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	 Heinz Kraft told us: »L’Orange proved, that Sol invictus is shown to be 
the God of the Emperor.« (Konstantins religiöse Entwicklung, Heidelberg – 
Universitaet Greifswald, 1954 p. 65)
	 The only God that ever existed for Constantine was Sol invictus. Scientist, 
Heinz Kraft, confirmed this: »On the 21st of July 315 (after his victory over 
Maximian, his father-in-law!) Constantine celebrated his victorious 
entrance into Rome. This occasion was held with the usual pomp. All citizens 
were presented with gifts and included in the festivities. In remembrance 
of the battle at the Ponte Molle the Senate erected the impressive Victory 
Gate. However, no mention at all is made of Constantine’s conversion to 
Christianity - (as claimed by Eusebius)«.
	 But Eusebius insisted: »At the sight he was struck with amazement, as 
was his whole army, which followed him on this expedition, witnessing the 
miracle.«
	 »In the many reports written by Constantine he has never mentioned this 
miracle ... But from the very beginning Constantine attributed the magical 
Sign (X) of the cross to his victory at the Milvische Bridge (Ponte Molle)« says 
Vittinghoff, »Konstantin der Grosse«.

Raffael: Konstantins Taufe by Papst Silvester I., 1517 - 1525
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	 I repeat: The only God that ever existed for church founder Constantine 
was sol invictus.
	 Surely Dr. Mohler knows that, still he rejects Mormonism: »The orthodox 
consensus of the Christian church is defined in terms of its historic creeds and 
doctrinal affirmations … Throughout the centuries, the doctrines concerning 
the Trinity and the nature of Christ have constituted that foundation, and the 
church has used these definitional doctrines as the standard for identifying 
true Christianity.« 
 	 Mohler knows that Constantine, not the Church, contributed this part of 
the Nicene Creed (325 AD): »… Lord Jesus Christ, the Son of God, begotten of 
the Father [the only-begotten; that is, of the essence of the Father, God of 
God], Light of Light, very God of very God, begotten, not made, being of one 
substance with the Father; …« But those who say: ›There was a time when 
he was not‹; and ›He was not before he was made‹; and ›He was made out of 
nothing‹, or ›He is of another substance‹ or ›essence‹, … they are condemned 
by the holy catholic and apostolic Church.« 
	 Constantine »never acquired a solid theological knowledge« and 
»depended heavily on his advisers in religious questions.« (Catholic 
Encyclopedia, New Edition, vol XII, p. 576, passim) 
	 Constantine gave the directions for the Church? And the Church was 
obedient? Kraft said: »The Council became a representative for the state, 
but the state is a church directed by Constantine, the kingdom of the future. 
… at the Nicene Council the Church followed the wishes of Constantine even 
though they disapproved. Constantine had new ideas about the Church 
and implemented his ideas to create a new reality. His imagination of 
his kingdom, - his church: the priests and clergyman of the church are to 
support the emperor, who is the chosen servant of God. Together they would 
establish this new united empire of peace.« (Habilitationsskript, Konstantins 
religioese Entwicklung, Universitaet Greifswald 1954, pp. 106, 89 – 99.)
	 Dr. Mohler knows what fruits this ›traditional Christianity‹ has brought to 
pass and he also knows that Jesus has taught: »By their fruits ye shall know 
them.«
	 On Wednesday 25th of July 2007, in his article Mormonism is a Sincerely 
False Gospel, Dr. Mohler wrote in Blogalogue, »As an evangelical Christian – a 
Christian who holds to the ›traditional Christian orthodoxy‹ of the Church – I 
do not believe that Mormonism leads to salvation. On the contrary, I believe 
that it is a false gospel that, however sincere and kind its adherents may 
be, leads to eternal death rather than to eternal life. Indeed, I believe that 
Mormonism is a prime example of what the Apostle Paul warned the Church 
to reject – »a gospel contrary to the one we preached to you« (Galatians 
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1:8-9).« Indeed, do you, Dr. Mohler, believe that Paul’s authority is higher 
than that of an angel sent from the presence of the Almighty? 
	 Dr. Mohler said: »Mormonism rejects traditional Christian orthodoxy 
at the onset – this rejection is the very logic of Mormonism’s existence. A 
contemporary observer of Mormon public relations is not going to hear 
this logic presented directly, but it is the very logic and message of The 
Book of Mormon and the structure of Mormon thought. Mormonism rejects 
Christian orthodoxy as the very argument for its own existence and it clearly 
identifies historic Christianity as a false faith … Two great doctrines stand as 
the central substance of that consensus. The Mormon doctrine of God does 
not correspond with the Christian doctrine of the Trinity. Mormonism rejects 
the central logic of this doctrine (1 God in 3 eternal persons) and develops 
its own doctrine of God – a doctrine that bears practically no resemblance 
to Trinitarian theology. The Mormon doctrine of God includes many gods, 
not one. Furthermore, Mormonism teaches that we are what God once was 
and are becoming what He now is. That is in direct conflict with Christian 
orthodoxy.« But, at first it is in conflict with Constantine, dear Brother 
Mohler. Remember what Pope Benedict XVI. taught in his General Audience 
on 20 June 2007: The most famous paper of the holy Bishop of Alexandria is 
his treatise, On how the Word became a human being (i.e.), the divine Logos 
that came into the flesh and became like us for our salvation. In this opus 
Athanasius wrote a sentence that has rightfully become famous. He says 
that the Word of God (God Jesus) »became a human being so that we may 
become Gods.« Furthermore Dr. Mohler knows what the primitive Church 
and Origen taught us: 
	 »The Trinity of the Godhead actually depicts three individual beings 
working for one identical cause - that is why they are looked upon as one 
God.« (Handwoerterbuch fuer Theologie und Religionswissenschaft, 3rd 
edition, 1960 J.C.B. Mohr (Paul Siebeck) Tuebingen, Author F.H. Kettler, pp. 
1692 – 1702.)
	 Mormons have no problem with the Nicene Creed, except the words: 
»Lord Jesus Christ a … being of one substance with the Father.« Dr. Mohler 
has further stated: »Normative Christianity is defined by the Apostles’ Creed, 
the Nicene Creed, and the other formulas of the doctrinal consensus. These 
doctrines are understood by Christians to be rooted directly within the Bible 
and rightly affirmed by all true believers in all places and throughout all time 
… The major divisions within Christian history (Roman Catholicism, Eastern 
Orthodoxy, and Protestantism) disagree over important issues of doctrine, 
but all affirm the early church’s consensus concerning the nature of Christ 
and the Trinitarian faith. These are precisely what Mormonism rejects … 
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Mormonism is not Christianity by definition or description.« 
	 But Dr. Mohler knows that at the Nicene Council, Constantine, who was a 
believer in sol invictus and monotheism, should have said: »Arius was wrong, 
because Athanasius was right.« But where is that documentation? It’s all a 
big lie! Constantine made his decision, because he wanted to be the God of 
this world.
	 In 330 AD - 5 years after Nicea – Constantine represents himself arrayed 
in the robe of the sun-god, sol invictus, supported by the local Christian 
leaders.
	 William Seston in his report »Verfall des Römischen Reiches im Westen«, 
p. 535, describes this adoration of the God, sol invictus, at the beginning of 
the era of Constantine’s new-founded city and church: »… on the day of 
the festivities, the dedication of the city of Constantinople on 11 May 330, 
soldiers bearing candles accompanied the statue of Constantine which 
was clothed in the robes of the sun-god (sol invictus) through a passage of 
kneeling citizens. At the foot of the porphyry pillar on which the statue was 
to be placed, they burned incense … In the base of the statue, they stored the 
palladium of the priestesses (vestal virgins) of the Roman goddess of hearth 
and home, Vesta.
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general conference (continued)

Our friends who had migrated to Salt Lake City picked me up from the 
airport. Among them were Walter and Edith Roloff, and Siegfried Meyer, the 
son of Kurt and Helga Meyer (owner of Siegfried’s Delicatessen).
	 Out of the 3 weeks in America I would have 2 weeks to myself. 
	 »What would you like to do? What do you want to see? Shall we fly to 
California? Would you like to go fishing at the Pacific Ocean?«
	 »No! No, thank you! I wish to see Brigham Young University in Provo and 
maybe I would like to talk to Professor Nibley. He speaks German and I have 
read several of his articles.« I was interested to glean his point of view on 
several Church-related concerns. The North German radio had once again 
broadcast negative information about our Church: 3 Mormon students 
had come to the conclusion that the facsimiles in The Pearl of Great Price 
were taken from the Egyptian Book of the Dead and that Joseph Smith had 
translated them incorrectly.
	 Siegfried took me to Provo, where I saw Professor Hugh Nibley, a small, 
rather thin man of about 70. He rose quickly as I related my concern. He 
advised me that he had written about that subject in his 300-page book 
about documents in Provo that had been made public: »That is not true - 
not 3 students, but a high school English language and literature teacher, 
stuck in the middle of Church proceedings - excommunicated for adultery 
- released such statements, in order to avenge Himself.«
	 Nibley explained to me that Egyptian historians had already confirmed 
that facsimile 1, taken from The Pearl of Great Price, had several different 
interpretations. It was one of the customs of the ancient Egyptians to 
explain religious matters in more than one form: »Look here!« said Nibley 
as he illustrated on the blackboard, »It is important to us to know that God 
is a God of revelation. Again and again he has communicated with certain 
people on the earth: Confucius, Buddha, Moses, Lehi … the same is stated 
by the Egyptians, the Hebrews and Joseph Smith, you and me. That is the 
reason why ancient writings have a common foundation.«
	 Nibley, who had literally overslept for my first appointment, livened 
up with every passing minute, his small, narrow head bobbing to and fro. 
He told me of the oldest interpretation of the »Shabako Stone« on which 
important details of the plan of redemption are recorded. »See here,« he said 
walking again to the blackboard, chalk in hand: »The findings of different 
cultures throughout Asia, America and Africa harmonize with and confirm 
each other. They point to the fact that the religion of ancient Egypt is the 
foundation of all shared religious teachings. They know of a God of creation, 
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all of them with the command to worship him, all of them directing mankind 
to be obedient to his laws. God does not need the burning of candles, nor 
incense, nor does he need an endless array of liturgy. He requires that the 
hearts and intelligence of his children are turned towards him.« 
	 The 4th commandment of the famous 10 is recorded in the Egyptian papyri 
and is called Eber, one of the oldest documents. It describes the thought 
that a son giving heed to his father’s advice is a blessing, and in return God 
promises him a long life. These days we have solid proofs that religion is 
far older than believed in the past. »In the Book of Abraham which Joseph 
Smith has translated, 1:26 states: …« Professor Nibley quoted from memory 
then he continued: »This statement cannot be taken lightly. Not only does it 
hold, indirectly, a lot of practical information or hints for all temple insiders, 
but it also shows that many religions have temple rites, for example, the 
Masons, Schikaneder, and Mozart in his work, The Magic Flute.« The roots 
all lead back to Egypt. This makes it clear that the accusations that our 
temple rites are taken from the Masons are false. The differences between 
them are too vast. The original rites lead us to a pre-Egyptian source. This is 
of significance as it can easily be overlooked.« Nibley explained to me that 
temple historians from the Catholic Church and others acknowledge the fact 
that Mormon temple rites are genuine. I was most grateful for the precious 2 
hours that very busy man had spent with me. Thankful, I left his office.
	 Later we drove to Immigration Canyon. There stands the monument 
in commemoration of the enormous sacrifices of the early pioneers who 
crossed the endless plains between New York and the Salt Lake Valley. Many 
pushed their handcarts along the Oregon Trail to settle in this unfertile 
plain, to make it fruitful. 
	 My eyes gazed upon the thousands of individual family homes of that 
metropolitan city with its million inhabitants, and found it somewhat difficult 
to envision their humble beginnings - before the irrigation channels would 
bring the life-giving water to the dry desert soil. However, Temple Square 
held the greatest of all attractions for me. The whole atmosphere lifted my 
soul. Repeatedly I thought, »I hope that in 1000 years from now there will 
still be people like this in places like this.« I looked forward to the daily organ 
recitals that were a free treat at lunchtime. Whilst sitting and listening, my 
mind would drift back to home, back to my feelings whilst visiting Moscow. 
No, there was no question at all about who had the genuine article. Salt 
Lake seemed like paradise to me. 
	 »Sorry,« I wrote in my journal »sorry, Erika, that you are not here by my 
side to experience all these things with me.«
	 Suddenly I was engulfed by the wonderful sounds of a flute. Lovely 
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chords filled the air. They were followed by the soul-calming Prelude and 
Fugue in G major by Johann Sebastian Bach, and H. Mullet’s Toccata in F 
minor. Then once again there was Bach: Christ lay in the bonds of death. I 
wish it were possible to transcribe beautiful music into appropriate words, 
for 30 minutes, in the middle of the wild American West, I listened to the 
most heavenly music. I ask myself, »How is all this possible, that you, Gerd, 
search for more happiness with all that is within you, often against all odds, 
and now the good and the beautiful come to you for very little effort?«
	 As I left the great Tabernacle, the world was arrayed in her many shades 
of green, and the brilliant blue sky, above the pleasant warmth of the sun. 
It seemed almost impossible to think that there are people who hate their 
fellow beings. 
	 A day later, my ex-Neubrandenburger friend, Siegfried Meyer, arrived 
with his 4-wheel drive and invited me to go skiing with him. Snow had fallen 
throughout the night and lay on the yellow blossoms of the Forsythia bushes: 
»We’ll drive to Brighton and go to the beginners run.« Well, I remembered 
myself as a boy, standing on 2 primitive boards in Wolgast, but I had never 
been to the mountains. »It doesn’t matter,« Siegfried assured me, »you will 
see, it’s not difficult. We take the lift up; hire our gear and then just slide 
down the hill.« He was right. The smooth things beneath my feet did the job 
all by themselves, taking me along for the ride. I just had to be careful not to 
lose my balance. It was sort of like standing in the boat on a windy day. Still, 
Siegfried ought to have explained to me how to stop once I was in full swing. 
All of a sudden there was a group of children in my way! I remembered the 
story of Siegfried’s father, Kurt, standing in Norway as a German Soldier in 
World War II. He was skiing and found himself in the same situation, namely, 
trying to stop. He immediately stuck the sticks into the ground, and lost all 
of his front teeth! As I found my legs again on the boards, I practiced for such 
an emergency before landing head over heels in a snowdrift. 
	 I also took notice of anything I could learn from the Church meetings. I 
became aware of the huge number of small children and the level of noise 
they caused. It must have been the same at the times of Christ. I cannot 
envision him losing his temper to direct their mothers to keep them 
absolutely silent. The opposite seems to be the case, as Matthew tells us in 
his gospel: Jesus asked the little children to come unto him.
	 Three days before General Conference I moved to the Hotel Utah, as it 
was close to the daily events. In the special lectures given by Elder Ezra Taft 
Benson for regional representatives and mission presidents (in which Henry 
Burkhardt and I, plus many others from around the world, took part), among 
other things, we found out that many members had spent 50% of their 
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earnings on Church affairs. However, such amounts were not in order. The 
Law of Tithing said 10% only, except that once a month the Saints should fast 
and give the resulting proceeds to feed and house the needy of the world. 
The expenses for their children’s or their own missions were mainly found 
by family or friends. There should not be any other demands made upon 
them. The Church would be responsible for building chapels and temples 
for purchasing and maintaining sports equipment, educational institutions, 
world disasters relief; ect.
	 To my left sat Elder Dieter Berndt, a professor at the Technical University 
of Berlin. To my right sat the Mayor of Las Vegas.
	 From our lectures we ventured to have lunch at the Lion House, which 
had been the residence of Brigham Young and his large family, hence the 
many rooms. I started to converse with a Philippino man who had studied 
Economy in Cologne, Germany. It is the same - members of the Church are 
involved 100% or not at all. The statistics prove that there are about 50% hot 
and 50% cold Mormons. It is a rare phenomenon to be half-hearted. 
	 A day later we found ourselves in Elder Monson’s office. As Elder Burkhardt 
and I entered the room, President Monson rose to the height of almost 2 
meters and walked around his desk to shake our hands. After a few minutes, 
Elder Monson turned to ask me if I had a wish. I was most surprised as I 
had not come to make demands. I was just happy that he would give us 30 
minutes of his precious time. My view fell upon the death mask of the Prophet 
Joseph Smith and I stared at the young, beardless face as though an electric 
shock had gone through me. The face of one of the most important men of 
the past 200 years confirmed it to me anew: »This is the Lord’s anointed.« 
In my mind I asked myself, »Why do so many people say that you’re a liar?« 
There had never been a third option. Either 11 other people had seen and 
handled the golden plates, or they had not. Either 12 men had lied or they 
had told the truth. I remembered the words of Hermann Kant, president of 
the GDR Authors’ Club, who had returned from a visit to one of the General 
Conferences of the Church and who had given a special invitation to Elder 
Monson. I repeated it to our host. He nodded. It could be that I come to East 
Germany to counsel with the people there. He called for his secretary and 
said to her: »Please make a notice of it.«
	 For some moments everything seemed strange. Henry Burkhardt and I 
did not belong here - we were strangers from another world. Let’s face it: the 
eastern Moloch also held property rights. We belonged to those who would 
always say: »Our people, our people!« They had very graciously permitted us 
to come here - well, they could have denied us such a privilege. Somehow I 
must have given my thoughts a voice, because Erika was on my mind, and 
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›they‹ had forbidden it. There were the flight tickets for her, but the comrades 
of the Moloch had said: »No!« Elder Monson shook his head: »Do not look at 
it so negatively. The Church is working on it. Be patient and conditions will 
get better for you.« But I could not really believe it, never having the faintest 
idea of how far the plans had been prepared for such an event.
	 On our return flight Henry Burkhardt informed me that the Church would 
build a Temple in the GDR, in Freiberg. He admitted this as we were in the 
middle, over the Atlantic Ocean. It was still to be considered hush, hush. 
He had awakened me from my sleep to show me the beautiful sky. A new 
day was dawning and the sunrise was just minutes away. What a symbolic 
scene for the future: to the left the dark night, and to the right the deep 
violet firmament giving way to a growing light which rose like a stage light in 
density. 
	 I remembered the words spoken by President Thomas S. Monson in his 
benediction prayer on Sunday 27 April 1975 on the hills by Radebeul: »... that 
people would come and inquire about the gospel ...« 
	 With the speed of the aircraft we were flying towards the sun. Henry 
Burkhardt’s news was indeed a wonderful, big surprise, somehow 
contradicting all my expectations. How could I possibly sleep after that? It 
meant that the talks between our Church and our Honnecker Government 
must have had a positive outcome. My first thought was: GDR boss, Honnecker, 
and his adviser, Günter Mittag, need money. My second thought: »Surely for 
the sake of $5 or $8 million they would not put fleas in their fur. My logic 
began to waver. Shortly thereafter, in a conference held in Leipzig, Elder 
Tom Hales officially announced that a temple was to be built in Freiberg. My 
astonishment continued. I would have thought the communists would do all 
they could to keep the influences of this American Church at arm’s length. 
Why they gave their approval I was yet to discover. In Utah I had witnessed a 
piece of a new, better land, which, by all means was not perfect, but, all in all, 
held the best prospects for human growth and development. But then, I had 
heard it several times that Utah was not representative of America. Utah 
did not have the slums of the industrial cities, nor the misery associated 
with them. One can only hope that, at least as far as the Church has spread 
her wings, poverty will never exist. Of course, we will have to be vigilant. 
Wherever people, through their industry and foresight, have achieved a high 
standard of living, it must be defended by the same efforts. There is never 
any time to rely on the good works of yesterday. Nothing will ever remain 
as it is - not even love. We have to rebuild it over and over again - not even 
every cart will go downhill by itself.
	 One day, whilst driving in my friend Walter’s car, I took a wrong turn and 
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came to the little Mormon town of Orem. Of course, I did not know that 
this place had twice won the prize as the most livable town in the state. 
But whoever was lucky enough to have been born into that flower-graced 
paradise (who has never experienced Leipzig in the 80’s), could never 
appreciate it. This will most likely be an eternal lecture: we do not know what 
we have until we have lost it. That is what Hartmut, my oldest son told me: 
after finishing his leaving certificate and being away from home for 7 years, 
he had learned to live in adverse conditions: »Only now am I beginning to 
appreciate how valuable my home was.« How much it meant to him, to know 
that his family would always be there for him. First he served 3 years for his 
placement at a university, and then he studied Engineering at the Karl-Marx-
Stadt. I shall never forget when, almost towards the end of Hartmut’s time 
away from home, we were driving down the highway between Dresden and 
Freiberg, I asked him: »Well Hartmut, what do you think about our shared 
faith?« Without thinking much about it, his answer came spontaneously: »It 
is the best thing we have!« His answer touched the depth of my soul and 
I felt blessed. As soon as he had completed his final examination he took 
all the files which were under the heading Scientific Communism and threw 
them in the waste bin with the comment: »None of this rubbish is worth 
keeping.«
	 I must admit that at times I had experienced my share of concerns, fearing 
that surely Hartmut must often have felt the pressure of his surroundings 
the way I had. How happy and thankful I was to know that he had gained 
a testimony of the truthfulness and satisfaction of the restored gospel 
teachings and that he too had the desire to serve in so noble a cause, a cause 
that held all the promises for uniting the families of the earth in peace and 
harmony. It was a task that communism tried to accomplish, but would 
never be able to achieve, because in their choice of becoming the Proletariat 
of all the earth, they would view a large section of their fellow beings as 
their enemies. Meanwhile, Church members are taught: all people are the 
children of God. This then is the reason why all endeavors, political, holy or 
unholy, depend on whether we include all of human society despite their 
differences, or whether we just consider ourselves. 
	 In the autumn of 1983, a year after my release as district president, Klaus 
Nikol and I were called to serve as ward missionaries. One day, while walking 
down a street in Neubrandenburg, I met the local evangelical pastor, Fritz 
Rabe, from Saint George, and I told him about our mission. He looked at 
me, wondering at how freely I spoke. »Yes, our message is beautiful for all 
people.« His eyes searched my eyes, then suddenly he said, »Come and visit 
my church. You can give my youth group and me a report of your trip to 
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America and the Mormons.«
	 Klaus and I, equipped with a lot of coloured slides, entered the little 
church room. Thirty girls and boys were sitting around a long table. Pastor 
Rabe opened a letter, which he had received. I looked at it and I could feel 
it was pertinent to our assignment. I observed him, whilst he was reading - 
there were things that upset him. Near-sighted as he was, he held the letter 
close to his face, nodded and then he shook his head. The official opening of 
the meeting was delayed by some minutes.
	 Later on Pastor Rabe told me that he had been informed by his synod, 
that all contacts with the Mormons were not appreciated. According to the 
advice given in this official letter, he should have asked us to leave the hall 
immediately, but he let us proceed, and by so doing, he laid his own welfare 
on the line. As things stood, we were considered a dangerous sect. He took 
it upon himself and let himself be guided by his own feelings. Our first slide 
showed the Mormon Tabernacle Choir. One more move to the tape recorder 
and the full swell of A Mighty Fortress is our God, that well-known, old 
Lutheran hymn filled the room. Soon Pastor Rabe, a thin, unmarried man 
in his 40s, thought that we posed no danger to his congregation. Klaus Nikol 
answered the first question: »How do you differ from other Churches« by 
quoting Joseph Smith: »We are not so distant from one another, as not to 
drink from the same source of love.«
	 »Are these words of Joseph Smith?« asked Pastor Rabe. 
	 »Yes, word for word.« I could prove it. Sometime later a boisterous 
discussion broke out. Two young deacons voiced their disapproval of The 
Book of Mormon: »It is wrong to place any other book next to the Bible,« 
they bellowed. »Don’t you guys know what it says at the end of the Book of 
Revelation? It is forbidden to add anything to it.«
	 I picked up the Bible and showed it to the young people: »How much 
of this book was accepted by the Jews?« They looked a little lost. One of 
the 2 accusers cried out: »The Jews upheld only the Old Testament as holy 
scripture!« I completed my point: »That means that, in the eyes of a Jew, 
the New Testament is a not authorized extension of holy writings. Does that 
prove that this truth as believed by the Jews is correct?«
	 Pastor Rabe let our discussion continue although he knew that more and 
more facts about the scriptures would be made known. He knew that the New 
Testament was not combined in a chronological order. He gave a thoughtful 
explanation now and then. Our main accusers found it uncomfortable to 
follow our logic or to answer our question, and insisted that they believed 
that Joseph Smith was a liar and a fraud. We replied: »Of course, we must ask 
about the possibility that The Book of Mormon is a product of Joseph Smith’s 
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fantasy. The only thing wrong with that is that once our mind has decided 
upon a negative verdict before an investigation, all logic is laid to rest.« No 
sooner had we given this reply than our accusers broke into a rage. Pastor 
Rabe intervened and settled the 2 young hot heads. Then he dismissed us 
in a most friendly manner - he felt embarrassed by the deacons’ unruly 
behavior. Surprisingly, those 2 young men visited me at my home 1 hour 
later to apologize for their rudeness. 
	 »Please come in. Take a seat.«
	 They looked around, but could not spy any evidence to suggest that I 
was a fanatical person. The main accuser, Thorsten, confessed that he felt 
threatened that we wanted to rob them of the joy of life - that they could 
never live like Mormons do. They wanted some fun - the kind that was to 
be had with beautiful girls. Their frankness left me somewhat speechless. 
I assured them that people never have the right, at any time, to force their 
opinions upon others. I regret that at that time I did not know the famous 
words of the American Baptist preacher, Martin Luther King, which coincide 
with words found in Doctrine and Covenants 130:20-21: »There is a law, 
irrevocably decreed in heaven before the foundations of this world, upon 
which all blessings are predicated and when we obtain any blessing from 
God, it is by obedience to that law upon which it is predicated.«
	 Perhaps it would have helped Thorsten and his friend to understand that 
it was not a particular religion that stood as centre point; rather that it is a 
matter of a basic truth. In his own way Martin Luther King said it: »God has 
placed immovable moral laws into his universe which we cannot alter. If we 
choose to break them, they will break us.« Those 2 sentences encompass the 
complete philosophy of Mormon moral teachings.
	 A few days later I met Pastor Rabe in the street. As we walked together 
he said: »Had I not had the chance to get to know you and your friend, Did 
I not known of the doctrines of your faith and its fundamental teachings, 
then I’m sure I would think and believe as all other priests and pastors: that 
Mormons are a lot of dangerous fanatics.« In 1983 neither of us had any 
idea that our friendship would hold much anxiety for him. For Fritz many a 
warning came loud and clear from the superiors of his church. Twenty years 
later our friendship still as strong as before, we joined forces to present a 
weekly program on 88.0 Neubrandenburg Radio. Our theme: Loss of Values.
	 In the summer of 1985 it finally happened: the first LDS temple on 
German soil was presented to the public. During 14 days of open house, 
many members volunteered to usher thousands of guests, answering their 
many questions, through the hallowed halls. For this purpose I had taken 8 
days vacation.
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	 One hour before opening the large gates, Holger Bellmann, who was 
responsible for the first session of entries, handed me the keys: »Gerd, be so 
kind as to open the gate.« I took the key, walked out of the chapel, past the 
glowing white temple building and was astonished that, in the past 2 hours 
of our preparations, the queue had increased from 20 to several hundred 
people.
	 Two young ladies with dark eyes stood at the very front of the queue, 
looking at me with a questioning gaze. I took their looks as expected 
curiosity: »Who are you? What is this here? What will you show and tell us? 
Do you really believe it? Are you real? What is this great building that has 
been erected with the sanctions of the communist party? Are you socialist 
Christians? Is the SED changing its political views? Does Honnecker want to 
annoy other churches? How much did this beautiful building on top of the 
hill cost?«
	 The temple was a total mystery to all. For 14 days it continued, for 10 or 
more hours per day. Again and again our visitors asked the same questions. 
Then they shrugged their shoulders and admired the simple yet lovely scene. 
Almost 92,000 people came to look – for many it was only a sight-seeing 
adventure, each one with their own annotation to which we responded as 
far as we could. We tried to help them feel the Spirit. We endeavored to give 
precise and short explanations. One usher would take 50 people at the time. 
But there were times I had as many as 100 per group in the chapel. All of us 
felt how the looks of our visitors searched us. It was always connected to one 
thought: »Could it possibly be that you’re not lying? Too many colorful soap 
bubbles have already drifted past us.«
	 Many of the people with positive comments admitted that they had never 
heard of such modern religious and motivated opinions. Actually what they 
had heard was not modern at all. To be precise it was ancient, more than 
200 years before Christ. Alma a Book of Mormon prophet verbalized the 
following: »… the Lord saith; ye shall not esteem one flesh above another, 
nor that one man shall think himself above another …«
	 I told my listeners that Joseph Smith had said that nobody can remain 
as he is, but should endeavor to develop wholesome trades, and take heed 
of the wisdom of the ages, »Man cannot be saved in ignorance.« Often I 
encouraged people to read from The Book of Mormon, copies of which we 
had placed throughout the chapel.
	 I could see, how surprised they were, if I showed them the words in 
Mosiah 23:17: »And it came to pass that none received authority to preach or 
to teach except it were by him from God. Therefore he consecrated all their 
priests and all their teachers, and none were consecrated except they were 
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just men.«
	 A mother and her adult daughter both felt the spirit - I could see how 
good they felt, however, I have never seen them again.
	 When I spoke like that I could see how people were moved in their souls. 
It was pure light shining in their eyes. Six hours of constant talk left me 
exhausted. My friend, Wolfgang Zwirner from Dresden, a university librarian, 
managed to go on for 10 hours - unbelievable but true!
	 On the evening of the third day a little man with an intelligent face told 
me without any hesitation: »If I had a bomb I would hide it beneath this 
pretty white temple.« He turned and started to talk in a boastful way to the 
bystanders. My friend, Lothar Ebisch, district president of Karl-Marx-Stadt 
approached me and whispered in my ear: »Don’t worry, about anything. I 
know him, he’s a Stasi spy!« 
	 »No!« I answered, »He told me he is a pastor of the Lutheran Church.« 
Lothar shrugged his shoulders: »I know!« His eyes spoke volumes. He smiled 
to encourage me.
	 The most frequent-asked question was: »What is the main difference 
between other churches and yours?« And the next was:« Have you any 
proof?« How could I give an answer in only 3 sentences?
	 Of what benefit would it be to have absolute proof of the reality of God, 
or the authenticity of The Book of Mormon? Or any of the other questions to 
which mankind has not been given the answers. Would such knowledge not 
rest upon our souls like a mighty iceberg, instead of warming our hearts? The 
indispensable art of numbers and statistics is of little worth when compared 
with the joy and power of love. Our souls feel peace, but only when they 
surrounded by truth and love.
	 Regarding the differences I told my visitors: »In the centuries after 
Christ there was an apostasy.« On the blackboard I drew a diagram: »Jesus 
taught that his way would be a narrow path, and Alma said: »Blessed be the 
name of our God … for He doth work righteousness forever.« The Book of 
Mormon, Alma 26:8. Then I drew a straight line across the top and showed 
what happened as time passed. There was a step-by-step decline until total 
darkness and evil was induced by force and superstition. 
	 Second: God the Almighty sent the Prophet Joseph Smith to restore the 
damage caused by the early Church. He renewed priesthood authority. I 
drew a line upwards, showing that God had prepared early reformers like 
Wycliffe, Jan Hus and Luther. Then Joseph Smith was chosen to accomplish 
the restoration of all things, to return to men knowledge, freedom and faith, 
preceding the second coming of Christ to the earth.
	 Third: Members of the Church of Jesus Christ have new revelation and The 
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Book of Mormon. We have temple work – this means that we are responsible 
for bringing the blessings of the gospel to our ancestors in the spirit world.
	 Fourth: We are a Church of 100 percent laymen - all labors are voluntary. 
Whenever a person’s material existence is dependent upon his religion he 
will not search for more light. This is dangerous and will in time lead to 
torpidity and misuse. 
	 Fifth: Like the early Christians in the first 300 years we have no crosses. 
The cross was the symbol of forced Christianity, Inquisition and intolerance 
- we believe in tolerance and the right to free agency.
	 Many visitors asked: »If you do not have the cross, are you Christians at 
all?« I could have given many answers, but thought it wise to simply state: 
»Like all other Christians we are diligent in keeping the commandments 
Jesus Christ has taught us,« and I quoted from John 14:21: »He that hath my 
commandments and keepeth them, he it is that loveth me and he that loved 
me shall be loved of my father, and I will love him, and will manifest myself 
to him.«
	 Later on in the courtyard, a red-haired student, who had brought a 
number of guests with him, swung his long arms and addressed his group: 
»Mormons are a pest! They have stolen Utah from the Indians. They have 
committed murders and they have covered their crimes with hypocrisy.« I 
saw the angry look on his face, and fiery sparks flying from his green eyes. As 
I listened to the untrue, overeducated view of historical events this fanatic 
so boldly declared, I approached him. He told me, to be quiet. I answered him 
by saying: »Well, that is not the truth! There may have been some Mormons 
who did wrong things, but these events were exceptions, committed against 
the laws of our Church, against the admonitions of Church leaders. Most 
people in Utah were faithful. Yes, there were Mormons who used the gun, 
after they had been provoked. But it is also true that such individuals were 
excommunicated from the Church.« 
	 As a German I wished that the Catholic Church and other denominations 
had excommunicated the persecutors of all Jewish people and Anti-Hitler 
supporters. They should have to accuse, as far as they were members of their 
churches. The young man stared at me and told me where to go. He knew far 
more facts than I ever could. He left and told his group to follow him. They 
took no notice of me whatsoever, lost themselves in the surrounding crowd. 
Only by the name tags on our backs could we be told apart.
	 Repeatedly we experienced the same scene. People would come in and 
pose as learned instructors. One bus driver had already been 3 or 4 times. He 
would bring a busload of people and then tell them fables that would make 
our hair stand on end. I don’t know how many of these tales may be of our 
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own making. It was late in the evening and only a few visitors were still to be 
seen as Dietmar Hirsch, a 30 year-old member from Zwickau, came to talk to 
me. He told me that he had witnessed a conversation between a cleric and a 
friendly SED man.
	 Arguments broke out by the baptismal font: »Look at this! How much 
more old-fashioned can you get than this theology! This is how the Christians 
of the first centuries baptized. Only old Italian basilicas and baptisteries in 
San Giovanni, Fonte, Naples or the baptistery in Ravenna still have such 
fonts. That’s where they actually baptized people by immersion. But it’s 
no longer necessary to include such fonts.« My friend, Dietmar, could not 
understand how an ordinance prescribed by Jesus Christ himself could ever 
be old fashioned. The cleric became very upset and then the man with the 
SED sign on his collar included himself in the conversation: »Mr. Pastor, I’m 
not a Mormon and do not intend of ever becoming one, and you may believe 
or think whatever you like. But, if there’s anything that’s old fashioned, 
then I’m sure it must be your Evangelical Church. You have had more than 
400 years to change the world. The Catholics had almost 2000 years. Now 
tell me exactly what have you achieved? How have you made a difference 
to our world? On the other hand here we see a totally different scene, the 
organization of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. Looking at 
it from my point of view, it will satisfy the needs of a modern world. Your 
churches do not have the kind of foundation nor the structure to fill the 
demands of today’s society. You will see that which was good for Martin 
Luther’s day is not sufficient for our times. This Church however is perfect 
in its organization. It requires the support of all its members, is tailored 
to fit all the people, and, what is more important than everything else, it 
has teachings that will uphold it, and a first rate social structure. To me it 
is perfectly clear that if there is a God, then Mormonism is the religion of 
the future.« The pastor, who was by now fuming, snapped at him: »And how 
would you know all this things?«
	 »It’s my pleasure to tell you, sir! As the SED authorities deliberated 
whether or not this building should be erected, my orders came from the 
GDR government to investigate the teachings and organization of this 
Church. I have written my diploma thesis on it.« The conversation ended 
abruptly. The difference between the 2 men was the fact that one of them 
had studied the subject and was therefore able to judge the matter in a fair 
light. 
	 I was able to show further interested people via pictures that the early 
Church (between the third and sixth centuries) had changed its theology. 
Liturgy and special innovations came into it, denying a great and important 
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truth: that all people are children of God, and have had a pre-existence.
	 A lot of variances changed the face of the Church. At the very top of the 
list we find the Athanasian Creed; this was especially against the original 
teachings and scriptures of the early Christian Fathers such as Origen, Arius 
and others. 
	 As written in the German Handwörterbuch für Theologie und 
Religionswissenschaft, 3rd edition, 1960. F.H. KETTLER Die Religion in 
Geschichte und Gegenwart, p. 1695ff 
	 Every Christian should know that Emperor Constantine »the Great« 
was the founder of the imperial Church, later known as the Orthodox and 
Catholic Church. 
	 Even if there were and are Christians who have written the name of 
Jesus Christ on his tombstone, it was never Jesus Christ whom Constantine 
worshipped. Constantine throughout his life adored the enemy of Jesus, 
namely the sun god, sol invictus. The only god that ever existed for him was 
sol invictus.
	 One Sunday morning, a month after the open house, I noticed a well-
dressed elderly gent, deeply immersed in thought, sitting on one of the 
benches in our temple garden. I approached him, and bade him a ›good 
morning.‹ He was in his 50s and looked at me strangely. Although I could feel 
his disapproval, I could not free myself from the impression that he needed 
help. I asked if I could be of assistance. His answer came, cold and decisive: 
»No!« Then, looking at me again he added: »I know everything I need to 
know about this building.« 
	 I perceived that something was wrong. What was I to do? The man did not 
wish to be instructed. I felt bad knowing that he was, unhappy, dissatisfied 
with questions left unanswered. I would have loved to have sat down, but 
he was not willing to give me a chance. When I returned 30 minutes later, 
he still sat frozen like a statue on that bench, so I gathered all my courage, 
approached him again, excused myself and begged his forgiveness for being 
so bold as to disturb him again.
	 »Didn’t I tell you that I’m already informed?«
	 However, I could feel that he had not drunk from the pure fountain. So I 
asked him what was causing him so much thought. I knew that I had been 
quite forward. He gave into my petition and then started to talk. I didn’t 
know whether I should laugh or cry. Everything the clever gent told me 
about our church was wrong. It was the same nonsense with which the well-
known Schreiber writers had made public their book, Mystic, Masons and 
Mormons, which was a mixture of mere fables and lies. All he knew was false 
information. As our conversation opened up the corridor of communication, 
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he told me that he was a university lecturer from Cologne and that he taught 
natural science. I asked him to allow me to read him 3 sentences of the 
revelations recorded by Joseph Smith. Struggling with himself he replied, 
»But only 3, please.« I opened my Doctrine and Covenants to section 88:67 
and began to read: »And if your eye be single to my glory, your whole bodies 
shall be filled with light, and there shall be no darkness in you; and that body 
which is filled with light comprehendeth all things.«
	 »Read that again!« said the man, looking past me into some far unknown 
sphere. So I read it again. »Is there another verse, please?« Now I took the 
words of Alma in Mosiah 23:14. »And also trust no one to be your teacher or 
your minister, except he be a man of God, walking in his ways and keeping 
his commandments.«
	 His voice vibrated a little: »From what book did you read that?« 
	 »These words are from The Book of Mormon!« He stood up, looked 
straight into my face and studied me with a great intensity. However, it did 
not feel unpleasant. I guess he asked himself: »Who is this guy?« I noticed 
how his gaze wandered to the books in the black leather binding. »Here!« 
I passed the book to him, »Read it for yourself! There are sentences from 
the letters written by Joseph Smith whilst imprisoned in Liberty Jail.« He 
actually took the book and read what I had showed him: »... the rights of 
the priesthood are inseparably connected with the power of heaven, and the 
powers of heaven cannot be controlled nor handled only upon the principles 
of righteousness. That they may be conferred upon us, it is true; but when we 
undertake to cover our sins, or to gratify our pride, our vain ambition, or to 
exercise control or dominion or compulsion upon the souls of the children 
of men, in any degree of unrighteousness, behold, the heavens withdraw 
themselves; the spirit of the Lord is grieved; and when it is withdrawn, Amen 
to the priesthood or the authority of that man.« Doctrine and Covenants 
121:36-37.
	 The elderly gent’s head shot up as he thought about what he had read. 
For about 20 seconds his breathing became slow and deep: »I will distance 
myself from my source of information!« It sounded like the ripping of 
paper. 
	 »Yes Sir! I think you should. I’m most grateful to have had the opportunity 
to speak to you.«
	 »Oh no, not at all, I’m the one to be grateful.«
	 Once back in my hometown of Neubrandenburg the story was much the 
same as before. People would rather ask their local clergy for advice then 
petition their father in heaven? Pastors that earned money by preaching the 
word of God. This is the reason we have little success. The main tenet of their 
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doctrine is the »justification of sinful human beings by God’s grace through 
faith« Romans 3:23-25. According to Luthers teachings, human beings are 
incapable of cooperating in their salvation, because, as sinners, they actively 
oppose God and his salvation. They intend rather to express that salvation 
remains free from human cooperation …« see Joint Declaration on the 
Doctrine of Justification by the Lutheran World Federation and the Catholic 
Church.
	 That assumption is against ›Mormonism‹ and against the teachings of 
Jesus Christ. Who taught; »Do the Will of my Father in Heaven.«
	 »Even so faith, if it has not works, is dead, being alone.« James 2:17
	 He gave the principles of Salvation: »Before him shall be gathered all 
nations; and he shall separate them … as a shepherd divided his sheep from 
the goats, … then shall the righteous answer him, saying Lord, when saw 
we thee an hungered, and fed thee? Or thirsty, and gave thee drink? When 
saw we thee a stranger, and took thee in? Or naked, and clothed thee? Or 
when saw we thee sick, or in prison, and came unto thee? And the King shall 
answer and say unto them, Verily I say unto you, inasmuch as ye have done it 
unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it to me.« Matthew 
25:32-40
	 So taught Joseph Smith, according to the revelation he received from 
God: »Verily I say, men should be anxiously engaged in a good cause, and 
do many things of their own free will, and bring to pass much righteousness. 
For the power is in them, wherein they are agents unto themselves. And 
inasmuch as men do good they shall in nowise lose their reward.« Doctrine 
and Covenants 58:27-28
	 Years have passed, and I have never heard from him again. Still I hold the 
hope, that perhaps I may meet him once more in the eternities. 
	 Shortly before Christmas 1986 I suffered my first stroke. I believe there 
were several reasons for it. Juergen, one of the young men at our fishing 
association, a very tall, good-looking man of a strong character, started 
directing his attacks against his co-workers and me, whilst I was conducting 
a work meeting with 18 co-workers. A violent argument erupted between 
him and another man. My eardrums were humming - but not just mine! As if 
that was not enough, those 2 German warriors started attacking each other 
over an old, unsettled matter. I arose and unwisely placed myself between 
the pair of wrangling giants. At that moment an unseen hand reached for 
my throat. Never had I known that hatred could make itself manifest in a 
physical sense. I felt as though my whole body was being wrapped in cold wet 
bandages. The bottomless hatred between the 2 rivals was paralyzing. Like 
black snow, it settled on my bare skin. Shocked, I withdrew, and moments 
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later, I collapsed. As they saw me lying on the floor, they stopped their 
fighting and summoned an ambulance. The medics took me to the clinic. 
I could not open my eyes nor move my legs. They examined me: »It’s not 
food poisoning,« said one of the doctors. I diagnosed myself: »Then it is a 
blockade in the main section of my brain.« The doctors laughed: »Yes, you’re 
right, it is a blockade in the cerebellum.« 
	 Every time I tried to turn my head, the carousel surrounding me just 
turned in ceaseless motion. The days seemed endless. Dr. von Suchodolitz, 
a physician in charge, deliberated that my blood vessels, because of years 
of faulty nutrition and my age, were not responding to the treatments he 
had prescribed for me. Five long days had already passed and I still could 
not open my eyes. When my legs began to work again, I was able to slide 
my hands painstakingly along the walls to get to the bathroom. My fears 
increased as the hours passed. Then I remembered that it would be wise 
to have the priesthood blessing my sons had offered me. Erika called my 
sons Hartmut and Matthias to the clinic. Weeks later Matthias talked of 
this experience. He said that he felt that this task was his duty to perform, 
however he felt concerned about the words that he should speak in this 
priesthood blessing and anointing : »What should I, what could I promise 
you in regards to the future?« But then, he confessed: »As soon as my hands 
lay on your head there was no doubt at all that your health would be restored 
as in former days.« And thus it was. Even though the doctors told me, I would 
never drive a car again, I have since that day, accident free for more than half 
a million kilometers, many of them in heavy traffic (and I still drive our car in 
Australia). I will never forget, our patriarch, Walter Krause, told me the same 
thing: »Gerd, you will still be needed.«
	 Yes, I love my Church. Except for once during my youth, I have never ever 
criticized any priesthood leaders, since my Father, Wilhelm, admonished 
me: »Do it better, my son!« I was 16 years old, laughing at an older brother 
- I can see it now: we were sitting around the table for dinner, when Father 
pointed his index finger at me, and with an earnest face, he looked at me: 
»Do it better, my son!«
	 I found it fascinating to listen to the lectures given at an opening seminar 
of a Marxist philosopher and scientist regarding the creation of the universe. 
He said: »Besides the endless energy in an endless small space, just before 
the big bang there must have been one more event, namely the creation of a 
law-package!« Unbelievable! This was uttered by a communist? Everything 
started to fall into place, and a scene of deep admiration filled my mind. 
God gave a set of laws, which resulted in the forthcoming beauty of creation. 
Step by step, I remembered the important scripture in The Pearl of Great 
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Price: Abraham 4:18 »And the Gods watched those things which they had 
ordered until they obeyed.« What a cue in the direction of evolution!
	 The summer 1987 the little peninsula of the Tollense Lake was full of army 
deep-sea divers. They hoisted their tents and practiced their daily training 
schedules, their goal being to dive without any air bubbles showing on the 
surface of the water. For that purpose they had special breathing apparatus. 
Their orders may well have been: »There are 2 cruisers in the harbor of Kiel 
or Southampton. Go and send them to the bottom of the ocean!«
	 The Cold War was ready to develop into a bitter hot war: »Combat mission 
of the working class!« What a big lie! The working classes were unable to 
speak - they were without a voice. That is the reason why, even on still, wind-
free days the army’s deep-sea divers could appear unnoticed next to our 
boats. One day 5 of those guys in their black suits suddenly surrounded our 
boats. They had climbed silently onto our motorboat anchored next to our 
skiffs. They wanted to watch the hauling in of the net in the last and most 
interesting phase. My co-worker in the opposite boat, Hermann Witte, had 
spotted them before me and he was unique joker in a big way, but harmless. 
He recognized his chance to tell one of his common jokes with the intention 
of playing the big man. He was motivated by the presence of the other men 
and started to humiliate me, by clamorously telling me not to forget to pray 
to God before going on my journey the following day. Momentarily I became 
the centre point of their conversation. The boss of the troop – a doctor and 
mayor – looked as though he had just fallen from the clouds: »Don’t tell me 
you pray to and believe in God?«
	 I turned toward, him with a twinkle in my eye and asked him: »And you? 
Don’t you believe in God?«
	 »Of course not!« he replied«
	 »Of course, you do - you believe in Karl Marx and Vladimir Iljitsch 
Lenin.« 
	 His comrades laughed. With a somewhat sheepish grin he reaffirmed, but 
only through clenched teeth: »Well sort of …« and he added »At least I don’t 
pray to them! I never bend my knees,« to which I answered: »You know, I 
have seen men like you on bended knee, begging some beautiful woman, 
to hear their petitions.« Again there was a roar of laughter at our volley 
of words. But, oh boy, how their heads flew up as I confessed that I was a 
Mormon. After the dedication of the Freiberg Temple and all the publicity 
that had accompanied it, there were not too many people in the GDR who 
had not heard about it. True, none of these men had traveled to visit it at the 
time of the open house, but most people knew enough to form an opinion. 
	 The divers demanded that I tell them the basis and core of my beliefs. 
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If I had answered their questions in a quick, rational way, this encounter 
would only have been a small episode among many others. They would 
have cut it to suit their needs like a number game. I did not allow them the 
pleasure of cutting me off. I thought, »If only you knew how wonderfully 
broad this stream of Mormonism is - how deep, how high. But you know not. 
Perhaps, God willing, somehow, somewhere you shall feel the pleasantness 
of its warmth, the power of its current, like waters that penetrate a wooden 
wedge expanding it to break the solid rock. Like the Gulf Stream, which 
changes all that it touches whilst traveling through the Atlantic?« I asked 
the troop leader if he thought it fair that I should have just 5 minutes in 
which to elaborate a whole new life philosophy to him. »Good,« he replied, 
»tomorrow I will take 10 minutes - I don’t think it will take any longer.«
	 The following morning, I could see them from afar, standing in their black 
suits on the shoreline at Rheser corner. We helped the soldiers to load all 
their diving gear into the motorboat, and within minutes I was surrounded 
by 8 tall men with happy faces. We stood on the wooden planks that covered 
the large storage containers as the men wished to swim back. They asked 
us to take them to the fishing island some 3 kilometers away. It would take 
a little under 15 minutes, and that was the time they had set aside for me, 
curious to find out how I would fare under their arguments, which their boss 
would whip around my ears. »Otschen karascho!« (Very good!). Manfred, 
the doctor started: »We have already taken the first positive steps towards 
creating man ›in vitro.‹ Soon we will do even much more. Then where is there 
place for a God?«
	 I ask him: »What is a human being, in case you really produce such by 
more science and organic matters?« In disbelief he looked at me, and his 
friends began to laugh. However, he could not understand at all. A little man 
by his side rephrased the sentence: »Manfred, this fisherman’s question is: 
»Is there no creator? Because there are creators.«
	 The doctor stared at me and after a while he nodded as if to say: »Look at 
that little fisherman …« Manfred stayed on the motorboat with me, whilst 
the others sank below the surface of the lake, and guided by a small compass 
they returned to the mainland. 
	 In the meantime my colleagues lifted and emptied the nets that we had 
laid on the adjoining lake, the Lieps, which is connected to the greater lake 
by a channel. Manfred and I sat and talked. I made myself useful by steering 
the boat. Manfred had freed himself from his black diving suit, and sat in his 
shorts and t-shirt enjoying the sun. Then he asked, »Tell me, and how is it 
that you stand against all that we know?« He was interested to find out the 
reasons why an individual like me would choose to be different from most 
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people. So I told him the events surrounding Joseph Smith. Manfred rocked 
his head forth and back, but did not laugh. There was no reason to laugh, 
even if he could not comprehend all that I had told him so earnestly, he 
found my words pleasant. I was like a pine tree that had been planted in an 
alley of birches. Then he talked about himself, that his life had never given 
him any cause to dance outside the prescribed line. His course lay straight 
before him, and his life had thus far all gone according to plan: leaving school 
exam, university medical studies, member of the SED, the military academy, 
certificate. He was the son of a laborer. »Surely it all has to do with where 
we came from,« I admitted. »I was never meant to follow in the footsteps 
of my father, who could never stop me from choosing my own destiny. It’s a 
lifelong task and not easy to process the influence of our life into truth and 
error.« I tried to explain to him that since the age of 15, I had felt confronted 
by 2 major questions. The answers had come once I had placed myself on the 
right track. The first was directed at my former Nazi authorities and later on 
at some of my SED comrades: Why have you tried to fool yourselves and then 
tried to fool me?« The second was born of the first: why were the people who 
had proved to me how easy it was to be fooled, so sure that Joseph Smith was 
a liar?« Whilst I endeavored to prove to Manfred that I had never meant to 
be different, his mouse-grey eyes searched me. 
	 »Manfred, I have never seen nor hoped for anything different than you, 
with one exception: I had reasons to search for the reality of God, whom I 
have found.«
	 As expected in conversations like this, Manfred brought up the theory 
of Evolution. I had just completed reading a book by Nobel Prize winner, 
Manfred Eigen, entitled ›The messages of the first Gene‹ (Das Urgen). Eigen 
talks of a set goal - a directed evolution - and I told Manfred about this 
subject. How important it is to see the way of creation. It was all planned 
before! I told Manfred. Joseph Smith taught the same: »… all things were 
before created; but spiritually were they created and made according to my 
word.« The Pearl of Great Price, Moses 2: 7.
	 »Here, especially, the contradiction between scripture and science is 
dissolved: evolution is part of the creation. Eigen says: »There is in nature 
a director that tells the new mutations if they are right or wrong – if they 
are going in the desired direction. I asked him: »Who gave the direction? 
Later on I will show you a book called The Pearl of Great Price. In the book of 
Abraham 4:18: we read »And the Gods watched those things which they had 
ordered until they obeyed.«
	 Manfred was totally surprised and asked immediately: »Do you believe in 
Evolution and God? »
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	 »Yes, we are literally children of God, as well as children of the earth. 
Only with those 2 facts in mind do the contradictions, which exist among the 
different views of men, diminish. The physical appearance of plants, animals 
and humans came to pass in the framework of God’s planned Evolution (and 
maybe they even came into existence with our personal contributions under 
the direction of an eternal God).
	 »Come on!« he cried, »Who in the world could believe all that?
I replayed: »We are free to have our own ideas, but there is a higher 
intelligence than us!« I had only shared my ideas with him »As soon as 
the human body resembled the prescribed plan, the chain events of the 
incarnation of our spirits began. This spirit, however, is not the product of 
evolution and I believe, for man is spirit, and his body is the temple, the 
house, the tent, a coat. Most people think that our body is everything we 
are. But we’re speaking about 2 different things. Manfred, have you ever 
heard the words of Goethe? In a conversation with Eckermann he stated: »it 
was the plan of God to use this basis of elements to create a nursery for his 
offspring. Thus he is active in the higher realms of nature to draw the lesser 
or weaker to a higher level of existence.«
	 Manfred had never heard this and shook his head.
	 I continued: »Yes, the coat is important, even though it ages, in contrast to 
the spirit of man which is eternal, forever young and beautiful except when 
our thoughts defile it. My religion is to encourage all people to be better 
today than yesterday, to be honest with themselves, because God longs for 
his children to be happy. We Mormons are not Lutherans or Catholics, we are 
optimists. We love our life and our body. My religion is pure optimism.«
	 He looked at me: »Yes, you are a happy man!« 
	 I nodded, yes I am. I felt harmony, and Manfred felt it too. We took a 
long break, and I thought that my friend no longer wished to touch on our 
previous subject. Our motorboat cut through the slightly rippled waters 
of the beautiful lake, and, with the pleasant south wind ruffling his hair, 
Manfred continued: »Well, so far, so good. But surely you know that all 
you’ve told me is not as other Christians believe. The traces in the sands of 
history are filled with millions of corpses butchered in the name of Christ. 
Where did Christianity ever accomplish any good in our world? There’s been 
only death, blood and tears.« With that comment Manfred had given me the 
lead into my next discussion ... the remainder of the day passed in a trice.
	 We conversed for 7 hours and both enjoyed it. I closed it with the statement: 
»This is one of the reasons that I’m a Mormon! God brings his intentions to 
a good end, in creation and in developing our character, but we must give 
him our hand and accept his advice and live his commandments. God builds 
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new things on old foundations - this is also evident in his philosophy. Every 
new thing, in order to be successful, is built upon the foundation of proven 
and tested truth. That’s how the whole world is connected. All life forms are 
related to one another, for they all share one and the same Father.«
	 My co-workers were busy lifting the final fish traps from the surface of 
the water. As we watched the many splashing fishes being transported to 
the holding vats, my thoughts took flight to a time long before, and we drove 
back slowly, still talking. »But as I said, it would be the greatest catastrophe 
if scientists should, through their experiments, discover the existence of an 
almighty God.« In dismay, he shook. It would have been better if this last 
sentence had not been uttered at all: »Gerd, now you have broken all your 
own logic, I’m really disappointed about that last statement.« 
	 »No way, No way!« I insisted, »Surely you’re aware that we have 
weaknesses, our desire to swim with the current, to keep a steady lookout to 
ensure everyone else is still there. Aren’t there sufficient people who don’t 
find any peace day and night until even the very last rival has crawled through 
the hoop?« In explanation, I instantly found some suitable examples, as my 
son, Hartmut, still attended school. At one of the parent evenings I had sat 
next to a police officer. The problem at hand was that the ruling political 
party insisted that our educational institutions produce more plumbers and 
heating installers. None of the students in that class wished to take that 
educational path. I witnessed the straight liner’s behaviour as he began to 
shake with indignation. He threatened: »Don’t you dare resist the Party!« 
This is what I meant: many of those who dared to uphold the law of the high 
and mighty, when it was made clear that it was the law, were sharp-eyed 
inquisitors. Even among our neighbours, every little wrong committed was 
reported. With the total proof of the existence of God we would submit our 
own conscience to a merciless critic, who could never bow down enough 
under the rules of a dictator. Surely then life would be unbearable. It’s 
our luck that our God is not a dictatorial ruler. He gives us plenty room to 
move.«
	 Manfred, by no means outworn, asked: »How do you know that?«
	 »Every person can find God if he searches, but not by force, not by science – 
that is not the way. We would lose our freedom and the happiness of discovery. 
If God were a dictator he would have subdued us long ago. All actors, whether 
visible or invisible, leave tracks behind them. I have always found that we are 
free to decide. That is exactly his plan: our development is to move according 
to our understanding and through our own efforts. Mormonism teaches us 
that we have the gift of free agency, because God wants to elevate us to his 
own status, just as a loving father would do here on earth.« 
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	 Slowly we were driven back and circled the Tollense Lake once more 
until the sun stood deep towards the southwest. Two of my fishermen had 
fallen asleep from a hard day’s labour, and lay stretched out on top of the 
motorboat over the holding vats. Manfred prepared himself for our landing 
and shook my hand to bid me farewell. He looked at me in a friendly way: 
»I would never have believed that there are such ideas as the ones you’ve 
spoken about. I really enjoyed today – I’ve had a great time.« He shook his 
young, imposing head and smiled. Then he laughed: »Yes, so positive, so 
bright!« We parted as friends.
	 A year later, in the summer of 1988, I discovered the silhouettes of a group 
of divers on the peninsula, but there were no waving hands. Disappointed, 
I passed by the peninsula. Two hours later, some men clothed in their black 
suits boat drove straight towards me in a high speed pneumatic. As they 
approached, I could see 5 earnest faces. They used their oars for the last 5 
metres between us. I asked immediately: »Where is Manfred?«
	 »We have come to ask you,« came the reply, »what have you done with 
Manfred?« It shocked me. What had I done?
	 »Yes, he came back last year to our campfire and told us about you. He 
was totally confused! He kept on saying, »Unbelievable, unbelievable!« Yes, 
he was confused, but not unhappy. Later on, in Berlin, he went from one 
library to another, reading many books about Mormons.« 
	 »Oh, my goodness,« I said to myself, alarmed. »What kind of books could 
he find? Perhaps books like those I had first read about Mormons - books 
written by liars, books by dodgy guys like Roessle, or by Dr. Ruediger Hauth, 
a man without any qualifications, who wrote about temple rites without 
any kind of historical background.« I have read them and know what I know. 
Great names and titles, but in no way educated in regards to the temple in 
Ravenna or the Arian Church, our sister church of old, which was destroyed 
by fanatic Catholics in the 6th and 7th centuries.
	 Has a man like Dr. Hauth ever seen the murals in St.Vitale, Italy?
Dear reader have you ever seen this beautiful picture from the 5th Century  
(see opposite page)?
	 »Manfred is no longer a member of our crew! But he sends you his best 
wishes.«
	 I felt sad about not meeting him again. How long will certain people in 
this world fight against the truth? How long will some individuals cut off the 
branch on which they sit? 
	 Later on Brother Bernd Schroeder from Berlin and I were invited to be 
guest speakers at a Baptist theological college in Maerkisch-Buchholz. It 
would be our second time there. The Greek Professor allowed us sufficient 
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leeway as he asked us the usual questions about our Church teachings, then 
he left us. We handed a Book of Mormon to every attendee. Then we spoke 
about the apostasy for 90 minutes. We showed them the keys in the Vatican 
flags, which symbolised the keys of the priesthood and we spoke about how 
important it is to have the true keys. However, Joseph Smith has taught that 
if we misuse our legitimate authority for egotistical purposes we will lose 
the Spirit of God and thus our right to serve in the kingdom of God. After this 
introduction we quoted Doctrine and Covenants 121:34-46. 
	 I remember, after our first visit, the Greek professor guided us to the 
house library. At our friendly parting he presented us with a copy of the 
Theological Literature Periodical (Theologische Literaturzeitung, No. 2 
February 1984). In it we were to find an article entitled Joseph Smith and 
the Bible, by Heikki Raeisaenen, Heikki explains that Joseph Smith changed 
some of the sentences of The Holy Bible, but not its contents. His reason for 
doing so was apparently to bend them to suit his own ideals. For instance, 
Heikki Raeisaenen mentions that, by changing the passage in Romans 7:25, 
Joseph Smith shows a surprising measure of insight in his observations, 
which, on the whole, correlate with modern exegeses. »In summary we can 
recognise,« states Raeisaenen, »that Joseph Smith detected real problems 
found in the Bible and pondered them. Seen through magnifying glasses, 
one can study the evident mechanics of the Bible. Modern translations 
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demand the question of whether the original text has been represented 
correctly. With the many examples in the works of Joseph Smith, as in other 
Mormon literature, there are worthwhile pursuits of study and investigation, 
not only on a symbolic level but also to the theological scientist and private 
investigator.« The fact that outsiders (non-members) held such a positive 
opinion of Joseph Smith was a rare occurrence and touched me deeply. 
Sometime later I handed a copy of those writings to Dieter Bernd from 
Dahlem, and he gave it to Douglas Tobler, Professor of History at BYU. 
	 In March 1989 the leaders of the SED confirmed that all GDR Mormon men 
and women would allow missionaries from other countries to serve in the 
DDR, and permit Latter-day Saints from the DDR to serve as missionaries in 
other countries. »This will strengthen friendships among nations,« President 
Monson said. 
	 I became friends with a fine young man by the name of Robby Schulz. 
He received a green passport like that of government officials, and thus the 
missionary program was initiated. US elders were permitted to proselyte 
in the GDR. As for us, we still had to live surrounded by socialism. We 
endeavoured not to mix our faith with the politics of the GDR. It was our 
goal to unite our society. We were as Jesus before Pilate, stating that his 
kingdom is not of this world (John 18:36). The accusations of our critics - that 
we were involved in secret contracts - were never more than sheer suspicion 
and mistrust. Our Church could survive all conditions, except the context in 
which it was considered illegal. 
	 Such government decisions did not fit into my book at all. What was it with 
socialist leaders? Did they feel so strong or too weak to resist the wishes of 
our Church any longer? Was it senile decay in the house of SED Party’s Central 
Committee that had rendered them so mild and unexpectedly careful? Did 
Erich Honnecker, chairman of the State Council (chief government leader of 
the nation), hope that via the Mormon Church he might receive an invitation 
to the USA?
	 The negotiations started on 28 October 1988. Both Chairman Honnecker 
and Mr. Loeffler, state secretary for Religious Affairs, were very friendly 
– what a change! President Monson said that Mr. Loeffler expressed his 
conviction that Latter-day Saint missionaries traditionally become goodwill 
ambassadors, not only for their native countries, but also for the countries 
in which they serve their missions,
	 Mr. Loeffler also confirmed: »The experience of thousands of missionaries 
who have served throughout the world convinces us that President Monson’s 
assessment is correct. Latter-day Saints have the government’s respect 
because they are law-abiding, loyal citizens who believe in strong families 
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ties, have a strong work ethic and support the desire for world peace.« 
	 »Obviously, there are differences of belief that separate us,« President 
Monson said, »but there are many more things that unite us, including those 
which Mr. Loeffler mentioned.« Joining President Monson for the meetings 
with the DDR officials were Elder Russell M. Nelson of the Council of the 
Twelve, Elder Hans B. Ringger, a member of the First Quorum of the Seventy 
and a counselor in the European area presidency of the Church, and local 
LDS officials such as my brother-in-law, Frank Apel. 
	 Until the end of these developments, I clung to the thought that only 
a massive worldwide effort could ever melt the Ice Palace. But it was not 
so. In a quick, silent, breathless motion it all fell apart, like winter snows 
surrendering to the sun. Whilst the frost of the Stalin dictatorship was the 
means that held the artificial apparatus together, the thaw after Leonid 
Brezhnev’s death made the meltdown possible.
	 At last the weather was changing, and the sun of reason began to shine 
once more. This event was brought to pass by a few individuals who had 
gathered around Mikhail Gorbachev. Perhaps Gorbachev had not anticipated 
the measure of the consequences, and did not feel the warmth of the East 
wind. Perhaps he thought that surely it could work without deploying force. 
He should never have uttered 2 key sentences spoken at the 19th conference 
of the KPdSU in 1988 (that is, if it was his wish to stay in the power game, 
those key words must have played on his mind for some time, as must have 
the consequences and risks which would automatically seek him out), but 
he did speak them, and with them the Ice Palace fell apart. The first of his 
sentences, which I read with the greatest of surprise and respect, was: »With 
the return of Truth and Justice …« The second sentence was ever so plain and 
simple: »Occupying a key position within the new ideology is the concept of 
free agency.« (Newspaper, Neues Deutschland, 29 June 1988) 
	 Others may have cursed Gorbachev. I was convinced that he knew 
exactly what he was doing. He laid his hand on the holy of holies, namely 
the communist dictatorship, thus dismantling its lies and power of the past. 
Afterwards he traveled unexpectedly, appearing in many of his territory’s 
factories and workplaces where he found out how loudly the alarm sirens 
could ring. Everywhere statistics had been falsified and so were the people 
that had made them. They had not harvested grain, nor cotton in the fields 
of the southern republics as reported. Devotion to communism seldom 
comes from an honest heart and everything else stems from the latter. 
	 On 30 October 1989 our GDR press released the statement that the East 
CDU had reached a decision to separate themselves from the SED Party. On 
that day I became an active member of that party, not because I wished to 
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get even for wrongs of the past, but because it was my firm desire to help 
wherever, whenever, and however I could - to establish, step by step, a 
peaceful, democratic society. All the noisy demonstrations, the marches by 
the citizens of Leipzig and elsewhere, demanding changes as fast as they 
could possibly be achieved, scared me. I belonged to the pessimists, and 
I must admit that in as much as we had been granted increasingly more 
religious freedom since 1985, we, the older generation of Mormons felt 
greatly blessed. One other reason why I could not be persuaded to join in 
those protest marches was my concern for our fishing association. I said to 
our bookkeeper, who was one of the first protesters in Neubrandenburg, 
»You’re tearing down the whole building. I just hope none of the beams 
will fall on your head. However, they got the better of me: the fierce arm of 
communism left their canons in the arsenals! But it could well have turned 
out totally differently. Perhaps only in the future will we find out how closely 
we scraped past a catastrophe. I watched as large groups of party leaders and 
factory secretaries hurried through the streets of Neubrandenburg toward 
the city hall in the cultural park. They were all in an extraordinary state of 
anxiety. On 30 October there was a lot of excitement and unease. The business 
at hand, until 9 of November, was the settlement of damage minimization. 
Too bad, there was nothing to rescue. Starting at the Evangelical Johannes 
Church in Neubrandenburg, thousands of people took to the streets making 
their way to the Karl Marx Square. Happily they marched, carrying red 
posters adorned with political slogans which displayed their objections 
towards their government. In the midst of this massive rebellion I saw 2 of 
our 20-year old missionaries, Elder Craig and Elder Scofield, both dressed 
in light-colored coats. As I would have imagined, they were both so casual 
about what was such a great event for us. 
	 The first to make a move were the admirable, brave, evangelical women 
of the Leipzig St. Nicolei Church. They set the wheels in motion with their 
cry: »All you who love democracy let your voice be heard! Come follow us to 
the streets!« 
	 Stone hard men, who had sworn just days ago to be loyal communists, 
and who were willing to die in defense of the red flag, had to rise on the 31st 
of October as »democrats.« Wonder upon wonder had just happened. I asked 
myself, »Is all this enough to call this a total turnabout a good thing?«
	 At the beginning of October the leader for forest and land enterprises had 
promised me a trip to Sotchi on the Black Sea, as a special reward for having 
qualified in all sections of activities (filling schedules and plans) at the 
fishing association. It included the plane fares and hotel accommodation 
for 1 week. I had accepted the offer gratefully. Erika’s share of this trip had 
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to be financed by us. On 5 December we boarded a plane in Dresden for our 
4 and a half hour flight to the Black Sea. We stayed in a beautiful, modern, 
furnished room at the huge hotel in Dagomir, in the foothills of the Caucasian 
Mountains. The restaurants, which had been expecting visitors from around 
the world, stood empty. We felt totally isolated from the events back home, 
where everything was apparently collapsing. Information filtered through 
to us very slowly. On a huge blackboard in the dining room we could find key 
elements of news items from the GDR, however, there was nothing at all from 
Germany. We formed part of a group of about 50 people, all of whom had 
been working for many years in land economy. All were co-op or association 
leaders and I was surprised to meet so many friendly and enthusiastic fellow 
citizens expressing such happiness as they read the news that Egon Krenz, 
the new secretary general of the SED (since 18 October), had been dismissed 
by Hans Modrow. They shouted for joy, as though we just had won the lottery, 
even though most of them were still Egon Krenz comrades. In spite of the 
question, »What will happen when all the surprises are over?« I was happy.
	 In the extensive botanical gardens of that exclusive health resort I had 
the chance to chat with one of the ladies who served as an interpreter. She 
pleasantly answered my discrete questions: »Yes, Gorbachev has given his 
officers permission to leave their employment positions if they so wish. 
Much to his disappointment, the young pacifist-orientated officers left the 
Red Army. But no remorseless elderly gents picked up their hats to leave.
	 The interpreter told me that her brother had also left. »The doves flew 
away and the hawks stayed.« This important, enlightening confession of the 
young Russian woman would be a guideline for me, and I leant upon it in 
making future political decisions. 
	 On our return home a meeting for all CDU members was held. It was at 
that meeting that I became acquainted with several fine young Catholic 
men. Among them were Rainer Prachtl, Dr. Paul Krueger and Guenter Jeske. 
These men would all hold positions of importance in our new democratic 
system. 
	 I started to let my opinions be heard via newspaper articles and public 
speaking in diverse places, against the predominant atheism in our 
homeland. I explained to my fellow citizens that faith without reason makes 
fanatics and reason without faith produces machines. I always believed that 
faith and reason produced not only artists of life as long as they followed 
their ideals and remained true to love.
	 In 1954 I bought myself a new Bible. I searched to find a theme to uphold 
and motivate myself, and on the inside of the binding I wrote: »Open thy 
mouth, judge righteously and plead the cause of the poor and needy.« 
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(Proverbs 30: 8) Thus I endeavored, as much as possible, to bring my faith 
into politics. To me politics and religion have always been brothers. For me 
truth is like gold - it does not change. This is reflected in sentences such as 
that by Shakespeare’s Polonius in Hamlet: »… this above all, - to thine own 
self be true, and it must follow, as the night the day, thou canst not then be 
false to any man ...«
	 At the end of January 1990, I accidentally met Pastor Fritz Rabe from the 
Church of St. Michael in front of the hospital in Pfaffenstreet. I told him that 
I intended to do my utmost to help build a sound foundation of democracy 
in our city. He nodded. He had already read some of my newspaper articles, 
which I had written under the title of Faith and Reason. He invited me to 
be the guest speaker at the forthcoming Prayers of Peace at the Church of 
St. John on 12 February. He took the theme from Psalm 97. I looked at him, 
baffled: »What will your church authorities have to say about that? If they see 
a ›Mormon‹ is to speak in the biggest evangelical church in Neubrandenburg 
- a city of nearly 90,000 people?« The thin man shrugged his shoulders: »Oh, 
I thought we had overcome the habit of making outcasts.«
	 The head pastor of the Church of St John, Mr. Martins, was, to say the 
least, somewhat dubious on hearing the news that a Mormon would speak 
in his church. He too had known me for many years. Sometime back in 1980 
we had sat together in his large office, conversing about the doctrine of 
Justification, and, as with most of the talks I undertook with the clerics of 
other churches, we parted as friends. I was most surprised that this pastor 
notified me that he would decline any further appointments. I asked myself, 
»What is he afraid of?« I wanted to speak about the courage and faith of 
a Polish catholic monk. I had admired him, ever since I had first read his 
story.
	 Before I approached the microphone at the pulpit at the Church of St John, 
Pastor Martins came and whispered to me: »Be careful of the acoustics.« I 
found it unusual to have to speak slowly: »There is a man who has set us 
a wonderful example of how strong faith can be. His name is Maximilian 
Kolbe, a Franciscan monk. On the evening of 12 May 1941, the gates of 
the Auschwitz Concentration Camp closed behind him. He took with him 
nothing but his religious beliefs and his love for other people. He was never 
to leave those halls of death. Some weeks after his confinement, one of the 
Polish prisoners succeeded in escaping from that prison camp. His escape 
filled the camp wardens with rage. The SS-Officer in charge was fuming, and 
the punishment set to discourage others from attempting the same venture 
was that every 10th prisoner of the barrack in which Pater Kolbe stayed, 
would be shot. As the commandant, with his deadly order of selecting the 
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men, counted to 10, the lot fell upon Frantisek Wlodarski, a father of 6 
children. When he cried out in dismay, Maximilian Kolbe stepped in front 
of him, took his convict cap off his head and said: »I will take his place.« The 
shocked SS-man accepted his offer, planning to kill this do-gooder in some 
cruel manner. He was tortured for several days until he finally passed away. 
Many times he had to lie on the cold floor. However, he would rise, and not a 
sound of complaint (so often expressed by people under pressure), escaped 
his tongue. If there were a God surely he would intervene to stop all this 
suffering. He knew far more - he knew that only God can cover visible woe 
with invisible joy. The SS-men could not understand such a concept, and 
there are times that we cannot comprehend it either. We are human, and as 
such, have far more disposition to look at things on the surface whilst the 
important things in life are hidden. We may live, but do we choose to do the 
best for ourselves and our neighbors?«
	 As I returned to my seat, Pastor Rabe shook my hand. I believe it was the 
moment our friendship was sealed. Later on I gave him a Book of Mormon. 
Only 2 weeks later we spoke about it. He told me, »I did not find the reading 
disagreeable.« Consequently, he gave me another opportunity to speak at 
the same church, and I won the hearts of several people. However, for him it 
brought a lot of irritation from his pastor friends: »He is a Mormon!« 
	 In many regards, my self-appointed duties - my job of running the 
Association - and taking part in the daily labours on the Lake took all my 
strength. Shortly after the members had voted me to be the new district 
secretary of the CDU I had to make an important decision. It became my duty 
to direct many of our political tasks in Neubrandenburg. Two days before 
Easter Thursday 1990 I received the information that Dr. Alfred Dregger, the 
head of the CDU/CSU lower house of Parliament fraction, wished to speak 
in Neubrandenburg Square. On the same day, whilst in an open roundtable 
meeting, I was made aware that a former high-ranking SED leader had hinted 
that the fanatical left party followers intended to conduct a march through 
our city. He thought it unwise that this rival group should be in the streets 
at the same time. The situation was still too unsettled. More time needed 
to elapse before things could settle down politically. Such circumstances 
did not look favourable. I asked myself seriously if indeed the appearance 
of Dr. Dregger, a right wing supporter, could cause the outbreak of riots in 
my domain. That he would never think that far was perfectly clear to me. Of 
course, his approval in this case was not essential. In my mind I could see 
perhaps 200 or more true blue SED followers meeting up with 50 or more 
youth, marching under the red flags, crying: »Down with the cold warriors!« 
What then? The visions of the potential development of such an encounter 



steps through two dictatorships 

166

caused me much unease. In opposition to the leadership of the ›Konrad-
Adenauer-Haus‹ (which meant the ›leading voice‹ of the CDU in Germany), 
I did not believe that the possibility of a final rebellion by the loyal National 
People’s Army supporters could be dismissed. All soldiers and officers were 
still under an oath of fidelity to the SED Party. There were enough hotheads 
who would not submit to the political changes, nor follow a new flag and 
ideology. Perhaps, against their own better judgment they could lose all 
self-control. All that what was needed was one signal from a red flag.
	 Back then I thought it foolish to exclude the possibility of left-wing 
uprising, especially as it would also be Adolf Hitler’s birthday on the 20th 
of April. It was an event that had most likely been totally overlooked by Dr. 
Dregger’s office staff. In the end I knew I had to follow my conscience. I asked 
Mrs. Zamzow, my agency leader, to contact Dr. Dregger’s office, to inform 
him that due to security reasons his public appearance was not desired in 
our city. However, Mrs. Zamzow could not relate to my concerns. I had to 
confront her with sharpness and then, to spite me she never made that call 
at all. When I found out I called all my advisers, including the Mayor, Peter 
Bolick, and his counselors to an emergency meeting, and informed them 
of the matter at hand. The 20 attendees agreed that, in order to satisfy 
individual wishes, we would not expose the people of our city to such a 
risk. On the 18th of April our final decision was transmitted to Dr. Dregger’s 
headquarters. 
	 The next day Dr. Dregger’s co-workers arrived with the usual propaganda 
posters to be distributed all over town. I looked at them critically and stated 
my opinion. The clever young men looked at me as though I was an arrogant 
idiot. The person in charge shot up from his seat and left the office.
	 On the morning on the 20th of April Dr. Dregger arrived and asked me to 
talk privately with him. I explained my concerns to him, and then walked 
with his secretary and him towards our sports fields to the debate stages. 
He remained well controlled, but I could see his anger. I felt, however, that 
my decision was correct and thus did not waver. Perhaps he thought me to 
be a Red supporter. Let’s face it - there were people who would have told 
him, »No, Gerd Skibbe is not a communist, he is a Mormon«. That must have 
gone down his back like ice-water. It could have been just another reason 
to dislike me; however it would have been undeserved. Even though I could 
not agree with his politics, I did not stand against him. There were no hidden 
reasons except the one made know to him: the market place was simply too 
dangerous for him. I did not wish to humiliate him. 
	 To make matters worse I had to be the bearer of more unpleasant tidings 
for Dr. Dregger. The city clerics had told me to advise him that he was not 
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permitted to erect a cross at Fuenf-Eichen ( five Oaks) Concentration Camp 
near Neubrandenburg, in remembrance of Nazi butchery or communist 
slavery, because it was to be a community day of prayer and commemoration. 
Well, to be truthful, I would also have felt the sting of neglect. For better or 
worse I was able to save Dr. Dregger’s day when I suggested that there be 
a photo in the CDU press, showing us in the gardens of our office building. 
He smiled into the camera, hiding the bitter feelings within. In the end Dr. 
Dregger delivered his great talk in the safety of the town hall, of course to a 
limited audience. 
	 That area was still GDR territory until the 3rd of October 1990. At that 
time representatives of other political parties and I received an invitation to 
appear at the change of the pledge of allegiance of 700 air force officers and 
soldiers at the airport base in Trollenhagen. They stood before us, spick and 
span in their uniforms. Looking at them I remembered my hours with Dr. 
Dregger. What if these soldiers, including the other 10,000 stationed at our 
garrison city of Neubrandenburg, had intervened by waving their red flags to 
remind them of their pledge given to the communists? Surely my fears could 
have been an overreaction, because of an interim government. It was my 
conscience, not sheer logic that demanded caution. It was my feeling that, 
in the end, the responsibility for retaining the peace in our city rested upon 
my shoulders. I wished that all people could agree to the ideals of my party: 
humans are responsible for their own conscience and thus responsible, 
according to their Christian understanding, before God.
	 In public or private discussions, I could never support the hurried efforts 
of German reunification. It was wrong to drown us in so many immediate 
changes - all good things take time. We were never given time to get things 
right. Besides, there was the eagerness of large sections of the public to gain 
extreme financial advantage. The grasp for the almighty West-German Mark 
was made easier by quick political fixes. Looking back at it all, we can now 
recognize that this was only possible for a short time, to lead the drift into 
the huge engine of development. Someone who is shipwrecked has no right 
to make demands, or to dictate the method of rescue. The how and when are 
totally in the hands of the rescuers. 
	 Of course I was happy, and able to buy new kinds of luxuries with this new 
(undeserved!) money. The best thing of all, however, was the fact that from 
then on we were physically and spiritually free. To this day I’m most grateful 
for that gift. 
	 At the beginning of July 1990 I was elected to be chairman of the fishing 
association. It was my goal that the association should prosper and that 
all of the men should retain full employment. At our first board meeting I 



steps through two dictatorships 

168

announced that we would share 15 percent of our savings among ourselves, 
using the remainder to erect a new building. It was necessary to process 
our catches. I wished to install new fish-smoking facilities, plus a new shop 
for the public and a fish restaurant within the complex. That would mean 
that the association would incur a debt of 600,000 Marks. Everyone agreed, 
including Juergen, my rival. This seeming triviality should be the end of our 
20 years of differences. Of course I took it for granted that he would know 
what such a debt entailed. His vote had bound him to our ventures, well at 
least to not taking any steps to prevent them.
	 As it happened, a few days later I found out that an unnamed person, 
by signing certain private arrangements had deprived us of several of our 
fishing lakes. That it was Juergen I could not, and would not believe. He had 
never uttered a single word about his intentions. He had not come to ask if 
it would be alright with the remainder of his friends and colleagues. How 
could it be that he would deliberately cross us that way? Not knowing what 
to do, I ignored it, and of course that was wrong - it was a big, big mistake. 
It was first-degree foolishness that would have tragic results. Four weeks 
passed, and, in spite of the warnings of my friends, I continued to pursue 
the existence and expansion of our association. Who in the world could take 
care of 30 square kilometers of waters alone? We had labored so long, so 
equally together, and it had become my goal to upgrade the association, to 
be productive, to drive it to a brighter future, to set it on a firm foundation, 
to give it a reliable structure, which would involve each and every man 
becoming a co-owner of the business. Was this not the plan, or the United 
Order, as taught by our prophets: to make people equal? Certainly it was 
not easy to realize this ideal, because people are immature - I learned that 
later. 
	 On my desk I found more and more documents informing me of the 
cancellation of our best fishing territories - first the waters of the Kastorfer 
Lake, then the Moellner Lakes and others. I was advised that the self-ruling 
mayors in this new democracy of the different villages were able to give their 
waters to whomever they pleased. Who was our competitor? Until then we 
had been the legitimate users of these waters - we had the certificates and 
contracts! We had spent our money to set brut fishes into these lakes. We 
expected a harvest, and to have enough money to pay our mortgage. Who 
was this person? I picked up the phone to inquire. I felt shocked to the core. 
I drove to Rosenow, to find the office of Mr. K., the boss of the municipality 
association. He was an energetic, bearded 50-year old, sitting behind his 
desk. His glasses sparkled, and so did my anger. I told him of my concerns 
and was dismissed sharply. The decisions of the municipality representatives 
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had fallen in favor of Juergen and I was told that the times for my Stalin-like 
views had elapsed. I gasped like a fish out of water: »Like you, I’m a new 
politician. I will not tolerate such inexcusable accusations.« Yes, there was 
the man who had caused my colleagues to get into trouble following my 
instructions to go to work as usual. I was very upset. I discovered that he 
had sent the police to confiscate our fishing equipment 2 weeks prior. I had 
to write a long protocol at the police station defending our rights. It cost me 
my time and nerves. How astonished the policemen had been, to see a little, 
grey-haired fisherman in Wellington boots, sitting at their typewriter with 
fingers moving in a flurry over the keyboard! I had typed nearly 2 pages in 25 
minutes.
	 Then the words started flying with every sentence as the affronts became 
more substantial. I felt like a dog that had just undergone a hiding, and I 
removed myself from Mr. K.’s presence. Much faster than normal I found 
myself back at the association, where I bumped into one of my friends. »In 
there!« he pointed with his thumb over his shoulder. I guessed right. As I 
kicked open the door to the storage room with one hefty blow, there they sat: 
my rival, Juergen, and my predecessor, Reinhard Luedtke, counseling with 
one another. Reinhard, who was always friendly and helpful on the whole, 
was just about to tell Juergen that he could not really expect to persuade 
me to lend him the money to pay the rent on the lakes he had just taken 
from us. That was it, my collar finally busted. I called the men together, and 
they all appeared without delay and without getting upset. They already 
had an idea where the game was heading. It was my duty to ask Juergen 
for an explanation for taking our fishing grounds. He did not deny the fact 
that he had made plans to start his own business. I made him aware that he 
too had signed his name on our association agreement in regards to a bank 
loan. He shrugged his shoulders. I accused Juergen of foul play, and I even 
threatened him. If he would not undo the damage, we would, without any 
further notice, retrench him from our association. 
	 Juergen would not admit to his deceitful conduct and from then on 
everything took its natural course. Most upset over the whole event, I gave 
him 2 hours to think about it. He would not give in, and thus, except for 2 votes, 
the 18 members expelled him. He rose angrily to his full height, as though 
he wanted to say something, but silently his head bowed as though it had 
dawned on him that his behavior could not simply be swept out of the way.
	 As I left to return to my family, Juergen confronted me in the street, 
stating that we would meet in a court, and that after the court proceedings 
were through, he would win the case. However, it all was beyond my 
understanding.
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	 We were sent away with an order that all fishing on ›his‹ lakes had to 
cease. Our appeal of article 9 Uniform Agreement (Einheitsvertrag) was 
denied by the Judge of Altentreptow. We had no other option than to take 
our case to the higher law courts in Neubrandenburg.
	 Time passed - too much time. All of us began to get very nervous. Was 
this newfound democracy trying to prove its independence from the state? 
Where should we free lease contracts that had never before been deemed 
necessary to cultivate the lakes except in agreements with the state? Several 
times I was told that was not a court problem, but ours. 
	 Juergen had hired an expensive attorney, and out of necessity I did too. 
Ice cold was our encounter in the court waiting hall. It took all my self-
control to shake his hand. For some time we sat silently and separately with 
our attorneys. Then we were called to go in to court. Juergen did not tell the 
truth. The judge had asked him if he had the approval of his co-workers to 
leave our association. He answered: »Yes!« Spontaneously I jumped to my 
feet. »The exact opposite is the case. Mr. Juergen H. has never bothered to 
ask. He even voted to support our association. So how is it that he can just 
turn around and do his best to destroy it?«
	 Mr. Kurschuss, my attorney, pulled me by the sleeve and whispered in my 
ear: »If Juergen H. has lied to the court it will have bad consequences.« He 
told me that whatever happened I must control myself. If my rival had, as he 
had stated, asked our permission and we had refused his petition, he was 
already in trouble. That comforted me a little. 
	 For 6 weeks they kept us in suspense. In the meantime our financial 
situation had become questionable, because our architect had given us a 
bill that was more than expected. The building was going on and the builder 
needed more money. Everything would be a problem. I had reckoned on 
support from the European Union (EG), however the officer in charge had 
told me: »You are too late! Please come back next year.«
	 I answered: »Next year is too late!« But, the positive outcome of the court 
case would be the decisive factor. The bank needed security. We could not 
promise security without catching enough fish. If we had no lakes there 
would be no fish. I knew we needed 100 percent success. 
	 At last the coveted letter arrived, and the final judgment lay on my desk. 
I opened it with some trepidation. »Thank you! Thank you!« No not Juergen, 
but our association had been granted the rights to all our previous fishing 
grounds. Juergen had not only lost this hearing, but he had taken out a 
large sum of money from the European Union (EG) and already spent it on 
equipment.
	 Two days later, late in the evening there was a knock at my door. I opened 
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it. Juergen’s form filled the frame. I looked at him in surprise, as his hand 
reached out to greet me: »I have come to congratulate you on your success.« 
I thought: »What foolishness are you talking about? In your agonizing defeat 
you’ve come to wish me good luck?« The very idea was absurd: »Come in!« 
I said. Erika offered Juergen a place and left. With several heavy breaths he 
sank into one of the large armchairs. I stared at his mouth. How often had he 
envisioned this painful scene in the past 60 hours? A man like Juergen, who 
would never do anything without laying it on the balancing scales, had taken 
the risk of having the door slammed in his face. What was I do or to say? 
	 »Why, Juergen? Why?« I asked. »Did it really all have to be like this?« 
Only a year previously there had been a similar situation. Then too, as a 
loser before all of his co-workers, a man had been dismissed because of his 
overbearing behavior. I had seen his pleading eyes, filled with submission 
and humility and even as they had touched me then, Juergen’s appealed to 
me now. »Yes,« he replied, »it had to be. The feeling of being bound, of not 
being free - I had to at least try to get away from that stranglehold in my 
life. I simply could not go on the way things were. I only wanted a part of the 
grounds.« He regretted that I would take it as a personal offence. Before I 
could find an intelligent suitable reply, he pushed out the words: »Will you 
take me back into the association?«
	 Yes, that was Juergen alright, as he breathed and lived. Once he understood 
that there was no way out he would give in. I knew, and saw it written in his 
eyes how much he hoped that we would overlook his error and give him 
another chance. He loved his labors, surrounded by the beauty of the land 
and seascapes. How he regretted the fact of wanting to ram his thick skull 
through the wall! I felt that in his look of hope, that stubborn male did not feel 
comfortable. He belonged to the kind of people who would not submit, yet 
here he was submitting himself. His words fell gently, as though spoken from 
the lips of a child, lips that in the past had so often showered me with words 
like crude gravel. For years he had been busy building a wall between himself 
and others - stone upon stone until the wall stood solid, high and wide. His 
wall had become insurmountable. For years he had convinced himself and 
taken upon himself that shield and armor which he had laid to be his natural 
defense as a heavy burden that hangs like a millstone around his neck. Because 
of his strong character and his powerful body Juergen had always tried to rule 
over his comrades. Yes, I must be honest; there were times I could not stand 
to be near him. It was never easy to conquer those feelings. However, I was 
not alone. All the other men harbored the same dislikes towards him. Once 
he had victimized an elderly co-worker. Because of a little misunderstanding, 
Juergen had grasped him around the neck and lifted him up.
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	 Juergen was good at his job, yet at times he was an unbearable know it all. 
It would take great persuasion to convince the men to reinstate him. How 
was I to promise them that his behavior would change, that he would be 
more supportive and peaceful towards us all? Let’s face it: the 17 men who 
knew him did not call him ›the iron rock‹ for nothing. 
	 »I know that,« he admitted »but I’m not really as tough as I always make 
out to be,« he insisted. »I only did it to protect my vulnerability. I shall go 
and visit them separately to apologize. I’ll change, you’ll see! My mistake 
and my pains have taught me a valuable lesson.« But I knew him. Just like 
always he would be pigheaded and stubborn … and he would try a hundred 
times until the wall of resistance broke down. Against all logic in the world, 
he always had to believe in the impossible, just to make his life worth living. 
Determined to take upon himself all criticism, he had come to me. Dispelling 
all doubt, he endeavored to pursue a return journey to please his wife, to 
secure the wellbeing of his children. Not one minute following his defeat 
would he have bothered to find another option? He had to try, and thus he 
begged for forgiveness.
	 What was I to do? Even if my heart was not in it wholly, it was my duty 
to help him. How many of our co-workers could be persuaded to allow him 
to come back? As we did everything by common consent, I needed at least 
1 beyond the 50 percent of my co-workers’ voices. That day however never 
arrived for Juergen. After returning home he spoke with his wife for many 
hours, and after relating to her all we had discussed, he lay down to catch a 
few hours sleep. The very next morning he lost his life in a traffic accident on 
one of our highways. How grateful I was that at least I had done everything 
to show him my friendship. I often ask myself how I would have lived, had I 
sent him away as my enemy.
	 Never have I been to a funeral where the organist played a modern pop 
song: When, near Capri, the golden sun sinks into the sea. And never has such 
a song left such a lasting impression on my soul. I recognized the fact that 
many woeful events in life are not only the result of guilt, that much is set by 
coincidence.
	 Many times I was invited to speak to students about History and Philosophy 
and I always said the same: »Be careful with your own conscience!«
	 »Because of sad circumstances and general confusion it is held that no 
party in good standing may make unfounded promises. On the other hand, 
we are duty-bound to find our way through the passages of understanding 
if we wish to succeed. And to be a good example to our young people, we 
should uphold and love this democratic pluralism, which we have desired for 
so long. We must guard against defamation of people who are of a different 
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persuasion. We must show them that this kind of freedom brings happiness 
into our lives; that it is a privilege to use our own minds and views to shape 
our lives, coupled with friendship and intelligence.« This was part of one of 
the speeches I shared with my fellow citizens at our party meetings.
	 As I held the position of district chairman of the CDU on 5 October 1990, 
it was my task to welcome the Chancellor of Germany, Dr. Helmut Kohl. He 
would speak in the market square of Neubrandenburg, and thus I stood 
with a large, beautiful bouquet of flowers in my hand at the foyer of the 
Four Gates-Hotel that afternoon. Whilst waiting, my gaze fell on the daily 
horoscope in the newspaper, which a heavily-built gentleman by my side 
was reading. The message for the day was: »Give your partner a chance.« 
I bit my tongue, as I awaited our very important guest with his legendary 
elephantine memory. He was still circling in his helicopter, looking down 
at the multitude of people waiting for him. Maybe he remembered the day 
when some 5 months earlier this same city had refused hospitality to his 
famous party member, Dr. Alfred Dregger. How angry and disappointed he 
must have been because somebody –this little Mormon Gerd Skibbe had 
dared to stand in his way, and had dared to ruin his plans. A little later I 
stood next to him on the rostrum.
	 A year later I was destined to meet Chancellor Kohl again, this time in 
Frankfurt/Oder. He had come to open the European University. Artists, 
cultural emissaries and politicians were invited to the festivities held at the 
City Congress Hotel. Again I stood, waiting at the entrance, and I was a little 
concerned. I could feel the tension in the air like the rattling of castanets. 
Finally, as Dr. Kohl’s limousine arrived, he had to pass through a corridor of 
angry, shouting people, waving their posters and placards. A large number of 
laborers had fought in vain to retain their jobs. Here they were to give him a 
humbling welcome. Every word on their posters shouted accusations at him. 
In their anger, these unemployed men, who branded Dr. Kohl guilty of their 
personal dilemmas, wished him to know just what they thought of him. I 
saw his huge face before me and was reminded of the many speeches he had 
made so easily in the GDR a month earlier. Had he not promised flowering 
landscapes? I guess, at that time, he had no idea that the economy in the 
GDR had declined to a state of almost total ruin. Like well-aimed stones 
from a slingshot. They threw his own words back at him. Nobody had made it 
known that the politicians of the West had been misled by the manipulation 
of clever men in the GDR, who, by falsifying statistics, had wittingly cheated 
the government for years on end. That was the reason for the downfall of the 
whole East: self-destruction by lies and falsehood.
	 The teachers at schools were of 2 opinions: the official state ideology and 
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their own private views against all this rubbish of class enemies. Yes, there 
are 2 kinds (classes) of people: honest and dishonest, rich and poor, diligent 
and lazy, but every man should be responsible for his own affairs. 
	 In the State of socialism we experienced too much lip service and not 
enough resistance against falsehoods Spencer W. Kimball a Mormon 
prophet, was right when he said: »›Everybody’s doing it‹, is often given as an 
excuse. No society can be healthy without honesty, trust and self-restraint.« 
Ensign November 1976
	 Without foundation, many accused Helmut Kohl of breaking his word. 
They had little interest in the true circumstances. I repeat that in November 
1989, Helmut Kohl had no idea of the rotten realities in the GDR. The latter 
had too many big plans and no hope of fulfilling them. They needed far too 
much money for Stasi and Army equipment. Party interests always came 
first and too little was left for progress and development. Helmut Kohl 
was not guilty of the GDR dilemma. However, those unemployed citizens 
thought it a crime. They had absolutely no idea what large sums of money 
the West had to invest in order to place the territory of East Germany back 
on its feet again. How can anyone build a paradise when there are imperfect 
humans on all levels? Moreover, how could such an Endeavour work on the 
basis of an economy that was unable to hold its own in the industries of a 
modern world? 
	 Only a year earlier, the GDR leaders had held the view that somewhere 
in the future there would be an outbreak of another war that would take 
with it the results of their misuse, the abuse of decades and their attempts 
to hide their misguided economy. They also underestimated free research 
in every direction. Often I had reasons to believe this, especially when 
the question arose: Why was everything in our country so neglected, for 
example, cities like Leipzig? Of course, I realize that people who had painful 
personal experiences because of the changes of the political events held 
different views. Still, I feel free to harbor my own feeling towards Helmut 
Kohl. In spite of his failings and broken promises I did not dislike him. No 
amount of money could persuade me to carry the load that he had on his 
shoulders, nor do I know anyone who would have been able to accomplish 
more than he did under such trying circumstances. No, with all due respect 
for this man, not a Helmut Schmidt nor a Herbert Wehner (if they had still 
been alive) could have been a more successful wizard. Not only the magic 
box, but also the economy has its own laws. 
	 After Chancellor Kohl had literally escaped being attacked, a little later 
he appeared on the rostrum in the hotel congress hall. One hour later a 
messenger informed him that his son had been seriously wounded in an 
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accident. I watched him as he removed his glasses, leaning forward He 
bore both personal and political pain whilst around him the world kept 
on boiling. Next to him sat the head of Austrian TV, Mr. Bachler, who was 
responsible for moderation. To his side the Russian satirist, Popow and the 
well-known German lyric poetess, Ulla Hahn, and the Polish senator, Andre 
Szczypiorski.
	 I admired the words of the poem written by ex-communist, Ulla Hahn, 
entitled Loyalty, and looked forward to her address. She began by saying: 
»We need borders.« This was a thought I had often reviewed. She spoke 
freely and shared her feelings and thoughts of what happened when the 
boundaries of courtesy and political morals are disregarded. She held us in 
her spell, and my sympathy began to rise above the permitted boundaries. 
Not only was she clever, she had the most pleasant effect upon me.
	 Suddenly Andre Szczypiorski rose to his feet, looked at the 300 attendees 
and started to speak, turning his imposing head to one side to address not 
only the public, but also the speakers sitting on the stage. He shared a most 
important insight with all present: »Ladies and Gentlemen, the bandits are 
not among us.« Pausing for some time he then continued: »They are in us!« 
All faces were directed at him, even Helmut Kohl’s. Nobody raised a voice 
of protest. As far as I could tell his remark had definitely been spoken for 
me and I felt ashamed. For it was as though he had read my thoughts whilst 
on my journey to this event. Wasn’t this the 31st of October also the 474th 
anniversary of Luther’s Reformation? It was precisely the first sentence of 
the 95 Thesis that had been fastened to the dome at Wittenberg: »Thus our 
Lord and Master Jesus Christ says ›to repent.‹ He meant that our lives should 
be in a permanent state of repentance.« In this lies the key to success. We 
must constantly improve ourselves. For this is our duty now and in eternity: 
our own self-perfection. Love your enemies, do not covet, be honest and 
fair to yourself and others, be merciful and forgiving toward others. It was 
this intense idea of repentance that I had harbored in my mind during my 
morning drive to Frankfurt. It was evidently clear that as humans we may well 
solve every technical problem ever to challenge us, but it could be that this 
technology created by us, unless watched carefully, may be the end of us all. 
It was clear that we needed to do more, besides inventing new techniques. I 
even knew the names and characteristics of my personal bandits which tried 
their utmost to hinder me from improving myself: pride with her crooked 
tempting smile, quick-footed brother flippancy, cranky old lady ingratitude, 
and the rest of her nasty brood. 
	 Startled, I had given myself to repentance, by putting my thoughts of just 
minutes before in reverse. Whilst the appreciated Szczypiorski still spoke, 
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I recalled all my previous thoughts. On my trip there, whilst listening to 
music, which was transmitted from an evangelical Church in Thueringen, I 
had gratefully remembered the many pictures of Martin Luther’s life. As a 
member of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints I had grown up 
listening to and knowing that Luther’s ideas of repentance were based on 
the words taken from an original text which meant: inner reverse (metanoia). 
I saw Luther as he appeared in the film, then a poor Augustine monk in a 
procession of the Wittenberger festival of Corpus Christi, shaking, following 
the monstrance, believing that on the inside, the literal body of Christ was 
present, visible as host. The real existence of this miracle and the gruesome 
Christ frightened him. He expected such cruel punishments - how severe 
would they be in heaven? Jerome’s unclear translation of the Greek word 
metanoia into Latin is Poenitentia, which means punishment. 
	 What a difference there is in meaning between inner reverse and 
punishment! It’s an excessive difference. But thus it has been for 
hundreds of years, a typical catholic view with all its horrible results and 
misunderstandings: flagellations, whips, monastic life and celibacy. It is only 
a new word - one word - but its impact has been of immeasurable explosive 
force, almost as bad as the expression class enemy instead of owner.
	 As a 14-year-old boy in Magdeburg, Luther had witnessed such a 
›repentance‹ (punishment) judgment of the nobleman, von Anhalt (the 
brother of the cathedral provost), barefoot and bent over, as he walked next 
to a grey donkey, his companion along the main street. Von Anhalt carried 
a heavy bag whilst the donkey carried no weight at all. The priests had that 
nobleman so brainwashed, that he would do all the work in the monastery. 
More than any other monk, he fasted, did not sleep, flagellated to the extent 
that he looked like a walking skeleton. He was skin and bones, ready for 
death - and thus he died.
	 In the time of Luther, the experience of hunger, freezing, praying without 
interruption, and self-torment were the expression of the highest religious 
exertion. These were the favored, acceptable deeds meant to please God. 
Luther’s study of the Holy Scriptures made him aware that Christ did not 
teach such justification before God. He considered the law of his order and 
the teachings rebelled against such deeds and said: »I have the right to ask: 
if ever a monk could enter heaven because of his sufferings, then I’m sure I 
would. All who know me will be my witnesses. I almost lost my life by fasting, 
prayers, suffering cold, reading, and lack of sleep.«
	 Later on he would say and sing: »All your good works avail you nothing.« 
Of course, from such works neither God nor others gain anything at all. 
Emanuel Kant knew better than many theologians: »No one can please God 
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more than he who will keep God’s commandments.«
	 Thus I drove myself to Frankfurt with good thoughts. After I had listened 
to the sermon over the radio I asked myself, »Why is it that we, as humans, 
still suffer from the ability to fall from one extreme into another?« The things 
Luther originally said were easy and clear to everyone, until he overrode his 
own logic and taught that the visible deeds of men do not guarantee the 
saving power of God. Now what did they make of that statement? As recorded 
in the Magdeburger history, the Lutheran, Mathias Flacius, said: »Good 
works are harmful for your salvation.« Now honestly I ask myself: »Whatever 
was he thinking about?« By the better things within us we are encouraged 
to thoroughly seek for uplifting words, to replace every dark and sinister 
ideology. What good are formulae if they do not help us to be happy? If truth 
is not happiness then it does not deserve a good word. And to be sure there 
can be no happiness without being good. We can say it even more clearly than 
that, however, the knowledge of it comes mainly after we have had some sad, 
soul searching experiences, when many times it is almost too late.
	 Whilst the words of Andre Szczypiorski resounded in the hall, the 
awareness came more strongly than ever before: the first duty of man is 
always to be motivated to constantly improve himself. More light and love 
do not enter this world accidentally. Only when we are ready to recognize 
our own shortcomings comes the self-awareness that such as we are today, 
we must not remain. This then becomes the turning point and we step onto 
new, untried territory. Social orders may carry any name they choose - a 
name alone will never render them of value. If there is within them no power 
to develop our better selves, they will, as countless orders have done in the 
past and will in the future, be swept off the earth like chaff before the wind.
	 As stated by Pastor Ernst Ferdinand Klein, in the year of my birth: »Religions 
that cannot give moral strength for self-conquest and determination have 
no foundation.« Through such a statement he endorsed the teachings of The 
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. 
	 During the interval I presented myself to Andre Szczypiorski, the man 
with the huge head, sitting comfortably in a soft armchair in the foyer. He 
saw my hand, which I offered in gratitude for his earnest words. He looked at 
me with a friendly nod and a smile as I confessed to him that I knew without 
any doubt that neither old age nor knowledge spared us from foolishness. 
	 In 1990, one year after the wall had been broken down, after the 
reunification of Germany; I was transferred from the High Council of Leipzig 
to Berlin Stake and was responsible for Tiergarten Ward. The following 
summer, Dean, one of my friends in the High Council who was responsible 
for the large congregation of American saints and their families, invited me 
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to come to Dahlem, this time, however, to be a guest speaker. 
	 Dean was an airbus flight captain and a learned historian. As I arrived 
on the appointed Sunday afternoon, a young man standing at the chapel 
entrance placed a program of the day’s proceedings into my hand. I opened it 
and saw something that is not too often the norm: there was only one single 
speaker listed: me! I remembered the concerns of some 40 years earlier in 
that chapel, as I went there with a contrite spirit, filled with doubts, unhappy 
because of my inner condition following the communist world festival for 
youth. I remembered how all of my fears had been dispelled by a wonderful 
assurance that I was safe within those chapel walls. As the snows of winter 
flee before the rays of the spring sun, so had all my sorrows. 



179

steps through two dictatorships 

epilogue

In 1995 dark clouds promised hail. August would prove to be the beginning 
of destruction for our missionary program in Mecklenburg-Vorpommern. 
Their right to live within the state would be rejected by the civil registration 
board. At that time I served in Berlin as high council member responsible for 
the groups of Schwedt and Prenzlau, which were both within the boundaries 
of Brandenburg, another federal state. As I heard about this problem, I tried 
to find out the reasons for such an embargo. Wherever I could I discussed this 
matter with my friends. Among these people was Carlo Hoffmann, a pietist, who 
did not approve of the Mormons at all. He was responsible for data protection 
and, as such, was one of the first to receive government information.
	 One day he asked me to visit him, at his office situated at the Guildhall. 
When I entered, Carlo excused himself - he had an urgent errand to fulfill. 
On his desk lay an open letter from the interior ministry. Carlo had placed it 
there for me. He left with a little smile. Whilst he was absent I read Circular 
no. 18. In it the mayors from Stralsund, Greifswald, Rostock, Schwerin and 
Neubrandenburg were informed to deny the Alien Registration Card (which 
permitted all rights of living and work activities) to voluntary missionaries of 
all churches. But, in reality it means ›the Mormons‹, us. It hit like a hammer 
on a nail. A while later I drove to my friend, Burkhard Raeuber, a faithful 
catholic, who had been my successor as CDU leader and was then elected 
as vice mayor of Neubrandenburg. As such, he was in contact with many of 
the high-ranking politicians. I complained bitterly to him: »Burkhard, except 
for the communists, no government in Europe, not even Adolf Hitler, has 
thought it necessary to ban our Elders from the country. Do you believe in 
this kind of democracy?« I was angry because I knew that the instigators of 
this decree were people who belonged to the new democratic movement. 
»I shall resign my duties as a city councilor with a personal explanation!« I 
gasped. Burkhard looked seriously at me. He knew that I had made it one of 
my priorities to have friends in all parties, as I longed for everyone to gain an 
inside view of what our newfound democracy should be aiming for. 
	 For the past 5 years the newspaper reporters had published 2 or 3 
statements per week that I had made at council meetings. With concern in 
his voice, Burkhard answered: »No, Gerd! Don’t shoot down the sparrows 
with a canon!« He tried to calm my distorted feelings with the following 
assurance: »I will call the Minister of the Interior.«
	 In passing I received an invitation to go to Schwerin, the capital of 
Mecklenburg-Vorpommern. I reported this to the area presidency Elder 
Dieter Uchtdorf who inquired, »Shall I come to support you?«
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	 »Yes, please!« I replied, knowing that he would have to travel on the 
highway to Schwerin and back 12 hours.
	 »I would be pleased to do so,« he answered. So it was said, and so it was 
done.
	 On the morning of our appointment with the civil servants, I was not well 
- I had a heavy cold. In spite of it the 2 hours’ drive to Schwerin passed with a 
positive mood. On our arrival the first instruction given me by Elder Uchtdorf 
was: »Dear brother, stay in your political vocation, do not resign from it.«
	 As we entered the prestigious building, 2 most friendly undersecretaries 
received us. President Uchtdorf was given an opportunity to explain our 
concerns. For about 30 minutes he spoke under inspiration: »The worldwide 
mission of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints is to persuade all 
people to live together as friends and brothers, and to develop character 
and tolerance in each person.« Impressed, the 2 men listened to President 
Uchtdorf’s message. One of them turned towards me: »Mr. Skibbe,« he said, 
»we have been ordered to inform you that your petition has been granted, 
that the statements contained in Circular no. 18 have been withdrawn.«
	 Outside the building, Elder Uchtdorf took hold of my hand. »Together 
we have succeeded in the Church gaining more acknowledgement. The 
missionaries will now be able to continue in Mecklenburg and thus our 
Church can look forward to greater growth and acceptance among the 
people in your homeland.«
	 In the year of 1996, my Grandson Henning and I journeyed to Spain 
to investigate the History of the Moorish People. Their occupation and 
dispersion in 1609 as it was the Theme of one of my books by the title of ›The 
Sons of Allah‹.
	 The years between 1995 and 2001 were devoted to my ailing wife Erika, it 
was throughout that time that I returned to my love of the written word.
	 To further his prospects in business, my first born son Hartmut and his 
family immigrated to Australia in the year of 1999. One year later my Wife 
and I travelled to visit them. 
	 Whilst in Australia Erika’s health deteriorated to the extent that we had 
to return to Germany. With the care of her local Physician and Morphine 
she endured the following 10 months. On the 26th of November 2001 in the 
company of all her family she passed on to a better place.
	 Her death left me devastated and in debt. Once more I entertained the 
longing to visit the historical places of the church
	  Early in the year of 2002, registering Erika’s death somewhat too late I 
was informed that my Pension would be minimized. Oh well! I thought to 
myself there goes my journey to America.
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	 Shortly thereafter I received a well filled envelope from the Government. 
In dismay I let it fall to the floor and laid down to have my afternoon nap. On 
awakening I took the courage to read the bad news, to my astonishment the 
office advised me that Erica’s Pension had been miscalculated and thus they 
would forward a sum of 7000 Euro to rectify the oversight. I gasped like a fish 
out of water. A week later I received another Letter informing me that my 
Pension had also been miscalculated and therefore I received another 3500 
Euros in back payments. But to make the miracle complete a little later they 
send 1000 Euro more, telling me that these were the interests owing to me. 
Now who insists that there are no miracles in these our days?
	 Someone is surely looking after me. And someone wants me to see all the 
places I have always been dreaming of.
	 So I paid of the debts incurred by the funeral, placed half of all I had in 
the Boys mission savings accounts. I organized my trip to be present at the 
Nauvoo Temple dedication on the 27th of June. Made my reports to the Area 
Presidency. Spread my wings and flew away to see all the places I had been 
dreaming of throughout my life.
	 In the later month my son Hartmut invited me to visit his family in 
Australia. In December of 2001 through my daughter in law Sylvia I met 
Ingrid. Some 20 month later, on the 30th of July 2004 she became my new 
companion.

Gerd and Ingrid Skibbe
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	 After our marriage we travelled to Germany to aid the missionary efforts 
in my hometown of Neubrandenburg. President Erich Kopischke now a 
member of the First Quorum of the Seventies set us apart. Little did he or 
we know that at that stage of our earthly journey both Ingrid and I were both 
ready for serious Cancer Operations. 
	 Still the words fell »You shall fulfil this mission in the best of health.« 
And so it was, for only days after our surgeries we were both performing 
our duties as missionaries in the Lords Vineyard. With the approval of our 
Mission President we took time to visit the Autumn General Conference in 
Salt Lake City in 2005. 
	 We had a wonderful stay, enjoying the Conference Sessions, The Organ 
Recitals, the Visitors Centre, our Friends, and the beautiful gardens on 
Temple Square.
	 Little did we mind the people shouting abuse against our beloved Church, 
Ingrid just shrug her shoulders with the comment they shout much because 
they know little. And that is the plain truth of it. 

	 Many of our enemies simply do not know that we are merely following 
the admonition of our saviour Jesus Christ who stated: »He that has my 
Commandments, and keepeth them, he it is that loveth me.« John 14: 21. 
It brought back memories of my visit in 2002 when this very Scripture was 
the basis of a discussion with a Preacher from the Born Again Faith. It was 
the time of my grieving for Erika. He tried his at most to explain to me why 
his Church was against the teachings of Latter Day Saints. It is wrong to 
believe that humans can become like God. However I could tell him that this 
teaching was among the basic beliefs of early Christianity till the Year 450 
A.D. That the teachings of the early Church had been restored by a modern 
Prophet by the name of Joseph Smith. That nothing at all is new, the opposite 
is the case. It is all very old, including our Temple rites. After conversing with 

Near Temple Square, Salt Lake City
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him for one and a half hours this tall, good looking Preacher explained to 
me that our teachings of Salvation are misleading, oh yes and so does Dr. 
Mohler. I opened his Bible and showed him John 21: 14. Why have you not 
underlined this passage I asked him? Here Jesus gives us the principle of 
Salvation. No! Not Joseph Smith, not the Pope, not a Priest, nor a Bishop or 
even a Born Again, the Saviour Himself, surely you trust in his words. And 
I know that the People belonging to my Church earnestly try to follow the 
teachings of Jesus Christ, and that Joseph was a tool in his hands to make the 
world a better place. All this was followed by silence. »I have never spoken 
with a Mormon in that manner« and he added: »God bless youv, to which I 
answered, »should not all men be friends rather than enemies?« Could all 
the Nations of the Earth be so blessed, so happy. 
 	 On our return to Germany we extended our mission by three months 
making up for lost time. I thought much on all the falsehoods being published 
about our Church, so severe were the attacks on our church as to render new 
Members in their infant state totally confused.
	 Once back in Australia I decided to write a Booklet revealing some of the 
Historical facts under the Title of »Constantine or Jesus.« With it we returned 
to Germany, had it printed and held more Firesides.
	 Back here in Australia again, I am working on a new version of the effects 
of the great Apostasy, using many of the works by Professors of Theology 
from Books published since the year 2000. It will be published under the 
name of »Streifzüge durch die Kirchengeschichte«.
	 I am reminiscing on the events of my life. Wishing to return to my 
homeland just once more, to share the findings of my latest studies. I know 
that the teachings of The Book of Mormon are true and delicious to my Soul. 
That we are the literal Spirit Children of a loving Heavenly Father.
	 How blessed I am to have found all that I have been looking for.
	 It is the effort we invest in the search that brings the sweetest rewards 
for success. To find peace and happiness we need to heed the words of the 
Prophets of God.
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