
Stories from the Sandberg family during world war 2 
 

My great great grandfather was forced to drive sand to the german bunkers, while my great great 

grandmother had to make nettlesoup for the german soldiers.  

 

My great grandfather used to cykle 15-20 km every day on a bike, which were falling apart, to get 

turf from a bog. There were no wood, because the germans used it all. 

 

My great grandfathers brother, Michael Sandberg, was a member of the resistance movement in 

Give. Eventhough it was forbidden to have radioes, he or his friends had one. In the evening they 

were listening to BBC from London. In the end of the program, the speaker said: “We have a 

greating for Ann, Eve, Janet, Maria”. These names were „passwords‟. When they were called, it 

ment, that the group were going to meet in a specific place and time.  

At the meetings, they were giving explosive, and afterwards they went down to the railway. The 

railway were really important, because that was where the germans transportet tanks, soldiers and 

other military things.  

Once he lay 5 hours by a track, and waited for the german guards to take a brake. If he made any 

kind of noise, he would get killed. After the attack, he ran to farm, where he had “slept all the night”. 

His group were divided, so that they could escape. My great grandfathers brother hid all over 

Jutland. 

Michael and his group made sure always to have an aliby. Some times they had sent some girls in 

the movie theater, who later, if somebody asked, would say, that he and his group had been with 

them.  

Michael always wondered where the explosives came from, but in 1999 he read in a book, that it 

was english plane, which dropped them down from the sky.  

There is much doubt about whether the story is true, because some familymembers who knew him, 

remembers him as a chicken. 

 

My great grandfathers sister delivered illegal magazines out in the night. If the germans sought 

someone with thise magazines, the person would be arrested.  

She drowned in 1944, whether it was because she was in the resistance movement, or it was suicide, 

nobody knows. 

 

That was the negative stories, but my grandfather, who was between 5 and 10 years old during the 

war, perceived the germans at his region, as nice and kind people. The children got apples from 

them, but no one knew where these apples came from.  

 


