










18.08.37

Dear Mother,

Although it seems so long since I last wrote to you, I do not have too bad a conscience. Because “little mouse” (Mäuschen) has told me several times that either she is with you or that you visit her in Basel, so that she can tell you what I am doing here.

Everything is in order as far as the wedding is concerned.  I have discussed it with the two Swiss, and will leave after the ?? time, as then is always a busy time. I will not take the plane, as the time that I lose I can catch up at the end of my contract. I prefer that as the boat is much cheaper, and my contract would run out again in November so I would have come again on holiday in winter. So things will go on fairly comfortably. I am not yet quite sure about the ???? for the wedding. If necessary, I will be able to pay the return journey myself, as well as paying for a wedding ??? but what about “little mouse’s” journey? Is that my responsibility? And the wedding in Basle? I have absolutely no idea about such things, and I would very much appreciate it if you could give me some advice about this. Should I maybe contact Mrs Ga??? and ask her, or what should I do?
Old (man) Schmid has at last gone and we all breathe a sigh of relief. He put his nose in all over the place and was sure that he knew much more about coffee plantations than we did. On one occasion there was even a rather nasty altercation between the old boy and the assistants. Afterwards, the atmosphere was pretty bad. But now times seem to be changing for the better for us. Tomorrow I leave for ???? with F.A.F. That is a coffee research station near the Kilimanjaro. We will overnight in Masangu and continue on our way on Tuesday to Am???, where there is an even larger research station between Lushoto and Tanga. We plan on spending a few days there, and will return home on Sunday.
Kind regards to Rüppi and many thanks for the ???

Your Dieter




29th sept 1937

Dear Mama,

It’s been a long time since you heard from me but you have the “little one” with you who certainly tells you what I’m up to and how I am.

It’s very kind of you thinking about me and our future home and sending me sketches of furniture and horticultural issues. Both of them are very useful and even though I won’t copy anything these issues always give you some suggestions.

I can’t give you any interesting news about me. All that happens around me are just plantation facts and they take all my attention. Sometimes I get depressions because of that. Nothing but coffee, hunting, family troubles and no mental stimulation. It’s true that this land is spoiling people from Europe. How many things I used to have in my head at the time in Schiers and how many things we used to brood over. For us there aren’t any problems left. Only facts and sometimes a thought about these. You vegetate without any distraction and mostly without any joy. Work, yes, it fills a part of your day, but the rest? Sometimes, during a good rest of the days, we tell stories about the past, but it happens rarely. If ever we should end up that way, “Mäuschen” and I, that would be horrible. But if I worry about that, it’s just because I can’t imagine being married, and all I can do is hope for a better and nicer future.

What kind of person is the “little one”? She’s not a real person yet, she’s more like a child, as I was in Schiers, full of expectations in life which is just up to start. And still waiting with bated breath and anticipation for this new country. Who could tell me what kind of person will grow from this child and if she will be able to appreciate the little beauties and the small parts of joy in this life.

Ruppi was going to tell me all the qualities of “Mäuschen” he had discovered, but I’m still waiting and you know the child in her and probably not the growing person. But she is a nice child and a child with woman’s feelings, and everything is going to be fine, isn’t it?

Last Sunday; I shot a buffalo for the house, there was a big wild hunt, although I told the opposite to the  “little one”, not to make her worry. I just can’t stay home all the time sitting around and brooding, getting really lazy.T his only joy you can’t begrudge me.

If you want to make me really happy, you and Mama Gasser, then please collect all the books from all around, also really heavy classical stuff, and send them all to me for Christmas. It’s getting much harder now than before. The first 3 years, there was Ingrid and the family von Kaldereuth who were taking care of me. Now, I’m all alone in this respect. And I have to keep going on during all these lonesome hours. The other bachelors are also human persons, but they feel like I do, we know each other perfectly and we can’t offer a lot to each other.

Cuttat (?) is suffering from a tropical tantrum and he’s getting more unbearable day by day. My health is 1A, all the European flab has gone, and you would be horrified at how thin I am. But I feel much better this way.

Bye now and say hello to Ruppi

Your Dieter




Burka the 17th of November 1937

Dear Mama

I send you a quick thank you for the two books, the many pictorials and the newspaper ‘Weltwoche’. It’s incredibly nice of you to have sent it to me.

The day after tomorrow I’ll go to safari for vacation. I can’t remember whether I told you or not that I’ve got 16 days off and that I intend to do a bigger fun-trip through the buffalo areas in the north of the Lake Manyara. It will be very different for one time to do a safari trip only taking a sleeping bag and two pans with me! But I’m very sure it’ll be just fabulous. After that safari I intend to spend some days in Kiru, afterwards a very hard time will begin for me. Cutting and spraying. On the 6th of December I’ll be back home and you’ll get a proper report and of course pictures from the jungle.

In Burka all o.k. we’re just a bit worried about the coffee prices, they fell from 44£ to 34£ and it seems not to be the end yet. Also sisal fell from 28£ to21£ and cotton similar. It is depression all over, furthermore the indigene salaries are extremely high.

You work and work and just can’t do anything against the trade earning the profit. At the moment there is nothing out here to get profit out of it. Did Ellen get the baby yet and is it a son or a daughter? Please tell me.

……..

with Ellens help I got closer to him so I can avoid bad disagreements. They are mostly caused by misunderstandings anyway.

Three weeks ago, we intended to climb the Meru together and we almost could go but then in the end he couldn’t and we postponed our trip to this month. Such a tour brings people closer to each other, especially on a tour where you are just YOU in a primeval forest area!

Today he told me in a very nice way that he already tried to get a  place on a steamer for me and that he intends to send me back home at latest for christmas. He asked me to come back to Burka after my four month holiday. If I do so he promised me to get a 3½ year contract and a bigger salary. The only thing he would love me to do would be a bookkeeping course during my stay home and to work some weeks in Narok.

But I’m not so happy about that, after three years tropics I just want to come home, relax and have some fun. But who knows, maybe I’ll be bored after a while and be happy to have something to do.

Many greets to Ruppi and a lot of courage and even more hope to you.


Your Dieter

Meru 1937

The passion for the mountains never gets lost, even if you live in Africa, far away from home, but during your daily work you always see the mystic pyramid of the Meru volcano. 

Lately it has been hidden in the fog and in the rainclouds and you could see it only  in the evening and at night in the moonlight. Then this cheeky  guy looked straight through my window and I was angry with him but I also enjoyed his wonderful shape. I have already inquired how long it would take to climb it; some made it in 5 days, someone else in 3 days. But then I heard about an English man who needed only 19 hours to walk it (up and down). I started talking about the Meru expedition as a Saturday-Sunday program with the result that people were making fun of me. I got angry, I said, I would make it anyway- with the success that they considered me to be a show-off. Nevertheless I continued talking about Meru until they got a threadbare idea about my intentions. That was when they started warning me against climbing it because of the jungle, the elephants, the rhinoceroses even though most of them haven’t ever been in a real jungle. Finally they said (mostly the women) it would be a big danger for me as a newcomer.

I stopped talking about it. But one Friday night I took a blanket, a tent square, a raincoat, some provisions, a compass ,a water bottle, a camera, some dressing material, a pan, etc. At 2 o’clock on Saturday night with a big backpack on my shoulders and my gun on the top, I sneaked through the coffee plantation to the garage to take my motorcycle. I rushed the 32 km to « Adoniosambo », the place where this famous English man had started his 19-hour-tour from. After a long search, I found a negro who agreed to come with me as a carrier for 3 shs. At 5 o’clock in the evening we started. Speed, speed, always upwards, along rhinoceros’ and elephants’ paths. At 7 o’clock we got to a grasscovered plateau which goes from 2500m up to 2800m. The grass was high up to our chest, it was awfully hard and felted. Suddenly I heard some breathing and snorting and in fact, there was a rhinoceros standing hardly 80 meters away from us. The negro was afraid and I was very angry because we were in an area of nature reserve. The beast got wind of us and run away breathing hard and stamping. 

When the moonlight took over from the sunlight, we found a camping place. We built a primitive bed with our bush knifes. It became cold as ice up in this height and I was shivering next to the fireplace all night long. Jackals were barking and in the moonlit quiet night I thought I’d hear elephants. My only consolation was the peak of the Meru I could see between two elephants. 

It must have been around 3 o’clock when I woke up the negro, gave him the camera and the water bottle and I walked before him with the gun in my hands. We went always upwards there were plenty of animals and only every once in a while we saw the moon between some dead, stiff  trees. It was so tremendously quiet the cracking of the branches and the hitting of the bush knives hurt you in the ears. When the wood was thinning out at about 3400m I noticed  the negro almost didn’t make it anymore. A few untrue promises and menaces helped, as they mostly do with black people. When the day began, we were up on the edge of the forest. The negro broke down and I left him my jacket and my gun, giving him orders to shout every once in a while when the fog sets in, so I could find the elephant path to return. An icy cold and above me the 4800m high cone of ashes of Meru which seemed to be swimming in a fabulous ocean of fog. I crept up on the cone along winding paths.
PS..  
Could not find the rest of this letter but he did the climb in 19 hours (saw it in a photo album)
