
“While I was in this camp – it did not even have a name, although the men
called it many things – we often talked with our captors.  The Americans
gave me news of the world, told me about their homes back in the States

and their plans for the future.  They were idealistic.  Their country was the
Promised Land.  Baseball was the sport of gods.  As naive as children.  Yet, I

liked them.  However, it was that night in the camp on the Rhine that
certain ideas became forever united in my mind -- barbed wire, the odious

stench of human waste . . . and culture."
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