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Adolf Klaus Schröder, M. D. 

Adolf Klaus Schröder, M.D., was born March 18, 1908 in Itzehoe/Holstein. His father taught 

sports and religion in the local high school (German: Gymnasium). Both parents were athletic 

types and brought up their children, Adolf jr. and his younger sister, accordingly. Adolf sr. 

was a fine painter as well, Adolf jr. inherited that talent. Adolf Klaus who was known for his 

good singing voice as well attended the high school where his father was teaching. 

At the time World War II began Adolf was a student of medicine at the renowned university 

hospital called Charité in Berlin. His teacher was the legendary Professor Ferdinand 

Sauerbruch, one of the leading surgeons of that era. Sauerbruch acknowledged Adolf’s 

medical talent and hired him to work on his staff when Adolf had completed his studies. 

Alfred Fikentscher, Medical Chief of the Kriegsmarine (German Navy) advised Adolf to join 

the Navy which Adolf did. And he introduced Adolf to a distant relative of his, Austrian 

Liselotte. Adolf and Liselotte got engaged and married in Dezember of 1940 in her home 

town of Klagenfurt, Austria. The couple had two 

children during the war. The first daughter was 

born in 1941 during an air raid on Berlin, in the 

basement of the Charité. The couple lived in 

Berlin-Wilmersdorf at the time, but their 

apartment was destroyed during that same air 

raid. That is why Liselotte and their daughter 

soon moved to Klagenfurt while Adolf continued 

to serve in the Berlin hospital. During the war 

the couple saw each other only when he was on 

leave. 

Officially Adolf was a soldier, serving as a staff 

surgeon (Stabsarzt). But he was not sent to the 

frontline, obviously because he was needed on 

the staff of the Charité. The situation changed in 

1944 when Adolf was called for front duty in 

France, serving on a navy hospital ship. More 

than once he experienced that the vessels he 

was serving on were hit by enemy fire, causing them to sink. He survived, and after such an 

assault off the Gironde mouth near Royan/Charente-Maritime he was taken prisoner in 1945. 

As a prisoner of war he worked as a camp physician in two Allied POW camps, 

consecutively. Later he told his daughter that he witnessed German POWs being tortured by 

the Allied camp staff. The prisoners were beaten, or salt was applied to their feet, and goats 

were brought in to lick their feet until they were bleeding.  

Adolf helped his comrades as best he could. Soon German POWs were sent home, but Adolf 

was forced to stay even when the camps were abolished. The reason was that he had a 

reputation as a superior surgeon, and the French population was in dire need of his help as 

well. He was simply forced to treat local patients until he was no longer needed. His special 

expertise was treating head wounds, maybe he performed plastic surgery on patients whose 

faces had been maimed by shrapnel etc. But he also treated ‘normal’ patients and minutely 

recorded their precarious weight loss during these years of deprivation and famine.  



During this second period he officially remained a POW, of course, but his personal situation 

changed to the better: He was sent to Angoulême/Charente where he worked for a longer 

time. Though he was constantly supervised and had to report any planned excursions to 

another town etc., he still was able to live comfortably, under the circumstances. He was 

assigned a little house for himself and could visit other cities and places in the department. 

The food was very good compared to the previous camp situation. And he now was allowed 

to write letters home to his family and create watercolor pictures with legends in rhymes that 

explained to his children what had happened to him. For lack of material he used cardboard 

and odd straps of paper to fashion the picture books, binding them together with adhesive 

tape from his medical kit. After 70 years the books are still in very solid condition. 

Late in 1948, years after his comrades had returned home, Adolf was reunited with his family 

in Austria. With his wife he planned to establish a practice in Bad Reichenhall/Bavaria but 

was not able to obtain a license. That is why he soon left his family again and returned to his 

parents in Itzehoe – presumably it was easier for him to obtain a doctor’s license, being a 

native of that town. In the summer of 1949 he substituted for two doctors in Ratzeburg and 

Mölln/Schleswig-Holstein in Northern Germany. In Itzehoe he then rented two rooms, offering 

his services as an otolaryngologist (ear-nose-throat specialist). The adress was Timm-

Kröger-Strasse 12, across the street from his parents’ apartment in Liliencronstrasse 1. 

During this time he lived with his parents. 

A couple of years later Adolf moved his offices to a newly built house in Adolf-Rohde-Strasse 

5, just a block away. Only at that time he was permanently reunited with his family – actually 

the couple were able to have a normal married life about one third of their 15 years of 

marriage. A second daughter was born in 1953. Adolf continued to treat patients with ear-

nose-throat problems, and since he was a highly skilled surgeon he also did some plastic 

surgery, correcting protruding ears or deformed noses. 

In 1956 Adolf developed cancer. He died on January 11, 1957, aged 48. 

Adolf kept the records of his French patients and took them home to Germany. But he never 

looked at them again, and the family discarded them when, a few years after Adolf’s death, 

they left their home for a new location. Adolf was never eager to talk about his war and POW 

experiences, but in more relaxed situations, in intimate conversations, he would recollect 

details of his odyssey. Thanks to those memories we can share his story today.  

 

English version of Adolf Schröder’s verses by Andreas Kern 2022 

 

 

  

To my children 

Gundi and Fritzl 

https://www.dict.cc/?s=otolaryngologist


 

  
My dearest children, take a look: 

France is the subject of this book. 

The town of Royan on the coast, 

green hills and fine sand I love most. 



  

For some time in this tiny house 

I used to live and did not grouse, 

Was free to walk and swim and paint, 

Bask in the sun without restraint. 
 



  

But soon did end this calm reprieve. 

That pretty house I had to leave. 

On board a war ship I proceeded 

Since as a doctor I was needed. 
 



  

Then soaring airplanes did resound 

Aiming and dropping bombs around. 

Most of those fell into the swell 

Followed by several planes as well. 
 



  

The ship was hit, the sea, it churned 

The vessel sank whereas it burned. 

In boats each sailor pulled his oar 

And all reached safety on the shore. 
 



  

I moved into a fine chateau. 

So many patients did I know 

That I did tarry not at all: 

I named it Army Hospital. 
 



  

Daddel the sailor has been hit, 

His leg is bleeding, look at it. 

The doc dresses the wound with stitches, 

The nurse assists him when he itches. 
 



  

This native girl, fresh as a peach, 

resides close to the Royan beach. 

Pretty they are, we have no doubts, 

the fairest maidens hereabouts. 
 



  

The shepherd‘s means of transportation? 

You see his stilts for demonstration. 

Without he’d sink into the swamp; 

His sheep don’t sink, they run and romp. 
 



  

The fisher’s wife waits till she learns 

That her dear husband’s boat returns, 

Hopes he will grant her deepest wish, 

Put in her basket lots of fish. 
 



  

Gunard, flounder, mackerel squirm – 

up hauls the fisher fast and firm. 

For days he had to toil and roam 

Until his spoils are beached at home. 
 



Never the fisher did dream this: 

To see a catch this size is bliss. 

The prey though makes a run for it, 

The boat is small – so is the grit. 
 



  

The cook foresees a great delight: 

Someone is hooked, someone will fight! 

The treat is tasty but unwilling, 

Its natural realm is just too thrilling. 
 



 

  Lobsters excite the connoisseur. 

Proud specimens as you see here, 

When in a scarlet frock for favor, 

Promise to be of superb flavor. 
 



  

Hard to believe, but gourmets beam: 

These oysters are their yummy dream. 

All they desire is to eat 

A luscious plateful – and repeat! 
 



The fruits you see here will be served 

To well-bred children, if deserved. 

This is the dessert they wish for: 

Figs, peaches, melons by the score. 



  

The ladies’ conduct, nice and fine 

Also affects the famous wine: 

The vineyards all around Bordeaux 

The best of qualities bestow. 



  

Did e’er you see huge grapes like these? 

We don‘t believe it, we feel teased. 

The men are bound to groan and moan, 

The weight they lift is 100 stone. 
 



  

These grapes here are so sweet, as well. 

The picker puts them in his pail, 

all pails are used to fill a cask 

to pull which is the oxen’s task. 
 



  

When all the grapes at home arrive 

They’re promptly pressed with force and drive. 

The precious juice – which we exalt –  

Fills massive barrels in the vault. 
 



  

For several years the wine will rest  

Until its fine bouquet we’ll test. 

The masterpiece is now perfected, 

The vintner’s joy fully effected. 
 



  

The peasant and his wife won’t miss 

A merry wine fest such as this. 

Dressed in their finest garb they dance, 

Look at them how they laugh and prance. 
 



  

This old and honest man will hail 

To everyone: Chestnuts for sale. 

For two bits he will nod and smile 

And pick them from the smoldering pile. 
 



  

This evil hunter, out for money 

Won’t hesitate to shoot that bunny. 

As fortune has it Master Hare 

Grins widely and escapes the blare.  
 



 

  My pig, the farmer says, I’ll hawk. 

But to the town it’s quite a walk, 

He drags it by its leg – a strife: 

The pig resists and cries for life. 



  

Gretel, Gretel Piggytail, 

Are all these goslings your avail? 

They eat the grass where it is greener 

And yield my lifted stick much keener. 
 



  

"Moos" are the seasoned bovine’s sounds, 

she loves to scour her pasture’s bounds, 

Provides us milk and even cheese 

That’s why her kind will always please. 
 



 

But listen up! There’s many a thing 

That’s not included in this tome. 

Plenty of those to you I‘ll bring 

When it is my time to come home. 
 


