MON

MONACENSIA

Verbundkatalog Kalliope

In: Accent, VIIl, No. 3, Fruhj. 1948.

Dream-America.

Mann, Klaus

Fruhj.

Nutzungsbedingungen

Bei zahlreichen Dokumenten auf monacensia-digital.de sind die Urheberrechte bereits abgelaufen. Sie
sind gemeinfrei und durfen ohne weitere Riicksprache mit der Monacensia weiterverwendet werden.

Bei den Dokumenten, bei denen noch Urheberrechte bestehen, missen fir eine Weiterverwendung
stets die Rechteinhaber*innen angefragt werden sowie eine Publikationsgenehmigung der Monacensia
eingeholt werden. Das Zitatrecht bleibt hiervon unberihrt.

Zur Erteilung einer Publikationserlaubnis wenden Sie sich bitte an:

Monacensia im Hildebrandhaus

Literaturarchiv

Adresse: Maria-Theresia-StraBe 23, 81675 Miinchen
E-Mail: monacensia.literaturarchiv@muenchen.de

Terms of use

The copyrights for numerous documents on monacensia-digital.de have already expired. They are in the
public domain and may be reused without further consultation with Monacensia. In the case of
documents for which copyrights still exist, the copyright holders must always be contacted for further
use and publication permission must be obtained from the Monacensia. The right to quote under
copyright law remains unaffected by this. To obtain permission for publication, please contact:

Monacensia im Hildebrandhaus:

Literaturarchiv

Address: Maria-Theresia-StraBe 23, 81675 Minchen
E-Mail: monacensia.literaturarchiv@muenchen.de

Visual \\Llibrary









176

Karl May, in Germany, is a myth, 2 national institution. For the
past Rfty years or so, millions of German boys (including miny & 5o
called “adult’t) have been devouring his adventure stories — Wild-
West thrillers of the most trashy, most distasteful sort, One of the most
fervent Karl May fans was 1 certain good-for-nothing from Brunau,
Austria, who was destined 1o play a fairly spectacular, if snm_:wh-u ir-
ritating, role in world history, Young schicklgruber adared Karl May,
whose warks remained his favorite reading even in later years. His
opwn imagination, his whole notion of life was imprcg.u.ﬂ.tcdl 'hy“thm
crude and fantastic tales, The false conception of “heroism™ pre-
sened by Karl May fascinated the future Fuchrer; he ].Wﬂénthls primi-
tive but cffective shrewdness — the use n;"sﬁﬂ‘l ::I:tpnn: :md‘gtu:;
some tricks, such as carrying prisoners as shiclds, the brutal cunning
wild animals in the jungle; he was delighted by the glorification of

a -

mfﬁww West is still wild and wonderful and very far away —
for the buys in Brunau and equally dreary plices, The pames of Ari-
zona, Texas, New Mexico, Rio Grande, Sic:r;-dbla:-Org?luas, Rianca
and Guadalupe, are still charged with romantic artraction. Oh, the
endless prairics, the glowing sands of the desersl Magic nights in the
open, under stars. that seem to have a more violent, more dynamic
Justre than those of European skies! Life in the wigwam is tremen-
dous with danger, and fun. The wicked Ogellallah Indians are for-
ever waiting in ambush for their innocent victims, Everyone is in the
habit of spending a large part of his day in ambush —a cozy, if
slightly unsafe, place to be. Winnetou, valiant chiefiain of the Apaches,
is always on the alert, Yrung braves are proud of their scalp collee-
tions, much as European lads are of their stamps or butzerflies. The
villains are wily and efficient, but definitcly less 30 than Old Shatter-
hand, who always rushes into the picture, an experienced a’r_n: ex
maching, just in the nick of time —, the ideal blend of Tor Mix and
young Siegfried: at once ruthless and chivalrous, u'c]:l-llnfonrmﬂ, even
crudite, and pleasantly naive, frightening and auractive. He plans
and carries out gigantic butcheries, and his hands still dripping \?ﬁh
blood, makes instructive speeches about. Indian life. A prulific writer,
he describes his innumerable adventures with verve and eloquence.
On many thousands of pages he cheerfully boasts of ?:n amazing
deeds, His vanity is disarming, Over and over he says: 1 sm great,
I am marvellous . . > — and the boys, from Brunau to Berlin, are
only too willing to take his word for it
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Herr Karl May of Radebeul, near Dresden, and that [abulous
character, (ld Shanerhand, were allegedly the same person. He was
admired, not merely as a great narrator, but also, and above all, as
a kind of supcrman — as the hero who had actually faced all the
dangers and peeformed the astounding deeds described in Winmeton
and other bestselling yarns, There was hardly o reader who dared
question the credibility of those breathaaking repons. Even some
of the more serious critics consideresd May's, fantastic tales a trust-
worthy representation of the American scene. A French writer, for
instance, makes the lu]lu\\'ing statements i his p!cfal:: 1o Karl Mafs'
novel, The Revenpe of the Farmer:

“The traveller (Karl May) assures us thar no single point in his
story is invention or exaggeration. He has travelled extensively in the
United States; and merely describes what he has: actually seen. The
peculiarities of the New Warld no longer shock or surprise him: he is
accustomed 1o them . .. Amenican morals, no matier what certain ad-
mirers of that young civilization may say, are geaerally inferior to
ours: they sometimes lower themselves to abject savagery, especially
when it ecames 10 the ugly practices of personal revenge . . "

The French observer adds some remarks about the ghastly custom
of lynching — severe words which are undeniably jusstified in them-
sclves, but have little to do with Karl May's queer interpretation of
American life —, and finally draws this conclusion: *A kind of muri-
lated Christianity such as we fAnd in that country, is unable o main-
tain the divine law of Pardon . . . The thirst for both gold and revenge

- are the two most terrible passions of the Yankee

These words were written about 1900 — the time of May's great-
5t prestipe and popularity. Shortly afterwards, the embarrassing truth
transpired: *“Old Shatterhand” had never been in America ar all; all
his tales were shecr, brassy invention. What a shock to his many
admirers! But poor Herr May's position grew even more precarious
when the question arose;: Where, then, was he during all those vears
he supposediy spent aver there?

The idul of German boyhood turned out 1o be an ordinary ex-
convict who had ‘scrved many years in various Saxonian jaile, His
criminal record was impressive cnough, if only on a comparatively
modest scale. He had stolen everything from balliard balls and gold
waiches to baby carriages and horses; had cheated peasants and linle
shopkeepers by presenting himeelf as a famows physician or the agent
of an insurance company; one of the fanciful pseudonyms he used on
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thase accasions was, curiously enough, Dr Heslig (Dr. Hnl}} He had
sAning (-

been a ,,nllu.'lnpl._ll liar and a vulgar crook with o«

]i.\ petty crimes, his underbianded Lirtle

witrd delusions of gra
il rather pitiable inferiority
re pear Chemmitz,
e parts of Ger-
gly vain and

tricks aguinat society Tect i olwiou
complex. Born the son of a poor wea
t — ane mest unat

he

CHIve, T

In the beginning, he may have dreamed of becoming a great gangster
— feared by the rich, envied and admired by the poor. But the only
sutlt of his amateunsh attempts in this direction was even greater
ion. So ot last he became disgusted with his ewn shabby
indenty v, his dull and glamourless Int, and decided to transform him-
self into Old Shatterhand — a dashing, self-assured adventurer fav.
ed with all those virtues in which the real Karl May was
0 l!L‘h.urlhl\. lacking. Endowed with this splendid new persanality,
he escaped from h:i Saxonian jail to a dream land — a3 magnificent
wilderness alive with staunch-hearied Sinux, untamed mustangs,
stamping buffaloes.

Th hardly a single detail in his “American' stories that is
not 4 complete and ludicrous misrepressntation. Atmosphere and
landscape, pestures, words and actions are altogether un-American,
Un-American are the villaings — who, for some mysterious reason, are
usually presented as Mormons or Armenians —; un-American, the
noble and at the same time slightly sdistic beroes; utterly un-Ameri-
can, above all, is the self-righteous narrator, Old Shanerhand-Karl
May. His cold cruelty and complete absence of any sense of humor
merican type, and the only thing
n adventurer

v antpd
that he dies actually represent is the image of an Amer
1 the mwind of a petty criminal in Sazony.

How surprised, indecd, how disappointed Here May  must have
heen to find the real America o very differ from his elovtap, dis-
torted vision! For he did visit this eountry, afrer all — i 1908, four
years before his death, The aging novelist and his wile inspected
Niagara Falls, Yelloy e Park, the Grand s various Indian
and the ¢ of Harrier Beccher Stowe, Karl May dis
liked the noisy Amenican clties. The country, he felr, utterly filed in
living up to his grand expectations. Where was the wigwam? Where
wias Winnetou

Frau Klira Muy wrote a hook, With Karl May Aeross America,

even make him a decid

settlemen
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which ales includes the stary of 4 second trip to the United States she
maide afrer her husband's death. The devoted widow then faithfully
followed in whar she ¢ Karl May's foatsieps™ — probably refer-

ring to the fantastic zigzag as outlined in Old Sharterhand's imaginary
repwirts.  In the Denver zoo she ook a loek at Lea, phe [dom —

“monlel of the famous trad

e mark of the Mayver:Goldway films” as
Frau Klara puts it. The prowd apimal was just celebrating its six-

¢ ul'!] birthday, which : ovunter all the more ive and
t. Amnother climax of the German lady's trip was her meer-
g with President Hlerbenn Hoover, about whom he has the fol-
.-Mllll; LLHEHL S

“President Hoover is a man whose personality fails wo arouse warm
pathy, even in America, Bur as 1 lonked at his sharply chiseled
tures, 1 was struck by the impression: Here is a man who knows
actly what he wanes,”
Thar the German A

mbassador introduced  May's. widow 1o the
White House, scems o indicate thar ar the time of his death, in 1912,
Old Shatterhand had maore or less regained his respected position. The
revelation of his shady past had caused considerable seandal, years
before: a howl of indignation had arisen throughout the German
press, from platforms and pulpits the author of Winneron had been
denounced as a “eorrupter of youth," But German faith in authority
15 0ot so easily shaken. And Karl Mav had established himself as
the supreme authority in evervthing concerning  Red-Skins, desens,
prarics, mustangs, scalp-hunters, cannibalism, and the delights of
primitive, cruel warfure. Compromised for a short while, the old
wizard was again to assert his problematical sway over new genera-
tions of German boys,

”lc Third Reich marked Karl May's ultimate trivmph, the ghastly
ton of his puerile and immaoral dreams. It is aceording w his
cthical and aesthetic standards that the Austrian house-painter, nour-
ished in his youth by Ol Shatterhand, anempted to re-build the world.
He and his henchmen were desperadoes in the good old Karl May rra-
hitirn — Fomanticy al, irresponsible. Hope-
lessly estringed from bath reality and art, those reckless fantasts and
murderous adventurers we ly 1o sacrifice all civilization and com-
man sense on the altar of “heroism™ — the evil, atavistic kind of “hero-
ism” preached and dramarized by their literary master and predecessor,

Karl ‘\r‘[uv af br.mun.v
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such paisonous trash? Will American authorities in the accupied Reich
continue to tolerate the traditional Karl May cult? Thirty-five years
after his death, an irresponsible swindler gocs on slandering the United
Stares. The Dream-America he presents is not anly a gross falsification
but alsa a vicious insult.

- & @&

Franz Kafka, too, tried 1w escape from imprisonment when embark-
ing on his imaginary wrip to the United States. His bondage, however,
was not of physical nature. The author of The Tridl and The Castle
was a prisoner of his obsessions and hallucinauons, his m:h_‘ni:hymal
anguish; his insight, his: fears, his genius, He also was a prisorer.
Prague where he spent most of his life — Prague, the ancient capital
with its glorious and sinister memories, its complex tradition, _il.s age-
old feuds; Prague, the ity of narrow strects and magnificent vistas,
violence and nostalgia, of music and alchemy; the aity of the Gaolem —
that weird archetype of all robots, Frankenstein's model and predeces-
sor —, the city of Smetana, the city of csoteric sects and literary coterics.
Franz Kafka — the German-speaking Jew born in Hapshurg-domin-
ated Bohemia, later 2 citizen of the young republic of Crzecho-Slovakia
— helonged to Prague as 2 monk belongs to his monastery, 3 madman
1o his cell, o wingless bird o his cage. Praguc was his chain, his curse,
his love, his destiny. But once — in 1913, just before the outbreak gf
World War 1 — he made a bold and desperate auempt to break jail,
to fly to the shores of a freer and happicr country.

The novel Amerika — a fragment, like Kafka's two other novels,
and, like those, published afier his death — opens with the following

ragraph:

i “il;{nrl Rossman, a poor boy of sixeen who had been packed off
to America by his parents because a servant girl had seduced him and
got herself a child by him, stood on the liner slowly entering the har-
baur of New York, a sudden burst of sunshine scemed to illumine
the Statuc of Liberty, so that he saw it in a new light, although h_:
had sighted it long before, The arm with the sword rose up as i
newly stretched aloft, and round the figure blew. the free winds of
heaven."®

It is 2 masterly beginning — giving in a few concentrated sentences
. not only the main facts of the hero's past, but also the aumasphere of

 the haven he is now approaching. The single phrase, the free winds
o] heaven, characterizes the mood and flaver of the entire story.

* Quoied from the sdmisable wrasshition by Edwin Muir (New Directons).

L
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For this enwerprising lad, Karl Rassman, whom we see arriving in
New York, is indeed almost free, almost happy — less tormented at
Jeast than his unfortunate brothers, the heroes of Kafka's two other
povely, For them, there will be no “frec winds,” ne Statue of Liberey:
they must remain in Europe, in Prague, m jail, to endure the mereiless
decisiong of the inscrutable judges.

But even if Karl, in contrast to his doomed relatives at home, man-
aped i run away, and even if the fugitive is free, or comparatively
fres, of puilt — the problem of gilt ar such, the mystic cursé of the
Origginal Sin follows him over the ocean. The cmigrant will be haunted
by old moral contlicts and dilemmas, even in his new country, the
Landl of his hopes and dreams, his Dream-America.

During the list hours of his journey, Karl has made friends with
the staker of the boat — a gloomy and wbstinate fellow, wha for some
reason believes that hie has been unfuirly weated by the officers. He
complains bitterly, and there are lenprhy examinations of the stoker's
case — a sort of solemn but half-grotesque trial in the Captain’s state-
room. Karl tries bis best 1o convince the officers of the stoker's right,
but we somehow feel from 1he beginning that his cause is hopeless:
all the authonites are prejudiced against him. This comical and pain-
ful scene reaches its climax with a sudden announcement coming from
oie of the eximiners. The gentleman in question, a certain Scnator
Jacob, turns out to be Karl's wealthy uncle. “Kiss me!” the Senator
demands, while the Captain adds: *This is one of the miracles that
can will happen sometimmes — especially here n America” — Wealthy
Uncle Jacob presently takes young Karl o his sumptuous home. As
for the stoher, we leave him 1o his fate which is presumably dark.

Mast details of Kafka's description of the American scene are quite
inaceurate — as fantastic, indeed, aa the sword in the hand of the
Statue of Liberty —; yer the picture as a whole has poetical tristh, The
baleony of Uncle Jucob's house where young Rossman spends many
hoirs staring it the streets of New Yeork, has more o da with a Paris-
fan studio than with anything Americin. The country house of a mil-
linnaire resembles an ancient European castle — a typical Kafka casle,
in fact —, confusing, frightening, with countless corridors and pal-
lerics, huge empty rooma, tremendons saircases, a0 unfinished chapel.
At night most of the vast, baroque structure is shrouded in complete
darkness as there is no electricity. It is an exteanedinary place, and its

inhahitants are equally amazing — ootbly Mr. Pollunder — a rather
evil gentleman —, his well-meaning friend; Mr. Green, and an ag-
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gressive girl by the name of Clara. Karl naively cxpresses his sur-
prite: “Sa vou have actually old houses in America ton,” She sneers
at him: *You have some queer ideas abour Americal” — “You should-
n't laugh at me,” he says in vexation, and the author idds, judicionsly:
“Alter all, he knew barh Europe and America, while she knew only
America”

She is hard 1o cope with, this pugnacious Miss Claral When young
Rassman does not want to kiss her, she loses her temper, strikes him,
and throws him on the bed. The European boy notices, not without
horror, that she has muscles of stee], “Of eourse,” he comforts hii'mf_“-
“she is much stronger than [ am, since she has spent mest of her life
practicing the feats of a professional wrestler.” ]

There was cenanly nothing lascivious abour Rarl's little row with
Clara; vet the young man 15 severely punished for it. His uncle Jaeob
sends him, through Mr. Pollunder, a farewell letter. telling him in stern
and solemn words thar the Senator’s house will be closed from pow on
to the unfaithful nephew, and our young adventurer finds himself
fricndless and penniless on the highways, The terrifying strects of
American cities spread before him, with the Gothie lines of siecl-con-
structed skyscrapers profiled againse a palhid and hostile sky, like
cathedrals from another planet where people are praving to another
God.

“The helpless wanderer first intends to go to San. Francisco, having
been fold that there, fn the East (as Kafka puts ir), there may still be
& chance ta discover gold mines. He changes his plans, however, when
he makes the sequaintance of two tramps — Delamarche, 2 French-
man, and Robinson, an Trishman, Karl distrusts Robinson because he
remembers having read somewhere that anc should beware of all Irish-
men in America. But the Frenchman wirns out o be even maore dan-
gerous — a selfish and unserupulons creature, flthy, cruel, and al-
together objectionable.

The twis vagabonds want 1o tike him to 2 big city named Ramsces:
but it is 2 long journey and on the way they st at snother large seules
ment called Bunerford. There harl has the goad Tuck o find 4 job as
elevatar teiy at the Hited Oceidental, thanks to g benign and influcntial

© WL [I'l.l.' Supreme Cook { Uhberkin Jan ). Thas Lind and |>m\r.'r{u"
persanality, however, is by no means the highest ambariny i the com-
plicated hicrarchy of the huge hotel. The 50 cime Doorman — i brne
wh enjoys 1‘-:.u|n,: up the elevatur bu}a — and the nasty headwaiter
are bath, perhaps, mare important than she. In any case, the motherly
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kitchen-queen seems quite unable to help her protegé when he finds
hirmself in a fix brought about by Robinson, the erratic Irishman, who
visits him at the hotel in a state of vtter intoxication, presumably with
the express purpose of compromising Karl's position.

Jobless aziin, our young runaway has trouble with the police
(**And you were dismissed without your jacket?' asked the police-
. — *Why, ves," said Karl; s in America 1o it was the habit of
authorities w ask jiestingy about what they eould see for themselves™);
finally, however he finds o dubious kind of refuge in an apartment oc-
cupied by the two emoks, Rohinson and Delamarche, and their mis-
tress, a prodigious female by the name of Brunelda. ‘This is the most
puniul of Karl's ardeals: we scc him enslaved, humiliated by the mac-
abre trin. ‘Whatever his past crimes may be (his romance with the ser-
viint maid? His fight with Miss Clara of the castle? Or just the
Original Sin?}, he pays dearly lor them. His bondage in Brunelda's
stoppy and shady household is more abject, more degrading, than any
punishment imposed on him by his parents, back in Prague, could
have possibly been. 1f only there were any other job available!
L the anformation he ges from the young man next door does not
sound encouraging. That ambitious youth studies at night, keeping
awake with the lielp of blsck eoffee, while during the day he s “a
salesman, 3 miserable counter-jumper, not much more than an errand-
boy, in Montly's big sore” When poor Karl asks him: “Perhaps 1
eould get o joh in the store wos", the hard-working student laughs
ar such naiveréd. “Why, what do you think#™ he says. “It’s easicr 10
be appointed distnet judge here than a door-opener at Montly's"”

In the end, however, Rossman docs get himself a promising pesition
with & fabulous institution called *The Great Nature Theatre of Okla-
hami™ It appeirs to be a kind of gigantic W4 cojec (in 19131),
orpanized and hnanced by unknown bue extremely powerful bene-
factors. The unemployed are at first somewhat suspicious and join
reluetantly; but Karl has nothing 1o lose and aceepts with enthisiasm.
An official inquires as 1o s {ormer occupation . Europe, and he
rt'|‘.-|1c~:. rather voguely: *1 wanted 1o become an en;:me:r,"' The afficial
makes o cisal gesure as though o express the remoteness of Europe
anel the insignificance of all plans and hopes one might have eherished
i that other world, Karl obtaing a job as 3 machinist and i very
pleased — il the more so a5 the first meal offered to the new em-
ployees turns out to be unexpeciedly opulent. This splendid dinner
party, preceding the departure to Oklahoma, 5 the last scene 'we are







