heinz Jr., because he greatly feared another war—the “Cold War” between America and the Soviet Union and their respective allies—was heating up, and Heinz was fully aware that, should it come to war, as a doctor, he would be among the first to be drafted. After nearly two years of bloody fighting in Russia (June 1941–May 1943), where—slowly, ineluctably—he had experienced the death of almost all of his close comrades and friends,1 Dr. Haape had had his fill of war; besides, he intimated to Martha, he would never take up arms against his East German brothers.

    I spent two years drilling down into the lives of Dr. Haape and his wife, examining hundreds of their letters in which they touched on every conceivable topic, from the most mundane details of everyday life to their most intimate hopes, dreams, and desires and, certainly, during the terrible years of World War II, their unvarnished fears for what the future held in store. During the course of my work, the essence of Dr. Haape the man—his character, his ambitions, his Weltanschauung (worldview)—was revealed to me one letter, one document at a time, and I came to “know” him, one might put it, “from the inside out.”

    Just who was Dr. Heinrich Haape, and why is his story of blood, death, and sacrifice on the Eastern Front, in the service of Adolf Hitler’s monstrous and murderous regime, of relevance and worthy of our contemplation even today?

    Let me begin by pointing out a salient fact: Dr. Haape was not a member of the National Socialist Party (NSDAP); he was not a Nazi sympathizer. His pastor father, Karl Haape, and his mother, Katharina (“Käthe”), were deeply devout Christians, and they passed on their faith to their five children, of whom Heinz was the third. His parents, both of whom died while Heinz was still quite young,2 were also imbued with traditional conservative and patriotic values—Kaisertreu in the jargon of Wilhelmian Germany—and these values, later embracing an implacable anti-Communism, were instilled in Heinz at a young age. The young Haape, who nearly died of scarlet fever during the difficult trials of World War I, witnessed the collapse of Germany’s war effort and the dramatic upheavals of 1918, which swept away the ancien régime and inaugurated the Weimar Period (1918– 1933); in his poor and tiny mining town of Buschhausen, he observed pitched battles between radical revolutionaries and the Reichswehr. In subsequent years, Heinz, gifted intellectually and ever curious about the world around him, would have become acutely aware of the terrible atrocities committed against the Russian people by their fanatical Bolshevik overlords—crimes that only reinforced his bedrock belief in the Christianity of Germany and the West and his abhorrence of atheistic Communism.

    Which leads us back to my original point—that Heinz Haape was no Nazi. About 1934, in his early twenties, he actually explored becoming a member of NSDAP. As Martha recalled in her memoirs, Heinz attended a meeting sponsored by the National Socialist Party and was so taken aback by the anti-Christian venom given expression to there that he simply got up and left. Never again did he apply to become a Nazi Party member. In the spring of 1943, after being recalled from Russia, he was asked to join the party. As he was now one of the most highly decorated doctors in the German military—the Iron Cross (First and Second Class), the Infantry Assault Badge, the Tank Close Combat Insignia, and the German Cross in Gold among his decorations for bravery before the enemy (see Appendix 2)—the Nazi Party, no doubt, saw an opportunity to exploit Dr. Haape for propaganda purposes, but Heinz saw through their designs and, as he recalls near the end of his memoir, rebuffed them brilliantly with Adolf Hitler’s own words—that is, he vowed not to take off the field-gray uniform of the army until final victory had been achieved.

    Perhaps there is no better illustration of the man Heinz Haape became, of the values he embodied, than a poem he published in the fall of 1933 in a commemorative booklet (Festschrift) honoring the thirty-five-year existence of the Protestant Man-Boy Association (Evangelischer Männer-und Jünglingsverein) in Buschhausen:


    This life is hard, but man must meet it, whether arduous or untroubled [ob schwer oder leicht].



    Be forthright in your actions.
Critical and unpitying of yourself.
Laugh, though you bleed within.
Trust only the few worthy to you.
Be guarded and question those unknown,
But be friendly to all.
Give to others that which nature gave to you.
Venture only what you can.
Be natural and open in your manner.
Be humble before God, faithful in prayer.
Pure be your thoughts, pure be your conduct.
Firm be your resolve and firm be your will.

    —Medical student Heinz Haape, 1932

    After completing his Abitur in 1932, Heinz pursued a course of study at several universities (Bonn, Düsseldorf, Kiel),3 which, by 1938, culminated in a Doctor of Philosophy degree in psychology and a medical degree. Sometime in 1938, he accepted a position as a medical doctor at the Kaiser Wilhelm Krankenhaus in Duisburg. It was here, at one of the local “watering holes,” in the fall of 1938 that Dr. Haape met a beautiful twenty-three-year-old woman from Vienna, Fräulein Martha Arazym, a highly regarded soprano and relatively new addition to the Duisburg Opera House; they quickly realized how much they had in common and fell irretrievably in love.

    In July 1939, as the gathering winds of war whipped through the capitals of Europe, Dr. Haape was drafted into the military for three months’ training as an artillery soldier (Kanonier). After his basic training, he was transferred to the Wehrmacht medical corps in October 1939. The details of his early military career need not concern us, as they are outlined in some detail in Appendix 2. Simply put, after several assignments in Germany, in the fall of 1940 he joined the elite 6th Infantry Division in Normandy, France; in the spring of 1941, his division, as part of the buildup for Operation Barbarossa (Nazi Germany’s impending attack on Stalin’s Russia), was sent to East Prussia and, eventually, to the Russo-German frontier.

    At dawn on Sunday, 22 June 1941, the world held its breath as Adolf Hitler unleashed his seemingly invincible Wehrmacht in a surprise attack on the Soviet Union. Thus it was on this fateful day—a day that would forever change the world—that Dr. Haape, a second lieutenant (medical) (Assistenzarzt) assigned to 3rd Battalion, Infantry Regiment 18, 6th Infantry Division, got through his harrowing baptism of fire. Yet of the eight hundred men of his battalion who marched into Russia, only twenty-eight would remain after the first dreadful winter.

    While it is beyond the scope of this brief introduction to “fight” Dr. Haape’s war in Russia—after all, that is all laid out in magnificent detail in his memoir—some overarching observations are in order, for they illuminate certain themes:


    	a)From the first hours—not days, hours—of the war, Dr. Haape, his medical staff, and his fellow soldiers learned the hard way that the Red Army, unlike earlier adversaries, fought with an almost otherworldly ruthlessness and tenacity (some might say fanaticism) against the German invaders. As the opening chapter of Moscow Tram Stop reveals, the Russian way of war came as a shock to the Landser,4 accustomed as they were to their easier—and more predictable—opponents in Western Europe. On the Eastern Front, German soldiers often met cruelty with cruelty, contributing to a brutal dialectical logic of atrocity and counteratrocity that characterized the conflict from start to finish. And yet it can still be stated with confidence—as my many years of research and study also reveal—that a large majority of Landser in the East fought honorably and within the laws of war, despite a National Socialist leadership that sought to wage a war of annihilation outside the canon of international law.

	b)While the Russian campaign rapidly became more pitiless and cruel than could conceivably be imagined, neither Dr. Haape nor most of his comrades ever wavered in their belief that Soviet Bolshevism posed an existential threat that needed to be expunged, root and branch, whatever the cost in men and materiel, before it engulfed Germany and the West. This iron conviction runs like a rote Faden (literally, a “red thread,” or recurring theme) through Haape’s account and is manifest in his letters to Martha during his two years in Russia. Dr. Haape’s entire upbringing—his unshakable religious beliefs, his patriotism, his recollections of the turbulent Weimar years, his understanding of the Russia of Lenin and Stalin—had prepared him psychologically for his role in Hitler’s showdown with Soviet Russia. Perforce, like a majority of Germans, he supported the war as a necessary evil to spare the Christian West from godless Bolshevism. And yet, as a doctor, whose main business was saving lives, not taking them, he would never have supported Hitler’s criminal policies in Operation Barbarossa, had he been privy to them. Indeed, his many sketches and drawings while in Russia, mostly sympathetic depictions of the Russian people, reveal a man with a gentle heart and a basic love of humanity.

	c)Because the 6th Infantry Division’s main battle line (Hauptkampflinie) in Russia was often so dangerously stretched and thinly occupied, Dr. Haape sometimes found himself in the thick of the fighting—defending his dressing station against a Russian breakthrough, leading a counterattack with a hastily assembled few, even personally attacking and immobilizing Soviet tanks bearing down on his dressing station. This was particularly so during the winter of 1941–1942, when his division—and, for that matter, all of Army Group Center—tottered for weeks on the edge of annihilation and during the tenacious fighting at Rzhev in the summer of 1942. In this sense, Haape’s 6th Infantry Division resembled the German Eastern Front as a whole—too few men and too few weapons to meet the enormous challenges of Hitler’s eastern adventure.

	d)As the Barbarossa campaign of 1941 progressed, Dr. Haape’s challenges as a military doctor expanded accordingly. If, aside from the wounded and dying (the lot of every doctor in wartime), the initial medical problems were largely benign—exhaustion, blistered feet, insects, dysentery, and more—by fall/winter of that year, serious and deadly concerns such as lice, spotted fever, frostbite, and hypothermia had taken their place. At times, the ruthless nature of his nearly impossible duties almost broke him, or at the very least took him to the brink of complete mental and physical collapse. (See, for example, Haape’s awkward encounter with his regimental commander, Colonel Becker, at Christmastime 1941, as described in Chapter 20, “The Numbers Shrink”). The constant strain of service in Russia as a military doctor would, ultimately, permanently damage his health, contributing to two heart attacks much later in life. That he remained master of his personal destiny under such unimaginable conditions, while receiving a half-dozen major military decorations and the fulsome praise of his superiors, is ample testimony to the stalwart character of the man.

	e)While perhaps peripheral to Dr. Haape’s story, it is important to note that he was much more than a fine doctor and a brave and dutiful soldier. A man of towering intellect and ability, he was as comfortable quoting Goethe or Kant as he was removing a shell splinter from a grateful soldier’s gut. Throughout his adult life he lectured—formally or informally—on topics ranging from history and psychology to literature and art. And he was himself a talented artist, as underscored by his many sketches and drawings in Russia, some created at -40° Centigrade. To the very end of his life, he also wrote plays and composed musical pieces, even operas, for which he received the critical acclaim of his peers.



    In late November 1942, in a little village on the Volga, Dr. Haape married Martha Arazym by proxy,5 a marriage they celebrated publicly and symbolically sealed in a church wedding in Krefeld, Germany, in April 1943. In May, he was permanently recalled from Russia and, after temporary assignments in Berlin and Duisburg, was posted at his request to Strasbourg in Alsace-Lorraine in September 1943, where he did duty initially as a battalion doctor to an artillery replacement and training unit. While his record is sketchy at this point, by the spring of 1944 he was working as a surgeon at a reserve military hospital there and, months later, became the chief medical officer (Standortarzt) for the entire Strasbourg area.6

    In June 1944, he looked on helplessly as Anglo-American forces landed successfully in Normandy and his beloved 6th Infantry Division was cut to pieces near Bobruisk—their backs to the Berezina River, which they had crossed so confidently three years before—along with most of Army Group Center in the Soviet summer offensive of 1944. In a despairing letter to Martha on 14 July 1944, he wrote:


    My dear, dear Martha,

    The times are so terribly grave and I would like to be together with you as much as possible. Who knows what the future holds. In the East, things look bad, very bad and, barring a miracle, I will never again see my friends and comrades of my old division. . . . When will the Russians cross the German border? I am so sad and depressed. But we can do nothing but wait, fulfill what duty demands of us to the very end, and place fate, our fate, confidently in God’s Hand, while staying true to ourselves.



    This letter encapsulates virtually everything that Heinrich Haape stood for and fought for—the love of his wife, love of country, his solemn commitment to “duty,” and, certainly, his deep and abiding religious faith. In late November 1944, he was taken prisoner in Strasbourg by French forces; yet somehow he ended up in American captivity. He was sent to an American military hospital for German POWs in Marseille, where he was employed at least part of the time as a surgeon. After some fifteen months in captivity, he was released in February 1946. (For the fascinating details of how he finagled his release, see Appendix 2.)

    Dr. Haape returned to Stuttgart, where his wife had been singing at the city’s opera house since the summer of 1943. (The Duisburg Opera House had been flattened in an RAF bombing raid on 20 December 1942.) While the immediate postwar years were difficult ones for most Germans, the Haapes were among the more fortunate—Martha was gainfully employed and Heinz had not been tainted by the stench of National Socialism, creating opportunities for him. From 1946 to 1952, he was editor-in-chief of a daily newspaper, an art journal, and a popular monthly magazine; he also lectured at a school of drama, wrote libretti for two operas, and painted.

    He never again practiced medicine, however, in part at least because he did not want to make himself vulnerable to a military draft. The Berlin Blockade (1948–1949), the Soviet occupation of Czechoslovakia, the outbreak of the Korean War, and other flash-points of East-West conflict had convinced him that the “German problem” (i.e., the partition of the country into East and West Germany) would not be resolved peacefully but would lead to war. As noted above, Heinz was convinced that, should war come, his skills as a doctor would make him among the first to be drafted, a fate he vowed to avoid.

    While in captivity, Heinz and other German prisoners had occasionally mulled over the possibility of emigrating—to Spain, Canada, Australia, or other countries far from war and strife. Moreover, as a young man, he had often dreamed of adventure in faraway places, while his older brother Karl—a diabetic who passed away in December 1945—had plied him with tales set in that inscrutable yet intriguing continent of Africa. Around 1950–1951, Heinz made two exploratory trips to South Africa, searching for business opportunities and the best place for his family to settle. In a letter to Martha and his six-year-old son from South Africa in October 1951, he informed them, “I have laid the groundwork for our emigration to South Africa.”

    In the spring of 1952, Heinz made his move—he, Martha, and little Heinz Jr. permanently departed Germany for South Africa (he by plane, she and their son by steamer from Amsterdam). Leaving most of their possessions behind, the daring move was made on what can best be described as a logistical shoestring; in fact, at one point early on, the Haapes had little more than five pounds to their name, while Heinz’s initial business ventures in South Africa turned sour—in part due to the actions of unscrupulous acquaintances or business partners. It was then, with failure staring him in the face, that he went so far as to give Martha—and their son—permission to return to Germany without him should they so choose—a chivalrous offer that Martha, as a devoted and loving wife, rejected out of hand.

    Gradually, with the help of others (including the expatriate German community in the Durban area), Heinz began to build a good life for his family in South Africa. In May 1954, a second son, Johannes, was born, and the Haape family was complete. In the years that followed, Heinz began to have success as an entrepreneur, operating a plastic-ware factory (in collaboration with a German firm) and establishing the first of what would become a chain of successful bakeries that would continue to support Martha Haape long after her husband’s passing. To bring opera to South Africa and, perhaps more important, to promote Martha’s interrupted singing career, Dr. Haape and a small band of opera enthusiasts formed the Durban Opera Company; after eighteen months of rehearsals, the first production, in November 1959, was Mozart’s The Marriage of Figaro, which Heinz directed himself.

    Meanwhile, in 1955, with a 4,000–pound sterling loan, Heinz had purchased a twoand-one-half-acre plot in Gillitts (near Durban), a property that included a small cottage and a rondavel. Surrounded by rolling hills, tall grasses, and patches of eucalyptus forest, the Gillitts property would be the last stop for the Haapes in South Africa. The rondavel was soon outfitted as Martha’s music room, and her grand piano (Flügel) was shipped over from Stuttgart. In the years ahead, as he became more successful, Heinz would slowly transform their Gillitts home into the image of a romantic European castle.

    In 1956–1957, Heinz finally “put pen to paper” and wrote his war memoir, Moscow Tram Stop—or, rather, he dictated the narrative to Martha night after night after returning home from work. As Martha recalled years later, “I sat down at the typewriter and typed until my head dropped from fatigue onto the machine, then we would stop for the night.”7 The manuscript was typed with double spacing, so that Heinz could make alterations by hand, and it was given to Major Rossler, a man of German descent who had seen service in the British or South Africa army, for translation into English. Finally, Dr. Haape collaborated with Dennis Henshaw, a journalist from the Natal Mercury, to shorten and edit the text. The book was submitted to Collins in London, which snapped it up and published it in 1957. The first edition sold out quickly, and the reviews, particularly those written by British army veterans for various publications, were excellent. For reasons unknown, Collins never published a second English edition, although German-language editions, exquisitely translated by Fritz Bünger for Motor-buch Verlag, appeared in 1980 and 1998.

    Heinz’s Moscow Tram Stop was one of the very first accounts of the war with Russia by an ordinary German soldier to appear on the market.8 In the ensuing years, Heinz sometimes told his family that he had written the book as a tribute to the memory of his lost comrades—for their memory, the pain of their loss, had never left him. Perhaps because of that pain, the indelible imprints left behind by what he had seen and experienced, Heinz’s memory of the war remained razor sharp. Indeed, it is a tribute to his keen recollection of events that the book is so fundamentally accurate and contains few significant errors of fact, which is remarkable when one considers that, besides his memory, all he had to work with were his letters, some newspaper clippings, a brief diary, and a handful of official records of his division.

    Following the publication of Moscow Tram Stop, Dr. Haape would live for almost twenty more years. In addition to his business ventures, he would continue to be a “mover and shaker” in the performing arts in the Durban area, building on what he had achieved in the 1950s. He staged operas with mostly local talent, while showcasing the remarkable talent of his wife. He also continued to paint and write poetry and libretti. His achievements in the arts were noticed by social and political elites in South Africa, among them high-ranking cabinet ministers.

    In 1965, Heinz suffered a serious heart attack; it was followed by a second heart attack in 1968. Although he withdrew somewhat from public life in his final years, he remained active in business, the arts, and his various intellectual pursuits. In fact, it was in the late 1960s that he resolved to compose South Africa’s first opera, although he had no formal training in musical composition. He composed the lyrics and spent days, months, and (eventually) years seated at his wife’s grand piano working out notes by trial and error and jotting them down. Once a week, a friend, John Knuyt, who conducted the Pietermaritzburg Philharmonic Society Choir, visited Heinz and, together, they worked on the score. Finally, Stefans Grové, a professor of music at the University of Pretoria, was invited to Gillitts to revise and orchestrate the musical score.

    On 18 May 1974, the music—the climax of Heinz’s cultural work in Natal—had its world premiere in the Pietermaritzburg City Hall as an oratorio; it was titled May the Land Worship the Lord, Praise and Exalt Him through All the Ages—a passage Heinz had culled from the inscription on the bell in the tower of the Cape Town Castle, the oldest building in South Africa. The oratorio ends with the citizens of Cape Town celebrating New Year’s Eve in 1699 and looking expectantly toward a new century. Martha sang the soprano lead of Melina. The state president, the honorable Jim Fouché, was the guest of honor.

    It is my hope that this brief introduction has helped bring to life a man of extraordinary intellectual and artistic acumen, but most of all a man of dignity, honor, loyalty, and uncommon courage. The latter are attributes of character, and it is Dr. Haape’s character that sets him so far apart from most men in contemporary Western civilization. As C. S. Lewis wrote so prophetically so long ago, “We make men without chests and expect from them virtue and enterprise. We laugh at honor and are shocked to find traitors in our midst.” Today, we live in a collapsing and morally depleted world. Our enemies wage religious war against us, slay innocents by the thousands, overrun our lands, threaten our very way of life; yet our leaders—men (and women) without chests one and all—are too paralyzed by fear, disoriented by lack of faith, to even call out our tormenters by name, much less put them to the sword, because the Western culture that had produced extraordinary men like Heinrich Haape no longer exists. And with so few men like him to defend it, our once glorious civilization apathetically consigns itself to unremitting decline.

    Heinrich (“Heinz”) Haape passed away on 18 February 1976, following unsuccessful surgery for kidney cancer at a hospital in Germany. He was sixty-six years old. Martha would live for another thirty years, although she never remarried. After suffering a stroke in 2003, she passed away in South Africa in 2006. Both Heinz and Martha found their final resting place in the family burial plot in his hometown of Buschhausen/Oberhausen.

    Dr. Craig W. H. Luther
Tehachapi, California
December 2015
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    Operation Barbarossa: The Central Theater of Operations
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    Path of the 3rd Battalion, Infantry Regiment 18 during Operation Barbarossa, 1941–1942
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    Retreat from Moscow, 6 December 1941–April 1942

  

  
    CHAPTER 1

    Operation “Barbarossa”9

    Five minutes to zero hour!

    It is 22 June 1941, and I am standing with Battalion Commander Neuhoff and his adjutant, Hillemanns, on the crest of a small hill on the southeastern border of East Prussia, the wide plains of Lithuania stretching ahead of us but invisible in the pitch blackness before dawn. I glance at the luminous dial of my wrist-watch. It is exactly 3 a.m. I know that a million other Germans are looking at their watches at the same time. They have all been synchronized. Three tremendous Germany Army groups and the Luftwaffe are poised for the mighty onslaught.10 Concentration upon concentration of companies, battalions, regiments and divisions lie ready; squadron upon squadron of the Luftwaffe—close and long-range reconnaissance aircraft, fighters, bombers and dive-bombers—are keyed to the highest pitch, awaiting zero hour.

    Four minutes to go!

    The whole of the German eastern front from the Gulf of Finland to the Black Sea has uncoiled for the strike against Russia. The strike will be made simultaneously from Finland, East Prussia, Poland, the Carpathians, Romania. The tremendous wall of fire along the 2000-mile front will destroy the enemy’s defenses—of that we are certain.11 The armies that will soon be pouring through the Russian lines have acquired the temper of steel and an invincible spirit on the battlefields of Europe. Every German soldier is fully conscious of the magnitude of this colossal undertaking. Whether he tries to peer through the darkness toward Leningrad, toward Moscow, toward Kiev, toward the Dnepr or toward the Caspian Sea, each man knows that a country of endless distances lies ahead of him.

    Three minutes to go!

    I think of my fellow army-doctors in Finland, where dawn has already broken. But deep night still enfolds us, a night without moon, the stars blanketed by low cloud. A warm breeze blows from the Lithuanian plains and I realize that I am sweating slightly—but more from the awful suspense of these fateful minutes than from the sultriness of the night. In dead silence, our storm troops and pioneers are moving forward to the extreme boundaries of the frontier. It is happening on our sector and the same thing is happening along the whole front. There is an invisible comradeship in the all-enveloping mantle of the night. It brings a comradeship-in-arms with every one of the three million Germans who are standing ready to set ablaze the greatest military conflict in history: Operation “Barbarossa.” A man lights a cigarette. There is a barked command and the glowing end drops earthward, sparks on the ground, and is stamped out. There is no conversation; the only sounds the occasional clink of metal, the pawing of a horse’s hoofs, the snort of his breath. I imagine I can see a faint blush in the distant sky. I am eagerly searching for something on which to fix my eyes and divert my thoughts. Dawn is breaking. In the east the black cloud is graying. Will these last seconds never tick away? I look again at my watch.

    Two minutes to go!

    My thoughts turn to Martha,12 linger with her. She will be asleep, as will the sweethearts—and the wives and mothers—of millions of other men along this vast front. They know nothing of what we are doing, of the dangers which the next few hours, the next months, perhaps the next years, will bring to their menfolk. To them this night is as a thousand others, and that is how we wish it to be. We will march. Places and names will change; some will cease to exist, others will be engraved on the memories of us all. Some will become a dim recollection, others will become history. We do not know which. Villages will be destroyed, towns will be desolated. Terrified human beings will stand lost by the roadside. Graves will mark the battlefields, will be scattered along the highways. And tomorrow night, where the horizon burns, there the war will be.

    One minute to zero hour!

    There is nothing of which we can think, except what will happen when the next second and the next have ticked by. The tense moment holds us breathless. We wait, our faces rigid, pulses racing. The whole world seems to be waiting. . . .

    A mighty clap of thunder as thousands of guns roar forth at one stroke. Their flashes turn dawn into daylight. In a split second, more than two thousand miles of front is electrified into action. Hell is let loose and history is made. Guns of every caliber fire point-blank at the Russian lines. With a heavy, droning hum, mortar shells arc over our heads toward the enemy. Machine-guns and automatics rattle out their urgent salvoes. The Russians return the fire. We hear the whine as heavy shells rend the night above us. But the German fire intensifies into an overwhelming crescendo as our forward storm troops and infantry battalions pour into the enemy’s frontier defenses. And the Panzers, we know, are crushing their way forward, spitting fire.

    The east is aflame.

    * * *

    The 3rd Battalion, Infantry Regiment 18,13 is still lying in prepared positions awaiting the order to advance. Our mission is to support the forward line methodically at any crucial point where enemy resistance stiffens. As the dawn tries to compete with man-made fire, we watch from our rising ground the rapid advance of our assault troops. Beyond us lie a thousand miles of Russian soil before Moscow,14 which we know is our ultimate objective.

    The 6th Infantry Division,15 to which we belong, is part of Army Group Center under Field Marshal von Bock,16 and it is to us, rather than to Army Group South, now advancing on the Ukraine, or to Army Group North driving toward Leningrad, that Germany will look for a sensational victory. We know that ours is to be the supreme objective.

    The frontier customs post is already a blazing torch. The Russian frontier defenses have been pulverized by fire and taken by storm. Only a few concrete bunkers are fighting back bravely and desperately, but they will soon be surrounded and overrun. A Stuka formation rips eastward, then breaks off into attack, each plane plummeting earthward. The crump of their bombs mingles with the other sounds of battle. The Stukas re-form and go into the attack again, with guns blazing this time, then are lost in the distance. From our small prominence it is like a scene from a spectacular play. Motionlessly the tall figure of Battalion Commander Neuhoff stands beside me. He murmurs, as if to convince himself: “Now we are at war with Russia! War with Russia!”

    The day has dawned, and with it the warm breeze has died away. More and more fires are lighting up the middle-distance and thick, dirty smoke-clouds roll lazily upward, spreading over the awakening hills and shadowy woods. The order comes to advance. Neuhoff dismisses the messenger with a curt order to our signalers. It is 3:45 a.m. It seems unbelievable that only 40 minutes have passed since the guns first spoke. We fall into position and move forward. It is a relief to be moving, but I sit astride my horse with a tense grip on the reins. Lump behaves restlessly and I try to relax. There is a baptism of fire ahead for man and horse. I wonder how I will acquit myself and I have a dreadful fear that nervousness will rob my hand of its precision. I feel behind me for my medical outfit, it is hanging from the saddle; everything is in order. Petermann, my groom, rides beside me, carrying two first aid outfits. The motor ambulance is a few hundred yards in the rear with my medical team—Dehorn, Müller, Wegener, and a driver.

    We meet our first wounded soldier. He has a bullet wound in the arm. I remove the rubber tourniquet and emergency bandage which have been applied by a stretcher-bearer up front. There is little bleeding for the bullet has passed right through the arm, grazing the bone only slightly. I apply a pressure bandage and tie the arm in a sling. “How are things going ahead?” I ask him.

    “Unteroffizier Schäfer has fallen and one officer—I don’t know who he is. Otherwise no casualties as far as I know. But I am not sure what is happening—it was so quick, Herr Assistenzarzt.”

    “Go back along this road,” I tell him, “until you meet the ambulance company, which is following us.”

    Smiling, he sets off. For him the war lasted only five minutes. I remount and give Lump the spurs, galloping to the head of the column. Petermann follows. I reach the battalion commander and his adjutant, Hillemanns.

    “Everything in order?” asks Neuhoff.

    “Yes, sir—only a minor case.”

    “What arrangements have you made to deal with the disposal of wounded?”

    “Everything has been thoroughly planned, Herr Major.”

    “Yes, but what are your plans, Haape?” Neuhoff persists.

    “This road which passes the customs house leads to the main highway to Kalvaria. Oberstabsarzt Schulze with his ambulance company will follow this road and take over the batches of wounded men that I have attended to. Serious cases will be carried to houses near the road and ambulance men or stretcher-bearers will be detailed to remain with them. The other battalion M.O.s17 will do the same.”

    Neuhoff grunts: “Good!”

    * * *

    The dead officer was from our battalion—it was young Leutnant Stock, who had been killed by a Russian sniper’s bullet. His body was lying in a trampled cornfield. Two men from Kramer’s 11th Company, to which Stock had belonged, were digging a grave in the soft earth. Watching them were four Russian soldiers, blood seeping through their fresh bandages. My lively little orderly, Dehorn, was giving one of them a drink from his water-bottle. But two Russians had not received medical attention, although one of them had a gaping leg wound. My medical NCO Wegener was covering them with an automatic—evidently the one Stock had been carrying. My third medical orderly, Gefreiter Müller, was watching them closely; he wore a puzzled frown.

    Wegener saluted, without lowering his automatic, and said: “We’ve treated these four men, Herr Assistenzarzt, but what shall we do with these two? They ambushed Herrn Leutnant Stock from behind this rye. Our men got them with a grenade. Do we have to give them first aid, too?”

    “We’re not the judges, Wegener,” I said sharply. “Our job is to help the wounded—Germans and Russians alike, even if they have shot down one of our officers. Put that gun down.” The two soldiers had dug the grave and were lowering Stock’s body into the earth. Quickly, they shoveled the loose earth over it and knocked a rough birch cross into the ground with their trench-spades. That was all there was to it. The helmet and the identity disc hanging from the cross showed that Leutnant Stock, 21 years old, lay buried there. But there was nothing to say that this sensitive lad had been a brilliant pianist; that he had been able to make me forget everything when I listened to him play the “Moonlight Sonata” in the mess at Littry la Mine before we left Normandy. Now he had been jerked away from the fullness of life to the void of death in a split-second—the time it had taken for one small bullet to speed from the muzzle of a Russian gun into his heart. Hitherto I had always seen men lingering on the brink of death for a few minutes at least; never had I seen a life cut off so swiftly and cleanly. Stock’s death had abruptly switched my thoughts from myself to my comrades. Introspection had vanished, and I was now looking at this new war through the eyes of the 3rd Battalion. Perhaps so much more would happen to the battalion that I should forget young Leutnant Stock and his sensitive fingers.

    We passed the burning customs house, out of East Prussia into Lithuania.18 The network of wire entanglements, spread over meadows and cornfields, was behind us and as we crossed the frontier, we entered a new world. The soil, the countryside, were the same on each side of the man-made barrier, but we stepped from the well-cultivated and cared-for land of East Prussia to stony fields, with ill-kept houses and poorly-clad peasants.

    After one hour the war was over for these people. Civilians were already creeping out of hiding places; they looked helpless and confused. But we had no time to stop and give advice. Already the spearheads of our infantry were three miles inside enemy territory. And the Panzers, we knew, were at this moment driving deep into the Lithuanian plains, beginning the first of many encircling movements. Our Luftwaffe was not sitting idly by. From forward airfields behind our lines they put flight after flight into the air. The enemy was on the run; he had to be kept that way. All morning as we marched, our necks craned to see Staffel after Staffel pass overhead: the Heinkels and Dorniers with their persistent throb, the Messerschmitts with their ear-splitting whine—and the Stukas.19 All flew over in perfect formation as if nothing in the world were easier than flying over contested enemy territory.

    We heard a strange drone in the distance, getting louder. But even through our binoculars we could see nothing. Then through a break in the clouds they appeared—five, six, seven Russian bombers. Our columns halted, took what cover they could find along the roadside. Gunners jumped into the rye fields with their anti-aircraft guns. By now we could see they were not heavy bombers, but short and stumpy monoplanes and bi-planes, probably dive-bombers. They flew directly over our heads—we were not to be the target. The gunners on the ground opened up, and the Russian planes dived behind us and to our right. We heard the thud of bombs a mile in our rear and saw the clouds of dust rise. In less perfect formation, the aircraft set course for the east. We resumed our march.

    The first prisoners! We gazed at them eagerly, anxious to make acquaintance with the new foe. They were about a platoon strong and wore shabby khaki-yellow uniforms, loosely-flapping, unmilitary-looking blouses and had clean-shaven heads. Their heavy faces were expressionless.

    From a farmhouse came a shout for first-aid men. With Dehorn and Wegener, I stepped into the house and saw several civilians and wounded Russian soldiers. I gave first aid quickly and ordered Wegener to attend to the light cases, report to the ambulance company and follow up without delay.

    I was finding that the horse was by far the best means of getting about. By galloping through the cornfields alongside the road I was soon able to pass the marching column and join up again with Neuhoff. Suddenly shots rang out not more than 50 feet ahead of us from a field of rye. Neuhoff pulled his horse back on to its hindlegs. We dismounted and in the confusion a volley of bullets went over our heads as Hillemanns, the adjutant, and a number of our men dashed into the cornfield, firing their rifles and automatics as they went. There was a mêlée in the tall corn, a confusion of revolver shots, upraised rifle butts and screams.

    A tall infantryman from the H.Q. company brushed his way back through the rye. With his hands still gripping the barrel of his rifle, he shrugged and said: “Finished!” I noticed the butt of his rifle was splashed with blood.

    Neuhoff and I strode into the corn. A commissar and four Russian soldiers were lying on the trampled earth, their skulls battered into the soil, which had been freshly dug and thrown up into a mound for their suicidal ambush. The commissar’s hands were still grasping uprooted cornstalks. Our casualties were negligible—one man with a bayonet wound in the arm, another man with a grazed calf. A little iodine, gauze, and a couple of strips of adhesive plaster and they were ready to march on with the rest of us. Neuhoff, Hillemanns and I rode on together at the head of the column.

    “I didn’t expect that,” said Neuhoff, rather shakily. “Sheer suicide, to attack a battalion at close quarters with five men.”20

    We were to learn that these small groups of Russians would constitute our greatest danger. The corn was high and made ideal cover for the small guerrilla bands, which stayed behind as the main body of the Russian forces were rolled back. As a rule they were fanatically led by Soviet commissars and we never knew when we should come under their fire.

    As the sun climbed, the day grew hot; and as the men marched the dust rose, until we were all covered in a light yellow coating—battledress, rifles, faces, and hands. Men and vehicles assumed ghostly outlines in the dust-laden air. I wet my dry lips with a little water from my bottle and was glad when the order was given to halt. It was noon and we rested in a small wood. A flight of eight Russian bombers came toward us from the east. They circled to make sure of their target.

    But this time they had to reckon with the Messerschmitts. The Bf 109’s swooped like hawks into a flight of pigeons. They attacked from the sun, firing as they dived. Breaking off the attack, they zoomed to regain height for another attack and one by one the bombers were picked off. One Russian burst into flames, a second followed, and like two torches they sank toward the ground. It surprised me to see how slowly they fell. A wing broke off another bomber and the plane spun earthward. I noticed two parachutes drifting gently above it. Our fighters continued the attacks until every bomber had been shot down. The action had taken 10 minutes at most.

    A dispatch rider roared up on a motor-cycle. One of the Russian bombers had crashed into an artillery column. Extra medical assistance was urgently needed. I galloped over and found 15 artillerymen already dead. Behind a hedge, nine more soldiers with serious burns were lying. Five of them were so badly burned that I held out no hope of their survival for more than a day or two. I sent a field-messenger for an ambulance—all nine men were stretcher cases. I filled in casualty cards for them: a schoolmaster from Duisburg, a locksmith from Essen, a miner from Hamborn, a tailor from Dinslaken, a forester from Lipperland, a tramwayman from Osnabrück and three students from Münster. It was two hours before I could leave them. I had lost touch with my battalion and nobody seemed able to give me directions. I worked out that if I headed southeast I would be bound to reach the road to Kalvaria, which was the immediate objective of the division.

    With Petermann following me, I took a by-road, hoping it was a short-cut, but after a mile I heard shots and imagined that bullets were whipping past my ears. Being inexperienced, I could not gauge from what distance or direction they were being fired—or even if we were the targets, though we seemed to be the only moving objects in sight. We made for shelter behind some bushes and then I noticed a farmyard. It looked like good cover—unless it was occupied by Russians. But to my relief I saw German soldiers, and a Hauptmann appeared to whom I told my story.

    “You’re not exactly reporting anything unusual,” he told me caustically. “We’ve been playing this game with them since early morning. My job’s to comb these woods and corn-fields and get rid of these guerrillas.21 I’ve already shot God knows how many and taken 120 prisoners, but I’ve lost some of my best men doing it. You’ve been lucky, Doctor.”

    “Lucky twice,” I said. “Our battalion was ambushed this morning.”

    “That’s happening all over the countryside,” he told me. “These swines build up ammunition dumps in the cornfields and then wait until our main columns have passed before they start sniping. And what a mixture they are! I’ve got Mongolians, Tartars, and Kalmucks. It’s a queer business fighting these slit-eyed bastards. Like being in China.”

    He directed me toward the Kalvaria road.

    “I don’t think you’ll be bothered by any more of this rabble in the cornfields,” he said. “I’ve cleared them all out in that direction.”

    This time I kept a sharp look-out. And then I realized that my feeling of irresolution had vanished. It had dawned on me that not every bullet finds its mark.

    A broad stream of soldiers, vehicles and guns was moving east along the highway, among them a baggage unit from my own battalion. I galloped ahead, through the corn-fields alongside the road. Larger and larger groups of Russian prisoners were passing us on their way to the rear. I came across our 10th Company’s commander, bull-like, genial Stolze. He was hugely delighted at having successfully completed his mission of thrusting across country from a point some miles to the north and rejoining our battalion on the highway.

    “Hey, Doktor!” he shouted. “Work for you. See that farmhouse?” His horse jostled mine as his huge hand pointed out the place, about half a mile away across the fields. “There are some wounded men there. . . .”

    “Yours?”

    “No, thank God. But they need a doctor—there’s only a stretcher-bearer with them at the moment.”

    “Thanks, Stolze—I’ll go over there.”

    “Oh, Doktor—better take a couple of my men with you for protection. But be sure I get them back. In one piece.” He gave orders to an Unteroffizier and a soldier and with a wave of his hand rode off along the road at the head of his company to rejoin the rest of the battalion. I had heard nothing of my ambulance and medical team for several hours, so I sent back along the column to Oberstabsarzt Schulze for an ambulance. The marching men scattered to let it through as it hooted its way along the dusty road. I ordered the Sankawagen22 driver to make for the farmhouse and rode after it with Petermann. A few bullets kicked up the dust behind us as we galloped into the farmyard.

    In the big living room there were five soldiers lying on the floor; two of them were dead, their bodies still warm. The stretcher-bearer, a quietly-spoken middle-aged man, reported: “It is terrible. For the first time in my life I’ve really been desperate, Herr Assistenzarzt. The theory—I know that. But real wounds knock the theory out of your head.” He looked at me with pleading eyes. “I hope it’s not my fault the two men died. I tried—”

    “Don’t worry. They’d have died anyway.” I glanced quickly at the three wounded men. “You seem to have made a good job of things in spite of forgetting your theory.”

    I attended to the stomach wound first. The bullet had entered below the stomach and had passed out to the left of the spine. The man’s face was ashen and drawn with pain and cold beads of sweat were on his forehead. “You have a clean bullet wound through the abdomen,” I told him distinctly. “It seems that only the small intestine has been damaged. You’ll have to be operated on without delay, but the only immediate danger is internal hemorrhage—and as you were wounded a couple of hours ago and you’re not dead yet, you’ll survive.” I gave him a smile. “The Sankawagen is outside; it will take you straight to the medical company where they’ll operate on you. Don’t worry—you’re on your way home.”

    As his pain-racked face relaxed into a faint smile I closed both entry and exit holes of the wound with a plastic bandage, applied a covering of Zellstoff23 and with my scissors removed bits of bloodstained clothing. The stretcher-bearer helped me to tie the man’s knees up under his chin to ease the stomach. I gave him a sedative and an anti-tetanus injection, and had him wrapped warmly in a blanket and carried to the Sankawagen, where a casualty card was completed and hung around his neck. In the meantime, I turned to the second badly wounded man. Head wound. And unconscious. I cleaned and bandaged the wound and he joined the stomach case in the ambulance.

    The third man had a clean bullet wound through his upper thigh. The rubber tour-niquet had been well applied above the wound, but had been in position too long—the leg was completely numb. From my medical bag I took a container clip and told the stretcher-bearer to remove the tourniquet. Blood pumped out—the bullet had punctured an artery. Fortunately it was not the main artery, otherwise there would have been little hope of saving his leg.

    I pressed a wad of absorbent cotton into the wound and with a single scissor cut opened the wound to the top and removed the wad. Quickly I applied the clip to the end of the artery. The bleeding stopped and the blood again coursed through the undamaged arteries of the leg which had been almost dead for the best part of two hours. The patient looked at me with questioning eyes.

    “Now we must wait a while and see if the veins are damaged and whether the circulation will be strong enough to bring life back into that leg of yours. But your case is going well,” I reassured him.

    “Herr Assistenzarzt,” the stretcher-bearer interrupted, “the peasant woman here has made you a big can of coffee.”

    Gratefully, I took the can of steaming coffee from the old woman, whom I had not noticed until now. I glanced at my watch—it was 3:15 p.m. We had been at war with Russia just 12 hours, but it was 18 hours since I had last eaten or drunk anything but water. I had no appetite, but a great thirst.

    The woman handed me a big cup and said in fluent German: “I’m so happy our house has not been burnt. My mother was German, you know—a Baltic German. And as a young girl I was in Berlin for two years. Those were better days—the good, old days!”

    “Here’s to better days again!” I gave her a toast with my coffee and filled the cup again. 

    There was a crash of glass in the back room. “That has been going on all day,” said the old woman. “Those Russians in the wood over there.”

    I ran outside and called the two men from Stolze’s company. “It strikes me you didn’t make a very thorough job of clearing all the Russians out,” I said.

    “We penetrated right up to the wood with Oberleutnant Stolze, and not a mouse stirred,” said the Unteroffizier.

    “Then who’s that shooting?” I demanded.

    “Perhaps our Herr Oberleutnant thought something should be left over for the back-line troops—so that they’d have something to put in their letters home.”

    “What’s your name?” I demanded curtly.

    “Schmidt, Herr Assistenzarzt.”

    “And your profession?”

    “Lawyer, with your permission, Herr Assistenzarzt.”

    “I’m not surprised. Keen talker, eh? Well, you’re handling my brief now, and you’ll carry it out to my instructions. Is that clear?”

  “Yes, Herr Assistenzarzt.”

  “See that you keep those Russians in the wood quiet.”

  “Zu Befehl,” he replied and set up his light machine-gun facing the wood. Before he could fire, a bullet ripped through the roof of the ambulance. I ordered the driver to take it to a sheltered position behind the house and returned to my “leg” in the living room. It had turned pink and when I pinched the man’s thigh and toes he could feel it. Now there was considerable venous bleeding. Time was precious. The clip was secure and I left it in the wound, but applied a pressure bandage. I gave him an anti-tetanus jab and had him carried to the ambulance on a stretcher. “Your leg will completely recover,” I told him.

    “Thank you, Herr Assistenzarzt,” he said, with moist eyes, “and also you, Herr Pfarrer, for having prayed with me.”

    The stretcher-bearer tried to explain as he felt my questioning gaze on him. “We had plenty of time to think and were terrified to be stuck here unprotected with the Russians just across the pasture. But I believed the Lord God would help us. So I prayed. . . . You see, I used to be a padre. It seemed to comfort us and give us courage. . . .” He tailed off.

    “You needn’t excuse yourself.” I was rather moved. “You did the right thing.”

    On the casualty card hanging around the neck of the stomach case I wrote in red pencil “To be operated on at once” with three exclamation marks, then shouted to the ambulance driver: “Now get to the medical company as quickly as possible. And report that two dead men are lying here for burial.”

    The ambulance sped off and ran into a hail of bullets as soon as it left the shelter of the building. I could only stand and watch with impotent rage—the prominent Red Cross was plainly visible in the bright afternoon sun. If a bullet found the engine and put the ambulance out of action, the stomach case would die—that was certain. Suddenly determined machine-gun fire rattled out from the front of the house. The lawyer had evidently pin-pointed the snipers, for the Russian fire stopped immediately.

    “There are more than two dead men, Herr Assistenzarzt,” the stretcher-bearer said uncertainly.

    “What do you mean?”

    “There are six more bodies lying in a hollow on the other side of the house.”

    “How many?”

    “Six, Herr Assistenzarzt—and one of them is a doctor.”

    “Are you sure they’re all dead?”

    “The other men said so.”

    “We must make sure. Come with me, stretcher-bearer.” I gave the lawyer orders: “Jurist, give immediate covering fire while the stretcher-bearer and I run along that ditch.”

    “Jawohl, Herr Assistenzarzt!” the lawyer grinned.

    The hollow pointed out by the stretcher-bearer lay 100 yards away from the house. We made a dash for the ditch and plunged into it as snipers’ bullets bit into the earth on either bank and showered us with dust. The machine-gun from the farmhouse chattered and I seized the opportunity to dash across the remaining 20 yards to the hollow.

    Six bodies lay sprawled in the hollow. A stretcher-bearer lay on his back, arms flung wide, and four other soldiers lay close by just as they had fallen. And there was the doctor, lying face downward, Red Cross band on his sleeve, a bold red cross on the flag by his side. The contents of his medical pack were strewn around him.

    As if afraid of being overheard, the Pfarrer whispered: “A hundred yards from here—see, there, behind those gorse bushes, the Russians were lying. The doctor had brought the wounded men into the hollow and was attending to them when the Russians started firing. I
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1. 22,641 Lt. Adolph Stock (b. 25.2.1914)
Fell near the Russo-German demarcation line i Lithuania.
he! 2. 22641 Ufz. Wil Schifer (b. 16.12.1909) Fel nar the illage of Akmenynai.
3. 2,841 Lt Toni Frh. von Boeselager (b. 3.8.1911)
Fel near the Mezha river NE of Velizh.
4. 3841 L1, Franz Jacohy (b. 15.8.1914)
Fell near the Mezha iver vicinity of Morosovo illage.
5. 3.8.41 Sanitatsdienstgrad Bornhard Dehorn (b. 27.5.1912)
Fell near the Mezha river vicinity of Chlomy.
6.27.12.41 Oblt. Ludwi Stolze (b. 16.5.1916) Fell NE of Staritza in village of Schitinkovo.
7.29.12.41 Oblt. Franz Josef Graf von Kageneck (. 8.1.1915) fatally injured in Schitinkovo.
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“One of the best individual accounts of Germany’s campaign in the east.
It is gritty, confronting, and personal all at the same time.”
—David Stahel, author of





