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PREFACE

u1s book scarcely fits into any of the usual literary cate-
Tgories. It records facts and events just as I experienced
them, Deliberately, I have used only matetial of which I had
first-hand knowledge and the people whom the book describes
in detail have themselves approved of what is set down about
them, Names from the war period have, for the most part, been
omitted.

I am particularly glad that ‘Out of the Evil Night’ has been
translated into English. During the war years we learned to
listen eagerly for the ‘V’ signal, the repeated dot-dot-dot-dash
on the air that always came before the words—‘Here is London’,
and then the news, We listened for that dot-dot-dot-dash, the
familiar opening rhythm of Beethoven’s Fifth, often in the most
extraordinary places and situations. We felt one with the British
people, felt a common destiny with them, and so the ties between
our two countries are very strong.

In writing this book it is my conviction that we still need one
another. I have wanted to pass on these experiences and ideas
about the times through which we are living because the struggle
going on in the wotld today is just as crucial, if not more so,
as the actual warfare of the 1940’s.

So I am more than grateful that ‘Out of the Evil Night’ is
now being made available to the English-speaking people, on
whom so much depends and for whom I feel such a warm
friendship. I would like to record my gratitude to my friend
John Motrison, who made the translation from the Norwegian
and has given constant and invaluable help in preparing this
English edition. I would also like to thank Sigurd Daasvand
for the photograph of Professor Eiliv Skard and myself in the
Grini concentration camp (a picture taken under the most
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me in I heard mother’s voice from the verandah. Her voice
shook as she called, ‘Leif, don’t forget Jesus.’

I could feel myself getting red. ‘Jesus,” I thought, ‘that’s only
for old women and invalids.” It was embarrassing.

In the twenty minutes it took to drive to Victoria Terrace (the
Gestapo headquarters in Oslo) my brain was working feverishly.
That piece of paper with my name and address? Information
from Hans, they had said. Could it be . . .?

In the streets everything was still. Not a person in sight, Not
even a light anywhere. Only ourselves in the grey dark of a
summer night—the gth of June 1943. I was nineteen and had
just finished my school finals.

They continued questioning me in the car. I played innocent,
as if I knew nothing, but deep down inside I was anxious. I
knew too much.

At Victoria Terrace I was taken into a big room. Norwegian
and German Gestapo men were shouting to one another. Four
of them bombarded me with most searching questions and stuck
a bundle of illegal news sheets under my nose. However, luck
was with me. After a few hours I was taken in the Black Maria
to Moller Street 19 (the central Oslo jail). I relaxed and felt
rather proud that I had hoodwinked the Gestapo.

I was put into Cell B24.
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The Dawning

I

HE door clanged shut. I was alone, locked in. I threw my

full weight against the door. No use. It was too strong. I
looked around. The window ? It was securely barred. There was
no way out.

In the cell there was a bed and an old school desk on which
was lying a spoon. On the floor there was a wash-basin and a
mug of water. In one corner near the door there was a little
shutter in the wall. This I opened curiously. It stank.

I thought of the questioning I had been through and of the
answers I had given. They had only asked me about illegal news-
papets. I began to feel a bit more confident. They could not
possibly know about the other things I had been in on. I felt
sure I would be out again for Christmas.

With a clang a grill in the door was opened. Meal-time. Stink-
ing fish and rotten potatoes. No, thank you. I let it stand un-
touched. Only later did it dawn on me that this was the main
meal of the day. Mornings and evenings it was ersatz coffee
with a few slices of bread and a little margarine and, now and
then, a bit of goat’s cheese. I soon got so hungry that I took
whatever they brought.

The first days seemed like weeks. On the back of the wooden
window shutters I discovered a series of small marks arranged
in groups of seven. They must have served as a calendar. One
prisoner had been here forty days, another fifty. The one with
the longest row had been here ninety days. But after I had made
the fifth mark with my nail I exclaimed: ‘How on earth can I
hold out in here?
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Communist Manifesto’ on one of my uncle’s bookshelves, took it
home with me, and read it in secret. But none of this gave me
what I was looking for. I kept on searching.

What occupied me more than anything else was the fight for
our freedom. That was reality and no one could avoid taking
responsibility. As well as listening to the daily news from Lon-
don and passing it on, and distributing our illegal newspapers,
I delivered small short-wave receivers to various contacts. I had
one of my own at home, which I had secretly installed under
the writing desk.

One afternoon after I had hurried into my room to ‘do my
lessons’ (I was going to listen in to the 3 p.m. news) mother got
a bit suspicious of my striking interest in my school work. Un-
expectedly she came into the room while I was under the table
listening in. I had forgotten to lock the door. I thought it would
be the end of listening-in, at home anyway. With a twinkle in
her eye she said, ‘Could you get an extra pair of headphones?’
After that we often sat together listening-in, and father joined
us too.

Father was not unadventurous. His passion was skiing. Round
the turn of the century times were difficult in the building trades
(which was his work), so he went to America and got a job in
Chicago, but all the time he longed for the ski slopes back home
and wished he were back in the North.

In his time he won every skiing trophy possible. His best year
was pethaps 1903 when he won the top prizes for both racing
and jumping—the fifty kilometre race, the King’s Cup and the
Holmenkollen gold medal.

One summer day when he was taking a walk in a Chicago
park, he saw a chute where small boats shot down into the water
and then were pulled up again. At once he thought that it would
be possible to slide down it on skis. He talked to the people
running the show and got permission to try. He smeared the
bottom of the skis with soap, took off from the top and landed
several yards out in the water. By this time he was travelling so
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radios. Suddenly they got the idea that they would take me home
with them.

‘Perhaps the radios may have gone,’ they said. “Maybe your
father has made off with them.’

‘He doesn’t know anything about them,” I replied, ‘and I
don’t want to go home. You can find the radios yourselves.
They are there under the passage way.’

‘So you don’t want to come home with us,’ they laughed
mockingly. One of them poked a revolver into my back. ‘Get
along or yow’ll get shot. We’re not worried by corpses.” Again I
was handcuffed and prodded into the car.

Fortunately the radios wete there where I had said.

Next morning in the grey dawn I was taken back to Meller
Street 19. I was at my wits’ end with despair, felt myself doubly
a failure, and so humiliated that it hurt. I begged the guard for
a bed. The request was scornfully rejected. I gave up and lay
down on the floor. Pictures of all that had happened that night
kept coming to my mind over and over.

The thing that was like a knife in my heart was that I had given
the three names. In spite of having promised myself, in spite of
efforts to hold out, the Gestapo had been able to break me—I
who had wanted to be the strong man and to show that I could
be!

Then there was the scene outside Victoria Terrace as the
Germans were pushing me into the car. A stranger came up to
them, a Norwegian who had been standing there waiting. He
was smelling of spirits, untidy and unshaven, as with shifty eyes
he stretched out greedy hands saying “When do I get the money ?’

Then there was a third stab—the realisation that it might after
all have been Hans, my comrade Hans, who had informed on
us, It could have been from him they had got that piece of paper
the night the Gestapo arrested me. They had been right, the
others at home. “You are too trusting, Leif,” they had said. ‘Be
careful with Hans.” I wouldn’t listen to them and was annoyed

that they could not understand that men were good. ‘Edel s¢i
B
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A few days later, on 2 Monday afternoon, the door opened
and the guard came in with the prison barber. That was strange,
for I knew it was not my turn yet. I was taken down to Corridor
A and placed on a stool right by the exit to the courtyard. The
barber, who was a prisoner himself, began to cut my hair while
the German guard looked on. The barber turned the stool a bit
to the left, perhaps it was accidentally, but at the same moment
steps were heard on the stairs up above and four men came
marching down. It was my two friends, Odd and Fridtjof,
followed by two guards! They halted in the corridor only a few
yards away and saw me at once. The Germans began talking
with one another and like lightning Odd leaned towards me and
told about the questioning he had been through. With one eye
on the guards I whispered back, “That’s exactly what I said
too.’

We had to wait several more minutes and then another chance
came and I whispered to Fridtjof, ‘T don’t know you but I know
your brother.

“That’s what I told them,” he shot back. “‘We’re being taken
to Grini.’ 1

Soon after they were taken out through the iron doors to the
courtyard, where a car was waiting. One last encouraging smile
and they were gone.

When I got back to B24 I was exulting. “That is terrific,” I
thought and did a dance for joy. Suddenly I remembered my
prayer.

‘But,” I argued, ‘it could be just chance.” ‘Chance yourself!’
‘Well it was a very natural thing for the barber to turn me to the
left. He does it to everybody. It wasn’t so very strange that my
two friends were taken out either. Things like that do happen.’
I paused. ‘But what about the remarkable way we were able to
talk to one another and exchange these important sentences right
under the eyes of the guards?’ ‘Just chance?” ‘Well, but then
why was it that I out of 450 prisoners should have been given a

1 Grini—the dreaded Nazi concentration camp north-west of Oslo,
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After I had been a further month in Bz4 I was questioned
again, this time by a Norwegian Gestapo agent. He was drunk.
The first thing he wanted to know was the name and address
of a school comrade. He had obviously got hold of some in-
formation and he made it clear I was the only one who could
give the name and addtress. I had no idea how I could get out of
it. I knew what he was after. But whatever the cost I was de-
termined he would not get it from me. So I protested ignorance
till at last he gave up. Then he tried to get information from me
about 2 Communist group which supplied our secret printing
press with news. ‘We know you know them,” he said. “This is
your chance. Tell us and we’ll no longer class you a Com-
munist.’

‘T am no Communist,” I replied.

“The devil you’re not!’ he answered. “You’re mixed up with
Communism but if you tell what you know about them we can
promise you won’t be shot. If you won’t tell, it’s all up with you.’

The alternatives were clear. If I told what I knew it would
bring the Communist group into danger. If I kept silent it could
cost me my life. It was as if some power came from above. I
decided not to give him any information and continued to pre-
tend ignorance. It worked. I was sent back to my cell without
having given anything away.

Only now did I begin to realise that I was in worse danger
than I had thought. Two weeks previously the Gestapo official
dealing with my case had hinted that I would be executed, but
at that time I didn’t really believe it. Now the truth dawned—
Execution! For what ? Everything in me shouted to be let live.
I could not grasp that this might be the end. Especially now
when I had just begun to discover the real secret of living.

I knew that prayer was my one hope through the experience
I had had two months previously. “Whatever be Your will, God,’
I said, ‘let that come to pass. But if I may live and even be free
once again, I give You the whole of my life for You to use as
You will.”
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spective. “When the time comes that Germany is defeated and
her pride broken there will be the possibility of her finding God
and advancing to a new life as a nation.”

The days came and went. One morning as I was pacing to and
fro in my cell I began quoting Shakespeate, “T'o be or not to be
that is the question.” I came to a halt and burst out laughing.
That was really funny.

Another month went by. I was still alive.

I

I had just eaten the midday meal when the guard came and
summoned me. Down the corridor I observed one of the higher
Gestapo officers who had been present at several of the interro-
gations but in the background. He asked me to sit opposite him
at the table. I took a good look at him. He was a tall, slim, blond
German, certainly one of those considered ‘pure Aryan’. On the
surface he seemed quite attractive, with sharp, clear features, but
there was something cold and calculating in his look.

I took the initiative. ‘I have been four months in solitary con-
‘finement now,’ I said, ‘without being allowed anything to read,
ot to write or get out in the fresh air. I would like permission to
read. I’m just wasting time. I should have been at the university
by now.’

He laughed. ‘Wasting your time? That’s your own fault. Why
did you join the Resistance Movement ?’

He talked on for half an hour or more. He spoke about the
Nazi ideology and put the case for it in a very persuasive manner,
He described what Hitler had done for Germany and gave an
enthusiastic account of the victorious advance of the German
armies across the whole of Europe. The war would soon be over.
‘We’re advancing in Italy,” he said. That was the first I had heard
of fighting in Italy, so I concluded that the Allies had made a
landing there. ‘When we Germans have defeated the Allies,” he
said, “we will unite the continent and build the United States of
Europe, similar to the United States of America.’
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would you be willing to give us information? We guarantee
that no one would ever know about it.’

There was a pause. ‘No,” I said and added, ‘it would be against
my conscience.’

He looked at me in astonishment. ‘I don’t understand you.
You yourself were betrayed. It’s a very natural thing.’

I could only say, ‘I can’t do it.’

Without teplying he got up. As he reached the door he said,
“Think it over. I’ll be back in a week.’

I never saw him again. Two days later I was removed from
my cell and taken to Grini.

I often thought about that conversation later. It was coming
face to face with something I had not understood up till then.
Gradually I realised that I had come up against the force of an
ideology, the challenge of men who wete passionately committed
to win and to use other men for their plan and collective will.

1 learned later that Hans had met it too. He had been arrested
shortly before me. The same questions had been put to him and
he had let himself be taken in by the Gestapo’s promises. As the
price of freedom he had committed himself to telling all he knew
about us. I was one of six who were arrested that night as a
result.

He got out but not to freedom. On the contrary he got more
and more entangled in the Gestapo’s net. They never let him
out of sight and squeezed him like a lemon for information. He
was paid. He betrayed his own countrymen and took patt in all
sorts of interrogations at Victoria Terrace. Finally he lost all
trace of humanity. The more he did, the less respect the Gestapo
had for him and the less they trusted him. He was a pawn in
their game—only as long as they needed him.

I trusted Hans. He was my friend. He chose himself the way
he wanted to go, but I cannot bring myself to judge him. I had
felt how small and helpless I was in face of those who would
stop at nothing to break us down in order to use us. I knew that
at the most critical moment it was not really I but my conscience
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was not only interested in my thinking but in what went on in
my heart. He was interested in me as a person.

One day he began to tell me about himself. A few years before
the war, he said, he had met a group of people who had given
new direction to his life. He had been invited to a big meeting
and, half hidden behind a pillar, had listened to the speakers and
observed them carefully with objective reserve. They had spoken
of absolute moral standards—absolute honesty, purity, unselfish-
ness and love—as the measure each person could apply to his
own life. They had spoken of change in men and in nations
beginning with oneself. System after system had failed, and
would continue to fail, unless the basic factor—human nature—
was changed. As he listened he had felt how alone he was in
spite of all his learning. These speakers had obviously found the
thing he was longing for himself. He could see it in their faces.
They radiated an inner freedom. Deep within himself he knew
that what these people stood for was the biggest thing he had
met in his life.

When he told me of the new life he had begun to live in their
company, I asked him, “‘What do you mean by what you called
a quiet time? What is it?’

“T'o listen to God in order to receive His guidance,” he replied.
‘What many of us have thought of as prayer is too often a mono-
logue. It is like laying down the telephone receiver after you
have said what you want to say.” It had been quite a new idea
for him that perhaps God might have something to say too—
that there might be places whete one’s life and work needed to
be different.

‘How do you go about this listening ?* I asked.

“That is an experiment you must make for yourself,” he re-
plied. ‘Any time, anywhere you can stop and listen to that inner
voice speaking. Write down the thoughts as they come.” He
added with a twinkle in his eye, ‘You may be surprised. If the
thoughts you get agree with these four absolute standards you
can be faitly sure they come from God.’
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I missed Olav bitterly. But I decided never again to deny the
truth of Christ that was given me in B24 and that I had seen in
Olav’s face that evening.

I

How were things going meantime with my own case? Most
of us who were implicated in it were now in Grini and we kept
together as much as we could. Rumour had it that it had been
decided in Berlin to postpone the case and not let it come to
trial for the time being. However, eatly in September some of
us were suddenly taken to Victoria Terrace again. Some were
questioned, others not. I was kept waiting for my turn, but
evening came and we were taken back to Grini. The next day
I was moved to ‘Yellow Hut’ together with two of the othets.
In this hut everyone wore a yellow triangle on the front and the
back of the prison uniform, showing that a special set of restric-
tions applied to these prisoners.

The same morning Steinar and two others wete put into the
cell where Olav and his friends had spent their last day. I was
afraid it might mean execution. In my need I sought out the
professor and told him what had happened. We went out to-
gether and found a sheltered place behind Hut 10. It was one
of these wondertful autumn days, clear and still. Beyond the
electric fence a little red, wooden hut stood among the dark
branches and everywhere the leaves were red and gold and
brown. Here in the deep stillness we prayed together for Steinar
and our friends.

A little later I caught a glimpse of him at the window. He
seemed to be in good spirits, although he knew it might be his
last day. ‘T’ll come back in the evening just before roll-call,’ I
called up to him. During the day I got a small piece of smoked
meat, a bit of goat cheese and a few cigarettes. I wrote Steinar
a letter and just before roll-call I was waiting below the window.
A string came silently down and I quickly tied on the package.
Next morning Steinar and the others were gone,
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educational tendencies in the United States. Together we were
trying to discover and understand and evaluate the lines of
thought of these post-war years. We felt the need to otientate
ourselves to the times we lived in.

Our common interest was how to make practical those ideas
of the professor’s, which had so intrigued us. We wanted to
know what sort of future we would have, whether we ordinary
men and women could do anything to shape circumstances ot
whether we were fated to be shaped by them. Had not these last
bitter years taught us that it was free men, we ourselves, who
must direct the course of events ? Unless we did so, events would
direct us. Hitler and his minions had created a Nazi ideology,
mobilised a whole nation behind it, and won most of Europe.
Could we not find a democratic way of life that could win
nations not by force but by the power of its own moral attrac-
tion?

I

In June 1947, 2 large group of us students was invited to Caux
in Switzerland, the headquarters of Moral Re-Armament in
Europe. There in a tiny Alpine village, high in the mountains
ovetlooking Lake Geneva, lies Mountain House.

The large building, like a fairy-tale castle against the sky, was
given by the Swiss for this work. Their land had been spared
from the frightful destructions of wat, they said, so they wanted
to create a meeting place for all the nations of the world, a place
where they could find an idea that could unite all men and over-
come hate and bitterness.

We had followed with keen interest the world conference that
had taken place in Mountain House in 1946, and when we ouz-
selves began our journey southwards we had great expectations
as to what the trip might bring.

We were not disappointed. In Caux we met men and women
from many nations, races, confessions and from every walk of
life. As we got to know this cross-section of the globe and had
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often said to myself, ‘A nation conquered and a land laid in ruins
—what now ? What millions built their faith on has failed. Where
can they turn to now ? What will fill the vacuum? A nation with-
out faith and without hope will perish. Who will give them
something new and true to live for?’

I used to talk to the professor about it and I was frequently in
his office at the university. Among other things he told me what
Frank Buchman had said at the opening of the first World
Assembly at Caux in 1946. Dr. Buchman had looked out over
the huge gathering and had asked, ‘Where are the Germans?
We cannot build a new Europe without Germany.’ So the Ger-
mans had been invited to Caux together with people from all the
other nations.

Obviously something had begun to happen in Germany. A
little book came into my hands called ‘Es muss alles anders
werden’ (‘Everything’s got to be different’) which had been
written by a group of German political men, trade-union leaders
and journalists, who wanted to pass on to their fellow country-
men the experiences and ideas they themselves had discovered in
Caux. It was easy to read, attractive, and a challenge to everyone
to take part in building true democracy in Germany. It said that
‘everything can be different’—provided that the individual, the
average John Smith, expetiences far-reaching change, and lives
out in his own daily life the basic ideas upon which justice and
freedom rest. The paper needed for printing ‘Es muss alles
anders werden’ was a gift from Sweden, from people who
wanted to have a part in creating a new philosophy of life in
Germany. This made it possible to publish and distribute an
edition of one million copies throughout the country.

One day I heard that a group of leading Germans had got in
touch with the Moral Re-Armament force in Caux and asked
them to come to Germany with “The Good Road’. Eagerly we
followed the news of their tour, 250 people travelling the coun-
try from south to north, as the reports came in from Ulm,
Munich, Stuttgart, Frankfurt, Diisseldorf and Essen. The

D
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Relatives and friends thought it was senseless to ‘waste his time
on the Germans’. Others shook their heads, ‘Remarkable what
an interest he has in Germany!’ After I had gone a few whis-
pered that I had ‘gone over to the enemy’ and had ‘betrayed
Norwegian interests’.

However, Inge and I set out. It was early spring of 1949.

In one of the Rhine cities we were able to see a performance of
“The Forgotten Factor’. It had been played in a whole series of
towns, first in the Ruhr and then in the Rhineland, and 140,000
people had seen it.

The play centres round the conflict in a vital industry between
the hard-hearted director, Wilson, and the equally hard-boiled
union leader, Rankin, who are at daggers drawn. The situation
has grown so bad that violent clash seems imminent. Negative
forces are at work to use the bitterness of both sides. The villain
of the piece, Joe Bush, is out to use the workers in an uprising
aimed to take over power.

When the curtain rises, we are in the home of Wilson, the
director, eatly in the morning. Wilson is cleatly in a bad humout,
worried and occupied by difficulties at the plant, demands from
the shareholders, differences with his board, under pressure from
government regulations requiring increased production, and
threats of strike action from the men. He divides his time be-
tween reading the newspaper and quarrelling with his wife. She
is equally occupied with her ladies” teas, gossip, meetings, shop-
ping, and so on. The daughter floats around with just one idea in
her head—the part she is playing in her school play. Finally the
son comes sneaking in the front doot, for he has been out on a
binge and has wrecked his father’s car. This is the Wilson family
breakfast.

Next we see the union leader’s home the same morning. Mrs.
Rankin, the wife, badly dressed and with ragged slippers, has
just finished laying the table. The son comes home from his
newspaper round. Mother and son are talking together when
they are interrupted by Joe Bush, who comes in to get Rankin to
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break off negotiations and lead the men out on strike. Bush’s
aim is to get himself in as the leader of the men, so he is trying to
weaken Rankin’s position and create division around him, and
even to sow suspicions about her husband in Mrs. Rankin’s
mind. Rankin’s one aim is the working classes’ fight. He is an
idealist. The cause must take first place. The family, wife, son
and daughter, must take second place. News comes that the
situation at the factory has grown more acute. Police have
arrived with weapons and tear gas. It seems impossible that any-
thing will bring the two sides together now.

But something unexpected happens to the chief characters.
Thete is a friendship between the daughters of the two families.
Even mote important, the ditectot’s son has met people who
have opened his eyes and altered his thinking. He realises that
he, too, is responsible for the factory, for the workers and their
situation, for his father’s difficult position, for the union leader’s
battle, and for the disastrous consequences of a strike for the
whole country. What might be the way out of the deadlock so
that both sides could meet as men—men who needed one an-
other? Quite against all normal procedure young Wilson goes to
Rankin’s home. He is thrown out but persists, and finally gets in
and wins understanding.

The action reaches its dramatic highpoint in the director’s
home. Rankin comes to him there to try and build the basis of a
solution to the conflict, but is coldly rebuffed by Wilson. But
Wilson’s family have seen that a new way must be tried, so the
wife, daughter and son ask Rankin to stay on. They realise that
the lack of confidence between the two men must be overcome.
A great battle goes on inside the director. At that moment heated
voices are heard outside, and Joe Bush and a big crowd of
workers burst into the house, creating a storm of bitterness and
hate. The workers are astonished to find Rankin in Wilson’s
home and Bush insinuates, ‘How much is Wilson paying you to
keep the men in line?* After a violent to-and-fro Rankin makes
it clear to the workers that this affects not only them but the
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whole country. ‘It’s not a question of who is right, but what is
right.” Gradually Joe Bush loses ground, not having any con-
structive programme. When Rankin guarantees to secure a fair
and just settlement for the workers and to lay the proposals be-
fore them at the union meeting in the evening, he carries the
majority of the men with him. Wilson sees that Rankin really can
be trusted. The two men sit down to work out a settlement to-
gether and the audience know that they are on the way to dis-
covering ‘the forgotten factor’.

The play made a deep impression on me and I could see it
moved the rest of the audience similatly. How was it that it had
such an effect that some left the theatre in anger while others
stayed on to talk and discuss, to learn more and begin to find a
new direction for their lives?

Was the secret that each person on the stage was filled with a
burning conviction that he was a humble servant of the message
he was giving ? Those in the cast included a clergyman, an army
officer, an agricultural student, a nurse, an artist, 2 housewife.
For each one, taking a part in the play had meant a break with
their accustomed ways and a surrender of material security. This
courage and daring shone through their acting. This was theatre
as a weapon, a play with a programme. The same conviction was
also the mark of the songs sung by an international chorus of
youth who travelled with the play. After the final curtain
speakers from many countries told from the stage how the play’s
basic ideas had worked out in their own lives.

What had perhaps the greatest effect was the play’s funda-
mental idea—people can be different, can receive inspiration and
break out of the hopeless citcle of circumstance. That creates
something new. An ordinary young man is given vision. He lives
it out. In this way he becomes an instrument in turning the tide.
For at the heart of problems big and small are people and the
kind of life they lead both privately and publicly. The audience
were given hope that each one has a part. As the international
chorus sang:
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Another person I met that evening in the Stadttheater was
Peter Petersen. He was one of the Germans taking part in the
play. He was about my own age, rather tall and slim. He was
fair-haired, had clean-cut features, and moved alertly and with a
certain air of discipline. I helped him to put away the props and
clear up the stage, after the crowds had left the theatre. I could
not help liking him, although his appearance and manner re-
minded me somewhat of the German officer who had tried to
convince me so enthusiastically of the superiority of National
Socialism that day in Moller Street 19. But there was a marked
difference. Peter Petersen’s look had a calmness and a friendli-
ness that spoke of some deep inner change.

A day or two later I drove north from Coblenz with Peter,
on the way to North Rhine-Westphalia. I cannot remember how
we got to talking about the war days, but in the course of con-
versation I got a vivid picture of all he had been through.

I discovered that, while I had been fighting my battle in cell
B24, he had been living through the first thousand-bomber raid
of the war, a nightmare affair that spread flaming destruction
through his native city, Hamburg, and which strewed hundreds
upon hundreds of burned and charred cotpses through its streets
and squares. For the first time in his life he heard fellow Ger-
mans curse Hitler.

Peter had never known anything else but the Hitler régime. ‘I
never knew what democracy was until I met MRA,” he said.
Next doot to the Petersen home was a place where the Hitler
Youth met. They had a band. He could play the flute and liked
to march up and down with the band. So, though he was only
seven, they took him in. At the age of twelve he was chosen,
among others, to go to the National Political Training Institute,
a high school whose aim was to train up the future leaders of the
Third Reich. When he was fifteen he and other boys were already
helping to handle ammunition for anti-aircraft batteries, and at
seventeen he was taken into the German Army. After a year or
more’s training, he was sent to the Western front just as the
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German armies were in full retreat. In April 1945 he was wounded
near Bremen. As he was convalescing, news of the capitulation
came. His whole world had collapsed. Thete was nothing left
except to go out and get drunk.

He came home to Hamburg—or what was left of it—in July.
His father was a lawyer and Peter would have liked to study law,
but a regulation of the occupying authorities prohibited anyone
with a background like his from entering the university at that
time. He might have got a job with an uncle who was in the
herring business, but he could not bear the thought of smelling
of fish, in addition to having no previous training for business.

In those days it was easy to denounce people as Nazis, whether
they had committed any crimes or not. Peter still believed that
National Socialism had been right on many points. The
Western Allies would soon be fighting the Communists, he
thought. With millions in Germany now trying to prove that
they had never even heard of National Socialism, this was not a
popular attitude and Peter’s name appeared on a list of suspects
handed to the British. So he soon found himself in jail, guarded
by British soldiers. Every day he would ask what the charges
against him were, but got no answer. After a few weeks he was
suddenly released.

These experiences did nothing to change his convictions. They
only made him determined to be more careful in future and keep
his mouth shut. Cynical, lonely and bitter, he had nothing to live
for.

Just then, however, Peter happened to meet 2 German family
who were not cynical or despondent. On the contrary, they were
on fire to take responsibility for the past and devote their ener-
gies to building something new in Germany for the future. This
family had met Moral Re-Artmament before the war and when,
during the war years, MR A was banned and persecuted by Himm-
ler and his men, they continued to live the life underground.
Now they were planning a gathering in the south of Germany
and they invited Peter. So he went. For the first time he met
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people whose lives challenged him to face the authority of God
and what was morally right. Peter’s life had been one of taking
orders from human authority. Now he learned to listen to the
voice of conscience and be responsible for his own conduct. The
thoughts that came led to real honesty with his father. The
whole family responded to his new attitude, though many of
his former friends would have nothing to more do with him.
Some months later, the Allied authorities gave permission for
150 Germans to go to the World Assembly in Caux, and Peter
was one of those who went.

At this point in Petet’s story we stopped at a parking place
just off the autobahn somewhere between Cologne and Solingen.
Our car incidentally, a small Standard, had been given for this
work in Germany by a group of about a hundred English school-
teachers at considerable sacrifice to themselves. The food we had
with us came in the same way from friends abroad—corned beef
from England, butter from Denmark, dried prunes and apricots
from Canada.

It was good to get out and stretch and picnic there by the auto-
bahn. We spread out some paper to sit on, enjoying the fresh,
green colour everywhere and the scents of spring. In the distance
we could see the twin spires of Cologne Cathedral pointing up
towards the sky.

Eager to know what had happened to Peter in Caux, I asked
him to go on with his story.

‘Well,” he said, ‘ever since the age of seven I had been in a uni-
form of some sort, so, at the end of the war, I had no civilian
suit of my own. I arrived in Caux in an old suit of my grand-
father’s. It was too short in some places and too wide in others.
My army coat I had dyed black so it was not too bad.

‘I arrived in Caux with very mixed feelings. I fully expected to
hear people say, “What are these criminals, these Germans, do-
ing here ?”” I was ready with counter accusations to whatever we
were accused of. Instead, we were really made welcome. A
French chorus sang, in German, a song expressing Germany’s
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the liberation. It was amazing how simple honesty completely
united us.

Germans like Peter Petersen, women like Iréne Laure, British
Members of Patliament, Welsh miners, a Swiss professor, an
Australian carpenter, a Canadian engineer, youth from Scan-
dinavia, 2 Dutch business man—people like that were forged
into a unity to fight for Germany. They used plays, a chorus,
films. Inge and I became a part of that force.

We lived in Diisseldotf with about fifteen others. The Govern-
ment of North Rhine-Westphalia gave us the use of offices in
their building, the Haus der Landesregierung, and from there
the group of us worked with German men and women who had
been gripped by the ideas of Moral Re-Armament and wanted
our help in spreading them.

North Rhine-Westphalia is the largest of the provinces making
up West Germany. In area it is about the same as Finmark (in the
north of Norway) and has a population four-and-a-half times as
big as Norway. Its heart is the Ruhr. From Sieger Bergland in the
south-east the Ruhr river comes flowing down pleasant valleys
and then on through the industrial area to which it has given its
name. Further west it meets the Rhine, that most European of
rivers with its hundreds of Getman, French, Swiss and Dutch
motor vessels and barges tugging their heavy loads upstream.

Whete the Ruhr flows into the Rhine a seties of large harbour
basins have been built, able to accommodate the barges and
motor ships, making Duisburg-Ruhrort the biggest inland har-
bour in Europe. If you come by car along the west side of the
Rhine and look towards the other bank, a panorama unfolds
that will take your breath away. Side by side, factory chimneys
and pit shaft towers reach towards the sky and stretch away as
far as the eye can see, while the furnaces throw up flames twenty
to thirty yards high, accompanied by spatks and fireworks that
illuminate the whole plant. One feels the pulse beat of Europe’s
heaviest concentration of industry.
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If you drive into the labyrinth of streets and roads, often
blocked by heavy lorries, you are swallowed up in the Ruht’s
twenty-four-hour working day. One heats the ring of the heavy
miners’ boots as the crowds come tramping over the cobbles.
They are tited and walk with the characteristic bend at the knee.
They are on the way home from their shift to thousands of small,
old brick houses, black with coal dust, or to the giant blocks of
flats built in recent years.

Half a million of these miners buttow down nearly a mile
under the ground and mine out more than a hundred million
tons of coal a year—a hard and dangerous job. The same area
also produces between twenty to thirty million tons of steel a
year, and much of the iron ore needed for it comes to the Ruhr
by ship from Narvik.

- This industrial community was to be my home for the next
seven years.

By reason of the results “The Good Road’ and “The Forgotten
Factor’ had in the Ruhr, we soon got to know the leading men
and women in the industrial, political and cultural life, The Ger-
mans took us into their homes. They shared their food rations
with us, though they got very little. We slept in rooms where
holes in the windows were stuffed with newspaper or rags.

We met the works committee (Betriebsrat) men in steel mills
and factories. We went down the coal mines. We were guests of
the different unions. Many an evening we sat round with our
Germans friends discussing things while the beer mugs foamed
and the tobacco smoke encircled us with blue haze.

Industrial leaders explained to us the tremendous rebuilding
programme they were in the midst of. Politicians told us of the
difficult problems they had to solve.

Gradually we began to understand what people’s deepest feel-
ings were in these first years after the collapse. The breakdown
of Nazism had led to unbelievable misery both material and
spiritual. A large part of the industries was destroyed. Hundreds
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culties in the way. We met it everywhere and one of us from
abroad remarked one day, ‘While my fellow countrymen work
in order to live, these Germans seem to live in order to
work.’

As I saw this impressive will to work I had to ask myself, ‘In
what way will this force be used ? What powers will this bound-
less energy come to serve? Or rather, what ideas will win the
race to mobilise these forces for their ends?’

Little by little it became clear to me that what we were experi-
encing was not just a post-war era with all its complex problems
and individual tragedies. Something was happening here which
not only affected Germany but each one of us, a phenomenon not
just concerned with the present but which would come to shape
the future—the ideological war.

At the liberation in 1945, I, like so many others, thought that
lasting peace had come—peace and a happy future. I had held on
to that dream. The take-over in Czechoslovakia and the blockade
of Berlin shook me and made me a little uncertain, but that a
wotld-spanning, life-and-death battle for men and nations was
raging, was hard to grasp while the battle was being waged with-
out actual weapons. Not least difficult was it to understand that
the war was actually going on within our democracies even while
we were rejoicing over our new-won freedom and were busy
rebuilding.

It was the Ruhr that made me face this harsh reality. We were
in the midst of it every single day.

During these first years of rebuilding it was the coal mining
industry of the Ruhr that laid the foundation for the industrial
reconstruction of Germany. It was the country’s life blood and
the future depended on the hundreds of thousands of miners
who could produce the ‘black gold’.

It should be mentioned here that when the Allies occupied
Germany they took over full control of heavy industry—
coal, steel and iron. Their policy was one of dismantling for
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these industries—to break up the huge concerns to prevent
concentration of big industry in the hands of any small group
of men, lest thereby it might again be used by anti-democratic
forces.

At the same time it soon became cleat to the Allies that the in-
dustrial heart of Germany must beat if the land was to live. So
they got heavy industry going under an Allied control commis-
sion. The pits, steel mills and factories began to work again.,
Directors were named to the big industries and the workers were
allowed to organise. It was the workers more than any other
group who made the new start possible. They cleared away the
ruins and got the wheels turning.

The Control Commission put through a new law which pet-
mitted the forming of plant and pit committees (Betriebsrite) to
look after the social and personal interests and rights of the
workers. Election to these committees was held every year at
first, but later it was made evety other year. Every political shade
of opinion could make itself felt in these committees and they
came to have great importance.

Coal, as already mentioned, was the basis of the new industrial
life. As we got to know the men in key positions in this impor-
tant industry we discovered that an intensive battle for them was
going on. It was a battle based on a world-spanning ideology
and was carried on according to a plan with clear objectives.
We became aware of the strength and strategy of the Communist
Party.

Wherever we went in the Ruhr we found that, by and large,
these works committees were dominated by Communists. Well-
trained men often held the key jobs. They got help from Party
comrades in the Russian-occupied zone. Together they formed
a network that covered the whole coal industry. Their aim was
to win control of the industry as a first step towards a planned
take-over of power in West Germany.

This discovery gripped me and has occupied me ever since, It
grew to 2 burning desire to open people’s eyes to the life-and-
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to prison for their belief. They will die for their belief. Why
should they not be the ones to live for this superior thinking *

The huge gathering sat spellbound as they realised how far
Frank Buchman’s vision had already become a reality in the
shape of the powerful row of trained, convinced revolutionaties
who stood up and committed themselves to this new idea—
Bladeck, Kurowski, Benedens, Holzhiuser, Stoffmehl. From
where I sat on the platform I could see people’s faces and see
how their attention was tiveted.

“Is it possible to build a new wotld?’ Stoffmehl asked. “We
answet—Yes! From the depths of our hearts we answer—Yes!
For through Moral Re-Armament’s four basic principles we
have found something that is new in the world. It is possible
that some may say this is old stuff, that these are the same
ethical values which Christianity and Socialism build on. But
these basic principles have not been followed and lived out and
that is the decisive element. That is why we say when men change
then conditions change. Because we are absolutely convinced of
this. We are fighting together with those who stand with Frank
Buchman, and we are fighting with the same passion as we used
to fight for our previous ideas,” the speaker went on with both
arms outstretched to the audience. ‘Workers, employers, poli-
ticians—fight with us! Decide to change! Do not deceive your-
selves that this is easy. It is very difficult. It costs a lot to apolo-
gise. But once you have done it, the way opens up.

“This is our ringing call to every man,’ he concluded. ‘Fight
with us for a new wotld! Fight for the world that we all want, a
wotld where we can live in peace and well-being, a world where
there shall be no more war.’

The leaders of industry made a similar impression as they
committed themselves to work together with these former Com-
muanists in order to find new methods and new aims for industry.
Both parties wete firm in the conviction that changing Com-
munists and capitalists gives hope of a unity that includes every-

one.
G
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Moscow Takes Notice

NE family who were in the packed hall of the Hans Sachs
OHouse that Whitsun afternoon were the Wegerhofs. Willy
Wegerhof had been for years electrician at the Holland Mine in
Gelsenkirchen-Wattenscheid. He and his wife had been through
hard times and many a bitter fight to keep the family alive. He
was one of the founders of the Communist Party in his town.

The first time I met him was at a gathering of the works
committee in the Holland Mine’s canteen. Four of us had gone
along to meet the committee—a Canadian engineer, 2 pharma-
cist from the Isle of Man, a big landowning farmer from Finland,
and myself. We sat around the long table and were served
goulash and apple juice or beer.

The works committee wete a lively ctowd. Wegerhof sat in
the middle. I noticed his brown eyes observing us keenly with a
sort of a twinkle at times. His bald head turned to follow each
of us as we spoke to them. He was an outgoing type of man with
a great sense of humour, and at appropriate moments he would
crack a joke in a loud voice. While they all listened to us with
keen interest, one could also feel that they were not a little
suspicious.

The man who really riveted their attention was the Finnish
landowner. He was over six feet tall and as broad as a house.
When he rose he towered over the table like a huge, powerful
Finnish beat, His deep voice shot out his sentences strongly in
deliberate German, and he waved his arms frequently to under-
line his convictions. He was a remarkable sight.

“There was always trouble on my farm between the workers
and me,’ he said. ‘Actually, I was a dictator. I was the one who
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decided about wages, working conditions and everything else.
Anyone who did not agree with me could go elsewhere.
Naturally I detested trade unions and forbade the workers to
have anything to do with them.

‘You can imagine,” he went on, lowering his voice dramatic-
ally, ‘that it was not easy for me to change my ways. It is an
amazing thing this secret of listening and letting God tell you
what to do. It was clear to me at once that I must stop treating
the workers as cogs in a machine. I have to admit to you that
before I learned to listen I was more wortied when something
went wrong with the tractor than if one of the men broke 2 leg.
But when I listened I wrote down these thoughts, “People
matter more than things. Treat the workers first and foremost as
people and partners.”

‘What this meant gradually became cleat to me step by step the
morte I thought about it, It meant giving the men real responsi-
bility and working out practical plans to make them co-partners
in the farm with me. I decided to open up the books and financial
tecords of the farm for full inspection by the workers and by
their responsible union officials. I decided to give each worker
land on which he could build his own house. I also helped him
raise the money for the building and supplied him with cheap
lumber and transport from the resources of the farm. Finally I
decided to plan the whole running of the farm with the workers
and no longer just on my own.

‘When I put these proposals to the men it was such a shock to
them that they turned it down point blank without giving any
reasons. They just did not trust me. I think they felt it was
another scheme of the boss to raise output. For several months
I tried to explain it to them and get them interested in the idea
but without success.

‘What was I to do ? The thought came to me in quiet, “Go and
ask for the help of the Agricultural Workers’ Union in Helsinki”.
I did that and the union, who could hardly believe it either,
arranged for one of their organisers and his family, together with
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a woman cowhand trained in union principles, to come and stay
at my farm. They went into the whole proposition thoroughly,
and gradually the workers realised that I was genuinely deter-
mined to be different and wanted things to be better for them.

‘So we tried it out. Every morning now we have a meeting
to plan the work together and deal with any problems that have
come up. There is a sense of teamwork and openness we have
never had before, and everyone takes responsibility for the
farm. One interesting point is that the cows began to give more
milk. When I stopped bullying and kicking my farm folk, they
stopped doing the same to the cows.” Here the tall Finn gave a
vivid demonstration with his foot of how, copying him, the men
had kicked the cows. The miners roared appreciatively. ‘Before
these changes,’ the Finnish landowner went on after the laughter
had died down, ‘the workers® childten used to run away when
they saw me coming. Now they run to me as they would to their
own grandfather.’

When he sat down there was much applause and some dis-
cussion. The miners were impressed with the practical realities
of this story and knew it made sense. They wondeted if it would
work in big industry, however, in the mines and the factories.
They wondered if it would work on a world scale.

The big Finn got up again. “The problem always is how to
work together and how to work effectively,” he said. “That de-
pends on human relations and it has to start with a change of
attitude on the part of both management and labour. The only
place one can start is with oneself and one’s own attitude. For
myself, I have decided that as long as I work my land, people
will come first. I am here in the Ruhr now because I want to
make our experiences in Finland available to everyone. This is a
revolution that goes from man to man. My workers are behind
me. They are running the farm to make it possible for me to
fight for this new way in other countries. That’s what they want.
Workers have often been the spearhead of revolution. Why
should not employers and landowners take the lead for once
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home in the evenings. We would sit talking in a corner of the
living-room where there were two comfortable easy chairs, and
as often as not, Mrs. Wegerhof would be there too, mending
socks or clothes or glancing through the latest magazines. I can
picture it all—the tall lamp behind us shedding its circle of light
and the red-tiled stove by the wall, throwing out a comfortable
warmth.

A friend of mine, an Australian trade unionist, used to drop in
frequently and we would have lively discussions. Now and then
Robert would join us. He was rather thin after all he had been
through. He didn’t say much, but he listened. I wondered what
was going on in his mind. He gave nothing away.

Meantime news had reached the Party that Mr. Wegerhof had
been to Caux and Party members would come round to try and
get him to break off contact with Moral Re-Armament. This he
refused to do, saying that he had in no way given up the task
he had taken on when he became a revolutionary, but that he
had found 2 better way of doing things. Finally at an official
meeting he was expelled from the Party, Robert voting with the
majority for his father’s expulsion, as he told me later, on the
grounds that it was necessary to prevent the spread of ideological
confusion within the Party.

At that point we were joined in the Ruhr by a Swiss pro-
fessor who had been Rector of Ziirich University. The miners
wanted him to give a lecture on “The Basic Forces in European
History’, and this was to take place in the reception room
in Gelsenkirchen at the centre that had been provided for
the MRA work by the Gelsenkirchen Coal Company. We told
Robert about this and invited him to come, but he would not
commit himself. So Mr. Wegerhof and I went along by
ourselves.

The room was absolutely crowded. The men from Moers
were there. So were our friends from Essen and miners from
every corner of the Ruhr. Then, just as the professor was about
to begin, the door was opened carefully and in slipped Robert.



104 OUT OF THE EVIL NIGHT

The lecture was, in the miners’ wotds, ‘etwas grundsetzliches’
(very fundamental) and they listened to it intently. In the dis-
cussion afterwards they asked the most penetrating questions.
Suddenly to our amazement Robert stood up and asked if he
could say a few words. “This is the second occasion on which I
" have heard MRA mentioned,’ he said. “The first occasion was in
Stalino in Russia. There we were given eight hours of lectures
on MRA. It was said there that MRA had begun well but had
got off the track. But my impression now is that it is Marxism
that has got off the track.’

As he gave his convictions it made a deep impression on every-
one and I determined that when we got back to the Wegerhof
home I would ask him for all the details. In the course of sub-
sequent conversations with Robert, I began to get a graphic
picture of the ideological battle.

Because his family was so poor he had gone into the mines at
the age of fourteen. When the war came, miners were not as a
rule called up, but, probably because his father was a Communist,
he was drafted into the army in 1942 and sent to the Russian
front. Wounded five times in the next three years, he was taken
prisoner in Czechoslovakia at the capitulation and sent to
Russia. His family thought he was dead, as they got no news of
him for months.

In Russia, however, with his Communist background and be-
cause his father, when he heard of Robert’s capture, wrote to
the Party headquarters in Moscow on his behalf, he was allowed
a certain freedom of movement—though not to leave Russia.
He was also allowed to go to various Communist training
schools to study Marxism. He finally wound up at Stalino, a big
industrial town in the Donetz basin, which he said was very like
the Ruhr—nothing but derricks, tall chimneys, black smoke and
factory whistles.

The Stalino training school was a special one. It was not easy
to get into. Every applicant was carefully investigated. It was
necessaty to be able to show a record of anti-fascist activity and
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also to have a genuine working-class background. Only men
who were absolutely reliable were wanted for training at Stalino.
So Robert was very proud when he and thirty other German
prisoners wetre admitted to Stalino. Like his father he believed
that Communism offered the only way to avoid repeating the
mistakes of the past.

I asked him what sort of training he had been given at Stalino
and how Moral Re-Armament came into it.

“The training we got fell into four principal subjects,” he said.
‘Firstly, there was historical and dialectical materialism. Secondly
we got the history of the Communist Party of the USSR.
Thirdly we had the political and economic structure of the
USSR, and fourthly the lives of Marx, Engels, Lenin and Stalin.
Our professors were Germans, but the courses were supple-
mented by conferences with Party leaders and with Soviet
authorities.

‘One of the subjects that came up frequently was the change
in the behaviour of individuals which would lead one day to the
establishing of the true Communist society. None of us had any
answer to this problem. None of the Christians we had seen had
been able to convince us of the possibility of a change in the way
people lived.

“Then, in the middle of a course on ideological forces which
could sow confusion among Communists, we were warned
against Moral Re-Armament. It was the first time I had ever
heard of it. Our professors described it as a Christian movement
whose members had all the same faults as the rest of Christians.
We were advised never to enter into contact with the Moral Re-
Armament people. I thought this was a little strange, since this
advice was never applied to Christians in general.’

He went on to tell me about some of the things that had
struck him on his return from Stalino after five years’ separation
from the family. The thing he could not get away from was how
different his father was. Right from the moment they met at the
Bochum railway station and his father was so moved to see him
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Frenchman spoke only of his own faults and the faults of his
nation. His one desire was to restore for the past. In spite of the
horrors he had witnessed, he had asked God to be able to love
the German people, knowing that hatred can never bring healing
and reconciliation. “In order to help others,” he told me, “one
needs first to begin by recognising one’s own wrong doings, even
if they may seem very small.”

‘My French friend, Max,” Robert went on, ‘was a man like my-
self, with the same faults and the same weaknesses. We had many
points in common. I could see that he had found a force in his
life that was able to overcome hatreds which seemed totally
insurmountable. In our Marxist schools in Russia no one had
told us about this new element, this factor of a transformation of
society through a change in men which I could now see happen-
ing before my eyes. Suddenly the limitations of a purely ma-
terialistic ideology, unable to cure selfishness and hate, became
clear to me. So I decided to follow the example of my French
friend. I decided to listen for guidance and to be absolutely
honest with everyone around me. Then I realised that the force
which had changed my father, that we had heard about in
Stalino, and that this young Frenchman personified—that force
could bring the answer to the agony of our age.

‘T often wondered why they gave us those lectures on MRA in
Stalino. Looking back I can see now that it was at that very time
Moral Re-Armament had launched its first big ideological offen-
sive in the Ruhr. No doubt Moscow was wortied by the fact
that revolutionaries of long standing, the survivors of Hitler’s
concentration camps, had committed themselves to follow an
ideology greater than Communism.’



II
The Fight For Men

ws of this ‘greater revolution’ spread like wild-fite. The
NiEdeas and the way of life embodied in the men from Moers
and Essen gradually spread to other parts of the Ruhr. Active
Party functionaries, men with up to thirty years’ training and
experience in revolutionary tactics and strategy, went to the
World Assembly in Caux in spite of prohibitions and threats
from the Party leadership. They came singly or as members of
delegations. For all of them the common factor was that of
wanting to make up their own minds as to what Moral Re-
Armament really was,

They were expelled from the Party just as Bladeck, Kurowski,
Stoffmehl and Heske had been. It made no difference whether
they were men who had founded and led the Party in their city
or whether they were just ordinary Party members—they were
all expelled on the sole ground that they had been to Caux.
What happened in Moers and Essen was now repeated in the
industrial cities of Dortmund, Bochum, Gelsenkirchen, Glad-
beck, Castrop-Rauxel and Liinen.

Whether they wanted to or not, this avant-garde of radical
workers found themselves in the firing line of the ideological
battle in the Ruht. A continual warfare went on, mostly beneath
the surface but flaming up powerfully during the elections for
the works committee men in this centre of industry which is
one of the biggest in Europe.

“The elections for the works committees in heavy industry are
immensely important,” Max Bladeck said to us one day. ‘They
are actually more important than political elections. The Com-
munists are clear about this and therefore they are doing every-
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thing in their power to win control in the factories and the
mines.’

This agrees exactly with what the English Communist leader,
Harry Pollitt, said after the defeat of his Party in the 1950
Parliamentary elections: “The big problems are not decided in
this reactionary Parliament but through the fight for the masses
in the factoties and in the streets.’

In the works committee elections in 1949 and 1950 the Com-
munists suffered a marked setback. This came out at the Party
congtess in Weimar on March 3oth 19512 Walther Ulbricht,
general secretary of the ‘Socialist Unity Party’ and the ‘strong
man’ in the Russian-occupied zone of Germany, was the hon-
oured guest at this congress. After he had listened to the chair-
man (Max Reimann) and vice-chairman (Heinz Renner) of the
German Communist Party, Ulbricht made a speech strongly
criticising the Party Congress’s weak points,

“The speech of our friend Renner,” he said, ‘has not exactly
delighted us. Why not? It may be that Members of Parliament
have an awful lot to do.? (Laxghter.) But when they are not
there when there are works committee elections in the Ruhr
in the mining industry, that is bad. (Applause and shouts of
‘Bravo I”)

‘Thave been asked—“How do you like the preparations for the
Party Congress?” I will tell you quite frankly. The preparations
for the Party Congtess showed a certain fear of criticism and self-
criticism. (Applanse.) That is your chief weakness. That’s why
some things which were not said before the Party Congtess,
must be said a bit more clearly after the Party Congress. Such
happenings as have been related here, that our Party has suffered
such a setback in the works committee elections in the mining
industry in the Gelsenkirchen atea, should, before the Party

1 The West German Communist Party had intended to hold this confetence in
Munich, but for some reason it was transferted to Weimar in the Soviet-occupied
zone.

2 Renner and Reimann wete at that time Communist Members of Patliament
in Bonn,
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On the 4th of November he addressed the Communist works
committee members of the Essen and Gelsenkirchen districts.
His cry was—Build up active cells in the pits!’ Ostensibly these
cells were to work against military re-armament, fight for world
peace, and support the workers’ demands. But their real aim was
to win back the power the Communists had lost in the mining
industry in 1949-50.

Nor was it only Willy Agatz who left his work in Bonn to
come to the mines of the Ruhr. His Party comrades, Max
Reimann and Heinz Renner, got to work too.

Just as these men visited their people each evening, we were
out meeting the men who had decided to stand for ‘what is
right’ for the individual worker and for the mines as a whole.
After we had spent an evening with one of the works committee
men, it might happen that the next day he would be visited by
men from the Russian-occupied zone. They would try to talk
him into working for the Party or invite him to the East zone.
They would tell him that there he could study the Peoples” fac-
tories and see what advantages the workers had achieved. The
next evening it would be our turn to advance again.

‘Our Party has suffered a serious setback in the works com-
mittee elections in the Gelsenkirchen area,” Walther Ulbricht
had said at the Party congress in Weimar. And he had asked,
‘What is reflected by the fact of this setback ?’

What Walther Ulbricht did not say was that the key men in
seven of the biggest pits in the Gelsenkirchen area had been to
Caux and had been expelled from the Party.

What happened to these men in the elections of November
195172

The committee chairman in the Bergmannsgliick Pit (which
employs 3,600 men) had been an active Party functionary for
twenty-eight years. After he had got to know the ideology of
Moral Re-Armament, the Party did everything it could to get
him out of the works committee. Before the elections they
attacked him by agitating in the pit and through the press.



112 OouUT OF THE EVIL NIGHT

‘Neue Volkszeitung’ published three articles defaming him. He
was re-elected committee chairman.

Another miner who was a member of the works committee
at the Bonifacius Pit (3,000 men) and who had also been in
Cauz, said to us, ‘I have no chance of being elected this time.’
However he got 208 votes more than in the previous election.
His closest Party friend in the committee was one of the founders
of the Communist Party in Gelsenkirchen. He, too, had been in
Caux that autumn and he, too, was re-elected with an increased
vote. The committee chairman in the same pit came out top of
the list with the most votes of anyone, and so continued in his
job. He had been in Caux for the second time.

On the evening before the election in the Graf Moltke Pit
(3,500 men) the Communists put out leaflets violently attacking
the committee chairman, who had consistently gone in for
Moral Re-Armament’s ideas, and a Communist who that summer
had been expelled from the Party because he had been to Caux.
The attack was so timed that they had no chance of putting
their side of the matter before the workers. They were both
re-elected, together with four other committee members who
had all been to Caux that year. The committee chairman was
elected for the third time to represent all 25,000 workers of the
coal company.

In the Zollverein 3/10 Pit Fritz Heske was re-elected and con-
tinued as committee chairman.

In the big Gelsenkirchen area there was one pit where
the Communists made progress, the Nordstern mine. There
they won eleven out of the thirteen workers’ seats on the
committee.

In the Western section, Max Bladeck got more votes than in
the previous election and continued as committee chairman in
the Rheinpreussen IV Pit in Moets.

In the Northern section of the Ruhr, in Castrop-Rauxel, there
is the Erin Pit (4,500 men). Both the chairman and the vice-
chairman of the committee (and both had previously been
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comrades in explosions and accidents in the mines. But there
was also a glimpse of something else in their eyes. As they came
towards us with a hand outstretched to take one of the news-
papers, as they stopped to chat for a moment, as they looked
over the literature and smiled—then I saw the inner man break-
ing through the outer shell. These were men secking after life,
men full of songs and dreams and poetry and a deep longing
for a world in which we would understand one another, in
which brotherhood and peace would become realities in every-
day life—in the home and in the pit galleries, between individuals
and in the relations between nations.

These men—a voice inside me seemed to be saying—and,
with them, all the workers of the wotld, were never meant to
be pawns in a political system whose aim was power. Nor were
they meant to be slaves in an economic system whose aim was
profit. Was it not worth while devoting the rest of my life in
helping to realise their true human worth, to realise their songs
and dreams and longings, to liberate their energies—energies
which, when set free, could lead the whole of humanity to a
new era?

Can this happen? This is the question I ask myself as I think
back. And suddenly I know that it can. For it has begun to hap-
pen! In my mind’s eye I see a whole series of our friends who
have found new life and a new idea. There is something special
about these men from the Ruhr. They thought in world terms
in the days when they were fighting for the Communist idea,
and immediately they had won their way to something bigger
they again thought in big terms, thought about Germany,
Europe, the whole wotld. They knew that the war of ideologies
must be fought and won on a world front.

I can remember mornings when they went straight from the
night shift by car to the Parliament building in Bonn, had talks
there until late in the evening, and then drove back to the Ruhr
to go straight on to the night shift again. On these men’s initia-

tive European conferences for workers and students, journalists
1
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and the young people. But he didn’t train me. There was war
between us. I knew there was hate in his heart, hate botn out of
the days of misery and need we have been through. But I had
no ideology—only a wish not to change before he did. I was
waiting for him to change and prove he meant it. But when that
happened, a great change took place in me too. It was through
Moral Re-Armament that we really found one another.

“That is why I stand beside my husband in this fight. If we
women would fight more in peacetime, our men would not
have to shed their blood in wartime.” !

I could see them before me as they stood shoulder to shoulder
with the steel workers of France, the dockers in England, the
factory workers of Italy, the miners in North Sweden, the aero-
plane mechanics in America, trade-union men in India and Japan.
They came from Germany, and they came to restore for what
Germany had done wrong in the past. Without political or
diplomatic machinery they created unity and reconciliation.
Peace—they said—is not just an idea. Peace is people becoming
different.

My thoughts, which had been following them all around the
world, came back to the Ruhr with hope and gratitude—the
Ruhr with its mines and factories, with its smoke and dirt, with
its flower-decked parks and green open spaces, and with its
people—men of deep feelings and strong wills,

1 On the 15th November 1958, on Mackinac Island, Michigan, Lina Kurowski

died after a three months’ illness. She was fifty-eight. She and Paul had been there
fighting for people all summer at the MRA Wotld Assembly in America.



I3
“Betlin Depends On You’

IN the same way as the Ruhr became a real home and a part of
my life, so did Betlin—that vast, uneasy city marooned 160
miles from West Germany, entirely surrounded by the Soviet-
occupied zone. I was in Berlin for more than a year altogether,
though I made various trips to the ‘West’ at different times in
between. My first visit to Berlin, incidentally, which I made by
plane from Hanover along the ait cortridor to the Tempelhof
airport, was to join the Norwegian professor I had met first in
Grini. He was in Betlin for a week as the first guest lecturer from
Norway at the Free University, in the autumn of 1951.

It is difficult to describe Berlin. It is something special. It is the
people, the atmosphete, the very air—everything. It has to be
experienced. It is the solid, two-decker buses where the con-
ductor invariably talks away to himself, cracks jokes, and seems
to be thoroughly enjoying life. It is the characteristic landmark
of the ruined Gedichtniskirche. It is the Kurfurstendamm,
formerly the centre of the very wealthy, a mixture of Karl Johan
(Oslo’s main street), Piccadilly, and Broadway all rolled into one.
It is the cafés, the restaurants, the new cinemas and department
stores with their huge display windows. It is a city of taste and
artistic feeling, of quality and novel ideas. The night life, the
crowds walking around, the neon signs, the illuminations, all
remind one of Paris or London or New York,

It is the Schillertheater, risen anew out of the tuins all around
and everything that a theatre should be in appearance, acoustics
and equipment, down to the last detail. Berliners love the drama,
art and music. As well as the plays of Shakespeare, Goethe,
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Schiller, Hauptmann, Moliére, you will often find the theatres
giving Ibsen and Strindberg. The Berlin Philharmonic is a
favourite with everybody. Every year there are international
festival weeks with concerts by the best-known orchestras, opera,
ballet, plays and films from all over the world. Amazingly the
former capital of the German Reich, in spite of its present situa-
tion, has become a centre of culture, of international conferences,
of industrial and agricultural exhibitions. For this, huge and
beautifully planned exhibition grounds have been laid out in the
area round the Funkturm, the tall radio tower with its restaurant
on top.

Betlin is also Grunewald, that great open park area with its
wondetful woods and the many lakes—Wannsee, Hafel, Teg-
lersee, Nikolasee. For the average Betliner these have taken the
place of the North Sea coast or the southern mountains to which
in pre-war days he used to go. Grunewald’s few square miles
are now the ‘lungs’ of the city, as well as providing rest and
relaxation for nerves that are constantly under pressure from so
many sides.

Where Grunewald begins, just on the borders of the exhibi-
tion grounds by the Funkturm, there is a fair-sized hill, covered
with green in summer and covered with children coming down
the slopes on skis in winter. The hill provides the only ski jump
within the city. Underneath, however, it is no real hill of earth
and rock, but a vast pile of stones and bricks and rubble heaped
together there when the ruins of the centre of the city were
laboriously cleared away. The war destroyed most of the city.
Seventy-five million cubic metres of rubble were left strewn in
its wake. It has taken ten years to clear it up and there is still much
to be done. It seemed an absolutely hopeless job at the outset,
but thousands of Berliners started in to do it with nothing but
their bare hands. One of the things that struck me most on that
first visit to Berlin was to see the women, old and young, some
indeed obviously over sixty, dressed in trousers and pullovers
and with scarves wound round their heads, working away in
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All the above trefers, of course, to West Berlin. In East Berlin
the picture is very different. The reader will understand if in this
chapter I deliberately avoid mentioning many definite names.

I

I will never forget one evening in the home of a leading trade-
unionist, the first Berlin home in which I stayed. We wete cele-
brating the birthday of my hostess. The family were there and
several friends. I sat beside an old lady of over seventy. She was
friendly but a little aloof, and at first we talked only of the
weather and other general topics. Then I happened to ask her
about Berlin as it was in her younger days. At once her eyes lit
up as she began to give me a lively and interesting description of
the great past of this city. It had been wonderful in the days of
the Kaiser, she recalled. There had been years of undisturbed
peace under Wilhelm the Second, and with his sute hand on the
helm, life in Berlin had been full. I could almost pictuzre it as she
spoke—the Tiergarten with its well-kept, green, tree-shaded
lawns where Berliners loved to walk in the freshness of the
morning hours; the open-air cafés where one could bring one’s
own sandwiches and order delicious coffee. If you wete lucky
you might even see the Kaiser himself ride by, a bit on the stout
side perhaps, but radiating confidence and friendliness, nodding
to everyone he met. Then there was Unter den Linden on a May
evening, with its famous lime trees and festive lighting; and the
music—Linke, Strauss, Lehar, whose care-free, joyous strains
were symbols of hope and happiness. Ah, those were the days,
truly a wonderful time!

We were interrupted by our hostess pressing us to have
another cup of coffee and one more piece of her apple pastry. The
old lady fell silent, dreaming still of those bygone days. They
were gone for ever. One glance out of the window revealed how
different the present was—a bombed and gutted house with only
gaping holes for windows, roofless, open to the sky. The Ger-
man Empire had vanished with the Treaty of Versailles. All that
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was left of Hitler’s vaunted Third Reich was this mass of ruins.
They stood there, the ruins, like a judgment and a gravestone.
And today? Today there was fear in men’s minds, fear of the
future, fear undefined but ever present. Unter den Linden that
had once echoed to the strains of “The Merry Widow’, now
stood silent and deserted. From the Brandenburger Tor to where
the Kaiser’s palace used to stand, the eye was arrested by block
after block of buildings displaying propaganda slogans and
enormous pictures of Marx, Lenin and Stalin, proclaiming a new
era in the history of man.

Our host, Georg, sat at the other end of the table. He re-
minded me a great deal of Max Bladeck. Grey-haired, not very
tall, he was a dynamic, revolutionary character, a clear thinker
and clever strategist, equally at home at the chess board as in the
political and trade-union field. As a young man he had been an
active member of the Spartacus group supporting Rosa Luzem-
burg and Karl Liebknecht, but after the nototious Moscow trials
he had broken with the Communist Party. He had overheard our
conversation, so later in the evening he told me more about his
city—the bitter war years, the terrible days of fighting in 1945,
and the decisive first post-war months. It was a fascinating story
of the Betliners’ fight for freedom, one I had never heard before,
so I made copious notes as we sat talking far into the night after
the other guests had gone.

In November 1944 a European Advisory Commission, com-
posed of representatives appointed by Britain, Soviet Russia and
the United States, decided on the partition of Germany into
zones, the details being worked out according to an earlier de-
cision reached at the Moscow Conference of October 1943.
Regarding Berlin, the agreement read: “The area of Greater
Berlin will be occupied by troops of each of the Four Powers.
An inter-allied governing authority, consisting of four com-
manding officers appointed by their respective Supreme Com-
manders, will be established to administer it jointly.’

In the dramatic last hours of Hitlet’s life, as the Soviet armies
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surrounded the city, overcoming fierce resistance in house-to-
house fighting, and finally capturing the Fiihrer’s bunker which
had been built between the Brandenburger Tor and the Pots-
damer Platz, the armies of the Western Allies remained at the
River Elbe, leaving the Soviets a free hand in Berlin. Not till
about two months later did the first contingent of an American
military force arrive in the city.

Shortly after capturing Berlin, the Russians set up a Soviet
Military Administration as the ruling authotity for the whole of
Berlin and for the Soviet-occupied zone of Germany. Simultane-
ously their Supreme Commander, Marshal Zhukov, issued an
order dated 13th June 1945, which allowed the Germans to form
political parties and ‘free’ trade unions provided these wetre all
anti-fascist. This move came as a great sutprise to the other
Allies, who had neither been consulted nor even informed about
it. However, at the Potsdam Conference on the 2nd of August,
an order was issued allowing democratic parties to be formed
everywhere in Germany, and this was put into effect in the
American, British and French zones in the following months.

Meantime the leading officials of the German Communist
Party, who had earlier fled to the Soviet Union, now returned—
William Pieck and Walter Ulbricht among them—with the
victorious Russian troops. With its leadership intact and the
actual set-up of its organisation completed i advance, the
Communist Party was in a position to take immediate action to
win control, backed as it was by unlimited military power. Be-
fore the Western Allies reached Betlin, therefore, Communists
were already heads of the Personnel and Administration Depart-
ment, the Education Department, and the Labour and Social
Affairs Department of the City administration. The organisation
of the police force was wholly in their hands. Communists
headed both the Traffic and the Criminal Departments. In like
manner they tried to win control of the twenty boroughs into
which the administration of Greater Betlin is divided, though
without quite the same success. At any rate, by the time the
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other foods. In the hunger-ridden first months after the end of the
wat, those who controlled such food supplies wete very popular.
‘Then there was the question of office space in a city where so
much stood in ruins. A few days before the Western Allies were
due to arrive in Betlin, the Socialists were persuaded to move
from their small and rather inadequate headquarters in the
Zietenstrasse, in what was to become the American sectot, to the
spacious former Dresdner Bank made available for them in the
Soviet sector. Similarly the Christian Democrat’s headquarters
was moved from what was to become the British sector over to
the Soviet sectot.

Meanwhile in different parts of Betlin, small groups of Soctal
Democrats had been meeting together. Representatives from
these different groups formed a central committee which they
designated the Socialist Party of Germany, the SPD. Their pro-
gramme was—‘Democracy in state and municipality, Socialism
in economic affairs and in society.” One of their leading men was
a former member of the Reichstag, Otto Grotewohl. Through a
mixture of promises and pressure, he and his friends were got
into negotiations with the Communists for a ‘united front’
between the two patties. After some time the outcome was the
calling of a conference of all the Berlin SPD officials to bless
their central committee’s decision to fuse with the Communist
Party, the KPD, and form a new ‘Socialist Unity Party of
Germany’, the SED.

The conference was fixed for the 1st of March 1946, at the
Admiralpalass in the Soviet sector. In the courtyard and in the
street outside the Admiralpalass Russian soldiers were drawn up.
Lines of other Soviet soldiers with fixed bayonets stood on guard
in the corridors and in the hall where the meeting was to be held.
Otto Grotewohl made a two-and-a-half hour speech explaining
the decision of the central committee to amalgamate with the
Communists in the new SED Party, and declared himself in
favour of this move.

Anyone opposing had only his own deep conviction to go on.
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In the circumstances, there was not even any guarantee of his
personal safety. However, Franz Neumann, a metal worker from
the Reineckendorf Borough in the French sector, rose and
opposed the decision. In a vigorous, fighting speech he argued
that a decision to fuse the two parties could only be propetly
taken by an All-German Party conference of the SPD. ‘A uniting
of parties is not a thing that can be ordered,’ he said. ‘It can only
be decided by the members themselves.” He put forward the
suggestion that instead of sanctioning the central committee’s
decision, a referendum should be held. The audience was
electrified. Neumann’s motion was carried on the spot by an
overwhelming majority. The delegates had demanded a re-
ferendum.

Permission for the referendum was granted by the Four Power
administration of Greater Betlin and about a month later the
referendum was held. In the Western sectors, where about
25,000 members voted, 825 per cent voted against the fusion of
the two parties, while only 123 per cent voted for it. In the
Soviet sector, when the workers went to the polling stations on
the 31st March 1946, they were stopped by Russian officets and
turned away. In total disregard of the referendum, Grotewohl
and his committee went ahead anyway and obediently amalga-
mated with the Communist Party (KPD) thus forming the
‘Socialist Unity Party’ (SED). They then announced that the
Socialist Party (SPD) had ceased to exist. My friend Geotg told
this part with certain grim relish. “There you have the People’s
Democracy,’ he said. ‘A minority who have 82-5 per cent of the
members against them decide that the majority no longer exists !’

An extraordipary situation had now arisen. In the Soviet
sector and indeed throughout the Soviet zone of Germany, the
SPD and the KPD had both been merged into the SED. But in
the British, French and American sectors of Betlin, and through-
out their zones of Germany, the SPD and the KPD existed side
by side, leaving the SED unrecognised. Since, however, by Four
Power agreement, no political party could be formed on a sector
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basis and since no party had any standing without the Four
Powers’ authorisation, neither the SED nor the SPD had any
recognised legal status in Berlin itself.

The Socialists in the three Western sectors who had broken
with the Grotewohl-led central committee now formed their own
SPD executive and elected Franz Neumann as president. In order
to be acknowledged they then had to apply to the Four Power
Kommandatura for a licence. This faced the Kommandatura
with a delicate situation. If the Soviet vetoed the application of
the SPD (now banned in their sector), the Western Allies might
veto the SED application. After prolonged discussions it was
agreed to compromise and license both, and this was done on
the 31st of May.

With the licensing of the political parties, the ground was now
prepared for an election, and this was soon demanded. The
Soviet commandant turned down the request. At the insistence
of the other three commandants, however, the request was sent
on to the highest Allied authorities, who finally agreed to
authorise an election and the date of the 20th of October was
fixed.

A real election campaign started—the first in Berlin since
Hitler had come to power in 193 3. The results made world news.
Out of the 130 seats in the City Parliament, the SPD won sixty-
three, the SED only twenty-six. The CDU (Christian Demo-
cratic Party) was second with twenty-nine seats and the LDP
(Liberals) won twelve.

Theoretically the non-Communist parties were now in power.
But it soon turned out that a No vote in the City Parliament by
the SED was backed up by a Soviet veto in the Kommandatura.
This is where the paragraph, ‘changes in the constitution, the
resignation of the City Government or any of its members, as
well as the appointing or dismission of leading officials in the
City administration, can be carried out only with the approval of
the Allied Kommandatura in Berlin’ (see page 138), came in.
Thus two candidates for ministerial posts who had the support
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royal Tiergarten park, or marching down the North-South Axis
road, that wide and spacious thoroughfare where the SS used to
parade, past the spot where Hitler formerly stood to take the
salute and receive the adulation of the masses as his followers
marched past. But all that is now a mass of rubble and desolation.

When we were shown to our seats on the platform, we looked
out over a vast sea of faces. More than half a million people were
there that day, according to the newspapets. These were the
Berliners, people who had already endured more than most,
people who could not easily be fooled. One felt their will to hold
out, their determination to exist in freedom, their longing for an
answer. Lord Mayor Reuter described the huge gathering as a
‘proud confession of faith in the fight for freedom and of
solidarity with the western world’, and called for more help in
the reconstruction and rebuilding of the city. He also stressed
the point that the free world should steadfastly maintain its
right of access to Berlin.

That May Day served to underline the problem. To the right
of the Reichstag ruins we could see the tall columns of the
Brandenburger Tor and the Red Flag flying over it. A mile be-
yond, another May Day demonstration was going on, only there
everything was organised—the armed ‘People’s’ Police, the
Communist youth organisations, gitls as well as boys also carry-
ing guns, the orderly marching rows of wotrkers, all in the style
of the May Day parade outside the Kremlin in Moscow.

Division is the ever-present reality. Geographically, politic-
ally, economically, socially, Berlin, like Germany itself, is split
in two. Even families are divided. A Betliner can stand in one
of the Western sectors and look across the dividing line at his
own house where he may no longer live—in freedom. The stark
reality of the situation stirred me deeply. I felt it physically.
Wherever I went, whoever I met, whatever I read I came up
against it. Here the ideological struggle was even more acute
than in the Ruhr. For it is the meeting place of two worlds—the
western world with all its glamorous materialism, and the Com-





















































