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S The Two Germanys

REFLECTIONS IN AN AMERICAN PULLMAN CAR

by KLAUS MANN

The United States, the reactions of Americans to the Germany of to-
day, and the distinction between Hitler’s Germany and the land of

Goethe—of these a distinguished exile writes informally as the world

remembers a terrible August twenty-five years ago.

This 15 THE THiRp vEar | mave spent v THE UniTED
States since I left Germany in 1933. I am beginning to
feel ar home here. I have seen a good deal of America.
What do I know most intimately? Manhattan, between
Lexington and Eighth Avenue, from 14th Street up to
70th—and the Pullmans. Brooklyn and Newark are mys-
terious places, exceedingly far away. Friends of mine hap-
pen to live somewhere uptown, West 230th Street. They
ask me for dinner. 1 take the Uptown Seventh Avenue
Express, as they told me to do. By some strange coinci-
dence I arrive in the Bronx.

I am vexed. I feel like an idiot, a half-wit, a fool, and
an ignorant foreigner. I enter a little bar, as I think it may
be a good idea to have a Scotch and soda. “Believe it or
not,” I say to the bartender, “after three years in New
York City I still make mistakes like that. I intended to
go to West 230th Street—and here I am!” The bar man
doesn’t seem surprised. He suggests: “Take it easy! Some
folks from Europe are not so very bright.” 1 am eager to
defend myself and the honor of Europeans. “I could find
my way to San Francisco or New Orleans though,” 1
boast. “I bet you could!” Quite obviously he doesn’t take
me seriously.

I ber I could! I like the long trips through this tre-
mendous country. I never feel bored or tired on a train.
I .am fond of Pullman cars. They are cosy, very gemuet-
lich indeed, and the colored porters are friendly and effi-
cient, half nurse, half good-old-uncle, and a little like very
kind teachers, too. When you smoke a cigarette in your
lower berth—which definitely is forbidden—they may tell
you: “I hope you won't set my car on fire, sir!” It's very
pleasant. But better than everything else is to look
through the window while the train is moving. It is won-
derful to watch the country—these great wide lands
which rush past like a film. It doesn’t make much differ-
ence to me whether the country happens to be beauriful
or ugly. I am impressed by certain qualities which are
not merely esthetic. Why does it have the power to ex-
cite me and to confuse me, and to make me happy some-
times? Perhaps just because it is so enormous, so appar-
ently endless—and so very empty.

Yes, it is astonishingly empty in many parts—that was
what impressed and bewildered me more than anything
else when I came here for the first time ten years ago.
You can travel in this country for hours and hours, al-
most for days, without sceing anything but wide plains,
wild land. There is nothing but earth—no people, no
villages, even no animals—just earth. It is a very dry sort
of earth for miles, a kind of desert, 1 know. But sull it
is earth, “the good earth.” I find myself drifting into a
sort of Chinese mood, looking through the window of
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the moving train, And yet the atmosphere is not Asiatic.
I feel the productive tension coming from the big cen-
ters like clectricity, I can sense the future, the amazing
activities which are going to transform these waste plains
—tragically lost today under icy or burning heavens; I
feel possibilities, opportunities, things to come, since there
is room and there are human beings 10 use it. And 1
cannot remember dear old Europe without shuddering—
beloved Europe, my homeland—where one never travels
long without arriving at some unnecessary frontier, which
is disturbing to anyone, to some people even a nightmare.

“What a relief,” I muse, looking out the window.
“Room—there is room, plenty of it. This train will speed
along for hours, night will fall over a land which is
empty—still empty. Finally, at midnight or so, we shall
reach some big city. There won't be any question of
passports, nobody is going to ask silly questions—we just
arrive, that's all. And still we'll be in the United States
of America, and people will talk their American English.
Some of them look happy, they have the smile of well-
off men; others have sad faces. They have their troubles,
all right. None of them, however, would proclaim the
“decline of the western world,” and none of them be-
lieves that our entire civilization should be destroyed—
better today than tomorrow—through sadist instincts and
some dangerously confused ideal of “heroism.” People
over here certainly are not inclined to be made fools of
by the kind of vociferous rubbish they get away with
“on the other side.”

A Great Country

“Wuar s v ke, Asmerica?” EuroPEAN FRIENDS KEEP
asking me. “Is it a pleasant country? Are there good open-
ings? Are the people friendly?” And 1 reply very posi-
tively: “The land is more pleasant, the openings are bet-
ter, the people friendlier than we are accustomed to in
Europe.”

People in the States have more understanding, more
sympathy, and more respect than folks in Europe for our
way of life—the life of people who have lost their homes
and their livelihood because of convictions or race. The
word “emigrant,” which even sounds a little suspect in
Europe, is here a title of honor, and our American hosts
expect us to prove worthy of it.

There are many people in Europe who cannot get rid
of hackneyed and grim ideas that human relations in
America are cold and “businesslike”; that money means
everything, and so on, Most unfortunately, money plays
a decisive part everywhere in this world of ours. Every-
where there are pleasant people and less pleasant people,
decent folks and bounders. 1 do not mean to say that
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there are more pleasant people in the United States than
elsewhere, What is true is that people are less irritable
and less embittered, and hence less suspicious. As Amer-
icans generally enjoy life more than Europeans, they are
less concerned with hurting and humiliating their fellow-
men. Crudity we may meet; infamy is rare.

People in this country may have silly prejudices, and
some of them may harbor fantastic ideas. The spontane-
ous and widespread indignation, however, caused in
America by the brutalities of the fascist regimes was
above all a moral event—much more than a merely polit-
ical one—and it proved, once more, that certain basic
and sacred notions and values are more alive here and
have a sounder reality than anywhere else. People, it
seems to me, feel and act here more vigorously and nat-
urally than in Europe. They are less skeptical, weary, re-
signed. If that is the result of the youthfulness of Americ
cans, then it is America’s youthfulness that I love.

Whenever Americans ask me the inevitable question:
“Now tell us—how do you really like our country?™ 1
am glad o answer, quite frankly and honestly: I love
it. I enjoy being here.”

Occasionally I make the acquaintance of men or women
whose curiosity is somewhat difficult to satisfy. Merci-
lessly they continue: “You are not supposed to be polite,
really! What do you disltke in America? Tell us about
that, it will be most interesting!”

I don't like to answer. It is an appalling German habit
to criticize everything in other countries. Even some of
the refugees—who are not really Germans any longer—
keep on doing so. In France they have been dubbed Jes
bei-uns, because they like to emphasize that fer uns—in
our homeland—the trains are faster, the books more in-
teresting, the movies more thrilling, the food more re-
fined, the girls more attractive than in any other place.
I remember les bei-uns, and say, “Well, 1 just like it,
that’s all.” But my American friends persist.

I hesitate another moment; fnally 1 admit: “Well, of
course you know there are certain minor things . ..
absolutely insignificant . . . a few national habits which
seem somewhat surprising to a foreigner. He has to get
accustomed to them, that’s all. For instance, I don't care
very much for apple pie with cheese—as a matter of fact,
it makes me quite ill. And hot coffee with ice water, and
fish with string beans I don’t like very much either. And,
sometimes, it makes me a little sad to see young couples
spooning in a car—there should be more charming places
for their flirtations.”

My American friends seem to be highly amused. “Go
on, go on!” they demand. “What else?”

I continue, partly against my own will. “Things are a
bit too new over here. I don't notice it so much in the
big cities, but I am amazed at it when I am driving in
the country. In Switzerland or in the south of France,
in Austria and in Italy, it is fun to make excursions.
There are lovely little places everywhere. What a good
time we used to have when we stopped in some village
and had our meal in a rathskeller . . . whereas here there
are no authentic villages or rathskellers, just a dreary
Main Street, with some garages and movie theaters, and a
drug store where you can get Coca Cola, and a dark hle
saloon.

I expect my American friends to reply sharply: “Well
why don't you return to your dear Continent since you
are so much in love with its ancient charms?"” But they
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do not utter anything of the kind. On the contrary, they
look a little sad, and say: “You are right, we guess. Some
of our villages are kind of dreary.”

I add with embarrassed haste: “There are picturesque
spots in this country too, of course. In New England,
for instance, or in the South, or in California.”

“It’s perfectly all right,” they say. They are not ol-
fended. They are good patriots, and they are proud of
their country; but they are not touchy in that hysterical
European fashion.

I HAVE HAD MANY OFPORTUNITIES TO MEET MEN AND
women of all types and classes: club women and labor
people, priests and professors, students and journalists,
business men and authors, rabbis and clergymen, college
girls and politicians, snobs and sham prophets and a few
really gifted personalities. 1 have enjoyed the hospitality
of various clubs, universities, and organizations. I rush
around quite a lot, since 1 happen to be a lecturer—it is
one of my jobs. Sometimes I make a joint appearance
with my sister, Erika; on other occasions I show up alone.

The odd thing about it is that 1 enjoy lecturing. It
doesn’t bore me at all—although it may bore the people
who have to listen. People who attend lectures have a
definite inclination to sleep or to cough—it is the same
everywhere. It is an exciting task, and not an easy one,
to keep them awake and silent.

I rush everywhere my fatherly agent wants me to go.
He says: “In X, a town in the state of Y, the Quakers
have asked to hear your little speech. They have a school
there, and there is a lecture for the pupils every Monday
evening.” “That’s fine,” I reply. And I present myself to
the Quakers,

Since they are opposed to war they are opposed to the
Nagzis. As they know me to be an antagonist and victim
of the Nazis, they receive me with kindness.

Somerimes Erika and I get our little surprises. At a
men’s club in the Middlewest where one of us had to
make an after-luncheon speech, a little troupe of acro-
bats did their turn before the talk began—very nice girls
and boys in pink tights. They did the most astonishing
tricks; the gentlemen were delighted. Later, the acrobats
listened to our address with the most flattering atrention.

The question period after the lecture, the so-called dis-
cussion, too, was unfamiliar at first. In time these become
as indispensable to the lecturer as they seem to be to the
public which insists upon them. Something new always
crops up during the discussion. The lecturer knows his
own speech pretty well beforehand and can hardly hope
for surprises, Sometimes | am ashamed of not knowing
the answer to simple, vital questions.

I take lecturing quite seriously—almost as seriously as
writing, although not precisely in the same way. I have a
sort of fdée fixe in my mind: that I have something like
a real message to deliver to my American audiences;
that I have a few things to say which are worth hearing.
I feel every anti-Nazi German—every German who left
his homeland by conviction and not merely because he
was forced to do so—should be allowed and prepared to
express his opinions and feelings to people in other
countries, if he has brains to think with and the ability
to put his thoughts into proper words. He should explain
to the hosts what nazism really means; he should warn
them, should beg them to be on the alert; show them
how horrifying the danger has already become, The ref-

479




ugees—victims of Nazi barbarism themselves—have the
authority and the moral right, even the duty, o cry to
their American friends: “Defend yourself! Don't take it
casyl Don't be optimistic! Don't say, ‘It can’t happen
here!’ That's just what we used to say—and here we are!
The evil is mighty, it is efficient, and even clever in its
cheap degencrate way! It is active everywhere—here too!
Believe us, friends, fere roo! We know that evil. We
watched its growing, its rising, we saw how it became
stronger and stronger, and finally almost all-powerful.
We didn't start fghting early enough—thar is our
ragedy. Don’t repeat our mistakes."

There Is Another Germany

IT 1SN'T A VERY PLEASANT MESSAGE; STILL WE HAVE TO
deliver it, it is our sacred duty. But it is not the only one.
We have to make clear, as well, that there &5 another
Germany, we have 1o prove it, by our mere presence, by
the way we talk, by every gesture, by every thought we
express. We must emphasize again and again thar Hitler
does not represent the German nation. Opposition to the
Fuehrer and his horrible tactics is growing in our coun-
try—we know it, we have information. The Germans ac-
cepted Nazi dictatorship because they were ignorant, and
believed Hitler's false promises—just as certain British
statesmen believed them. The overwhelming majority of
the German people are bitterly disappointed by now.
They don’t want war. They are terribly afraid of it. Very
few people in our country approved of the hideous
pogroms in November 1938. Most of them were disgusted
and profoundly ashamed.

There are no Nazi-like tendencies in the great tradition
of German culture and spiritual life. All the men we are
really proud of were not merely great Germans but great
Europeans as well: Goethe and Lessing, Kant and Schil-
ler, Beethoven and Holderlin, and, in a more compli-
cated, somechow paradoxical way, even Nictzsche, None
of them was a nationalist. The classic epoch of our
literature begins with Goethe's statement that a Welt-
literatur—an international culture—should come ino be-
ing, and that it was the task of the Germans to set the
inspiring example. This happened a hundred years ago.
Today in Germany a man who would venture to say such
a daring thing would have to suffer for it

The Germans have betrayed their own fine tradition—
the tradition of a tolerant, all-embracing, cosmopolitan
spirit—it is painful but necessary to admic it. It would
be difficult to excuse the German people completely.
They are guilty in many respects. The intellectuals, the
“better Germans,” above all are responsible for the moral
and mental degeneration of their own nation. The so-
called “unpolitical” attitude of the German intellectual
¢lite is the deepest cause of our tragedy, which threatens
to become the tragedy of European civilization. We had
the Reformation, instead of a revolution. The inner life—
das Gewissen—was liberated by Luther’s deed; but social
conditions remained as before. Great Germans always
considered it beneath their dignity to be concerned with
social problems and necessities. Consequently the Ger-
mans are politically less educated than any other people
on earth. Their complete lack of political instinct and
knowledge is disquicting since it is combined with their
well known technical efficiency. As a group they are a
catastrophe. Goethe, in his cool objective manner, stated
it thus: “The thought of the German people, so admira-
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ble as individuals, so despicable as a whole, has often
caused me bitter pain. Germany is worthless, but each
individual German is worth very much, and yer Ger-
mans believe the contrary. . . "

“Germany is worthless. . . " It is distressing to admit
that the greatest man Germany ever produced had to
come to such a cruel conclusion. Must it be the final con-
clusion, the last word? Must matters remain as they are?

Involved questions, complicated topics: not very easy
to cover for an American audience tortured by the sim-
ple question: Is there going to be war or not?

I do my best to simplify problems which are exceed-
ingly complex. I try to explain that Germans, as a po-
litical group, as a nation, are suffering from a most pain-
ful inferiority complex; that their aggressiveness, their
arrogance, their impcrinfislic greed are nothing but dan-
gerous symptoms of pathological over-compensation. After
the lost war, throughout the fourteen years of the Weimar
Republic, this lack of self-confidence assumed the char-
acter of an acute discase, of a fever. Are people any hap-
pier in the Reich today, with their shouting, sham-
Messiah? They are suffering more than ever before. It
might be true that Germans enjoy suffering. But there
are certain limits even for them. The limit is nearly
reached. Hitler will surely fall.

Am | over-optimistic? 1 have sound and realistic rea-
sons for my hopes. I am convinced that the German peo-
ple will emerge from their present tragic and humiliating
experience with a new outlook. A people that has never
really understood what freedom means, will appreciate
the value of liberty, since it had to live without it com-
pletely for so many years. Germany, after all, will be
mature enough to face Democracy, to enjoy it, to love it
and to defend it. The better Germans, the creative minds,
will have come to see that culture cannot exist in the
long run without freedom and social justice. The intel-
lectuals—wha for centuries stood aloof from the masses—
finally will take their places as the leaders of the nation.
Such a Germany will renounce her ambition “to rule the
world” and will understand her authentic task, which
is much more honorable and important. The conception
of the National State, created by the French Revolution
and exaggerated by the Germans in a threatening way,
is becoming an anachronism in Europe. A European Fed-
eration is bound to come. The various German countries
—not “the Reich"—ould become the cultural center of
the future European Republic. Germany's real mission
will be to act as the peaceful mediator between East and
West. Hitler wants to unite all the German-speaking
people in one Reich which would be powerful enough
to dictate her will o the other nations. This ambitious
plan is basically erroneous and it cannot be successful.
Europe will not endure German hegemony long.

“Friends!” 1 exclaim. “It seems foolish to make any
prophecies in these uncertain times. Still, I dare to pre-
dict: the Third Reich will not last. Its own ‘dynamic’
principle makes its fall inevitable. The better Germans—
who are forced to be silent now—are waiting for the day
of liberation, which is going 1o come.”

Part of my audience seem impressed: the others remain
skeptical. And the discussion begins,

USUALLY THERE ARE TWO GROUPS OF PEOPLE IN AN AUDI-
ence—one of them being definitely the minority. This
minority is inclined to justify the German people, with-
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out defending, of course, Nazi horrors. They call the
Treaty of Versailles responsible for the whole mess in
Europe, especially for the alarming events in the Reich.
They try to put me through a sort of cross-examination,
with the obvious purpose of praving that my judgment of
Germany is influenced by prejudices and inspired by the
instinct of revenge. “I have studied in Heidelberg,” one
of them may say. “I know the Germans. They are good
people, very clean, and extremely capable. The Treaty
of Versailles is to blame, not the German character nor
their ‘inferiority complex,” as you call it. France is re-
sponsible. She has pursued a rotten policy. Hitler came
to power, because . . . ,” and so on.

I emphasize how pleased I am that the speaker is so
very fond of the German people, as [ happen to be a Ger-
man myself. Consequently, T also claim some knowledge
of the German character. I don't agree with the gentle-
man. The Treaty of Versailles doesn't explain the re.
volting phenomenon of the Nazi Reich—which, most
unfortunately, has deep roots in the German soul.

The next speaker, on the contrary, believes that I have
been much too soft and mild, and that my argument
was confused since the problem in question is as simple
as it is horrible. “The Germans arc hopeless,” declares this
second speaker. This time, the speaker is a woman, the
frank and honest type. “They are aliogether bad. There
are exceptions, of course,” she admits politely. “But such
people lack influence. During the World War, I didn't
quite believe all those atrocity stories about maimed chil-
dren in Belgium. I am beginning to think most of them
were true. At that time, too, there was a great deal of
sentimental talk that we were not really hghting the
German people, only the Kaiser and his generals. Well,
finally we got rid of Wilhelm—now sitting around in
Holland, a half comic, half pathetic fgure. But wasn't
he a gentleman and almost a pacifist, compared with the
Fuchrer? It scems to me that the Germans are very fond
of their tyrants, they want them, they need them, There
isn't any ‘other Germany'—it just doesn't exist, it is an-
other illusion, that's all. Why should we bother to lib-
erate the Germans, since obviously they enjoy being
slaves? If they should dare to threaten owr interests—
then, of course, we would have to defend ourselves!™

A smart woman, and preity eloquent. 1 think she
makes a mistake in saying that the Germans are hope-
less. On many points, however, 1 agree with her. Of
course, it is not America’s business—nor the job of any
other country—to “liberate” Germany. Nobody intends
to do so, by the way. But if the other countries should
really defend their own interests, they would help the
German opposition as well. It is almost impossible for the
anti-Nazi Germans to work successfully against the hated
regime as long as the great democracies continue to yield
to Hitler. The newest turn in the British policy, the sen-
sational end of “appeasement,” will definitely strengthen
the opposing forces within the Reich. The first country
which refuses to become Hitler’s victim, which is ready
to defend its life and independence, will liberate and save
Germany. The German opposition and all the countries
threatened by Hitler are natural allies.

It certainly is a delicate job: to assure people that their
abhorrence of Nazidom is justified, and sound, and help-
ful; and, on the other hand, to warn them not to permit
their anti-Nazi feelings te turn into purely anti-German
tendencies. Perhaps it would be more convenient for the
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civilized world if thar tragic and highly gifted people
did not exist. Mankind would be somewhat poorer with-
out [hcm. Some cl-f' thcm are wicket]. or l‘JI’UlCII, or stupid.
or very stubborn; many are ignorant; some of them may
be eccentric, ambitious or morbid; the majority are in-
dustrious decent folks, as everywhere else.

The Germans did not invent fascism which is inter-
national and therefore an international danger. It is not
only German fascism we have to fight—although Na-
tional Socialism is the most revolting variation of a
hideous pattern.

It is not Germany which has to be destroyed; it is
fascism. Attacking nazism actually means fighting Ger-
mans, as most of them apparently are Nazis for the time
being. But even the strongest anti-Nazi feelings are per-
fectly compatible with an absolute faith in “the other
Germany.” The simple and striking fact is that there
would not be any hope for the future of Europe if one
could not have hope for Germany’s furure.

“After Hitler—what?” This question is alarming peo-
ple all over the world. Doctor Goebbels, of course, in his
well known cunning manner, has an impressive answer:
“After Hitler—chaos!™ he declares, and strangely enough,
many people seem to take it seriously.

After Hitler—chaos! But why?

The one thing Germans are profoundly fond of is
order. The regime they must endure for the time being
has nothing to do with real order. It is a sort of over-
organized anarchy—a quite original but very revolting
phenomenon. The Third Reich is chavs: a threatened
world i:-egins to realize it, and the tortured Germans have
been aware of it for quite a while.

The Fourth Reich, on the other hand, will have to
combine freedom and order. It will be the authoritative
democracy.

I ask mMyseck 17 1 ane HomEsick? [ AM NOT, AND NEVER
have been in all these years of exile. I am not in love
with Germany, certainly not. I do not need it. To tell
the whole truth: I am not even so very fond of it. I have
no illusions, as far as my compatriots are concerned. But
I feel very simply that there is no need for the Germans
to go on forever upsetting the world with their Wille
zur Macht and their bad manners. Hitler may be the
last horrid manifestation and personification of their
worst trends and instincts.

I am “at home” once more: in a Pullman car. There
is the Negro porter again, and the train thundering on,
and 1 keep looking through the window, and there is the
great country. I have strange thoughts, moving thoughts,
grand feelings—they overwhelm me, [ cannot resist them.

This great country, 1 feel, and our new Germany, the
Germany of the future, are going to understand each
other; they will be friends, I am sure, they will like each
other, and they will collaborate. What fun and joy it will
be to show the beautics of the German Republic to our
American friends! 1 am not exactly what one may call
an ardent patriot; but, I admit, it would make me kind
of proud to act as host to American friends in a future
decent Germany.

My heart is flled with hope and gratitude. The hope
and wishes are for Germany's future, And the gratitude
is for the United States, because it has given me back
some faith in the possibilities and good future of man-
kind.
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