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STORIES OF THE DEAD

GENERATIONS LATER, MY Famny's PHOTOGRAPHS STILL CAPTURE THE HAUNTING STORIES oF WaRs PasT

couldn’t get enough of them. My Grear

Grandfather was & Cinl War veeernr, My
Grandiother seryed in the First World War,
my stepfather served in the Second World
Wz, my father was s the Koren confhot, and
1 missed being drifted for Vietnum by only a
fewe tonths, War has defined the generations
of my family and T'm sure it's the same for
many ather American fimilies, That's one of
the truths that 1 have come w0 know about
wart It's o family affuir

Untormunately, toduy war stories aren't
really stories 4t dll. They arc the real-time,

Ip,r:w ap oo war stories. 1 loved them: |

o BY Paur H. HEBNER

rwenty-four-hour-per day broadoasts of every
bomb dropped and every shot Bred, Today’s
war stpnies are called news

For months we have been expected to give
our consent and support for & warin lragand
expected to believe thar the war will be just,
lawful, and for the good of all people, especial-
ly Americans and Iragis. But the ware that
have shaped my family and the war stories that
have shaped my very consciousness hayve
pangrht me what wir is and why thers can be
no good or just wars, even if some have been
necessary. | know how all wars end, 1've been
shown and | have pictures to prove it

Exerything | know sboat war | Jearned
fiom fnmily stones and the photographs that
went with them. The esdiess storzs were
about the Civil War. My connsction w the
Civil War iz much more direcr and personul
than thar of other Amencans of my genero-
tion. My great grandfather and his bothers

WERE Yelerans of the I;T:.:r H:'.'\c“][ln, a4 thn::ir
generation preferred o call it He maceied very
late in life and was an old man when my
grandfather was born in 1898, So, while there’s
i generition missing in my fnily, that fact
m.i.ljiti ﬂl}l' coninechon '.'E"IJ'.' War I'I'ILI.I.']'I. moTtc
real than it would be otherwize. | kmew and

eontld 'tilk o people, my grandfather in this
cage, who knew and could talk to people who
lived through thar war,

My great grandbither’s nume wis Herbert
Griggs and he was one of siv children, The
oldest wis Charles D). Griggs, Unele Charlie,
a giuntof 4 man who stood 6'4" tall, according
to family legend. Next in liné among the boys
of the family were Herbert and his identical
twin, Albert, And this is where the story
becomes both complieated, interesting, and—
since we re talking sbout wir—trazic. The
Griggs fumily originated m Boston, but settled
in Ohio in the decades preceding the conflict.
When the southern states seceded and war
consumed the nation like 2 plague, most
Ohioans sided with the union, as did Herbere
and Chirles. Albert, though, was a rebel in
thought, wosd, and deed. He joined the
Confederacy nnd died in bartle:

Herbert was just seventeen years old when
he enlisted with the Ohio Volunteers. He was
not yet mineteen when the war ended and in
those few short months hé witnessed thou-
sands of desths—naor the guick, clgan, ready-
for-prime-time deaths that we see on CNN
and MSNBC, but the slow, agonizing; and
bleody deaths of men and boys whose bodies
had been torn apart by bullets and bayonets.

I've often wondered if Herbert and Albert
ever faced each other in battle and if in the
enid, Herbert was the Union soldier who killed
his brother. No one will ever know for certai,
bue the pussibility 15 so strong that the idea has
taken on a life of its own in our fanily,

Battlefield deaths are only one measure of
the homor of war and, one can argue, the

-smallest megsire;

Charles attained the rank of Captain dur-
tng the war and suffered a bullet wound that
left ope leg shorter than rthe other
Considering his uousual stature and the easy
target that made him, it's amazing he was shot

only brce.

Both brothers received veteran’s benefits
for the rest of their lives of less than $3.00 per
mgonth, Small compensation indeed for surviv-
ing such horror.

Dhuring the Second Warld War, my stepfa-
ther, Ferdinand L. Hebner, enlisted in the 1,
S. Army and served with the 12th Armored
Division, eaming the rank of Sergeanr and
participating in combat operations in Europe
fram December 1944 until the end of the war.

He wert to war with the training of ¢ sol-
dier, the skills of a cartogmpher and transla-
tor, and o small Kodak camera with twelve
tolls of color Blm—very rnire for ' the Hme,
Make no inistake, my stepfither and his fel-
low soldiers saved the world. His was indeed
the: "greatest generation” and his photographs
benr witness to both the devastation of war
and the immessurable éacrifice of those who
fought.

Those pictures were my entertamment and
my education growing up: They were more
riveting than any war movie (even John Wavne
movies) and more informative than any histo-
ry book. Their nicratives were immediate and
real, not abstract or distant. 1 would examine
each and every print and slide for howrs, trying
to absorh them, trying to transport myself into
them.

Some pictures were casy to deal with: the
victoriows soldiers and military technology.
Others though, have haunted me since the
first moment 1 saw them. Those photographs
were tuken during the liberation of o death
camp at Landsberg Germany in April 1945,
one of several that made up the Dachan con-
centration camp complex.

My stepfather’s camera spared nothing,
The MNaw julers toed to destroy evidence of
their crimes by burning bodies in huge piles.
They failed. On photo showed the canip com-
mandant, who was captured by U5, soldiers

while trying 10 escape, disguised a5 a civilian,
He falled, toa.

The photos also showed that, at war's end,
there is nothing left but piles of dead to be
miciarned and bused, and tired soldiers—both
victors wnd vanquished—who want only to go
home.

When 1 was young, we had our own war,
We could watch it on TV, But it was o small
wir; s wars go, not the same seale as either of
the World Wars—ihe wars of my forher and
grandfather. However, the peace we knew tol-
lowing it was: large and general. With the
exception of the lsraeli-Argh conflict, the
Umnited States and the Soviet Union managed
to keep most of the world in order. All that has
changed.

This new wie may be over very guickly At
least that’s what the generals and politicians
will tell us. Bue this wir in Trag may tum ont
to be nothing mare than a skirmish, wn open-
g salvo in a greater conflict that is bound to
pull the entire warld into it.

We can say we won the list world war, ind
for the generals and politicians, that may be
trite. But for the rest of us, for all of us, it can
only be said that we survived and prevailed.
War never really grants anyone victory. The
double scourge of nazi Germany and the
Empire of Japan were crushed, but the cost of
60 million dead and two continents in ruins
left a jovless victory

There is paly one end 1o this war or gy
other global wir and my stepfather took pie-
tures of it fifty-eight years ago. Look ar the
pictures, and if vou ven stand i, study them.
They will show you what to expect from wir.
All'wiiry have the same end. There are 1o win-
nery; only corpses, and the claime of thoss who
tell us thar war wall make ws safe, that war s
just, that war 5 legal, are all lies. »we

Panl H. Hebner v o writer dared {n Néw
York City.

Giriges fammly permait, s 154 Fean lefe 1o |.||_-;|JFI I",r|||'|}', Albert (wdio wae killed tn the Clud Whare), "Fathet”
Cirapget, Frink (the youngest), Mothe!! Grigps, Herbers {my Grest-Uerandfuther snd Afbers's identical twan),

Chaarles (the oldese), and Annie,

Mureh 18, 1945 The 12th Armored Dlvision o Mazd Germany, movitg rapidly, towand the Bhine Biver sloy miles wiy: The
destriction vislhle in the tows B the seaude of Allied srtillery and aerial bombardmene

Poactrarr of Charles 1. Grisges, This-phisto was taken ata
e sudio-in Boseon, where:the family seeeed our, so
i wmikd upipis it E:.r'_il}:lr:-nd i Ml assachusetin rt_'qilalrllr
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et i vl thor e ap e Dipclun ssnceurrusion canp coiplee Thie Sree phiots shovs the Simp comendan, who wa captumed by zoldiers of the T18: 10k Arivared Titvinoons whileteying oo sscape, diegidaed o5 o coviling,

Juivee 1945 The war in En

April 1945, Thoussnds upon thousands of German seldiens
sittetdered T atie day, These e fist o fow of them.



