Chapter III: Maria 

5 First Love and Sorrow

 When I started my studies at the university in October 1949, the famous Berlin airlift had just ended. For one year the Americans had kept Berlin supplied by air after the Russians blocked all rail, road and barge traffic to the city. They did this ostensibly to protest the currency reform which, in Western Germany, that is in the regions occupied by America, Great Britain and France, replaced the Reichsmark with the Deutsche Mark. This was soon followed by the proclamation of a new German state, ”The Federal Republic of Germany” (Bundesrepublik Deutschland). The Russians countered by introducing a new currency in their zone of occupation and by proclaiming their own vassal state, the ”German Democratic Republic”. It is well known how West Germany prospered while East Germany limped along pitifully. The standard of living in the two halves of Germany diverged rapidly. Because of this and due to political repression in the East, the citizens of the German Democratic Republic began to flee in large numbers. This became such a serious problem, that the East Germans built the Berlin wall to stop it. But by that time I was already in America. 

 The Berlin airlift was a brilliant achievement of the American air force. Never before had a city with several million inhabitants been kept alive by being supplied entirely from the air. The Russians tried to interfere even with that route of supply by sending fighter jets to harass the American transport planes. But they were wise enough not to cause a really serious incident. In my opinion, the airlift was unnecessary. Personally, I am convinced that the Russians would have backed down if the Americans had broken the blockade by sending tanks through the Russian zone to Berlin. But that is not what happened and, in the end, the American strategy worked after all. But I think the Americans would have gained more respect from the Russians if they had used force. Russia was totally exhausted after the Second World War and could not have risked a new war with America, particularly with the Americans having the atom bomb.
 During the first few semesters at the university, I still lived at home in Woltersdorf, even though I established an address in West Berlin. I commuted daily via street car from my home to the train station in Rahnsdorf and then by the electric train to Berlin-Dahlem, where the university was located. This trip took two hours each way. This time was not lost however. I used it to study out of books.
 I found some of the lectures at the university confusing. Since this was already the second semester of the university’s existence, some courses were continuations of lectures started in the first semester and were therefore hard to understand. I remember one lecture in particular on the differential calculus, which, incidentally, I knew very well from my own studies. But this lecture was given by a Greek professor who did not only have a foreign accent but he stuttered. Coming out of the first lecture I felt discouraged and depressed since I did not understand anything that the professor had said. At this moment, my friend Bruhn came to the rescue. He said: ”Don’t worry about the silly Dinghas (that was the name of the Greek professor), most people don’t understand him. Besides, what he just said is completely irrelevant. He described a pathological case which never happens in practice. The best thing for you is not to go to his lectures any more. Study the subject at home, do the practice problems and you will be all right”. This advice was excellent. I followed it to the letter and fared very well with it. I made it a general rule not to try to learn from the lectures. But in each subject I obtained at least two books, to have different view points, and studied on my own. I think that this helped me throughout my life. It taught me to learn everything I needed to know from books without the help of a tutor.
 On my daily commute, I had to change trains twice. First, I rode the electric train from Rahnsdorf to a station called ”Ostkreuz” (Eastern Cross) arriving at a lower track. I then had to walk up a staircase to an upper track which belonged to a ring around Berlin. I rode one quarter around this ring and changed trains in Berlin-Schoeneberg. There I went downstairs to catch the train that brought me to my final destination, Lichterfelde-West. From the train station it was a 20 minute walk to the university.
 One day in November 1949, when I had reached the upper platform at Ostkreuz, I noticed a beautiful girl leaning against the railing of the stairs I had just climbed. Looking at her closely, I decided that she was the prettiest girl I had ever seen. Fascinated, I followed her into the railroad car that took us part-way around the ring. I got really excited when this gorgeous girl left the train at Berlin-Schoeneberg, just as I had to do, and proceeded to go to the lower platform to the train to Lichterfelde-West. Dahlem was not the end point of this line. So, when on reaching my destination she also got off the train, I gathered all the courage I could muster and asked her if, per chance, she was also a student at the Freie Universitaet. She said she was not, but that she worked as a secretary in an office in Dahlem. The conversation was ended when I had to turn left while she turned right. When I rode home that night I looked out for her but did not see her. The next morning I took exactly the same train as the day before and, sure enough, this beautiful girl was once more standing on the upper platform. This time I walked straight up to her and greeted her as though we were old friends. I learned that her name was Vera-Maria, that she was 19 years old (I was 20 at the time) and that she lived in Berlin-Mahlsdorf. This was actually not all that far from Woltersdorf but, unlike our town, it was still within the city limits of East Berlin. The two of us were hitting it off splendidly. I sensed that she liked me too so that our friendship blossomed from the very beginning. Now I knew when she rode home at night and waited for her at the train station. I no longer took my usual train to Rahnsdorf to get home, but I accompanied her to Mahlsdorf and walked her right up to her house. Only then did we part and I took a street car to reach the electric train line that brought me to Rahnsdorf. One night, on saying good bye, I kissed her and was in seventh heaven. I did not like to call her Vera but instead used her middle name, calling her Maria. We soon became inseparable. I began to visit her at home on weekends. We went out together to take long walks along the Mueggelsee. She also visited me in Woltersdorf. My friendship with Maria was different from anything I had known before. It was far more intimate and I felt closer to her than to anybody else. Here was a friend unlike the boys I had known, with whom one could converse on a much more personal, intimate level. She felt almost like a twin sister, but, thank heavens, she was not related to me. I felt a little uneasy when she told me that she was catholic. But I soon discovered that, like myself, she did not believe in religion. Her being catholic was simply an accident of birth, not of her conviction.
 Maria worked for relatives, her employer was the husband of Maria’s aunt, a sister of her mother. Maria’s father did not live with the family but instead lived far away in West Germany and came to see them only rarely. This was a strange situation. In time, I came to believe that the parents were practically separated. Her father did not seem to like her mother. I was a little uneasy with Maria’s mother myself. She seemed immature and did not seem to have a good relationship with her daughter. There were also two younger brothers, Klaus and Bernie.
 As the weather became warmer in the spring of 1950, I rode over from Woltersdorf to Mahlsdorf on my bicycle. Sometimes Maria did the same trip in reverse to come to see me. All the while I did not neglect my studies at the university. Maria’s mother occasionally remarked that she did not like the idea that it would take so long until I would be finished. Since I met her early on in my first semester, it would take 4 years until I could hope to look for a job and be ready to marry her. But then, one day disaster struck! We were coming home on the train from some outing in Berlin, when, all of a sudden, the personality of my wonderful friend changed abruptly. She looked up at me and asked: ”Who are you?”. At first, I thought she was joking. But when I asked her in jest: ”well, who are you and how old are you?”, she said in a frightened little girl’s voice: ”I am Vera and I am 16 years old”. I never called her Vera, the look on her face told me that this was not a joke. She was dead serious. Now, I began to feel scared. What was this! Was I dreaming, or what was wrong? Maria became very quiet and in my confusion, I did not know what to say. So, we rode home in silence. I dropped her off at the gate to the garden of her house and went home, utterly confused.
 When I visited her the next morning, her condition had worsened. She was only semi-conscious and I came just in time before she was taken away to a hospital. From then on she was taken to many different doctors, but nobody could help her. The diagnosis was that she had a neurosis, whatever that means. After this first incident she flipped often from a normal state in which she was the 19 year old Maria to a more childlike state in which she was the 16 year old Vera. In each of these states she was unaware of the other. In fact, on her own, she was unaware that anything was wrong. Often she awakened from the Vera-state with the words. ”Oh, I slept so beautifully”. Fortunately, the normal state predominated. Most of the time she was my beautiful friend, Maria.
 In the spring of 1951, her mother arranged for Maria to take a vacation trip to a place called Finsterbergen in Thuringia and insisted that I accompany her. This was beautiful and terrifying at the same time. Of course, I loved to be alone with her for four weeks. This was during the spring break at the university so that I had time to go along. We went by bus. Thuringia is a region in East Germany, close to the border with West Germany. It is mountainous and forested. My mother had once vacationed there and kept telling me how beautiful it was. Of course, this was in the very early spring and in some areas the snow was still lying on the ground. Maria felt weak and could not take very long walks. Our accommodations were in private homes, each of us had a room in the same house. But we were part of a group and all of us met for meals in a restaurant. One day, a former teacher of Maria’s appeared unexpectedly. He recognized her and approached her in the dining room of the restaurant. To surprise her, he touched her suddenly and said: ”Guess who?”. Maria uttered a scream and fainted. When she came to, she was in the Vera-state. I felt utterly helpless. There was no way to snap her out of it, one had to wait until she came out of it on her own. Not for the last time I thought to myself: ”I cannot cope with this, this is too much.” But I loved her so much that I hoped in time, with patience, she would get well again. In her Maria-state she was beautiful and charming a lovely girl! We did have good times on this trip. Once two actors gave a performance of a comedy whose name I have forgotten. But the gist of it was that they impersonated two bandits who were sneaking around in the woods and encountered each other unexpectedly. It is, of course, impossible to convey the impression of an act whose comic effect was based entirely on the way it was spoken, on the body language of the actors and on the mood of the audience. It was hilarious how, on noticing each others presence, they were at first deathly scared of each other. Then, when they recognized who the other was, their fear turned to joy and they started bragging about their smart kids. One of them told the other: ”Beppo is already stabbing with knives.” ”Obedient children, joy of their parents”, was the proud commentary. We were impressed how two actors working without props could give such a convincing and funny performance. This was better then most theatrical performances with lavish scenery and lots of actors.
 In spite of these joyous moments, this vacation took a toll of my strength. The uncertainty of Maria’s situation and the fear of the next attack of her illness wore me down. Near the end I felt so exhausted that I felt perpetually tired and longed to get home. No sooner was I back in Woltersdorf, when this leaden feeling disappeared and I was my own self again, glad to be home.
 The semester following our trip to Thuringia was one I had not been looking forward to. As a physics major I had to take chemistry courses which also required me to take a chemistry lab. This lab consisted of a well defined set of chemical analyses which had to be performed successfully. For each test, the students were given a substance to analyze and to determine what chemicals were in it. In case one got it wrong, one could repeat this particular test a few times, but not endlessly. Most students went to the lab a few times per week, taken other courses in between and stretching the whole thing out over several semesters. I did not like this. I wanted to get the chemistry lab over with and decided to give it my all, doing nothing else for this coming semester. This worked out well. I got all tasks finished and, at the end of the semester, was done with my chemistry requirements. In fact, I even had fun. Most of the students in the labs were chemistry majors who had to take the same lab as the physicists. This was a good-natured group. Often, one of them started singing and before long we all sang arias from Verdi’s ”Rigoletto” or ”La Traviata”.
 We had to handle a lot of dangerous chemicals and the undiluted acids ate through everything, once you spilled them on your clothing. I ruined a lab coat and a pair of shoes in my haste to do the required analyses. One member of our group was particularly interesting. He was a chemistry major who knew quite a bit about this subject. He was forever helping other students with their analyses and often got them right. But, alas, his own did not work out so well. He flunked one analysis after the other. But he cultivated an immaculate appearance and insisted that one should be able to do chemistry in evening suit and top-hat without soiling anything.
 Of our professors I remember two most vividly. One was Guenther Ludwig, who taught theoretical physics. He was a young man who, during the war, had worked on missile guidance systems. He was a very good physicist and lectured understandably. He was also one of the professors who liked to associate with his students. Whereas most of the other professors kept aloof and were unapproachable, Prof. Ludwig organized picnics and played volley ball with his students. I think he might have tried to emulate American professors. The other one was Prof. Lassen. He taught experimental physics and was already fairly old. He did not strike me as particularly capable but, on the contrary, seemed to be bumbling. He once uttered the memorable sentence: ”What does this stuff cost, it can’t cost anything, does it?” He was talking about a machine to liquefy air which, I am sure, must have been very expensive. I studied physics with enthusiasm. I had already read books on most of the classical physics but I was not yet familiar with the modern developments in quantum theory and relativity theory. Strangely, I did not hear any lectures on the theory of relativity and the related theory of gravitation. I don’t think these subjects were taught during the four years I was at the Freie Universitaet. But Prof. Ludwig lectured on quantum theory and I was fascinated. True to my usual practice of buying books on every subject, I bought the famous book ”The Principles of Quantum Mechanics” by P.A.M. Dirac. This was the first text book I read in English. I had tried to read other books on quantum theory, but reading Dirac’s book made it possible for me to grasp the concepts involved in that strange theory. Dirac had a way of explaining the inherent unity underlying the different approaches to the theory, so that I could remember it. At the time, I occupied a furnished room in Berlin-Friedenau. Since there were no parks in the vicinity, I often walked to a nearby cemetery, which had many old trees and was a lovely and peaceful place. I sat down on a bench near a grave and read Dirac. When I later took my Diplom examination, Prof. Ludwig was impressed that I knew quantum mechanics as formulated by Dirac. He gave me an A. 
In the immediate post-war period, Germany opened up to foreign literature which had, of course, been almost totally absent during the war. I went often to a nice bookstore on Kurfuerstendamm, Martha Schoeller’s, to look at the new titles. Most books were available in German translations but one English book caught my attention. It was ”Rebecca” by Daphne du Maurier. I bought it and immediately became caught up in the story. After the textbook of Dirac, this was the first English novel I ever read. The story is so gripping that I did not put the book down until I had finished it. I was almost in a trance. No sooner had I read ”Rebecca”, I saw the title written on a movie theater. Unbelievably, they were playing the Hitchcock version of the movie Rebecca with Laurence Olivier, just when I had finished reading the book. Of course, I saw the movie right away and was deeply disappointed. Hitchcock had changed the story in a crucial way. While, in the book, the death of Rebecca was definitely murder, Hitchcock presented it as an accident. I thought this destroyed the whole effect. Whereas in the book, the reader knows that Maxim DeWinter is guilty of murder and the entire tension is built around the question, will he get away with it. In the movie, the death of Rebecca is a tepid accident. Now it is of little concern that Maxim does not get indicted for murder, since he is not a murderer anyhow. Unfortunately, many movies are disappointing because they are not faithful renditions of the original story. The only exception in my mind is Dr. Shivago by Boris Pasternack. There, the book is so long and convoluted that the abridgment done by the movie director, David Lean, is a distinct improvement. 

The degree I was aspiring to is called in German ”Diplom Physiker”, but I think a master’s degree is roughly equivalent. Prior to taking the Diplom examination, we had to pass a preliminary or Vordiplom examen. I did all these in the shortest possible time. For my Diplom Physiker degree I had to do a Diplomarbeit, that is a thesis project. Even though I would have liked it best to take my examinations in theoretical physics. But this was inherently harder than experimental physics. Being anxious to finish my studies as quickly as possible, I choose an experimental thesis project. This was not particularly interesting. It involved examining the electrical resistance of thin metallic films under varying conditions of temperature and air pressure. I shared a room in the physics institute with a fellow student, who became extraordinarily important later in my life. When I first met him, I was taken aback. Manfred Boerner did not have a pleasing appearance and he stuttered. I have always had a certain aversion to stutterers. I knew that they could not help it and were not to blame for their condition, but my aversion was a gut-reaction. Thus, when I found out that I would share a lab room with Manfred, I was not too pleased. However, before long I learned to like him. He was a very intelligent man. Also, he could tell interesting stories about his experiences in the Flieger HJ (the flying corps of the HJ). He also had already completed an education as an electronics technician and was very good with electrical and electronic equipment. Finally, he had a very beautiful girl friend whom he later married. But I am getting once more ahead of myself.
 After finishing the chemistry lab, the summer vacation of 1952 approached. This was possibly the most important vacation of my life. Maria’s mother, being always concerned to improve her daughter’s health, suggested that we spend this time together somewhere. I suggested our summer house on the island in Rahnsdorf and she accepted that idea. The following summer months were about as close to paradise as one can come. Here I was alone on an island with this beautiful girl, whom I loved more than anybody else on earth. Well, almost alone. I had mentioned earlier, that my uncle had ”banned” his friend, Frau Schueler, to the summer house. Even after my uncle’s death and after 6 or 7 intervening years, Mrs. Schueler was still in the summer house in Rahnsdorf. The little house had three small rooms and a kitchen. One room was occupied by Mrs. Schueler, the other two belonged, during this summer, to Maria and me. In view of Maria’s precarious health, I had tried not to become sexually involved with her. But I now found out that nature is stronger than good intentions. After a few days in close proximity with her in the small house and in the tiny kayak, I felt that I was going out of my mind if I did not make love to her. She was perfectly agreeable. There was almost nothing lacking for perfect happiness except the fact that every once in a while Maria became Vera. Fortunately, in the quiet surroundings of our island paradise and with our otherwise (almost) perfect happiness, her attacks happened less frequently. Overall we had a wonderful time. From morning till night we were together in the kayak, swimming in the near-by lake and exploring the River with its reed jungles. The weather was perfect. I can’t remember if it ever rained that summer. Often, Maria came into my room at night. I did not like to go to her room since it was adjacent to Mrs. Schueler’s and she could have heard us. I doubt if she would have cared, but it was better not to test that. We also had a scary adventure. Mr. Schuessler still owned the summer house next to ours. One day his house caught on fire. We ran over there to help and carried endless buckets of water from the river, trying to put out the flames. In spite of our and Mr. Schuessler’s heroic efforts, the fire gained on us. Mr. Schuessler was near exhaustion and I was afraid he would suffer a heart attack. Fortunately, somebody summoned the fire department which arrived in a fireboat with a powerful pump. With their help, the fire was brought under control, but the house was badly damaged. During this summer, Maria told me her secret, which, she thought, might be at the root of her illness. During the war, she had been sent away from Berlin to a seaside resort on the Baltic sea to escape the bombing. When Germany collapsed, she tried to make her way back home all by herself. She was 16 years old at that time. On her way back, she passed through a port city. Looking for a place to spend the night, she met a sailor who told her he could put her up on his submarine which lay in the harbor. Maria accepted, thinking to herself that in his youth, her father had been a sailor, so that sailors must be good people. Also, she said that nobody had told her about sex so that she was totally ignorant of the dangers a girl might encounter. Of course, the inevitable happened. The sailor forced himself into her bunk at night and raped her. She says that she was so horrified and confused that she ran on deck and jumped overboard into the harbor. The sailor saved her, but it seems that the psychological damage was done. Maria said that she had been too ashamed to tell anybody about this traumatic experience. I hoped that telling me might help. But as time went by, her attacks continued. So, either the experience was not the cause for her troubles, or the damage was so severe that it could not be so easily reversed. I never understood why Maria’s illness started after we had met. Once it had manifested itself, she was never well enough to resume work. She tried to go back to her aunt and uncle and resume her secretarial duties, but felt that she could not do it and quit again. She started psychoanalysis, but also with little success. The beautiful summer ended and I had to go back to the university. I now rented a room in West Berlin, since the daily commuting became too much. Maria often visited me there. But when we were not together, it happened often that her mother would call me in the physics institute to ask me to please come, Maria had another one of her attacks. Even though I could not do anything about it, her mother felt so helpless that she needed somebody to lean on. That was perfectly understandable, but I dreaded those phone calls.
 My roommate in the institute, Manfred Boerner, managed to have his girl friend, Antje, come to Berlin, where she rented a room and went to a school for fashion designers. Now, the four of us often met. We all got along beautifully and developed a close friendship. I made another friend at the University. His name was Dieter (another Dieter) Kuss. Since Kuss means kiss, this was a strange, slightly embarrassing name. Dieter Kuss was a war veteran and a nice fellow. He had been wounded which resulted in partial paralysis of one of his arms. He also had to struggle to keep up with his studies which he found harder than I did. We never met outside of the university but we sat next to each other in classes and met for lunch in the cafeteria. Once the physics institute organized a Faschingsball. Fasching is the German equivalent of the South American Mardi Gras. It is celebrated with more fervor along the River Rhine and in Southern Germany. But our party at the institute was fun too. Maria and I dressed up as gypsies, Manfred was the honorable Don Manfredo from South America and I don’t know how Dieter Kuss was dressed. At this ball I met his sister, which seemed nice. She met and later married another of our fellow physics students. Among the students with whom I had little contact was one who looked like a sailor. He was broad-shouldered and looked as though he was a tough guy. Then one day I discovered that he read and liked a rather lyrical author whom I had just read. That surprised me, he looked more like he would enjoy John Wayne movies. Much later I learned that he had committed suicide for reasons that I never found out. But I remember the soft spot in his heart which he revealed to me by telling me his preference for lyrical books. His tough outward appearance must have been a facade to hide a tender heart.
 Talking about balls and parties. The school for art students organized an annual party which was popular with students at other schools as well and therefore very crowded. I attended this on two occasions. Another student event was a hoax which could have gotten out of hand but fortunately remained harmless. This was the ”Cuni Riot”. Cuni was a cook in one of West Berlin’s large hotels. He had invented some crazy new religion or philosophy, I don’t even know exactly which it was. The point is, that nobody took him seriously, but the students thought he was great fun and decided to pay him mocking homage. Leaflets appeared in all West Berlin universities inviting the students to come to the main thoroughfare of West Berlin, the famous Kurfuerstendamm, to pay homage to Cuni. At the appointed hour the street filled up with an enormous number of students who started chanting in unison, we want Cuni, we want Cuni. The police were baffled and so were ordinary citizens who had probably never heard of this new fake messiah. The mood was festive and the students enjoyed themselves greatly. Had there been a malevolent agitator to exploit the situation for his evil purposes, this mock riot could easily have turned ugly. Fortunately, it petered out quietly and vanished as quickly as it had started. Cuni was not heard from again.
 Early in 1953 Maria’s mother began to talk about joining her husband in West Germany. This put me into a difficult situation. Either I would have to face a separation from Maria, who would have to go with her mother, or the two of us would have to marry. Much as I loved Maria, the thought of marrying her scared me. She was not a healthy person so that it seemed unwise to bind myself to her for life. The issue was forced by the communists in East Germany. One day, they closed the border between the Western and Eastern sectors of Berlin so that Maria and I were cut off. When the border opened a few days later, we thought it entirely possible that this opening was only temporary and that the border would soon be closed again permanently. This did actually happen a few years later, but not just yet. However, since we could not know how the situation would develop in Berlin, we thought it best that Maria move in with me in my furnished room in Berlin-Friedenau. My landlady agreed to this addition only when we told her that we would get married. Thus, indirectly, the decision on whether or not to marry had been made by the Communists. My parents were not thrilled by the prospect of me marrying Maria. They shared my concern about her condition and they also did not like the idea that I married before completing my education. But now fate moved with its own momentum, I had lost control of my destiny. I remember how I agonized over the turn of events and told myself that I was crazy to marry Maria. But, unfortunately, at the moment I did not know what else to do.
 Just before Maria’s mother moved away, we married quietly in a civil ceremony in August 1953. Had Maria been well, this would have been wonderful, but her illness cast a large, dark shadow over our marriage. Even when she was not in her Vera-state, she was often weak and always very timid. My room in Berlin-Friedenau became too small for the two of us so that we moved to a larger room in Berlin-Charlottenburg. Also, I bought a used motor scooter to be able to move us around in Berlin more easily. I had obtained a drivers license at a reduced student’s rate some time earlier, so that I could now drive cars and motor scooters. This purchase displeased my parents for financial reasons. They had given me a few stocks which stemmed from my uncle’s estate. I had assumed that they wanted me to have them for my own use. But this turned out to be a misunderstanding. They only had given them to me for safe keeping in West-Berlin. I sold the shares and got just enough money to pay for the scooter. It was too late to reverse this misunderstanding and the ill feeling it caused was, fortunately, soon forgotten. Having the scooter, gave us a sense of freedom since it was perfect for moving about in the city much more easily than a car could. Since the border between the two halves of the city remained open, we could even use the scooter to drive out to Rahnsdorf to our summer house. But there were lovely spots on the lakes and rivers of West-Berlin too.
 In early 1954 Maria and I took a bus trip from Berlin to Garmisch-Partenkirchen in the Bavarian Alps. This was the first time either of us saw really high mountains. I rented boots and skies and tried my luck on the slopes with moderate success. So far, I had not forgotten the skiing skills I had acquired on the little hills in Koenigsberg. Since Maria had never stood on skis, I thought she would just walk around while I was skiing. But all of a sudden I saw her wobble around on skis near the low end of the ski slope. She too wanted to see if she could ski. With no prior experience she did not do too well, but it was great that she would even try. The next day she had a fever and showed signs of sun burn in her face. The alpine sun had been too much for her even in winter.
 In November of 1953 I passed my Diplom examen and had finally finished my education. Wanting to go on to obtain a doctor’s degree in physics, I obtained an assistance-ship from Prof. Lassen which paid me a modest salary and was my official entry into the doctor’s program. So far, all seemed to develop pretty well. But there remained two substantial problems. Maria often had her attacks. But even if she did not have them, she felt oppressed and unhappy in the rented room. She feared to meet our land lady who would ask her questions. For example, she wanted to know why Maria was not working. Trying to avoid these questions, she stayed in the room like a frightened child. The other problem was my doctoral dissertation project. Prof. Lassen was initially very vague what he expected me to do. He spoke of studies of electromagnetic wave propagation in the atmosphere but without specifying just what it was he wanted me to study. Once in a while he inquired whether I had yet bought any equipment for my project. But since I did not know what exactly I was to do, I certainly was in no position to buy equipment. Then, one day, Prof. Lassen let the cat out of the bag. He called a meeting to which he invited Prof. Ludwig, who, as I, mentioned earlier, had worked on missile guidance during the war. It now became clear to me, that Prof. Lassen had obtained a grant from the government to study microwave propagation in the atmosphere for use in conjunction with guiding missiles. This shocked me. In 1953 Germany was not allowed to re-arm. The Federal Republic of Germany was expressly forbidden to develop advanced weapon’s systems and here they had awarded the university a contract for studying the physics of missile guidance. I immediately decided that this may become a hot potato which I did not want to touch. Therefore, after having been for several month in the doctoral program, I began to look for another job.
 But before the doctoral thesis bubble broke, Manfred and Antje got married. I had graduated a few months ahead of Manfred. But during the time I waited for my doctoral project to jell, Manfred had also finished his studies. Their wedding took place at the house of Antje’s step-grandmother. At the wedding reception, which I attended with Maria, I met several people whom I had not yet known. Among them was Antje’s father and step mother and Antje’s sister Haide, of whom I had heard lots of interesting stories since Antje was obviously very fond of her and often spoke about her. At this first meeting I had no inkling how important Haide would become to me later. For the moment, she took little notice of Maria and me and, instead, quickly left the party accompanied by her favorite cousin, Hannelore, whom she had not seen for some time and was glad to meet on this occasion.
 Manfred and I both applied for jobs at the Telefunken company, a manufacturer of radios and other electronic equipment. I also applied at Siemens. Since no answer to our applications could be expected immediately, we decided to take a trip on our scooter to visit Maria’s parents in Darmstadt, West-Germany. I think it was either brave or foolhardy of us to attempt such a long trip on so flimsy a vehicle. But, we succeeded in getting there and getting back. On the way, we stopped in Goettingen to visit Eberhard Grimm who had fled to that town at the end of the war. On this occasion I did see his sister, Gisela, again and was amazed how wonderful she looked. She had grown up to become a fine young woman. She was no longer wearing glasses which no doubt also helped to improve her appearance. Eberhard and his mother were glad to see us. Eberhard was so eager to please us that he responded to everything I told him with: ”Gee, that is wonderful!”. When he responded with the same exclamation when I told him that my uncle had died, I had to laugh. To his embarrassed excuses I told him, that he was not all that wrong, it really had been a help to us to inherit all my uncle’s estate, since my parents had lost all their wealth in East Prussia.
In Darmstadt, I got to know Maria’s father whom I had seen briefly only once before when he visited the family in Mahlsdorf. He was employed at the Post office where he was in charge of maintaining telephone cables. At that time the telephone system was still run by the post office. When I asked him what he did, I expected a brief answer, instead he said that he could not answer my question at the moment, he would come back to it later. Then, in the evening either of the same day or a few days later, he called me into his study where he had laid out detailed plans of the cable system of Darmstadt. He began to explain in excruciating detail everything about these cables. It was far more than I wanted to hear, so that I quickly became bored. This gave me the impression that Maria’s father was a terrible stickler for detail. The man also lacked a sense of humor in most other respects. But he made a truly generous gesture. He offered me the use of his car (they had, of course, only one) to take a side trip up the picturesque Mosel River. Because I did not have much experience with driving cars, since I had not driven one since I took driving lessons, I asked him on several of our outings, if he would let me drive his car. To my amazement, he refused. How did he expect me to have a safe trip in his car, if he did not let me drive it in his presence, under his supervision? So, when the time came to take the trip, I had to learn how to operate the gear shift and handle this small car without any prior experience. Fortunately, all went well. At one point along the way, we encountered a steep hill which the car would not take going forward. I turned it around, put it in reverse and climbed the hill going backwards. That worked. This was one of those tiny, postwar cars, called Lloyd, which were pitifully underpowered. Their nickname was ”band-aid bomber”, since their exterior was made of plastic and its color resembled the popular band-aids. The trip up the Mosel River all the way to the old Roman town of Trier was enjoyable. We spent the nights at camp grounds. We must have taken a tent along, but I don’t remember this clearly. I just remember that at one camp ground we had an interesting conversation with a nice Danish couple who spoke German well. Soon after our return to Berlin, I received an invitation from Siemens to come for an interview. Siemens is a huge company with branches all over Germany and the world. I had applied to the cable works in Berlin. Attached to the factory was a branch of the Central Laboratory which was involved in helping to design cables. At that time they had just begun to branch out to investigate the feasibility of using 5 mm microwaves in hollow metallic tubes to replace coaxial cables. Before Siemens sent me their acceptance letter, I was also invited to an interview at Telefunken. When the acceptance letter from Siemens came, I took that job without waiting what Telefunken would do. Manfred was accepted at Telefunken. I don’t know if he had even applied at Siemens.
 When I started work at Siemens, I experienced a strange feeling of a let-down. I had worked so hard to finish my high school education and later to get my university degree now I did not see a clear goal in front of me. What was I aspiring to now? The prospect of driving to work every day and doing the same old thing day in day out frightened me. We applied for an apartment but before we got one, we rented another furnished room in Siemensstadt near my place of work.
 The first job I was assigned to do involved the computation of how the shape of an electrical pulse changes as it travels in a coaxial cable. To solve this problem one needed a mathematical device called a Laplace transformation which I had never heard of before. Now, my habit of learning from books paid of. I got a book out of the company library and learned about Laplace transforms.
 My boss in this new job was Dr. Larsen, who was born in Austria and spoke with an Austrian accent. He hated hot weather. He sat basically in the same room as the rest of us, but his section was separated by a glass partition. We said that he was sitting in a glass box. There, he kept the window open regardless of whether it was summer or winter. He loved cold weather and spent his vacations in Iceland. My fellow engineers were a varied lot. Altogether we were five people in this room. The oldest was Mr. Bauhof who was 8 years older than I am. Next came Mr. Schneider, then Mr. (later Dr.), Martin, myself, and a technician, Miss Wollenhaupt. Except for Miss Wollenhaupt and myself, they were all war veterans and each of them a character in his own right.
 According to German custom, we addressed each other in the formal way as ”Sie” and used only last names. Therefore, I do not even know the first names of these people. Mr. Bauhof was catholic. He presented a rough exterior trying to give the impression that he was invulnerable. I soon discovered that, deep down, he was a very sensitive man. He loved the music of Mozart. He hated his father but had loved his deceased mother. He was unmarried and did not even have a girl friend. But he obviously longed for female company since he always talked of actresses whom he admired. It was fitting to the image he wanted to project that he was a serious alpine mountain climber. He spent every vacation climbing some rock face in the alps. Of the three men in the group, I became closest to him. I even visited him at home, which was unusual among colleagues at that time. Mr. Bauhof was unsure of his abilities as an engineer. Therefore, it made me unhappy, when the following incident occurred. He had worked out a mathematical problem and showed me his calculation. I discovered a fundamental error in it, which I had to point out to him. He was very embarrassed and looked crestfallen, but to his credit he did not hold a grudge against me. Often people act according to the motto ”shoot the messenger of bad news”. Mr. Bauhof rode around on a motor cycle which belonged to a friend. I don’t know why the friend did not take it back, but once he let me ride it to get the feel of a real motor cycle since my machine was only a motor scooter. Then there was Mr. Schneider. He was very different from Mr. Bauhof, quite self-assured, but not unfriendly. His great strength was the telling of stories. He held us spellbound by telling of his experiences in the war. He was also brilliant in telling us about movies he had seen. His verbal descriptions made the movies come alive and made them much more interesting then they actually were. In the beginning, I went to see movies that he had described so vividly, but I was invariable disappointed. Later, I learned to content myself with Mr. Schneider’s descriptions and avoided seeing the movies in question. Mr. Schneider had a girl friend whom he married while I was in that group at Siemens. He had the funny habit of showing us his happy anticipation of the coming weekend when he would be with his girl. On Friday afternoon he would walk around, rub his hands together and say over and over again: ”Boys, tomorrow is DG.” By now we knew that DG stood for the Latin words ”dies genitalis”. Finally, among the men, there was Mr. Martin. Strangely enough, he was the least likeable of the group, but he was the one who kept up our acquaintance long after I had left Siemens. Martin was intent on getting ahead at all cost. Whenever the boss left his glass box, he darted in to see what the boss was working on. He thought it was most important that he stayed on top of things and was well informed. During my tenure he happened to obtain the degree of doctor of engineering with a thesis he had submitted to a university while he was already working. This was quite usual in Germany, in fact, later I did the same. The sad thing about Martin was, that as soon as he had his doctor’s diploma in hand, he insisted that everybody call him Dr. Martin. I found this revolting and ridiculous. Dr. Martin was born and raised in Stuttgart, which is in Southern Germany. He had the remarkable ability to switch from high German into his dialect. When he spoke with us, he spoke impeccable high German. When he received a call from his native South, we could hardly understand him, since he immediately adjusted his speech to the dialect of the caller. He was engaged to a girl called Eva from his native city. But before they married, he met and fell in love with a girl in Berlin, called Elisabeth. This placed him into a miserable quandary. Having decided that he loved Elisabeth better, he told us that he would straighten things out. He traveled to Stuttgart with the intention of telling Eva that the engagement was off. When he came back, he looked crestfallen. His future father in law had gone to work on him and had made it clear that there was no way he did not marry Eva. I don’t know what kind of threats were made against him. But from now on we did not hear the name Elisabeth again. Shortly thereafter he did marry Eva. After they were married, Maria and I were invited to the Martins and Maria became a good friend of Eva’s. I don’t know how happy the marriage of Dr. Martin and Eva was. But since he devoted so much time and energy to his career, she probably did not see all that much of him. He did rise quickly in the organization. I have often observed that those who want it badly enough get promoted. In Dr. Martin’s case I think it was a mistake to bow to his wishes and push him up the ladder. He must have been a miserable boss. He once told me proudly, how he had to watch every move the people working for him made. He said, if I am not constantly there to watch them, nothing is accomplished and everything goes wrong. Obviously, he did not know how to delegate authority. I am sure that the people working for him hated him. I certainly would not have liked to work under him.
 The last member of our group was Miss Wollenhaupt. She had a very difficult position in the group as the only woman. She made a big mistake by trying to be ”one of the boys”. Having a somewhat unpleasant personality, the men had gotten used to treating her with disrespect. To this she reacted in part as though it was a joke but in part by being hurt. Unfortunately, I did not understand the situation at first and thought Miss Wollenhaupt was an unpleasant person. After a while she complained to the boss about the unfriendly treatment she received from us. The boss solved the problem by placing her and me in another room. At first, I resented this because I had liked to be in the same room with my male colleagues. It seemed to me that I too was being sent into exile. But after a while I began to appreciate that this new arrangement helped Miss Wollenhaupt and we began to get along much better. At one point she helped me considerably. I had come across a technical article which I thought would help me with my work, but it was written in French which I could not read. Miss Wollenhaupt had studied French in high school and was pretty good at it. She helped me translate the long article. At first, I needed all the help I could get. But by the time we reached the end of the article, I had learned enough French so that I could read it myself. Miss Wollenhaupt had a hard life. She had born a child out of wedlock whom she raised by herself. This must have been very difficult and, thinking back, I admire her for it.
 As I said before, Mr. Schneider got married while I worked at Siemens. His wedding was celebrated by his colleagues in the lab. Somebody brought a large bottle of brandy which was passed around. I was not used to brandy and drank with the others. Pretty soon, we were all quite drunk. When the party was over, we tried to march by the guard at the gate in good form but probably far too stiffly. Dr. Martin marched in front of us and I remember Mr. Schneider saying contemptuously to me: ”Disgusting, the guy is drunk”. Well, we were all drunk. That night I got very sick and had trouble dragging myself to work the next morning. The others all claimed to feel fine. This was the first and last time I ever got drunk in my life. Sometime in 1955 we got the apartment we had applied for. It was in Berlin-Haselhorst, near the cable factory where I worked. It had 2 rooms and a kitchen. We only furnished the bigger room, the smaller one remained unused.
 My job at Siemens got off to a rocky start. I had not been there very long, when I found myself alone in the office one day, I think it must have been vacation time or my colleagues had gone off to a conference, I have forgotten which. But just at this time the boss two levels up sent for me. He asked me to do a little calculation for him. I was supposed to calculate the attenuation in a special cable whose construction he sketched for me. Since I had never done this, he directed me to a book where I would find the relevant information. I studied the formula in the book and worked out a solution. When I presented it to the boss, he took one look at it and said it was wrong. Obviously, he knew quite accurately what the answer should be. I went back and tried again. Every time I came back, he said the answer was wrong. This was terrible. It went on for several days. On Friday night I was thoroughly discouraged and exhausted. In those days we did not have computers so that the tedious calculation had to be done on a hand-cranked calculator. On Saturday, I woke up with a high fever. When the fever persisted for several day, I was sent to the hospital. Numerous tests did not come up with an answer what was wrong with me. But I remember vividly how a deep calm came over me. I lay in bed completely relaxed and really enjoyed just to be able to lie there. When I finally was able to go back to work, Mr. Martin had solved the intractable problem so that I was no longer bothered by it. I never found out, what I had done wrong. Fortunately for me, Siemens kept me employed. Since I had failed so miserably after such a short time in their service, they would have been justified in saying that I did not measure up to their expectations. After this initial failure, I redeemed myself. My boss, Dr. Larsen, asked me to solve the problem of wave guidance on a piece of waveguide consisting of long sections of wire connected by short pieces of dielectric. I thought this problem was not only hard to solve but it probably was a silly waveguide configuration. So I did what I had done in the Abitur examination, I solved another problem. That is, I turned the problem around and analyzed a waveguide consisting of short metallic disks separated by short dielectric disks. According to my calculations, this strange waveguide should exhibit filter characteristics. Our boss, three layers up, was very excited by this work. He wanted to have it patented immediately and then sat down and filed himself a large number of patents which were variations on my theme. He called my idea a pioneer invention. I thought this was hilarious. The boss, Mr. Fischer, was almost childlike in his enthusiasm and ridiculous in the way he tried to capture every last possible variation on the original theme. It certainly was not that great an idea and, in fact, never became practical. But I was glad to have made a good impression after the initial fiasco.
 Another job was for me so important, that it changed my entire life. I calculated the wave losses in a piece of bent circular electric millimeter waveguide of a novel design. My work was based on the article of the French author which I had translated with Miss Wollenhaupt’s help. Soon afterwards, my boss called me into the glass box and told me to fly to Munich, which was the main location of the Central Laboratory of Siemens. This request was occasioned by the visit of two scientists from the famous Bell Telephone Laboratories to the Siemens’ Central Lab. Among other speakers, I was to give a talk, in English, telling Mr. Miller and Mr. Tillotson, about my work on the millimeter waveguide problem. This traveling order caused enormous problems at home. To explain, what was going on, I must backtrack for a moment and tell how Maria’s condition had developed. During the first months of our marriage she often had her attacks where she switched from being Maria to being the 16 year old Vera. But then, one day, she wrote a long, very angry letter to her mother blaming her for a miserable childhood and for her illness. Almost like a text book case, her attacks stopped after the letter was sent. From this, one can conclude that it was not the rape but the painful memories of an unhappy childhood that had brought on the illness. At first I rejoiced, for I hoped that Maria was cured. However, this was not the case. From now on she substituted physical for mental illness and was almost always ill. Among other things, she had problems with ovarian cysts which required several operations. Her timidity did not improve. Typical for this is the following episode. An aunt of the Wollenbergs, Tante Kaete, with whom I had become friendly during my student days, asked Maria to visit her periodically to help her with her correspondence. Tante Kaete had one paralyzed arm so that letter writing was difficult for her. Maria went there a few times, but then began to dread these visits so much that she stopped. She complained that she was afraid of making typing errors and felt too unsure of herself to continue. When she heard of my impending visit to Munich, she became very depressed and tried to dissuade me from going there. I found it disturbing that she tried to prevent me from carrying out an important assignment in my carrier and told her I would go to Munich, no matter what. After all, I would only be gone two days. Then, one morning, she did not wake up. I found an empty bottle of tranquilizer pills next to the bed. She had swallowed all the pills and was now unconscious. I rushed her to the hospital. Her stomach was pumped out and after a while she regained consciousness. On seeing me, she berated me for not letting her die. When I left the hospital, I promised myself that I would end the marriage, this was too much!
 The trip to Munich was sheer agony. I had Maria constantly on my mind and felt absolutely rotten. Fortunately, my talk went reasonably well. After returning from Munich, I began to feel sick. I could not stand the sight of Maria. How horrible that my love for her had come to this! One day, I was at my wit’s end. I left work without telling anybody and rode my motor scooter to Rahnsdorf. At the station, I called my mother and begged her to come to the summer house, where I was heading. At this time, as a West-Berliner, I was no longer allowed to go to Woltersdorf, which was outside the Berlin city limits. Whereas I could still move freely within both parts of Berlin, I could no longer leave the city. On the island, I told my mother that I practically had a mental breakdown, I could not force myself to go home to Maria. My mother agreed to go to Berlin to tell Maria what had happened and to persuade her to go, at least temporarily, to her parents in Darmstadt. Thus, my trip to Munich accompanied by Maria’s suicide attempt, had ended our marriage. I stayed a few days in the summer house all by myself. Mrs. Schueler no longer lived there, she had by then moved into a more comfortable apartment. When I returned, to our apartment, Maria was gone.
 6 New Love and Farewell to Germany

 After Maria had left, I had the idea of writing a letter to Mr. Miller at Bell Telephone Laboratories in Holmdel, New Jersey, USA. I asked if he remembered me. If so, if he had liked the presentation I had given to him and Mr. Tillitson at Siemens in Munich, and finally, I was brazen enough to ask if he would consider hiring me. Amazingly, it did not take long until an answer arrived. All my questions were answered in the affirmative. This gave me a tremendous lift. Here was a way out of my present depressing condition. I could go to America and start a new life. However, even though Mr. Miller had agreed in principle to hire me, it took a while before I received a formal confirmation of Bell Lab’s intention to hire me. With this confirmation in hand, I went to the American consulate in Berlin to apply for an immigration visa. After all this was done, all that was left was to lean back (figuratively speaking) and wait.
In the early spring of 1956 I took three weeks of vacation on the island of Foehr in the North Sea to get over the shock of my separation from Maria. It was too early in the year to go swimming. Once, I rented a car sharing the expense with a girl whom I had met. Another excursion was on a moderately large ship to the island of Helgoland which is in the North Sea but farther from shore. The British had used this island for bombing practice after the war. But by 1956 the island was peaceful and inhabited again. There was not much to see there, the most interesting part was the voyage on the ship over a stretch of open sea. I had never been on a larger ship and was amazed that I was bothered by seasickness. Once we got out into the open sea, the ship started to roll. I discovered that I could control the seasickness by standing in the middle of the upper deck and looking straight at the horizon. Since the voyage lasted a few hours, this part of it was more educational than fun. When we reached Helgoland, we disembarked by being loaded into small motor boats since the bigger ship could not dock in the improvised harbor. When I saw the small boats dancing on the water, I was horrified. I had already felt bad on the ship which rolled only slightly by comparison. How should I survive the violent up and down motion of these small boats? To my amazement, I felt much better in these dancing nutshells than I had felt on the big ship. The motion, even though far more pronounced, was so different that it affected me differently. I was fine in the small boat and felt good once I reached the island. On the return trip the angle of the ship relative to the waves was different. It did not roll anywhere near as much and I felt fine all the way back to the island of Foehr.
 The most interesting part of this vacation was the acquaintance I made with a girl. She had come to Foehr as a nanny in charge of a child. She was my age and also was born in East Prussia. Thus, we had something in common. Her name was Margitta von Wrangel. This was a name demanding respect. Not so much because of the prefix ”von” which signifies a low grade of nobility, but because of the name itself. The Wrangels are a famous family of warriors who have fought on the side of the Prussians, the Swedes and the Russians. There is a Wrangel Island off the coast of Russia in the Arctic Ocean. A famous General Wrangel fought on the Prussian side against Napoleon and there were many other illustrious men by that name. Margitta was indeed a member of this famous family. In spite of being there on business, she was lonely and seemed glad that I paid some attention to her. We met in the evening when the child she cared for had gone to bed. After this vacation was over I corresponded with Margitta for a while, but finally she no longer answered so that I do not know what became of her. Basically, I think she was a sad girl who was disappointed with the turn her life had taken.
 Back in Berlin, I made friends with a patent attorney, Mr. Jarecky, who also worked for Siemens. He was a bachelor who lived with his mother. It seemed to me that he had chosen the wrong profession. Instead of devoting himself wholeheartedly to filing patent claims for Siemens, he spent much of his time studying quantum mechanics. Of course, Einstein had also become famous by doing physics instead of concentrating on examining patents at the Swiss patent office. But not everybody is an Einstein and Jarecky certainly was not. He was an agreeable enough companion to join in nightly outings to the bars and dance places in Berlin.
 Even though I could read English very well, I really could not speak it. Since I knew that I would immigrate to America very soon, I tried to improve my conversational English. A natural place to turn to was the America House. When I looked into their language program I found that they taught very formal lessons just like they do in schools. This did not appeal to me. Therefore, I went to the British Center. There, I found exactly what I wanted. The British Center offered a conversational English course which was more like a club. People who wanted to improve their English met informally once a week, sat around in comfortable chairs and just talked. The leaders of the group were an English couple. They took turns in supervising the discussions. At the end of each session the leader stated a subject for next week’s discussion that the participants should think about and prepare themselves to give their opinions in English. All participants were Germans and only the leaders were British. Therefore, most participants did not speak perfect English. But the fact that no German was allowed helped one to think in English. I joined this group and enjoyed it very much. After attending meetings for several month, I began to feel more comfortable speaking English. When I finally arrived in the United States, I had reached the point where I could understand most of the things that were said to me and could also speak sufficiently well to get along.
 But the real life saver after the disaster with Maria came from a different quarter. I mentioned earlier that I had met Antje’s sister Haide at Antje’s and Manfred’s wedding. Haide came to Berlin in 1955 to study at the Pestalozzi-Froebel Haus, a school for Kindergarten teachers. She lived at the school in a dormitory. Since she often visited her sister, Maria and I had met her when we visited the Boerners. Therefore, I knew Haide already fairly well. By the time of the separation, Manfred had already been transferred from Berlin to his company’s main location in Ulm, West Germany. Antje remained in Berlin for a few months until Manfred had found an apartment for them. When she finally also moved to Ulm, she was highly pregnant with her first child.
 When I felt down and lonely after my separation from Maria, I began to see Haide once in a while. At first she was reluctant to go out with me, since she was not sure what my marital status was and whether I would get back together with Maria. So we met only rarely at first. But I liked being with her so much, that I tried to see her more often. After a while, we may have met every other weekend which soon increased to a meeting on every weekend. Then when we both agreed that we liked each other, I went to see her every day. In the meantime it was 1957. Haide had finished her schooling and had found a job in an orphanage of the Red Cross. Actually, this place was more than an orphanage since all the children who were brought there were intended for adoption. After my own work, I drove with my motor scooter to the adoption home, which was called ”Teddybaer Heim”, to wait for Haide to come off duty. Often I would be allowed inside and could watch how Haide put her charges to bed, before she left. She had 12 children in her charge! Her workday started at 7 a.m. and ended at 7 p.m. A night nurse took care of the children after the day care people had left. The children ranged in ages from babies to 7 year olds. They also were of mixed races since some of them were the product of black American soldiers and Berlin mothers. Haide was marvelous with the children. She kept strict discipline among them. Occasionally, she took them on outings. Once they even went to the zoo in East Berlin. I thought it was risky to travel with these children from West Berlin to East Berlin. What if the authorities in East Berlin should make trouble? Fortunately, all went well. On weekends we took long walks in the Grunewald, which is a forest on the Western outskirts of Berlin. In the evening we went dancing. I had a wonderful time with Haide and had to admit that I was in love with her. By now she was sufficiently comfortable with me to visit me in my apartment. Occasionally, I cooked a simple supper for us as Haide watched. Then, one evening our relationship changed. When Haide came to visit me, I noticed that she had brought her tooth brush along. This was significant, from then on we were lovers.
 I felt it my duty to inform my bosses at Siemens that I had applied for a job at Bell Telephone Laboratories in America. At first, they did not seem too upset. But as time went on, they kept asking when I would leave. I could only tell them that it was up to the American Consulate to issue me an immigration visa, the timing of which was completely beyond my control. Finally, my boss called me into his glass box and issued an ultimatum. Either I would cancel my application at Bell Laboratories or I would be fired. This was rough, but by now I had my heart set on going to America and said I would not withdraw my application. So, they fired me. But in fairness, I must add that they did not abandon me completely. They arranged with a professor at the Technische Hochschule to hire me temporarily as an assistant. The pay I got was not great, but it kept me alive during the remaining months in Berlin. When I reported my dismissal from Siemens to my future employers at Bell Laboratories, they applied to the American government for a so-called ”first preference visa”. This finally did the trick and I received the long awaited visa to immigrate to America. I promised Haide that I would marry her as soon as I was divorced from Maria. I had approached Maria with the question of divorce, which she refused. Thus, I had to rely on a provision of the law that allowed a divorce in case of a separation of a certain amount of time. I don’t remember exactly what the law said, but there was definite hope that I could divorce Maria even if she did not agree.
 In early August of 1957 my visa was approved. Saying goodbye to my dear Haide was very hard, but we both knew that it was the only way to finally get together again. Haide did not accompany me to the airport but my parents came to see me off. 
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