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Correspondence from Germany

The pine forests of the Lusatia bay
of flowing sand are bisected by the
Goerlitz — Berlin railroad. The D. train
speeds at 90 km through the cold
winter evening. Between Spremberg
and Schleife at the Brandenburg -
Silesia border is a lonely house, the
aim of my journey. An old man cowers
at an oven in a sparsely lit, small and
narrow, room reading a Giddings
Volksblatt. Who is this old man and
why is he so interested in this
newspaper? He is not a stranger to
many of you and many of you will
certainly be happy to, once again, hear
from an old friend.

Back then, 50 years ago, when the
inflow into the land of unlimited
possibilities was in full bloom, Mathes
Hantschko, the musician and railroad
attendant, struck out across the big
pond in search of his luck. He returned
after many years. But without the
customary bag full of money however,
rich in happy memories and
experiences. And now, with pipe in
mouth, he begins to tell of:

Interesting hunting adventures, the
world of animals and huge plantations
under a glowing sun which are some of
his most loved themes. And here: he
points to the paper; he has also died, |
knew him well. Yea, even over there
people must die. And again, he points
to an insert: I knew this shoemaker
well,
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he is trying to sell his tools, probably
can’t handle it anymore. The old one
goes on like this for quite some time.
Reluctantly, he puts the paper down
and it is obviously difficult for him to
disengage from his old memories. He
reaches for his trumpet which hangs
above him, from the wall, which he
places on his wilted and puckered lips
to blow the choral: “Await my soul.”
Soft sounds climb, tired and whining
from the trumpet. Outside, the night
train rumbles past and then, slowly it
turns quiet outside and indoors.
Silently we take leave from each
other. Snowflakes are falling ever
denser to weave their shroud. The light
in the room is extinguished. Perhaps,
the old one is dreaming of old friends
and houses in Giddings.
Paul Hantschko.
Schleife, O. L.

Translated by John Buerfeind

Provided by Wendish Research Exchange, www.wendishresearch.org



http://www.wendishresearch.org/

