
Klara and Johannes
By Deacon Al Hogrebe

During World War II, in the 1940s, there was a certain couple living in 
Germany.  Their names were Klara and Johannes or Clara and John in 
English.  They had four sons, three of whom were serving in the German 
Armed Forces. The oldest was in the Luftwaffe (Airforce), the second was 
in the Army serving in a Tank Battalion, the third son was in the Army in 
basic training, and the youngest was still in school.  Klara was a housewife.  
She kept the home fires burning and she prayed for her family and the end 
of the war.  

They were practicing Catholics.  They were practicing Christians.  Johannes 
was a Master Carpenter by trade and had the position of Facilities Director 
in a big Wool Processing Factory.  His responsibilities were the 
maintenance of all the buildings belonging to the factory.  He had a crew of 
about 25-30 persons of various trades.

It is widely known that Germany had a lot of forced labor working in its 
factories, especially during the latter part of the war. They were not people 
from Concentration Camps.  They were foreigners taken forcibly from their 
home countries to Germany to augment the labor force in German factories 
-- to help with the war effort.  During the day they worked very hard in 
those factories and at night they were housed in barracks.  They had limited 
freedom of movement and had to carry I.D. cards.  Also, they had to wear 
patches on their clothing, identifying them as foreigners, like Poles, 
Russians, French, and so on.  Their food was very inadequate and they had 
to go hungry very often.

Johannes, because of his position in the factory, had to oversee a group of 
these forced laborers.  Through his daily contact with them he became very 
much aware of the terrible conditions these people had to endure, and it 
bothered him to no end.

Now, because of his position in the factory, Johannes had the right to 
request two or three of these laborers to help him work his vegetable 
garden, once a week, after hours.  (The Nazi government looked at it as 
though it were helping the war effort.  Johannes looked at it differently.)  
He was not allowed to pay them for their work under penalty of the law.  
Paying them would have been considered treason.  



They would work with him and his youngest son for a while and then all of 
them would sit down for the evening meal.  Many times one could watch 
these fellows inhale their food.  Johannes’s wife, Klara, would at times 
leave the table, because she started to cry when she saw this.  When the 
workers left at night to go back to their barracks, Johannes and Klara used 
to stuff their pockets with bread, potatoes and other vegetables.  At times 
they gave them pieces of clothing, especially during the Winter Months.  
Johannes and Klara did this for quite a while, until the end of the war.

On April 20, 1945 the British army occupied the town they lived in.  When 
the British Commander saw the conditions that the forced laborers had to 
live under, he got so enraged that he gave all foreign laborers the right to 
plunder for 24 hours.  This meant they could walk into any German house 
and take what they wanted without fear of being prosecuted for it.  One can 
imagine that the German people were very much afraid.  

On the next day, April 21, 1945, early in the morning, there was loud 
knocking on Johannes and Klara’s front door.  When Johannes went to open 
it, there stood three Polish laborers with ax handles in their hands.  They 
were the same people who had been helped by Johannes and Klara so many 
times.  Johannes and his family almost panicked, but the laborers explained 
in their broken German that they were there to protect them from harm, 
which they did.  These former laborers stood in front of Johannes and 
Klara’s front door all day until the rampage was over, and their house was 
not touched.  Houses on both sides of their home were wrecked during that 
day.

Johannes and Klara were paid back that day for their kindness by the very 
people they had helped.  One likes to believe that they had built up some 
credit with our Heavenly Father; and when their time came to go home to 
the Father, I am positive that all kinds of doors opened up for them in 
heaven.

P.S.  By the way, Johannes and Klara were my parents.  I was the youngest 
of the four boys.  
A. G. W. T.    (And God Was There.)
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