These are the thoughts of Tollo Brobba. He was a test pilot for Hitler during the war and came to America with Von Braun as a technician. He apparently had many jobs and was considering suicide when he wrote this article. He said that he didn't want to die in a home "wearing diapers".

Thoughts at the End of Life’s Journey


It might not even be “the end”.  The definition is difficult to nail down; what constitutes life’s end?


Even death is not always considered an end; life continues into the ‘hereafter’ to eternity in some religions, and sometimes the body of the deceased is prepared and conserved for that very purpose.


With others, the decline of productivity is considered an indication, “the beginning of the end”, if not the end itself.


Failing health, again is eluding a concise definition. Here you are with your teeth gone except for one solitary stand-over; your hearing aide is only a make –shift devise to overcome the most difficult gaps in communication with somebody – I am avoiding the telephone whenever I have somebody around to do the talking for me; skills, I was once proud of, like welding, flying, radio telegraphy, clock repair, are all gone; the eyes and the hands are not accurate enough anymore.  All these are not even considered health deficiencies.  Nothing works properly anymore; everything leaks; eyes, nose, even the mouth leaves a shiny shimmer down your chin, and the brain leaks, too.  Your freedom of motion is restricted in many ways, shortness of breath and stiffness of the movable parts that you need to get around or for repairing the plumbing under the sink…

           - and then people are telling you you should enjoy life and be thankful for every day you are still alive and “well”!  !

To me these disabilities are all manifestations of “The End” being within reach; the question is only: how far or how close?  How fast is the physical and mental decline progressing, and is life still worth hanging on to?

What actually is the purpose of life, anyway?

When I look back, I have to admit, I didn’t know, and I still don’t know either.  I did, what I was expected to do – by parental guidance, tradition, custom, and the requirement by society to conform – I did so reluctantly….

· and sometimes I balked, in particular when it came to rituals to be followed or unbelievable beliefs to be confessed to, namely religion.

Now, what’s Religion?


There are so many religions: the derivatives of the Hebrew (Talmud?} Bible, like Catholicism, various factions of Protestantism, Greek Orthodox, Mormons, and then Islam, all of which claim to be the only right one.


They offer a story about what (or who) brought this world into being, the creation of species, the mechanics of heavenly bodies.


Some of the stories are outright bizarre. The most plausible one of them was forwarded by the Judaic/Christian Bible, the book of Genesis.  It turned out that it too, is dead wrong.  But it was detrimental to your health if you discovered that.  Galileo had to recant his knowledge to save his life.


The perpetrators of the religious stories had to resort to a higher order person, a supreme being, a kind of father figure (to make any sense, it should be a Mother figure, mothers create real living things – fathers have only a trigger mechanism that mothers use to get things started), Allah, Jehovah, Zeus, The Great Spirit.  They not only created the universe and its contents but also issued regulations how to behave in it and threatened punishment, if you don’t.


Here again, the bible has the most credible description of such a God but also a good indication of this god was created by man and in man’s image; moody, cantankerous, unreliable, sometimes dissatisfied with his own creations, and sadistic in his playful methods giving those humans a bad time.


A self acclaimed group of “ policemen” see to it that regulations are being followed and new ones are being issued; the clerics, scribes, mullahs, high priests, popes, and medicine men.  They set themselves up between “God” and the people (the flock) as middlemen.


These regulations are the first approach to a “law” (but not “and Order”) these laws were (and sometimes still are) contaminated by superstition.


Religions are offering ways and means to influence this supreme manager, and here is where religions and their perpetrators come in as dangerous political pressure groups.  With their claim on having access to It, Her, Him, Whatever, they maintain they can change weather, control floods, draughts, fire, epidemics, divert enemy fire – in exchange for obedience, offerings, ritual dances, prayers, and, of course, money for the middlemen. – with one condition: everybody in the flock must conform, no deviations are allowed; any digression from the “law” by a single member will cause the entire flock to be punished.  This pits people against people and it is an excuse for not having accomplished anything.  The weather will not change on demand, bombs are still falling on the innocent, floods and fires are still devastating the land.


That’s just the nature of things…


Aah, nature! That may be the answer!  Nature replaces all gods:  Her laws overrule any man-made rules that are supposedly published by god via its middlemen.  Science discovers the origin of the species, the Big Bang that produced the Universe, science defines gravity, the atom, energy, even the function of the brain…


But then: the question remains: how did it all begin, what initiated this “Bang” what caused the first single cell Amoeba to wiggle and start the first steps into evolution?


Even the scientists are pondering in awe, and some go along with the crowd – to church on Sundays, just to play it safe; there might be this Eternity – nobody, even a scientist, knows for sure.

But here is one fixed axiom in this context: nobody has any access to or influence on Nature whatsoever, and there is no possibility to changer Her laws by prayer, hymns, ritual dances, or through the assistance of a middleman, no matter what anybody claims to have seen, heard, or witnessed.  Worse yet, some of Her actions are random events like gambling results and earthquakes.


It is absolutely possible in Natures environment that a criminal prays “dear God, let me kill this guy, I want his money”, and the church-going fellow prays “dear God, save me from this criminal” but he gets killed anyway, - the Bible contains quite a few stories of similar content trying to explain the randomness away by God’s crankiness.


The only miracle I can see in this analysis is the number of people that still believe in these middlemen who are actually conmen cashing in on this phenomenon.


So, there is nothing in this business of religion that I find to justify my existence.  I was just a minutely small link in the chain of evolution.  That’s just fine with me: I had no responsibility, I threaded my way through life on my own terms with or without any purpose prescribed by outsiders, and I measured my accomplishments against my own standards.


I think I accomplished this or that; more to satisfy my own curiosity than to serve a particular purpose.  I was always driven by this curiosity to look behind a technical (or physiological, or mental) phenomenon and always with the idea to learn from it, or try the skill myself.


Whatever I learned turned out to come in quite handy in all kinds of situation, professional ones, emergency ones, some of them unusual and dangerous.  It’s easy to say in retrospect that I saved my life (and other’s) because “I knew how”, but that’s not true.  I should probably say, with my technical knowledge or skill, I was able to use these resources to my advantage, but in many cases, I just was plain lucky (in religious terms: I was protected by guardian angels – however: so was Hitler – for a while).


With my accomplishments I did not leave much of a mark in the history books of mankind – and why should I?  Sure, for a short while, I was sort of famous at the forefront of the early development of soaring – but it brings with it an unexpected burden of “service for the cause”; however, it also launched me into a career of adventure; a government sponsored post-graduate education/training to become a test pilot/instructor in what was to evolve into a test pilot school.  That was probably “luck” – the bad luck was, that the end of the war killed the entire adventurous career, and I had to start from scratch – still as a drifter, trying this or that, fixing people’s kitchen appliances, bicycles, tutoring mathematics and working at the University without pay in the bombed-out laboratory, improving repairs on test stands and measuring devices, or as auto mechanic in a repair shop; all kinds of  - related – jobs, each of which presenting a new experience and opportunity to pick up a variety of new skills.


Well, we ended up in the United States, (I’m not sure whether that was a lucky break) another – entirely new – beginning, professionally as well as culturally, still muddling through – probably quite an achievement – but if that was the purpose of life, somebody still has to convince me.


In other words, I don’t much believe in a purpose.  Nature’s creations are bearing this out, too.  Her creations are the result of playful experimentation – some of them plain silly: the stags on an elk are being explained by biologists as weapons for defense or to fight for supremacy.  This could be achieved by much more practical designs: the tail feathers of a peacock are supposed to attract females – but they also attract predators, The mating rituals of mammals (including the human species) are not only playful experimentations but sometimes rather strange or amusing.  They are deemed immoral by the religious middlemen.  You are supposed to get a permit from the church for even trying.


So, I am actually in step with Nature!


With maybe one difference: it wasn’t always “playful experimentation” but hasty maneuvering to get out of a fix. – or into a better deal…

Was it worth it? (Living life with myself and others)?


I should say: yes! – but not in the sense of a god-given life to be thankful for.  I enjoyed the satisfaction of mastering life’s adversities by acquired skills, by hook and crook, tricks and cheats.  I think I would have been just as happy having been aborted before all this.


At first, it was establishing myself as “somebody”: but the major part of my life’s effort was navigating the family’s fate through a war, the aftermath of a lost war, a new profession, emigration, and finally growing roots in the United States.

