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Correspondence from Germany 

(by Matheus Hantschko) 

 

Post 107 near Spremberg, Lower Lusatia 

May 15, 1914 

 

Dear readers of the Volksblatt in faraway 

Texas! 

  

 It has turned warm here, as well; almost 

all of the month of April has been dry but 

warm; the month of May, by comparison, 

has been cool and wet until now.  We also 

had a strong freeze from May 2nd through 

the 4th, which caused much damage to the 

fruit trees.  In spite of all, the cuckoo, if cold 

or warm, sounds its melodic call “kuckuk” 

while the female cuckoo lays its eggs in the 

nests of other birds to be hatched by them. 

The nightingale – in joyful psalms 

Sings a duet with the lark; 

The beggar lies among green blades 

And sleeps in a heavenly bed. 

 A woman was run over by a train on the 

route between Weisswasser and Forst on 

May 13th and had her head severed from her 

body; the unfortunate is said to have come 

from Jemlitz but I have not been able get her 

name, as yet. 

 Construction on the church in Graustein 

has started up again after work on it had 

come to a halt for many weeks, for reasons 

unbeknownst to me.  The small church could 

have been finished some time ago and it is 

hoped that it may be ready for Christmas.  

 A message goes out to Mr. Wilhelm 

Schur that his friend Chr. Seba is looking 

forward to visiting him soon.  

 I close with Germanic, German-Texan, 

greetings to the readers of the “G. D. V.” 

 

  The Railroader 
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Postscript. – My friend Ernst Heiter expresses 

his thoughts about the American- Mexican war 

tribulations in the following witty poem, “The 

denied salute,” in the Spremberg Gazette, in  

[illegible]. 

 “Wherever our glances may scan in our Old 

World there appears to be peace in every land 

which is disturbed, at times, only by the 

Balkans; whereas the Ulster people are also 

silent again in Britain, renewed calls go out for 

war dances in America!  Because an escape 

from the tangled situation is difficult:  Reports 

come over the wires on a daily basis across land 

and sea.  “Huerta withholds the salute,” stoked 

by the stupidity of the masses and such rudeness 

can’t be tolerated by the other. This is not left to 

rest on its own as there are a fleet and soldiers 

available:  that’s why diplomats on both sides 

had suddenly much to do.  But Huerta says to 

himself: I am still temporarily at the helm and 

therefore things will not be done according to 

Wilson’s demands, I have faith in Big Brother!  

But Uncle Wilson, cold bloodedly, insists:  If the 

situation worsens, I will, because of the salute, 

send a war ship down there which will then, 

upon my “edict,” blockade the coast of Mexico 

and the tremendous bass of its guns will turn 

everything back for the better!  The Mexicans 

are advised that politeness is in order and that 

the hat is knocked roughly from the head of the 

one who ignores to offer the greeting.  That is 

considered to be crude and not as the norm.  In 

diplomatic circles the better form is therefore 

chosen and canons are sent for the lesson!  In 

these days, the whole world now looks to the 

New World in anticipation:  Will the next big 

battle be fought at the shores of Mexico?  

Frequently, a small matter can kindle the war 

torch and Uncle Sam is now prepared to become 

serious about his warning! – It was once of no 

concern to us when nations battled each other in 

distant Turkey.  So, in principal, it should not 

bother or irk us if the Yankee and the horse thief 

get along or shoot at each other! – We want to 

enjoy our own homeland in these spring days 

where all fields renew themselves and 

nightingales gaily flutter,  where soon asparagus 

will shoot into leaves:  Such shooting does not 

harm anyone as rich blessings spring forth from 

the fragrance of bloom in the groves!” 

  Ernst Heiter 

 

Translated by John Buerfeind            

 


