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By Jörg Foth, May 8, 2018

Director Jörg Foth remembers his time as an assistant director for Die Verlobte (The Fiancée) and his relationships with the 
film’s co-directors, Günter Reisch and Günther Rücker. He recorded his memories for the North American DVD release of the 
film by the DEFA Film Library.  

After working for producer Irene Ikker as an assistant director for Die Heimkehr des Joachim Ott (The Homecoming of 
Joachim Ott, 1979, dir. Edgar Kaufmann), I returned to work for producer Hans-Erich Busch, under whom I had been an 
assistant director for Blauvogel (Bluebird, 1979, dir. Ulrich Weiß).

In 1978 Hans-Erich Busch, a post-war child like me, had managed to hire me as an assistant director for Bluebird at the 
suggestion of director Ulrich Weiß… even though Uli told him that, though I had a degree in film directing, I was working as 
a telegram messenger at the post office in Berlin-1055. Not just any producer would have given someone like me a temporary 
contract to work on a film—especially because this film was going to be shot abroad, in Romania.

A car accident had left Busch with a strange gaze, meaning that he tilted his head a bit, especially when he looked at you or 
read a text. His gaze had something of a chicken on an eternal search for seed. Hans-Erich also limped a bit and had more 
than a little metal in his leg, which always resulted in his being questioned when he checked in for a flight. They said that he 
had once driven into a wall at full speed and full of alcohol. And it wasn’t just any wall, but rather the Wall. I never heard him 
talk about it. And I never asked.

*
In his office, Busch introduced me to co-directors Günther Rücker and Günter Reisch, for whom I was to be assistant 
director. Their first film together had been Junges Gemüse (Young Whippersnappers, 1956)—directed by Reisch and written 
by Rücker. (By the late 1970s, of course, none of us—neither they, born in 1924 and 1927, respectively, nor I, born in 1949—
could be called whippersnappers.) Reisch and Rücker were idiosyncratic: one a bit like Professor Unrat, the other rather 
more like Oscar Wilde. Each of them looked me over in his own fashion.

In relation to my recently concluded work, and apparently expecting something resembling agreement from me, Reisch 
asked: “That film was also about a prison or concentration camp, right?” I replied somewhat hesitantly: “I wouldn’t put 
it quite that way; it was about the first years of the GDR.” At that, all three—Reisch, Rücker and Busch—shared a loud, 
liberating laugh, even though they were so different from one another. But at least they could laugh. About the GDR, and thus 
also about themselves. That already meant a lot.

Most importantly, in my opinion Wolz – Leben und Verklärung eines deutschen Anarchisten (Wolz - The Life and Illusion of 
a German Anarchist, 1973)—also directed by Reisch and written by Rücker—was and still is one of the best films made at 
DEFA. What a fantastic female character played by Carin Abicht! 

So things were looking up. At least for me as an assistant director. The only thing I wondered at was that The Fiancée was 
being co-produced by GDR Television and the DEFA Studio for Feature Film—institutions that, socially and cultural-policy 
speaking, had nothing in common. The former was an apparatus of the state, in other words: propaganda; the other was a 
public cultural operation. Contact between the two institutions was limited to ten feature films annually, which DEFA was 
contractually obligated to shoot. But GDR Television would most often send their own directors from Berlin to the DEFA 
Studios in Babelsberg. Our ever-more-frequently whispered nightmare in the 1980s was that TV would swallow DEFA whole. 
A co-production like The Fiancée could thus have been problematic, but the influence and control of GDR Television was not 
noticeable in the realization of the film. We were a purely DEFA crew.
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*
Günter Julius Hermann Reisch, born in late 1927, the son of a Berlin baker, went to school in Potsdam in 1934. He joined 
the Nazi Party at 16, immediately after his time in the Hitler Youth, and, as a soldier in the Wehrmacht, was captured by 
the Americans at 17. Pure luck. Yet the big city and delusions of grandeur—both those of that time and of the GDR—had 
taken root deep inside of him and constantly poured out of every pore and idea. Reisch embodied endless energy and an 
inconceivable lack of moderation. He was a perpetual-motion machine and a brilliant actionist.

At the end of shooting The Fiancée, Reisch had to have an operation. It was so complicated—and Reisch so privileged—that 
it could only be performed in West Germany. He was gone a long while, and Günther Rücker and I became much closer as 
colleagues during the film’s completion. Once, for example—during voiceover production for the prison scene when Hella 
doesn’t understand the Hitler-Stalin Pact, so as not to go mad—actress Jutta Wachowiak, re-enacting the scene, said: “Hitler 
must attack the Soviet Union.” I asked Rücker: “must or will?” On the spot, without batting an eyelash or wasting a moment’s 
thought, he changed the verb. And at one point, when we needed a small text, I suggested a short Berlin ditty that my mother 
had always recited when I was sick and lying in my little bed in Berlin:

  What’ll be, will be   Wird schon wer’n 
  With Mother Bee   mit Mutter Behr’n
  With Mother Hun   mit Mutter Horn
  It’s already become  is ja och jewor’n
  But then Old Dufford  nur die alte Schmitt’n
  She sure suffered   die hat jelitt’n

Rücker was perfectly amenable to this kind of poor man’s wit and wisdom and incorporated the rhyme into the text. He and 
I thus had a rather unusual, trusting relationship. I liked him and his unconditionally intimate vision of Eva Lippold’s texts: 
surviving hell thanks to love. Poetry as resistance. 

*
At Kallinchen near Zossen on June 18, 1994, Rücker gave the unscripted funeral speech for Eva Lippold. Reisch taped the 
speech, and his wife Beate transcribed it as well as possible:

“When I think about it today: four weeks from the day after tomorrow, colonels and generals will be celebrated for the attempt 
to assassinate [Hitler], the commander-in-chief. An honorable attempt. But one always wishes that they’d prepared for it as 
well as they’d prepared for the bloody and barbaric wars they waged for five years. And then I thought of Eva—because five 
years before the war began, she was arrested, and five years before the war, tens of thousands were already putting their 
lives on the line to prevent this war, so that Germany would not fall into that gruesome abyss. Not only did they put their lives 
on the line, they also gave them up and had them taken from them. Thousands and tens of thousands…. And, of course, my 
dear friends, should one think even further, one realizes that the same judge who sentenced her and her group, ten years later 
sentenced the generals to death by hanging and strangulation. Also to death, also to death. I don’t want to utter his name, 
because it should be cursed until the end of time.

While the living conditions of a woman like Eva diminished and worsened, the pensions of the widows of these judges and 
executioners are increased whenever their husbands would have gotten a raise, had they been alive. That is an unbelievable 
system and one shouldn’t forget it. If Germany forgets that it was people like Eva—who back then gave up everything to 
maintain Germany’s dignity—then, for a third time, Germany will go down a terrible path.

It took Eva twenty-five years before she could record what appears of this century in her books. Then she had the strength 
and it is a great undertaking—and yet there is also some pain: that she no longer had the strength for the third book, that this 
third book is now lost to us. In which she tells about the Germany to which she returned. In which she realized that for ten 
years she had been remembering the Germany of 1934 that, in 1944, no longer existed.”
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Günter Reisch und Günther Rücker were shooting their third film together: Reisch, an antifascist resistance film; and Rücker, 
a love story. Rücker connected his figures to the poets of his own youth, the lovers with Rilke and Morgenstern, the prison 
doctor—played by Rolf Ludwig—with Ernst Haeckel. Reisch plunged the figures into all manner of hell and destiny—from 
which Rücker saved them. Out of love.

 Pluck out my eyes: I can see you,  
 Stop my ears: I can hear you, 
 Footless I can go to you, 
 and mouthless I can summon you. 
 Break off my arms, I grasp you 
 With my heart like a hand, 
 Arrest my heart, my brain will beat,
 And if you set my mind afire, 
 Then on my blood I will carry you.

This was more than unusual. Antifascism without a solution, without a manifesto, without pathos. Antifascism as something 
beautiful. As a formulation. Antifascism as love. Antifascism as a Rilke incantation. But this was precisely what made the film 
work, for both domestic and foreign audiences. This sensuality and loftiness, this uncompromising claim to life and love. To 
the earthly. To art.

The Fiancée is also a reproach against any kind of ritualistic or dogmatic thinking. The Fiancée lives. It lived in the midst of 
what was, at the time, a dying and divided state. And it continues to survive—at least in memory, if no longer in movie theaters 
or on television. Beside Frank Beyer’s Jakob der Lügner (Jacob the Liar, 1974) and Uli Weiß’s films Dein unbekannter Bruder 
(Your Unknown Brother, 1981) and Olle Henry (Ol’ Henry, 1983), The Fiancée will also remain one of DEFA’s few antifascist films 
that continue to convince and win us over in the years ahead. Come what may.

Throughout shooting and production, Jutta Wachowiak managed to avoid meeting or speaking with Eva Lippold. The two 
women first met, in fact, at the film’s premiere at Berlin’s Kino International. The novelist and actress met for the first time at 
the end of the movie, before the screen and the audience’s applause. They approached each other shyly at first, hugged, and 
then buried themselves in each other, as if they never wanted to give the other up. As often as the premiere audience had 
been close to tears during the screening, now there was no holding back all the tears in the great hall.

*
When we finally saw Günter Reisch again, we couldn’t believe our eyes: he was missing his lower jaw—his chin, his head 
ended too suddenly; only his beard surrounded and hid a loss of bodily mass that resembled a war injury. Günter’s voice was 
more-or-less the same, but not his pronunciation. No one wanted to think it, but everyone knew that it couldn’t go well for 
long. Yet, as a thank-you to his West German doctors, Reisch invited the entire hospital staff to come visit the DEFA Studios 
and led a tour through the halls and grounds. Unthinkable at the time.

Reisch stuck with The Fiancée and, like a whirlwind, took care of the mass scenes. Standing on the table, he loved having a 
megaphone in his hand to command vintage cars, trucks, buses, streetcars and hundreds of extras. That’s how I got to know 
him during The Fiancée… and in this way he defied the odds and lived for many more years, eventually grew older than 
Günther Rücker, and died in Berlin in 2014.

Similar to scriptwriter Wolfgang Kohlhaase, Rücker preferred to stand in the background: leaning against a wall, flat cap 
pulled down over his forehead, holding a newspaper up in front of his face, peeking through the slit between the upper edge 
of the paper and the lower edge of his cap to see what was going on.

3

Lösch mir die Augen aus: ich kann dich sehn,
wirf mir die Ohren zu: ich kann dich hören,
und ohne Füße kann ich zu dir gehn,
und ohne Mund noch kann ich dich beschwören.
Brich mir die Arme ab, ich fasse dich
mit meinem Herzen wie mit einer Hand,
halt mir das Herz zu, und mein Hirn wird schlagen,
und wirfst du in mein Hirn den Brand,
so werd ich dich auf meinem Blute tragen.
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have fought Rücker; and Rücker would never have fought Reisch in public. Terrain was claimed, assignments distributed. 
Nevertheless, I thought, both of them were playing: Reisch at being a director, Rücker at not being a director.

Rücker always spoke so softly with the actors, about what was good and what could have been done differently. Only once 
did he flip out and lose his composure and noblesse. Jutta Wachowiak was playing Hella’s collapse. She did this so intensely 
that when Rücker called “Thank you” and “Cut,” she was lying exhausted on the floor. Everyone on the crew was going 
about their job—getting ready to repeat the scene or move on to the next one—and no one was paying any mind to Rücker 
or Wachowiak. But this time Rücker was so gripped by Wachowiak’s performance that he suddenly screamed: “There’s a 
person lying on the floor here!” The dresser hurried in with a blanket and Rücker caringly helped take care of Wachowiak.

*
In 1983, Günter Reisch lent me a coffee-table book about Prague by Karel Plicka, because he thought I might be able to use it 
in preparing for my debut film, Das Eismeer ruft (The Arctic Sea Calls, 1983). On this occasion, at his semi-detached suburban 
house in Plänterwald, he told me that he wanted to film an adaptation of Mikis Theodorakis’ Canto Generale. He put on the 
record, which Amiga had just released, and turned the volume up so loud and directed the music so wildly, that I thought his 
little house would collapse. 

During the first take of my debut film, Reisch then suddenly turned up on set, between the sheets of the staged laundry room, 
shooting with an 8mm camera. Twenty-seven years later, when the DEFA Film Library in Amherst prepared the release of 
The Arctic Sea Calls, I asked him about this 8mm film. He put a hand on his cheek, gave me a look between compassion and 
apology, and said: “Oh, man. I’ll have to look for it.” He looked for and found the two silent minutes, but as a bonus feature it 
was already too late… and it wouldn’t have worked anyway. Reisch had shot it with the bare lightbulb so positioned above my 
forehead that the image was a joke more than a document. But he had done nothing less than play director again during my 
first film take. An 8mm director.

*
For The Fiancée, we shot the scene set in the washroom in a large, old laundry facility in Köpenick. A hundred naked 
women—fat, thin, big, small; complete with breasts, bellies, butts; sitting in twos, threes, and fours—in large wooden barrels 
of warm, steaming water. A great Paradise-and-Hell painting. In 1855, the Spindler family laundry acquired a field south of 
Berlin, which later bore their name, and then arranged for a S-Bahn feeder line to Schöneweide to be built, so that they could 
do laundry and dry cleaning for the whole city. After that, many such laundries opened around Berlin as far as Köpenick, 
where we were still able to find one in 1980.

*
Günther Rücker—born in early 1924, the son of a carpenter in Reichenbach (now Dzierzoniów), Bohemia—attended school 
until his wartime graduation in 1942, which landed him on the front and then in British captivity. Unlike Günter Reisch, he 
was shaped by the scent of wood and honey, the sensuality of landscape and nature. These things never left him. Calm and 
loneliness. Femininity, beauty and elegance always magically attracted him. For him, the Spreewald region was the ideal 
setting for the film, the widest and most natural opposition to a prison.

Rücker knew of the earthly troubles and travails of simple people. He knew about wood and hay, meadows and brooks, and all 
their delights. While we were shooting, he bought varieties of honey that we couldn’t get in the East in West Berlin and gave 
them to the prop master for the scene for which they were needed. He loved trees and plants whose blossoms gave nectar, 
and the different colors and smells of the various types of honey. He wanted them in this film. This was how his Fiancée 
should smell.

With this film, Rücker wanted to serve the power of beauty; in this, Sibylle Gerstner was his fellow partisan. Gerstner was the 
costume designer for the film. She was born in Breslau (now Wrocław, Poland) in 1920, founded the exclusive East German 
fashion magazine Sibylle, and was the mother of author Daniela Dahn. She passed away in her daughter’s house in 2016. 
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Volvo. Because of the chill, I wore a gray cap my wife had just knit me, which had a tapering spiral decoration on it. At the top, 
she hadn’t exactly known how to end it… and knit something that looked like a 2- or 3-centimeter long antenna or lightning 
rod at the tip. When I got in the car and settled into the seat, Rücker looked at the cap and asked: “Is that for Afghanistan?” 
Then suddenly we were talking about coffee and were both of the opinion that it sometimes tastes too sour. Until then, neither 
of us had ever met anyone who had had that experience. Rücker loved having these little talks, just as he very much loved 
to drive Tempo 50 —about 30 mph—on the highway. On the cassette player, Ludwig Güttler loudly played his trumpet, as 
convoys of distressed Trabbi cars cut around us, drivers shaking their heads. Driving a Volvo, but at a snail’s pace! Typical.

After Günther Rücker returned from the GDR Film Days festival held in Mexico, the wrap party for our crew took place at the 
Blankschramme Pub—a DEFA hang-out on Weberplatz in Babelsberg—and also served as a Christmas Party. There he told 
the crew a story: at the festival there had been spontaneous applause during a scene, shot from an upper-story window, in 
which a Trabbi started up in front of a block of new buildings. Why spontaneous applause? Because the audience couldn’t 
believe the sound of the motor and size of the car—they thought it was a gag. Of a shopping trip in a Mexico City market, 
Rücker also told us: “Man, they screwed me over, did they ever! But... that’s their prerogative.” Then he distributed presents 
from a big sack, having thought of something for each person. Most of them were delicacies to eat and drink; but I got a 
mobile made of straw that portrayed the three kings, which hung—constantly turning—in our corridor for many years.

*
Rücker’s modern apartment in Berlin-Lichtenberg was shabby, like those of Heiner Müller, Jürgen Böttcher, my parents, and 
hundreds of thousands of others who had one. They were happy: not to have to haul coal bricks upstairs for heating, to be 
able to get warm water from a tap on the wall, and to have a garbage chute. And to have an elevator, instead of having to 
climb stairs.

I once visited him there, because the Junge Welt newspaper had asked if he couldn’t record and give them a conversation 
with a younger colleague. We talked about rockets; Ronald Reagan; Stalin; the plane shot down over Kamchatka and Rudolf 
Herrnstadt, former chief editor of Neues Deutschland—author Irina Liebmann’s father, whose humiliation and exile to the 
archives of a chemical factory in 1953 still deeply bothered Rücker.

His telephone rang: Apparently, the Academy of Arts was asking around about whether the Puhdys rock band should be given 
the Heinrich Heine Award. At least this is what I got from Rücker’s enraged response. Then [he needed] time to simmer down. 
What is this? Pure nonsense, yet again? Et cetera. I think his protest had less to do with the pet hippies, the Puhdys, or writer 
Ulrich Plenzdorf, and was more about the protection of Heinrich Heine.

We dropped the interview for Junge Welt. Rücker was extremely excited about my last student film, Knoten (Knots, 1976, 
camera: Thomas Plenert). Based on his assessment of my work on The Fiancée, he recommended that I shoot my first, full-
length film as soon as possible. Designated a “camera study,” this short film portrays a village at the edge of the Schönefeld 
airport, where people live almost under the wings of airplanes from all over the world. In it, I used Gypsy songs from Bohemia 
and a Rolling Stones song.

*
After The Fiancée, I became assistant director for Der Direktor (The Director, 1980, TV, dir. Helmut Krätzig) and Die Kolonie 
(The Colony, 1981, dir. Horst E. Brandt). The Colony was shot in Crimea and Cuba. The actor Winfried Glatzeder received 
permission to travel outside of the GDR, as soon as he had finished the main scenes being filmed in the GDR. The Interflug 
flight to Cuba stopped in Newfoundland, however, giving people an opportunity to escape to the West. So three colleagues 
were removed from the film crew before even departing: scriptwriter Christiane Rölli, make-up artist Detlef Schulze, and me. 

I had to go to the General Director of the DEFA Studios, Hans-Dieter Mäde, and explain why I wasn’t permitted to go to Cuba. 
I sat there and wracked my brain over what someone could have possibly uncovered about me. I had been to Poland often, 
before the imposition of martial law there in December 1981; I liked to tell jokes; those were the kinds of things that went 
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smiled and said that some little spy in some little bar had probably wanted to make himself important.

That’s probably how it was, Günther. 

Also in January 1984, I was not allowed to attend the world premiere of my debut film, The Arctic Sea Calls, at the Max Ophüls 
Festival in Saarbrücken, West Germany. Ophüls was one of Rücker’s favorite directors. That hit me harder than Cuba—not 
because of traveling to the West, but because it was my first film. I was not there with it when it screened before an audience 
for the first time; my film was alone at the festival. Oskar Lafontaine, the mayor of Saarbrücken at the time, inquired at the 
GDR’s permanent mission in Bonn about where this year’s director was. The mission then asked the East German film minister 
and was told that the director would in fact arrive while the festival was still on. On the last day, however, slips of paper 
appeared all over the Saarbrücken festival, on which were written: Jörg Foth has unfortunately not received permission to 
travel, but we will show his film one more time. Karl Heinz Heymann—whose film Schwierig sich zu verloben (Difficult to Get 
Engaged, 1982) had screened in Saarbrücken the previous year and who was now a jury member—brought me one of the 
slips of paper, as well as Van Morrison’s Astral Week LP as a consolation. Probably thanks to Oskar Lafontaine’s inquiry into 
where I was, the GDR then sent me twice to the West with my film that same year. I’d like to use this opportunity to thank you, 
Oskar.

*
In 1984, Günther Rücker invited us to celebrate his 60th birthday at the Academy of Arts in East Berlin. He screened his 
favorite film—Ne gorjuj! (Don’t Grieve, 1969), by Georgian director Georgiy Daneliya. The film ends with a lavish banquet, and 
Rücker treated us to an equally worthy banquet.

At DEFA, I pitched Rücker’s radio play Der Herr Schmidt – ein deutsches Spektakel mit Musik und Polizei (Mr. Schmidt – A 
German Spectacle with Music and Police) as a rock musical. And was not allowed to make it. I pitched the script Tanzwut 
(Dance Mania), a medieval rock musical. And was not allowed to make it. Even Irina Liebmann’s sex comedy Das Männerloch 
(Men’s Hole)—which we worked on from 1984 until Irina left the country in 1987—remained unfilmed. Instead, I spent a lot of 
time in Vietnam on the co-production Dschungelzeit (Time in the Jungle, 1987), with Busch’s production team. It was my hope 
that if I survived Vietnam, I’d get to make Irina’s Men’s Hole. But while waiting for our comedy, she left for West Berlin. I was 
never able to shoot Men’s Hole—not even later, in the West; already before the currency union in July 1990, Horst Pehnert—
who had been our comedy-obstructing film minister up through 1989—distributed information about his former subordinates 
in his new role as an advisor for West Berlin film productions.

*
Reisch was a child of the great political spectacles of the century—first one, then another, and now today’s. Without political 
conflicts and systems, he wouldn’t have been able to make films. These were Reisch’s actual protagonists—in contrast to 
Rücker’s reflection on individuals. Rücker was a child of love… and the subversion that is inseparable from it. Rücker filtered 
societal content—which back then we called “superstructure”—until it became a background before which his figures 
acted. He was a lover, not a fighter. Reisch and Rücker were and remained connected, however, through the utopia of a better 
world.

When Rücker had a heart attack, I visited him in the Friedrichshain hospital, behind the hidden graveyard of the revolutionary 
fallen and barricade-fighters of 1848 and 1918. Rücker explained blood thinners to me and was on the way to recovery. The 
next time he had a collapse, he absolutely wanted to go to the Jewish Hospital in the Wedding borough of West Berlin.

After 1990, diverse magazines and so-called truth activists exposed GDR intellectuals, one after the other, as Stasi spies: 
Heiner Müller, Christa Wolf, Günther Rücker, Paul Gratzik, Sascha Anderson, and so on. All of them had—sooner or later, for 
longer or shorter periods of time—spoken with the Stasi. Heiner Müller let it be known that he was temporarily unavailable 
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how they entered a room, looked around and took a seat; and Müller, as a playwright, would have been interested in what 
they were thinking.” Christa Wolf agonized over it. Günther Rücker moved and hid. Paul Gratzik showed how “scratchy” he 
really was, in the excellent, feature-length documentary Vaterlandsverräter (Enemy of the State, 2011), directed by Annekatrin 
Hendel. In the failed feature-length documentary by the same director, Anderson (2011), Sascha Anderson remained 
absolutely aloof and superior; he had married into Martin Walser’s family and had become elegant and off-limits.

Günter Reisch remained one of the few who got off scot-free; he continued to whirl around the Academy of Arts and taught at 
various film and art academies.

After Eva Lippold’s funeral, I visited Günther Rücker in his new apartment on the corner of Leipziger and Friedrichstraße 
and asked if he’d like to write a treatment, based on some unbelievable material that Eugen Friede had written, along with 
his biography. My classmate at the Max Planck secondary school, Regina Scheer, had alerted me to this biography. Rücker 
wanted to do it and delivered a very strong beginning of a film; yet neither with him as the screenwriter, nor later with Regine 
Kühn could we secure sufficient funding to make the film.

I am thankful to the movie gods that director Claus Räfle finally succeeded—after trying from 2007 to 2017—in a project I 
worked on from 1994 to 2006: bringing the life of Jewish resistance fighter Eugen Friede to the screen. Eugen is one of the four 
characters in Die Unsichtbaren (The Invisibles), which premiered in 2017.

*
I had no further contact with Günter Reisch between when he gave me the 8mm film reel in 2010 and his funeral at a Catholic 
graveyard in Berlin in 2014.

The last time I saw Günther Rücker was at the 50th anniversary of the Babelsberg Film School in 2004, which was held in the 
courtyard of the DEFA Documentary Studio. Countless graduates from many years swarmed around, talked, laughed, drank. 
Rücker took cover here and there, sneaking from one spot to the next, walking bent over, taking small rapid steps, looking 
around him—like in the Olsen Gang or some other popular crime series—and no one paid attention to him. I don’t know if he 
really didn’t want to be seen, or was avoiding someone; or maybe the general ruckus was making him anxious, or an affair, or 
the past made him flit about like a will-o’-the-wisp. In any case, he then disappeared for good and moved to Meiningen, in a 
landscape surely very similar to where he grew up. He died there in 2008. Probably completely alone.

In his funeral speech for Eva Lippold in 1994, Rücker had hit upon something that would have now done him good: “And in the 
end, I think, we should sing a song that Eva loved. So perhaps the ‘Song of the Snowy Mountains’:

  Where a little fountain runs cold
  And whosoever drinks from it
  And whosoever drinks from it,
  Remains young and won’t grow old.

Or, at the very end of the “Song of Old Degeyter” (or Dejeté, as the French say), which ends with the great, powerful words: 
Human Rights!

For a kitchen plaque in The Fiancée, Rücker really wanted to use the first stanza of Christian Morgenstern’s “Stilles Reifen” 
(“Silent Ripening”). Eva Lippold had written a melody to it in jail:

Wo ein Brünnlein fließet kalt 
und wer das Brünnlein trinket 
und wer das Brünnlein trinket, 
bleibt jung und wird nicht alt.
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ry  Everything mates and fulfills itself,

  only must await that it will
  and the growth of your fortune
  granted by years and fields all plentiful

  Until one day you
  sense the ripe smell of grain
  and strike out and place
  the harvest in the deepest of stores.

          Translated by Evan Torner and Skyler Arndt-Briggs

Jörg Foth studied directing at the Hochschule für Film und Fernsehen in Potsdam-Babelsberg from 1972 to 1977. He worked as an 
assistant director at the DEFA Studio for Feature Films and GDR Television, before he debuted with Das Eismeer ruft (The Arctic Sea Calls) 
Employed as a director-in-training at DEFA as of 1984, he was finally promoted to director a few months before the DEFA Studio was 
closed, in spring 1990, when he made the important film Leztes aus der DaDaeR (Latest from the Da-Da-R) with cabaret artists Steffen 
Mensching and Hans-Eckardt Wenzel. Foth has lived in Berlin since 1949.

Alles fügt sich und erfüllt sich,
mußt es nur erwarten können
und dem Werden deines Glückes
Jahr’ und Felder reichlich gönnen.

Bis du eines Tages jenen 
reifen Duft der Körner spürest
und dich aufmachst und die Ernte
in die tiefen Speicher führest.
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