Report of Alfons Johann

Once again I had to ponder a long about the time of the Nazi rule when reading the very impressive questions and answers when reading the article out of the PW Camp Algona Newspaper. (Note: of which I’ll make a translation separately in a day or two) I do not want to reason like a philosopher, which would result in an unending monologue. I just say it how I experienced this time.


I come from a very faithful catholic parental home. Politically my parents were very conservative. My father was a notable personage. We were not poor and owned a big viticulture and agricultural enterprise. I learnt from my father the profession as a farmer and vine-grower.

In my homeland community Cochem-Sehl, far away from Berlin, Nuremberg or Munich, there lived only the Jewish family Hirsch. Mr. Hirsch was a vintner. He owned two large residential buildings. Whatever wine which my father himself was unable to sell himself was purchased by Mr. Hirsch. He received from us daily fresh cow’s milk, which I delivered. Three men out of Sehl were employed by Mr. Hirsch. 

Some time after the takeover of Hitler I was impeded during my early morning milk delivery for the family Hirsch by SA men (SA = Sturmabteilungen = Storm Guards or Troops) armed with guns, to enter the house. One of these men came from our hometown. I asked him, what’s going on here and got a slap in my face and a kick in my buttock. The milk can he kicked afterwards. 


During this particular day my father was not at home. Next morning he accompanied me during my delivery tour. Now there were 4 SA men standing in front of the house of family Hirsch. My father, 190 cm big and very strong, unafraid, directly confronted the SA man (Hans Schneider) out of our hometown. He rebuked him and got hold of him at the collar and chased him home. During the same day my father phoned with an officer’s colleague (out of World War I) in Koblenz. On the next day no SA guards were there any longer in front of the home of family Hirsch. 


Family Hirsch shortly thereafter emigrated to the United States of America. 


My father continued to have active trade with two Jewish cattle-dealers from Klotten. The local unit leader, however, had respect of my father and at the beginning let him continue by only sending him admonitions. During one night many grape plants had been abscised, another time the corn on the fields already harvested was burnt, and, and, and.

 
Because of my father’s conduct I had among else also great difficulties at school. My mother, being a little bit more diplomatic than my dad, applied on my behalf membership for the Hitler Youth. From thereon I had fewer problems and my friends were allowed to play again with me. I was no longer isolated. 

Because of his permanent contention with the Nazis my father was obliged under duress to work with the RAD (RAD = Reichsarbeitsdienst = Reich Labor Service) at the Western bulwark. He was spared prison only because of his friendship with the old officer’s colleague. Towards the end of the war he was drafted to the home guard (or people’s guard). Two of his sons had already been killed in action in France. One son was badly wounded six times in Russia and came home disabled and I myself, as already made known, was in Africa resp. in USA. 


My mother and two of her sisters endeavoured to carry on with the enterprise. One sister, pregnant during the sixth month, received news that he husband has been killed in action.


For my father, Hitler was only “the Pfc.” and „want to be artist“ 


I personally believed in a German victory only for a brief period of time after the blitz. Why and for what reason this war occurred, I could never really explain at all till date.


In Naples I once talked with a first lieutenant about the poverty and the misery of the inhabitants and that I could not imagine with Italy at our side we could ever win the war. 

Oh my goodness, this man thereupon did spit fire, barked towards me and threatened with court martial and execution and gave me the order, not to think and to let the thinking be done by horses.“ 

