WHAT DID YOU DO DURING THE WAR, DADDY

He called us out of the barracks,
ordered us to fall in,
told me to “step forward”
“about face”.
and there I stood,
at attention, all eyes of Company “A”, 1% Battalion,
riveted on my face.
What was this about?

Puzzled ... amused ... frightened, too,
this had to be some kind of prank.
But then he bellowed,
“we have a communist within our ranks”.
and held high, for all to see, a paperback book
that belonged to me,
told everyone it was found “hidden” in my pack, buried deep inside my rucksack.

“Zarathustra,” he growled ... “Nietzsche,” he howled ... “What should we do about this?”

I looked to my left,
a bit taken aback,
did our first sergeant really think
Nietzsche to be a pink-o commie rat?
This had to be a joke.
No bloke could be so thick, concrete ear to ear,
to think ...
and I let out a quiet yet long, relieved laugh.

Which only ended when they put on the cuffs ...
That was it ...
I’d had enough.

It took the Colonel to intervene,
to finally have some sane person explain
this was philosophy,
of'a German kind
hatched long before there was an East and West to be united, again.

Two years of this almost drove me insane.

I become a medic, did therapy on army psychiatric wards,
helped some people find peace again ... me among them.
That’s what I did during the war.



