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Project Update 
 
As we have shared with you previously, although the Memorial was inaugurated on December 11, 2024, it has 
not been fully completed because the Wall of Remembrance names remain covered. Many donors and sup-
porters are disappointed not to be able to see the names of their loved ones displayed. 
 
The Tribute to Liberty board is in contact with the government to resolve outstanding issues. The latest reply 
from Canadian Heritage is: “We do not have any updates to share at this moment as we are still in discussions 
internally.” 
 
We will keep you apprised of the government’s actions or lack thereof to finally complete the Memorial. 
 
Meanwhile, groups and individuals are visiting the Memorial and it is indeed becoming a place of memorializ-
ing the victims of Communism. 
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June 14th commemoration at the Memorial—see story inside. 

mailto:info@tributetoliberty.ca
http://www.tributetoliberty.ca/


 
 
 
 
 

that monument to the victims of communism, especially 
because of us Croats and our many victims. I participated 
in the first arrangements for that memorial and I am re-
ally pleased that those who have continued that work 
have achieved a well-executed memorial...” 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 

Interview with Tribute to Liberty 
Board Chair 
 
David Leis from the Frontier Centre for Public Policy re-
cently sat down with Ludwik Klimkowski to reveal the 
powerful story behind Canada’s new memorial to the vic-
tims of communism. Why was it so controversial? What 
does it stand for? And why do some Canadians still down- 
play the horrors of communist regimes? Watch the inter- 

June 14th Commemorated at  
Memorial 
 
June 14, 1941, almost immediately after the occupation 
of the Baltic states by the Soviet Union, saw the begin-
ning of a mass deportation of innocent citizens from Es-
tonia, Latvia, and Lithuania. The eviction to remote areas 
of the USSR, including the sub-Arctic zone, took place as 
part of the Soviet campaign, officially termed a "cleans-
ing of anti-Soviet, criminal, and socially dangerous ele-
ments (so- called 'enemies of the people')." Family mem-
bers of the undesirables were also subjected to exile.  

 
This campaign was not new for the USSR. In the mid-
1930s, many Estonians, Latvians, Lithuanians, Poles, 
Finns, and Germans were arrested in Leningrad (St. Pe-
tersburg). In 1937-1938, in Ingria (a former Finnish-
speaking province of Sweden later conquered by Russia 
and transformed into the Leningrad province), all Finnish 
national village councils were abolished, all Lutheran par-
ishes were liquidated, and all Finnish language institu-
tions, newspapers, magazines, and schools were closed. 
Finnish language radio broadcasting was terminated, and 
in Leningrad, the Finnish Theater was shut down on the 
grounds that it had become a "nest of foreign intelli-
gence agents."  

 
On June 14, 1941, and over the following days, about 
50,000 people were deported from the Baltic states. Due 
to the inhumane conditions these people faced in exile 
and camps, thousands of them died that same year, with 
children being the first to perish. In the second half of the 
1950s (after the death of Joseph Stalin and the subse-
quent rehabilitation), less than half of the deportees 
were able to return to their homelands. 

 
In the Baltic states, June 14 is considered a day of na-
tional mourning. 
 
 
 

A Supporter Shares Her Visit to the 
Memorial 
 
Valentina Krcmar, a long-time supporter of the Memo-
rial, recently visited it on a trip to Ottawa. She shared 
some remarks and photos with Tribute to Liberty: 
 
“The Memorial is impressive, excellently executed, and I 
have to tell you that watching the blackness and bars of 
the Memorial, I just felt the gravity of the victims in the 
last moments of their lives. How many millions of people 
has communism killed!!! It was difficult for me in front of 



 
 
 
 
 

view here: 
 
https://fcpp.org/2025/06/30/communism-killed-mil-
lions-why-are-we-afraid-to-acknowledge-it/ 
 

 
 
 
 

History Unhidden 
Communism in Albania: A Firsthand 
Reflection on One of History’s 
Harshest Regimes 
 
Communism in Albania, under the brutal rule of Enver 
Hoxha, was one of the most extreme, isolated, and re-
pressive regimes in modern history. Having lived through 
that time as a child, I witnessed firsthand the devastating 
impact it had on everyday life—on families, beliefs, and 
the very soul of the country. It was a regime defined by 
paranoia, fear, scarcity, and absolute control, all under 
the illusion of self-reliance and ideological purity. 

 
After World War II, Albania fell into the hands of Enver 
Hoxha, who ruled the country with an iron fist from 1944 
until his death in 1985. His obsession with Marxist-Lenin-
ist doctrine and his growing paranoia of foreign influence 
led him to cut ties with the outside world. Albania with-
drew from the Soviet bloc in 1961 and later from China, 
its last major ally, in the late 1970s. The regime then dou-
bled down on an ideology of total self-reliance, claiming 
that Albania could proudly produce everything it needed 
on its own soil. In reality, this meant widespread poverty, 
hunger, and isolation. 

 
The regime was obsessed with the idea that Albania was 
surrounded by enemies. Hoxha became increasingly par-
anoid, believing foreign powers or so-called “class ene-
mies” within the country would try to remove him. As a 
result, much of the country’s GDP was funneled into mil-
itary spending, building hundreds of thousands of con-
crete bunkers across the land and fortifying the nation 
while the people were left starving. 

 

 
 
No one was allowed to leave the country or enter it. The 
borders were sealed, and even writing a letter abroad 
could land you in prison. The state had complete control 
over every aspect of life.  

 
One of the most shocking acts of the regime was the total 
elimination of religion. Churches and mosques were de-
stroyed, and belief in God was outlawed. 
 
The only thing Albanians were permitted to believe in 
was the Communist Party and Enver Hoxha himself. This 
was the rise of the "cult of the individual," where the 
leader was portrayed as infallible and godlike. 
 
As a child, I was heavily indoctrinated. At school and in 
public life, we were taught that the leader was always 
right, that he was a genius, and that we owed him every-
thing. I remember vividly during cold winter nights, my 
two uncles—students at the time—would visit our home 
and quietly talk with my father about the destruction the 
regime had caused. I would listen, confused and furious, 
thinking, “How can they speak like that about our 
leader?” 
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Life was a daily struggle. Every family received monthly 
food coupons, which allowed us to get just 1 kilogram of 
meat, half a kilo of butter and cheese, and a few basic 
groceries. If you lost your coupon, you lost your food for 
the month. I remember waking up very early in the morn-
ing to line up for milk while my parents had to go to work. 
We waited in long, freezing lines, just for a few basic ne-
cessities.  

 
Communism in Albania wasn’t just a political system—it 
was a totalitarian nightmare that starved its people, de-
stroyed their faith, and robbed them of their freedom. I 
lived through it. I will never forget it. 
 
Submitted by Andi Koleci 
 
 
 

History Unhidden 
Children of Hoheneck 
 
Everyone who grew up in East Germany (aka GDR) is fa-
miliar with the novel "Naked Among Wolves" by Bruno 
Apitz who tells the story of Jerzy Zweig, the "Child of 
Buchenwald". It was obligatory reading in (the com-
munist run) East German schools. But who in the GDR 
knew that there were children living in Buchenwald, 
Sachsenhausen and the other former concentration 
camps after WWII as well. Children, who were born 
there, lived there - and sometimes even died there. 
They were as innocent as Jerzy Zweig and all the other 
prisoners in the Nazi concentration camps. 
 
I am one of these children. I was born in 1948 in the So-
viet special camp of Bautzen. At the age of only eight 
weeks my mother and I were moved to the camp at 
Sachsenhausen where I spent my first years until 1950 - 
together with many other children. With the dissolution 
of the camps the women and children were handed 
over to the East German authorities and sent to the 
prison at Hoheneck. Here the children were separated 
from their mothers for many years and, in some cases, 
forever. 
 
Since the fall of the Berlin Wall I have been compiling a 
history of these events and was able to find more than 
70 children with stories similar to mine. Not all of them 
survived that time, but since 1998 I have been organiz-
ing annual reunions at the former camps and prisons 
which today serve as memorials. 
 
History can be best understood when one can quote 
from real-life personal experiences. Therefore I will de-
scribe a true case for condemnation and what could be 

better than my own story. 
 
After the war my mother lived with my grandmother in 
Berlin. She was 19, almost 20 years old and survived the 
hard times quite well. That is until early 1946. When she 

returned to the flat one day in February 1946, she 
found my grandmother dead. In the end, at her age of 
58 she had not been able to fend off two Soviet men 
who had first raped then strangled her. Both the cul-
prits were still lying drunk and fast asleep in the flat. My 
mother went to the police in good faith and reported 
the murder, after all the war had been over for almost a 
year and law and order had been re-established. Per-
haps she also felt sure about it, as she lived in the Amer-
ican Sector of Berlin. The State Prosecutor took the case 
anyway and began to make enquiries. 
 
Three weeks later, on March 25th, the Headquarters of 
the Soviet Military Command in Berlin requested the 
file, which since then has disappeared. At the State 
Prosecutor's Office there is only a memo of the request 
and a note that the file was never returned. Only five 
weeks later my mother was arrested by Soviet soldiers 
in Senftenberg and sentenced to 15 years hard labour 
by Soviet Military Tribunal on July 11th 1946 for alleged 
spying for a foreign intelligence service. 
 
In order to serve her sentence she was sent to the spe-
cial camp at Torgau. Here she got to know a young 
Ukrainian, who was serving as a guard there. The guard 
came from the small town of Grischki in the Ukraine, 
where he had been born in 1925 as the youngest of five 
children. He started school at six, but had to leave after 
two years to work on a farm as a shepherd boy. At this 
time in the Ukraine there was a wave of hunger of un-
believable proportions due to Stalin's methods of forced 
collectivisation, which claimed about 7 million lives. By 
making him work at this age the parents could ensure 
that the boy survived. When the German Army invaded 
the Soviet Union he was 15 years old and had direct and 
close experiences of the horrors of war. In 1943, at the 
age of 18, he was brought to Germany as forced labour. 
First of all he had to work in the town of Brandenburg in 
a tank factory. In August 1943, together with other 
forced labourers, he escaped from there, but was recap-
tured on the German-Polish border and handed over to 
the Gestapo. He was imprisoned in the Gestapo prison 
in Schneidemühl and thereafter in Deutschkrone, where 
he was set free at the end of the war by the Red Army. 
 
Following his release he was first threatened with the 
fate of all Soviet forced labourers, as a traitor to the fa-
therland he should be shot. By a lucky circumstance he 
managed to avoid this fate. Just behind the front a new 
unit of stragglers from the Red Army was being formed, 



 
 
 
 
 

so instead of being shot he was pressed into the Army. 
However, first of all he had to go into a military hospital, 
where he still was at the end of the war, then after a 
short period of training was posted as Sergeant of the 
Guard to the special camps of Buchenwald and later 
Torgau. Former prisoners describe him as a shy and 
pleasant chap. Despite his previous experiences this 
man fell in love with a prisoner at Torgau, my mother. 
Although both of them must have known the risk they 
were taking, a relationship developed between them. 
Whenever it was possible, they met. Therefore, during 
his watch, he was always leaving his post, which was 
then unmanned, whilst my mother was always breach-
ing the rules and regulations so that she might be put 
into solitary confinement as a punishment. 
 
All this came out at the trial before a Military Tribunal 
of the Internal Troops on February 28th 1948, a copy of 
which I managed to get hold of a few years ago, as 
eventually their relationship resulted in my mother be-
coming pregnant, of which the camp administration be-
came aware. Someone betrayed them however and my 
father was arrested and also imprisoned in Torgau. Both 
of them underwent numerous interrogations but my 
mother refused to name the father right to the end. 
However, he confessed to the relationship in order to 
bring an end to the matter and in the hope of a light 
sentence. For the crime of having sexual relations with a 
German woman he was sentence to 6 years in the Gulag 
and deported to Siberia. He left Torgau on 17 April 1948 
with 900 other prisoners and was deported to a camp in 
Sukhobesvodnaye in the USSR. He and my mother never 
saw each other again. 
 
One day later I was born. A few days prior to the birth 
my mother had been transferred to Bautzen, where I 
came into the world. When I was 6 weeks old, we were 
send to Sachsenhausen. We lived there in two barrack 
huts at the edge of the camp in miserable conditions. 
One of three prisoners died, regardless of whether they 
where old or young. It was left up to the camp authori-
ties to decide how to deal with the fact that there were 
children present. We had no cloth, no nappies, no shoes 
or anything else. One woman told me that we used 
clothes from people who died. The mothers had to 
make do somehow and so it is no surprise to me that 
not all of the children did survive. 
 
In 1950 the special camps in the GDR were shut down. 
But the nightmare story didn’t end for all mothers and 
children. Nearly all the prisoners who belonged to the 
so-called special contingent, amongst them 11 mothers 
with their children, were released, but those who had 
been sentenced by Soviet Military Tribunal were 
handed over to the DDR authorities to complete their 

sentences. It was freezing cold when we left Sachsen-
hausen in February 1950. Over 1100 women and 30 
children and babies were taken, some by lorry, some on 
foot, to the railway station at Oranienburg. They were 
transported in cattle trucks, with no heating in the icy 
cold, lying on the bare straw, with insufficient food and 
toilet facilities, to the town of Stollberg, from where 
they were taken to Hoheneck prison located high above 
the town. For the women it must have been a dreadful 
journey into an uncertain future. What this journey re-
ally must have been like can be ascertained from the fi-
nal report of the People's Police. It does not just contain 
the actual details about the exact number of persons 
handed over to the GDR authorities, but there are also 
statements about the transport arrangements. First of 
all we can find out from German sources something 
about the existence of the children in the camps. 
“About 30” it says in the report by the People's Police 
regarding the transport on 11 February 1950 and a fur-
ther two women with suckling children were checked in 
at Waldheim as being on the transport before it was di-
verted to Hoheneck. No more was mentioned but all 
the same there were many pregnant and heavily-preg-
nant women amongst them. So it was that on 6 March, 
that is 4 weeks later, Johanna R. gave birth to her son 
Gert in Hoheneck. Then on March 26th he was followed 
by Viktor Harald and then on April 6th by the child of 
Hildegard B. who died the same day. The child of 
Lieselotte H. also died in the same year in Hoheneck. On 
April 12th a son was born to Erika R., on June 4th Heinz-
Rüdiger, on July 1st Dorothea, and so on. The last one of 
those who had arrived from Sachsenhausen to give 
birth was Elfriede L. on November 13th 1950. The child 
was still-born and therefore not officially registered but 
a hand-written note made on the prisoner's card kept in 
the prison. 
 
When these women, alongside the approximately 30 
babies or small children, who, in the space of a few 
days, had arrived in Hoheneck from other camps, were 
admitted to the prison it was completely overextended. 
Children had not been catered for in prisons in the GDR, 
so the prison had a problem when it took over those 
sentenced by Soviet Military Tribunal. They could not 
release the mothers as the power of disposal of the 
women so sentenced lay in the hands of the Soviets un-
til 1954. They were unable to make a ruling solely about 
the children, who had not been sentenced, but were 
“appendages” to the women. A solution was sought and 
it was probably Ellen Kuntz from the Land administra-
tion of the SED in Saxony who found this solution. At 
least she was named in the records of the People's Po-
lice as having been responsible for the following: One 
day small buses drove up to the prison and then several 
things happened: some women were told that the chil- 



 
 
 
 
 

dren had to be examined by a doctor, or had to be pho-
tographed and whilst the women were waiting in their 
cells, the children were led out of the prison and loaded 
onto the buses. Later, the mothers themselves had to 
put the children onto the buses; this was frequently 
done by force. At this time the youngest child was just 
eight weeks old and the eldest 3 years. 
 

Without any sort of consideration mother and child 
were torn apart and parted for years. All the women I 
questioned found this a massively traumatic experience 
that only healed years later, a long time after their re-
lease from prison. These actions had been instigated by 
the then State Secretary for Ministry of the Interior 
Hans Warnke, and carried out on February 28th 1950 
via the Mother and Child prison governess and in the 
ministry for Work and Health by Käthe Kern. For all the 
mothers, including mine, the world fell apart. 
 
The state of the women after they had been parted 
from their children was described in a moving report by 
a member of the Evangelical Church in 1953: “Amongst 
the women who had been robbed of their children was 
a Mrs. D. from Sachsenhausen. Her small daughter had 
died in Sachsenhausen. Shortly afterwards her friend 
gave birth to a child but died shortly after the birth. 
Frau D. took the small girl to the nursery and looked af-
ter her lovingly. She had a small picture of her own 
daughter, which someone had drawn for her on a piece 
of paper. She was much attached to this picture and 
kept it hidden away as drawings of this kind were for-
bidden in the camp. After the child she had adopted 
had been taken away from her, the guards also took the 
picture of her own daughter. Fran D. suffered a nervous 
breakdown. The despairing cries of the woman could be 
heard all day long even outside the prison.” 
 
I do not know how much the loss hurt my mother. She 
did not say very much about it later. From the records 
of the prison, which were made about her, it emerges, 
just how much she missed me. She was, as I can gather 
from the documents I have managed to acquire in the 
meantime, in the beginning always full of resistance to 
her tormentor, as can be seen from the punishment 
book of the prison where all the talk is about rebellious-
ness towards the guards, but this resistance was broken 
down more and more with time. Added to that, as with 
all the prisoners, her health slowly deteriorated, due to 
long years of under nourishment. In the end her re-
sistance was broken and, like all the others she went 
around during the day in silence. As she stated in her 
personal record written for the prison on her release: 
“After my release I want to work in a mine or some 
other like occupation and thereby ensure a secure fu-
ture for my son... [and] in doing so, also prove that I am 

a full person.” I think she was a full person her whole 
life long. 
 
The children were taken to a hospital in Leipzig. The re-
port of the then matron of the hospital lies in the ar-
chives of the deacon of the Evangelic Church of Ger-
many in Berlin. She herself fled to the West in 1951, and 
in January 1953 wrote about her experiences. So, in 
early 1950 she had received instructions to install a chil-
dren's ward in her hospital immediately, and to expect 
20-30 small children that very evening. The hospital on 
Waldstrasse at that time had 350 beds. The hospital did 
not cater for babies. 
 
She succeeded in procuring the most necessary items 
such as nappies, blankets, milk bottles and beds and 
made one storey of the hospital into a children's wing. 
Late in the evening the next day the first 10 children 
aged between 9 months and 3 years arrived. The ac-
companying officer told her that the children did not 
have any names and should be handled under the head-
ing “Children of the Land government”. She was forbid-
den to raise index cards about them. Apart from that 
she was to ensure that no word of this was made public. 
 
On the following day the matron of the hospital tried to 
acquire ration cards for the children. At first the ration 
office refused to issue ration cards for children with no 
names. She then managed to get some metal plates 
with a number for each child from the People's Police, 
which were hung round the necks of the older children 
and on the beds of the babies. Only then was the ration 
office prepared to issue ration cards and later tickets for 
shoes for the children, as none of them had proper 
shoes. They had primitively-fashioned little shoes made 
from canvas. The name “Sachsenhausen” had been 
sewn into the children's socks. 
 
After a few days a further delivery of another 15 chil-
dren arrived. The matron of the hospital seized the mo-
ment when she was alone with the police doctor to ask 
urgently for the names of the children. She realised that 
a child could die, and that the manager of the cemetery 
would never accept a body without a name. That made 
everything clear to the doctor, who placed the files at 
her disposal for an hour. She wrote down the names at 
the same time establishing the fact that the mothers 
were prisoners in Hoheneck prison near Stollberg. The 
files also stated the crimes the mothers had committed 
- illegal border crossing, spying, sabotage. The mothers 
had all been previously imprisoned in Sachsenhausen. 
 
Nearly every child had a bundle, in some cases with 
adult things and frequently with a heartrending letter 
from the mother, written on torn scraps of paper with a  



 
 
 
 
 

piece of plaster or coal with details of the habits of the 
child as well as a request to treat it kindly. There were 
also wishes for the child to be handed over to certain 
relatives. Tips such as “Sascha has only ever slept in my 
arms, be good to him,” or “Be nice to Dag, he has never 
known a bed”. These and other such deeply moving re-
quests were frequent. The staff of the hospital tried to 

keep up with everything, but at the beginning it was 
very difficult, because the children were crying night 
and day for their mothers. It was also difficult to calm 
the babies, as some of them had only just been weaned. 
Five of the smallest children, whom the mothers could 
not wean so quickly, without avoiding doing them harm, 
did not come on the transport. They were later taken to 
a children's home in Dresden. 
 
Naturally the existence of the children could not remain 
a secret and after a little while the grandmother of one 
of the children turned up from Gera demanding the 
child be handed over to her. The matron of the hospital 
had to refuse this request, but reported it immediately 
to the Police President. Very soon afterwards a second 
incident occurred. A father from Hamburg arrived and 
demanded his child. He had been arrested with his 
pregnant wife in 1946 and taken to Sachsenhausen. He 
had been released in January 1950, but his wife and boy 
had been taken to Stollberg in February 1950. At the 
hospital in Leipzig he went at once into the garden and 
called his son. The little one ran to him immediately and 
they threw their arms around one another. But he too 
had to leave the hospital without his child, and was 
lucky, one could now say, to be pushed back across the 
border to the West under guard by the People's Police. 
 
After these two incidents “the children of the govern-
ment” could no longer be concealed. The matron of the 
hospital was now permitted to write letters to the rela-
tives and very soon thereafter nine grandparents or 
other relatives arrived to take the children away. The fa-
ther from Hamburg sent a sister from the evangelical 
mission to pick up his son. At the end there were 16 
children left in Leipzig hospital, which the Police Presi-
dent scornfully said noone wanted. Eventually, in No-
vember 1950 they were transferred to three children's 
homes in Leipzig. 
 
On the instructions of the Police President each child 
was given a change-of-address and ration card with 
their full names. The Waldstrasse hospital served as the 
last place of residence and also the place of birth. The 
children were termed as orphans. The whole exchange 
of letters with the authorities and the relatives was 
handed over to the Police President. According to a de-
cision made by the Ministry of the Interior in 1952 these 
children were to remain in the GDR. 

The mothers in prison were told that their children 
were now in a children's home, that they were well and 
that the State would be responsible for their upbring-
ing, by which an upbringing in the Socialist spirit was 
guaranteed. In some cases the mothers were permitted 
to write to their children occasionally, but any visit by 
relatives of the family living in freedom was prohibited. 
 

Now and again during their term of imprisonment some 
mothers received photos of their child, which had prob-
ably been taken by supervisors in the children's homes 
on the instructions of the State. The women said they 
were only allowed to keep these photos for a few hours 
to look at before they had to be handed back and 
placed in their files. 
 
From this point onwards all traces of the children disap-
pear, as, in the meantime, all documents concerning 
them cannot be found. In none of the town, district or 
state archives, nor in the federal archives, to whom I 
wrote, could any documents concerning the homes be 
found. In response to a request the mayor of Naunhof 
wrote to tell me that the files concerning the children 
had been burnt in 1966/67. According to him, this hap-
pened: “As they were in unusable, mouldy condition”. 
Much the same happened with the documents for all 
the other children's homes. 
 
From 1954 the GDR received the right from the Soviet 
Union to dispose of those sentenced by Soviet Military 
Tribunal and they began to release them in install-
ments. In July 1955 my mother's sentence was reduced 
to 10 years and on 31 March 1956 she was released to 
the Evangelical Church in Berlin-Teltow, the only ad-
dress that she could still give. From there, she went to 
West Berlin and registered herself at the refugee camp 
in Marienfelde where she met a man who had returned 
after having been a prisoner of war in Russia for eleven 
years. They got married that summer. 

From the very first day, my mother tried to fetch me to 
the West. She wrote to the Red Cross, the German gov-
ernment, the East German president, Wilhelm Pieck and 
I don’t know who else. But nobody wanted or was able 
to help her. Eventually she was directed by the Central 
Organisation for Political Refugees from the East to or-
ganisations in West Berlin; the Research Commission for 
Independent Lawyers (UfJ) and the Struggle against In-
humanity (KgU) led by Rainer Hildebrandt. There they 
planned my abduction. A middleman was supposed to 
talk to me on my way to school in Seiffen and then bring 
me to West Berlin. In order to prove that I was really 
her child, she needed a birth certificate. But my mother 
couldn’t produce one, as we only existed as an entry on 
our mothers’ prison record cards. I only got a birth cer- 



 
 

tificate after I had arrived in the West. This was only 
possible after several of the former female prisoners 
confirmed that they had witnessed my birth in Bautzen. 

It was only 45 years later that I found out from the Stasi 
(East German secret police) files how my mother had 
managed to suddenly and indeed legally fetch me to her 
in the West. In 1954 (I am not exactly sure how long I 
was there) I was not in a home but staying with a fam-
ily. The daughter was a trainee at the children’s home 
and her parents wanted to take me in. It is all just a 
fuzzy memory as after all it was the first time that I was 
not in a camp, a prison or a children’s home and I 
couldn’t get my head round it. But it was only a short 
time. The prison leadership informed my mother that a 
family wanted to take me in. She found out the name 
and address of the family from a questionnaire that 
gave my current whereabouts. She was very desperate 
and afraid that she was going to lose me forever. The 
only a way out she saw was to work as a spy for the MfS 
(Ministry of State Security)! She signed a contract and I 
went back to the children’s home. 
 
Just before her release in March 1956 she was handed 
over to the “Soviet friends” with written permission 
from Erich Mielke. Because she spoke Russian and was 
an interpreter, she was given the job of spying on the 
Russian exiles organisation and the Orthodox Church in 
West Berlin. But there was also a problem – she was not 
trusted. Comrade Süß of the Ministry of State Security 
wrote in his report “Without the existence of firm 
pledges, we cannot consider her entirely trustworthy”. I 
am not sure who came up with the solution, the KGB or 
the Ministry of State Security but my mother was sent 
to the West and I had to stay in East Germany as a “firm 
pledge”. A conversation with the head of my children’s 
home took place in which she was given the instruction 
not to release me to anyone without reference to an 
agreement of the Ministry of State Security and to keep 
quiet about it. 

As already discussed, my mother secretly tried to get 
me out of East Germany but without success. She did 
not know that the Ministry of State Security knew about 
everything nor that the Stasi (state police) had its eye 
on the Research Commission for Independent Lawyers 
and other groups. In desperate letters to her command-
ing officers First Lieutenant Hüttner and Second Lieu-
tenant Süß, she begged that I be allowed to come to her 
but without success.  

It was only in 1957 that the KGB and the Ministry for 
State Security were convinced by her good work and at 
the age of almost nine I was at last allowed to go to her. 
But that was a mistake and shortly afterwards all con- 

tact to her was stopped. As Colonel Trubnikow of the 
KGB wrote, all her reports were made up and nothing 
she had done could be turned into any concrete. But 
the “firm pledge”, me, had been lost. 
 
Since then I have led a so-called normal life. We lived in 
a really quiey part of Berlin. Her husband adopted me a 
few years later and I took the same surname as my 
mother. I remained the only child and as such was 
spoilt. I studied, married and today have children and 
grandchildren. Since 1990 I have worked as a historian 
and training consultant. In the meantime in the course 
of my work I have found more than 80 children, who 
were born in Soviet special camps and some of them 
meet their mothers now and again. We exchange re-
membrances and try to help each other. 
 
So, finally, there just remains the question of what hap-
pened to a Russian sergeant, who had been sentenced 
to six years in a prison camp in Siberia for his love of a 
German prisoner. He survived the Gulag and was re-
leased into freedom after six years. However, he had no 
money and therefore was unable to return to his 
mother and sisters in his hometown. 

They were still alive and he had not seen them since he 
had been transported off to Germany in 1943. They had 
written to tell him that his father and one of his sisters 
had starved to death during the war. So he remained 
where he was and started work for the railway. During 
the time he had spent in the camp he had got to know a 
woman, whom he then married. Together they had four 
children. 
 
He had not thought about a certain German prisoner for 
a long time, nor about the child that he had never seen. 
In all the years I too had never looked for him. I lived in 
the belief that he was dead, as my mother had been 
told he had been sentenced to death for his crime. It 
was 1997, when I received some documents from Mos-
cow by the German Red Cross, that I found this was not 
true. I began to search for him and I was very lucky to 
find out where he was living. 

In 1999 I visited him for the first time in Russia. In 2000 
he returned to Germany on a visit for the first time after 
all the years, because he wanted to see his grandchil-
dren. It was not an easy visit for him and he had hesi-
tated a long time before making it. After that he only 
had one more wish: After my grandmother had reached 
the incredible age of 102 he wanted to live one year 
longer so he could tell everyone this story. His wish did-
n't come true; he died on Christmas morning 2004 at 
the age of 79. 

From the website of Alex Latotzky.  

 

 

http://alex.latotzky.de/Emystory.htm

