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ESCAPE FROM THE NAZIS

Statement by pastor Georg Moeller at Press Conference,

Ministry of Information, Monday, March 1, 1943.

I had my first experience of the brutality of the Nazi regime in January, 1941.

In the school corridor I met the chief of the Skien Hird, the quisling storm-

troopers. At once I got the feeling of having a hand at my throat. He had recently
lost his job as a chemist, for having supplied alcohol without permission, and he was

known to be a sinister kind of man. Wherever he was, something had to be wrong.

Afterwards, I learned that he and his comrades had dragged four boys out of a

classroom.while a lessen was going on. They were driven to the “Brown House”, the

Hird headquarters in Skien. Three were released after some oral strafing. The

fourth was stripped of his clothes and whipped* Afterwards, the Hird chief's

henchmen told the boy that he had behaved bravely, and if he liked, could be a worthy
member of the Hird, Then they offered him ca

kes and lemonade. He declined to

accept their advances, but was released. He was in bed for eight days, and sometimes

afterwards I met this 14-year-old hero. He was then all right physically. But his

face was in some way altered. He had not got back his normal aspect of life. You

can guess my feelings about the matter.

The school board did everything possible to get the gangsters legally prosecuted.
I told the public how I felt about this Nasi outrage, and we had mass meetings of

parents. We got a half promise that, such things should not happen again, but the

Hird chief still walked the streets freely, So did I, funnily enough.

That Spring, I learned that the quislings end their German masters lacked morale.

They were without the Christian morale, of course, but they also lacked any morale of

their own. If they did not punish the Hird chief, they should have punished me for.

daring tooppose the "New Order". But they had not the courage. And thus they proved
to be cowardly bullies, brutal against those whom they presumed were weaker than

themselves, and at the same time lacking the courage to prosecute to the end their

own beliefs.

But at last they thought things had gene far enough, although not until after I

had given the address which is summed up in the handout, which you have.

There was a small group in Skien who thought it was in accordance with Christian

teaching to give the German s a free hand. They believed in non-violence, like Gandhi.

They would not oppose any brute force, even at the cost of sacrificing schoolboys to

the sadists. They felt that their promise of eternal life was at stake if they did not

let the Germans have their way, The quotation from the Epistle to the Romans was

therefore the backbone of my address, I had to tell these people that their fear for

their.personal salvation did not matter, any more than his eternal beatitude mattered

to St. Paul.

I was examined twice by the Gestapo. The hint about Israel was the first thing

they picked on, I was actually asked whether I should allow my daughter to marry a

"dirty eastern-European Jew", In my reply that my daughter's marriage was a matter for

her, the examiner made, further remarks about "dirtiness", so I promised to ask her to

be careful about the hygiene. Then he came to a standstill.

Later, he tried, to extract from me a confession that I had agitated for world

domination by the Jews, when act ally I had been speaking about the Kingdom of God.

But after twenty minutes he was brought to a further standstill, by the violent

laughter from his own girl stenographer.

Then he snarled: "You are very clever, to speak about history and mean the present
times," He made a gesture towards a portrait of Hitler, adding "You have no right
to have a conscience on racial matters."

It was clear at whom I had hinted in the expression "great powers", but he could

not make me admit to having given a polical address. At last we agreed upon the

statement that I had made an "ethical valuation of politics". Then he declared: "Such

a valuation is against the declaration of Terboven en the 25th September, 1940."
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I was kept in the German prison for twelve weeks, and throughout that tine, I

thought that my stay was well balanced by this concession from his side.

I was told that I would have to stay in prison until the end of the war. Thus

the Germans opened a nerve war against me. They persevered in this, both against me

and the other prisoners. Cur treatment depended entirely on the humours of the

German guards. The electric light would go out in the evening, while the jailors
stood laughing outside the cell* After about five minutes, by which time the

prisoners believed that they were sentenced to the "black cell", the light would come

on again.

I saw an old hunchbacked man being pushed down steep stairs, I saw a jailor

suddenly leap to his feet and deal a heavy blow to another elderly man in a column

of prisoners, while the other guards stood round, laughing heartily, I saw a victim

of actual torture
~,,,

After my release from prison, I went back to my work at Skien, Presently,

Rydland, a quisling pastor, arrived. He had been expelled from his duties as secretory
of a low church organisation in the Skien district before the 9th April, 1940, and he

had violently fought us pastors of the established Norwegian church. In the summer of

1942 he was illegally ordained a chaplain, resident in Skien, The texts from Holy

Scripture upon which the sermons are based are compulsory, and on the day he was

installed, the text was Matthew, chapter 7, verses beginning: "Beware of false

prophets ..." The Nazi "bishop" Zwilgmeyer was solely responsible for choosing just
that Sunday for the ceremony. None of the three regular Skien pastors was present, of

course.

Every Sunday, Rydland could only muster up a congregation of about 25, and later,
just before I left Sweden, I was told by a fugitive from Skien, who escaped to Stockholm

in January, that on the first Sunday in December Rydland conducted two confirmations.

The regular chaplain-resident, driven from his duty, confirmed 45! And as a matter

of fact, Rydland’s service on that Sunday took place in a little, remote suburban chapel.

On the 2nd June, 1942, the Nazis in Skien arrested about 50 people. Some of them

were sent to the North for a time. One of them was suffering from a disease, but the

German physicians would not recognise that he was ill, and he died. Well, the police
of Skien did not ask any of us old-timers to inform his relatives, but Rydland had to go,

The wife was out when he arrived, so Rydland handed the cable bearing the news to a

little boy of ten, and left without a word of consolation. Late in the evening I

heard the story and hurried to the home. You can imagine the state of mind in which

I found the poor widow.

Another Nazi pastor, Rabben, formerly a cashier of a missionary society, who had

stolen 10,000 Norwegians crowns, was appointed curate at a certain place. He had

nothing to do
s

but he was most aggressive. If a person in his parish died, he applied

to the police for help to prevent the real clergyman from conducting the funeral service.

Once he rushed into the cemetery during the solemn ceremony, crying: "This body is

mine, this body is mine!"

I think it is no wonder that our Church resists a movement that uses such ill-

equipped servants; We do so because we are honest people, find we go about our

duties normally. But for the first time in our church history, the pastors run a risk

in attending their flock.

We have learned that by doing this we have met a deep need in a people which before

the war was just as casual about Christianity as any other western democracy.

We are not a clique struggling for our own petty ends. We stand amidst a people
joined in the world crusade against Nazism, An old Christian woman had a daughter and

son-in-law who turned Nazi. Once she had a violent discussion with them about the

education of her seven-year-old grandson. The parents wanted him to join the Youth

section of the stormtroopers, but she was against this. Suddenly the little boy said:

"Don’t worry, Grandma.’ I am no quisling. And this stuff won’t last long, you see,"

Such replies are the best possible reward that teachers and pastors could receive

for their toil.
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