


which had been carried on the filthy floor of the
open wagon for many days. It didn't matter.
We had finally found the facilities to ‘'simply
add hot water and enjoy!"’

My partner and I were locked in a small
washroom between the kitchen and barn. It
was bare, except for a large black kettle in the
corner. With the aid of hot water, which was
poked through the top half of the kitchen door,
and a ‘'scrounged up’ stirring stick, we
gradually transformed the solid, dry blocks into
a liquid that tasted as much like split pea soup
as anyone could remember. I felt like a grimy
Saint Nicholas as 1 ladled the concoction into
the makeshift containers which the “‘krieges”
held aloft as they filed past the barn door.
There was a rare flicker of a smile on many of
the dirty, bearded faces as we all enjoyed the
first hot food we had eaten in more than two
months!

I was allowed to spend the night in the warm
room. | was awakened during the night by a
commotion in the kitchen. Guttural shouts
were interspersed with the sounds of a female
sobbing hysterically. Two guards dragged a
teen-aged girl through the room and into the
barn. I presume she was the proverbial
farmer’s daughter. They didn’t bother to
introduce me,
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I rejoined the marchers the next morning so
that some other ailing comrade could occupy
the space in (he crowded wagon. T, and the
other lucky survivors of the ‘'Death March"’,
were eventually liberated by the American
forces near Bitterfeld, Germany (close to
Torgau, where the Russians and the Allies
made their first contact) in late April, 1945,

The split pea soup we had the other night was
delicious. It was served in attractive, ceramic
bowls with special spoons and all the crackers
you could eatl The dining room was warm and
cozy. The conversation dealt with a casual
discussion of the day's events. Everyone at the
table was reasonably secure for the foreseeable
future. No one around me had been threatened
with bodily harm, recently, to the best of my
knowledge. Time has healed a lot of wounds in
almost 40 years,

It was just another bowl of soup...but, it served
as a poignant reminder that we should all thank
God tor the multitude of blessings that we
enjoy in America today. Let us never take our
freedom for granted.

EDITOR’S NOTE: Our thanks to Maury Norrell
of Cincinnalti, Ohio, for sharing his story.

EDITOR’S NOTE: Cartoons drawn by Alex
(AD) Palmer, of fellow POWSs in Stalag Luft
IV-C, Germany. Submitted by Jack A. Glance,
of Saginaw, Michigan.
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