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YOU CAE'T GO HOME AGAIN

pest twelve yesasrass; The Star nd Stripes, Mediterraneen Edition, tc
the staff of wnieh I belong, sent me "on temporary inty" to Allied=

occupled Germeny., My first job was to gether material for an overall
pleture of conditions in Austrls end Beveria.
ow, I can't write my story without first expleining why thls per-

ticuler mission was so excltingly welcome to me. It so heppens Tl

nometown; I left the place 1n 1955 when Hitler ceme Lo power, and nave

never set foot there since, Naturally, I was snxlous to find out

that kind of shape the besutiful town on the Isgr River had survived

the storms of the past few years and months, Besides there were a few

people

friends == a very small group of ﬁil?fiﬁﬂ for whose litical inte rity

1 had certaln proofs end whom I wanted to see again, aAnd then of course
there was our family home -~ the roomy, hospitable vills on the river
where 1 Sl spent my childhood end many s yesr of my sdult life. None

of us knew what might have happened to the dear old jolnt since the
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Nezis hed taken it over, in 1833 -« stealing it simply end plainly,
without even as wmuch ss & legal pretext, Situmted in one of the re-
si&ential suburbs, the house had probably been spared destrustion.
Who were 1its inheblitants now? Some Ferty bigshota, no doubt, or nsety
opportunists who hed profited by Nezl robbery. Whet fun it would be to
kick out those thieves and.hive them & plece of my mindl I was looking
forwerd to this little triumph,

The first (Qermans with whom I c¢eme in contact during this trip were
the supposedly disarmed Lsndsers closking the roads of northern Italy.

I saeld "“supposedly disarmed," beecsuse I found many of them stlll care-

rying thelr weapons., Kspeclally the German M.P.s appeared fully equip-
ped, with rifles, bayonets, steel helmets and elil, Thelr funetion was
to keep order among the Gernan soldlers snd slso to protect them against
the fury of the Italian Pstriots,

What an emezing sight! On the highways and in the streets of cities
like Trento and Bolzano columns of Germen forces and groups of American

== in most cases /

fighting men met each QEHEF::pIii the Uermans outmumbering the Americans

sbout ten to one, There was ii;ii=iy certalnly no mingling, no frater-

BORE
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nizetion; but there wes no friction either, Gls told me that they didn't
1ike to be surrounded by "Krauts"™ without belng gllowed to take & shotl
gt them; on the other hend, they all seemed to agree that it would have
been a tough proposition to "mop up" a number of German division in
this rugsed terrain, and that the asrmlstiece therefore had come kind of
handy. 48 for the Germens, they seemed to feel the same Wway. Their
benhaviour may be deseribed as correct.

Thet is not to say that illtié;ltii-ie was pleasant or adegquate to
the ¢ircumstences, They did not act es 1f they reslized that they were
defeated, Well-fed, well-cled, well-organized, they a pearsd ga cocky
as ever, Surely, there was nothing humble about them.

I talked with a few of them, Whet they told me suggested that in
their opinion the ermistice on the Itallsn front “aepit: had not been
snforeed on them ss a consequence of the total German collapse but was
rather some kind of elever "deal" which their leaderahlp had declded
to make. Une German officer-- s brutel-looking Prussian with a plg=-1like,
fat, rosy fate =- hed the nerve to ask me whether it was true that we

EORE
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hed been quarreling with the Russiens and that the present armistice
was only s prelude to a coming Germsn-American alliance directed
sgalnst the Soviet Union,

Wnile telling him off, I promised myself not to forget this viclous
fool in Wehrmeseht uniform, It would be helpful, indeed, necessary to
remember this arrogant g rimace whenever anybody, German or Germsn sym-
pathizer, should try to ol convince me that the German people was
altogether harmless and innoecent == just misguided by e smell gang of
madmen end eriminels, This smirking reseel here in front of me had
hardly ever belonged to the upper strada of the Naszi hiererchy, His
appearance was thet of & falrly well-toe-do business man dressed up as

e Herr Hesuptmann , But his thoughts were poison, his suave speech wes

more impertinent then any bullying ecould heve been. There are millions
GF tHle sa r"fi-_g __I'f _"“_‘f’_{/
o« Our future allles indeedl
Notwithstanding the somewhat cumbersome presence of so numerous
"supermen," northern Italy was obviously liberated. The atmosphere pre-
veiling between Bologne end the Brenner Pass was one of exultstion with
a iiiit touch of eonfusion end ek bewilderment, People weved and smiled

KORE
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at you whereever you showed up. Almost every inhebited building dis-
played the Itallan eolors, and many a wall wes @ adorned with big,
¢lumslly painted inseriptions like the following ones "Thanks for liber-
ating us we have walting so long."

ggﬁq-fti/

The pleture chenged askwe erossed the Brenner, The trip itself was
most plemsant, We found the highway in unexpectedly good shape, with
most of the damege already repaired thanks to the efficiency of our
engineers, As for the railroad installations, however, Allied bombers
have done a terribly thorough job, To a leymen in technical matters,
this chaos of twlsted metal and charred wood looked like s hopeless
mess which no human ingenulty could ever salvege and make worksble
agaln,

On the other side of the Pass, there still were plenty of flags ==
the red-white banner of pre-Hitler Austria, Yet the difference between

i te a'lw
conquest and liberation was to be sensed)|from the moment on we entered

aémariean
f soldiers guarding strategic points
Austriesn territory,. soldiarab

and patrolling village streetes eppeared grimly vigllant, always on the

alert, There was no smiling or waving,.
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Arriving at Innsbruck after dark, we found ourselves in a completely
dead, ghostly town. The curfew, lasting from 7 PM until 6 AN, is being
:trioﬁ; enforced, Nobody was to be seen except heavily ermed guards, The
streets were deserted, silent, blacked-out, Although Innsbruck has been

— —

(;;mboq)homparativeky 1ittle) the marks of destruction were only too con-

spicuous 1in the pale, chilly moonlight, In short, the first impression
was a8 yelnncholy as 1t could possibly be.

Of course, the next morniﬁg, under a sunny sky and with the streets
full of people, the place showed a different, much less depressing
aspect, I peid a visit to the City Hall -~ the so-called Landhaus
(Country House) where the Austrian Fatriots, under supervision of
Allled militsry suthorities, are busy carrying on end reorgeniszing
the clty's aduministration,

The leader of the anti-Nazl Resistance Movement in Innsbruck, Dr,
Ksrl Gruber, received me with almost enthuslastie cordielity., Bager to
tell me all sbout the efforts and exploits of his movement, he overs
whlgmed me with drametic stories about the risks end adventures of

underground operations, fi hts between 838 men end Austrian rebelas, the
- MORE
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cowardly surrender of a German srmy commsnder to a hendful of Tyrolian
patriots, and so forth.

“%ell," he concluded, beeming amll over his honest, intelligent face,
"it's all over at lastl We sre free againi"

He did not say or suggest thaf-he was disappointed sbout anything
thet had happened after the liberestion. But when I asked him whether he
hed expected that the non-fraternization rule would be applied to Austria

i/

too, he answereds "Frankly, no., I don't think thet we deserve to be

+B’h' .." F- T
treated like the Q@Germans, But I don't worry about anl,ﬂ‘ll- hardships
or misunderstandings. Surely, the Allies will gradually find out that
the majority of ¥ us Austrlans are people of good will, Everything
will be all right in the end., I am confident, full of hope,"

Selzburg where we made our next stop appeered in e wuch better shape
than Innsbruck, Not that there were less ruins or less patrolling GIs;
but the atmosphere seemed more relaxed, more friendly. The charm of this

C c,‘t:‘t.-\( f'.
unlque place hes somehow menaged to survive tthPrdeul of Nezlsm end war,

I recognized, not without a certaln nostalgie delight, the Salszburg I

had known -- Mozart's birthplace with its lovely Baroque fountains end

MORE
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oOmee
cnurcheaﬁ the exquisite setting for the famous summer festivals ahioh"qi
attracted music lovers from all over the world,

It wes good to find the Festsplelhsus (Festivel Theater) still intect;
80 there wilill be a place for conductors like Toseenini and Brunc Welter
to return to, when Bwrope 12 ready again for such delicate and sublime
things es Mozart opereas., There was the fine Salzburg eathedrsle in frout
of which the lste lMax Relnhardt produced the medleval mystery of "Every
¥en," and there were the hotels =« most of them now "Off Limits" or
"Requlsitioned by Allled Forces" - where I had once enjoyed lelisurely
holidays.

How I would have liked to stey in Salzburg for a little whilel But I
had to rush on, to Munich == pertly because it was my professional duty
to do so; partly on account of a little business I hoped to take cere of
on the lsar River, :

(Jomng- ble
in Bavaria most of the flags were white -Q[-ymbola of defeat and sub-

missions But in various villages and smell towns, I wed surprised Wy

To moetice adse,
the old Baverian colora, blue and white, Clearly, this

was meant as en anti-prussian M

MORE
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gosture, a demonstration of Bavarian separatism -« away from Berlin
and the Relch,

However impatient I was to reach the goal of my journey, there were
some further delays, Firat of all, I hed to have & look st Berchtes-
gadens to inspect Hitler's conguered mountain fortress was even more
important than to see our modest but nleely preserved family home again.
80 up to Berchtesgaden we went == and the exeursion certainly proved
worthwinile, The French flag waving over the ruins of the Fuehrer's famous
retrest; allled soldlers relishing the cholce wines from Hitler's welle
supplied cellars; the pathetic remnants of this once sumptuous house-
hold scattered over the parched, blackened ground -« it wes indeed @

memow'fﬁ‘}
unique,\‘iii’rg‘Il spectanclol

The following day we were all set to take off for Munieh, when word
came through that iiiiﬁ Relchs Marshal Hermenn Goering had been captured
and could be interviewed by Allled correspondents, who eould have re-
sisted such a temptation? Naturally, we joined the convoy of journalists®

(who weve
and highe-ranking otfieeru'ii’*iuuut gulded to the hiding place where the

MORE
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fabulous fat man, well guarded by American troops, was walting for
whatever may be in store for him,

fle turned out to be less voluminous and less self-assured than I
had expected, He was besutifully dressed, thouzh == gll in lizht grey,
with gorgeous, swastiks-adorned epsulets, The gloves which he kept twis-
tings between his short, spatular fingers matched the color of his
uniform, He wea obviously nervous and worried as he tried to convince
the assembled journalists that he was not really a wer erisinel, it
was fescinating to wateh hiw wrlggling and lying,

But now it was high time for us to proceed to Kunich; not even the
revived PFushrer could have distracted us from our route,

If 1 had known what the eity sctuslly looks like, I would not have
been in & hurry to get there, Of course, I expected to find a mutilated,

Lty\;r ved oLt to '{95,
half-destroyed town; but the renﬁﬁ}—ﬁi“i&si;w

¥unich 1s desd, it does not exist anymore, What used 4me to De the

failrest town of Germany, a one of the most attrsotive European citles,

has been transformed into s vast cemetery, mm

MORE
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Throughout the whole center, not one == litor-l};y not onel =-- bullding
has been spered, There is nothing left but heaps of rubble and some
seemingly undamsged, or little demaged, fronts, behind which there is
rubble sgain, I could herdly find my way through the once familiar
stroots. It was like an evil dream,ssdushestwtiis-ternitiy ostranyod

W#as this empty, charred shell really the main rallroad stationt

“Fyo& o
was this bleaky, * lined by ruins indeed the once s8¢ busy
Thestiner~-Strasse where my grandmother end my mother used to do thelr
shopping? Yes, I recognized this dreary mess over theres it was the
opera house where I had heard for the first time the works of Mozart,
yerdi and Wegner, I sew the names of book stores, berbers, restaurants,
hotels, to the clientele of which 1 ned once belonged; now thelr
trademarks crowned piles of rocks and rubbish,
( ._fam}f__g/

How eould I have ever hoped to * any friends in this deserted,

devastated place? And as for $m that villa on the Isar River which i

hed suspected to be occupied by impertinent ﬁ intruders gp , L real-

ized by now that I would hardly have a chance to kiek out anybody,

Mole
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almply for want of a locality fit for sueh purposes,

As the residential district which I entered at last seemed to Dbe

untouehed
comparatively -ii-qa--i-od, I became more hopeful again, And when I

approached the house, my firat impression wess There 1t isl Still stan-
ding upl Still intsctl It hes weethered the stormsl

But it hadn't, really. As s0 many other bulldings in town, it had

omly. :

turviveﬁ*ra a hollow shell; it was the feirly wellepreserved outslde
structure which had momentarily deluded me., A second glance corrected
my mistake, Obviously, the place had been bombed; inside it was all in
pleces,

I menaged to enter the house and presently noticed chenges which

hed nothing to do with the alr relds, sesthess=REl"Sesmr-inteudsrspamme
“l‘ﬁwe weEve )/

LRew- ned--AOR--over the plads. W_lllh and doors which I had never

known, All the rooms had become smaller a-f if they had contracted with

disgust end disapproval, My father's studio, once spaclous and stately,

hed now a petty, undersized aspect. Where our dining room used toc be,

I found usly remnants of a kitchen installation, My mother's drawing

mett
room --xi sanctum from which we children had been benished, except on

MoRE
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festive occasions - had completely changed its shape and character,
If the destruction csused by the bombe was bed, these wanton distortions
D
Wor @ worse’. If I had only come in time to throw out and punish the
transgressorsi
AS 1t seemed impossible to get up to the second floor, I deelded that
there would be no sense in hanging around sny longer, #hy should I pro-

£3Fich I had already experienced in the ruined streets

long this nightmere? The sense of estrangement and profound perplexion jy

Y oeil s

overcame me again, almost intolerably intensified. To shese at these
broken walls and empty windows wes like _W & sinister caricature
of my own past, I made haste to get out,

Wnile lingering in the garden (how bedly neglected it was! and all
its flowers were gonel), I happened to look ap to the balcony in front

otired
of my own room, on the top floor, Suddenly I ai-,?#tri& a person half-

realizing that she was discovered,
hidden behind the balustrade. It was a young woman, .-i-ﬁ’vﬁ" e,
J L

she emerged reluctantly from her hiding place, Her face could have been
almost pretty, St but whatever cherm it had was marred by its sullen,
worrled expression,

HORE
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"Whst are you doing up there?" I said to her,

She seemed to be somewhat surprised to be sddressed W 1n German

(do you want me to go?"
by en Americen soldier, Yot she remalned suspicious, “Where 1&.9-h.!iﬁ

[T sald, shrugging her shoulders, "You Americans have re-
quisitioned my apartment -- my aunt's apertment, I meen; for I have
been bombed out of my own, I must sleep somewhere -- isn't that right?
30 I thought Pnlﬁ balcony here would be as good as any other place,

== DO you want to throw me out®" she added in a lowered voice.

1 was rather emberrassed. "The whole thing seems so strange," I

seld, somewhat evesively, "I didn't even think there wes & paessable

way up to the second floor,"

-

"Well, there isn't really," she explained, without a smile. "But
*7 My
¢ have awy ledder,.”

It wes an ingenious mechanism thenks to which I reached my former
rooms The girl showed me the way., She had become more friendly sinece

she reellized thet it was not my intention to evacuate her from her

balecony.

My room, too, had shrunk; but the bslcony was unchenged, execept

KORE
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for the girl's matress and flower teble. It looked all very neat and
trim. 1 told her so, end she blushed a 1ittle, "it's all right," she
sald. "In fact, I'm rather happy here =< as long as it lsn't relnlng,
of course."

I felt thet 1 owed her some explanation r s muy gurlosity; so
[ told her, as casually as 1 ecould, that I had known the previous
owners of the house,

"Not old Private Councllor sieberti™ she cried, "1 used to be his

i
l

Ao

secretary; that's Wy I heppen to know the places"

No, I sald, Slebert must have been after my time,

After a peuse she sailds

she looked at me aaksncevq“!ou ash't try to tell me that you'lve
been scqumainged with the 88 men who lived here before Siebert umoved
in,"

fhat S8 men? I ingquired, Whst was their business herel

"why," she explained, in a caln, matter-of-fect menner, "they
just took over the joint, COriglnally 1t belonged to a writer, but

he didn't get along with the Nazis, 80 he left the country or was

sent to a concentration csmp == I don't know what happened to hlm,

BORE
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In any case, as soon as he was gone the house was occupled by the

Thelr zirls? This story became more and more fentesticl Had our
home been used as a KRazl brothel?

put I was told by my hostess that the women who shared our rooms
with the ulc:g—ﬂhgrted storn troopers were by no means plain pros-
titutes, "They tried to be patriotic, I suppose,” she contimed
with e wry smile, "You know, the propagation of the Nordic reece,
and all that kind of thing. The Fuehrer wanted them to get bables
from raclally firste-class guys, 80 they came here and did Cheir
dubty with those plecked fellows of the 55, They got their bables
right here -- it was all very hyglenic., No brothel, if you pleasel
Rather soumtﬁin& like = baby factory,.,"

she had 'spoken quite seriously; besides, she was not the type
of girl that would try to pull jokee, I didn't know what to say.
st |
gould I n?k her whether she too hed done her patriotic duty -~ in

oy formsr bedroom verhsps -- before sccepting the job ss the Private
J I g

Councilor's seeretary? But for one regsson or another I did not feel
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You can't go Home again

It was more than an assignment,

reporting on the old home town.

his was the mission for which I had been waiting the past 12
years. I was sent "on temporary duty" to Allied-ocecupied Germany
to gather material for anm overall picture of conditions inMmstria

and Bavaria.

T can't write my story, however, without first explaining why this
particular mission was so welcome. It so happens that I was horn and
brought up in Bavaria, The city of Munich used to he my hometown; I
left the place in 1933 when Hitler came to power and have never set
foot there since, So I was anxious to find out how the heautiful town
on the Isar River had survived the storms of the past few years and

months.

Besides there were a few friends - a very small group of pecple
for whose political integrity I had certain proofs and whom I wanted
to see again, And then, of course, there was our family home in one
of Munich's residential suburbs - a roomy hospitable villa on the river
where I spent my childhood and many a year of my adult life, The Nazis

had taken it over in 1933 - without so rmch as a pretext.

The first Germans with whom I came in contact during this trip were
"gsupposedly disarmed" hedause I found many of them still carrying weapons.
German MPs, especially, appeared fully equipped with rifles, bayonets,
steel helmets and all, Their job was to keep order among the German

soldiers and also to protect them against the fury of Italian Patriots,

What an amazing sight! On highways and in the streets of cities like
Trento and Bolzano, columns of German forces and groups of American
fighting men met each other — in most cases the Germans outnumbering
the Americans about ten to one., There was certainly no mingling, no
fraternization; but there was no friction either. The GIs told me that
they didn't dike to be surrounded by "Krauts" without being allowed
to take a shot at them; on the other hand, they all seemed to agree
that it would have been a tough proposition to "mop up" a number of
German divisions dn this rugged terrain and that the surrender, there-

fore, had come in kind of handy.
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As for the Germans, they seemed to feel the same way, Their

hehavior may be described as correct,

That is not to say that it was pleasant or adequate to the
circumstances, They did not act as if they realized that they had
been defeated., Well-fed, well-clad, well-organized, they appeared

as cocky as ever, Surely there was nothing humble about them,

I talked with a few of them, What they told me suggested that in
their opinion the surrender on the Italian front had not been enfor-
ced on them as the consequence of a total German collapse but was
rather some kind of a clever "deal" which their leadership had
decided to make. One German officer — a brutal-looking Prussian
with a piglike, fat rosy face - had the nerve to ask me whether it
was true that we had been quarreling with the Russians and that the
present situation was only a prelude to a coming German-American

alliance directed against the Soviet Union,

While telling him off, I promised myself not to forget this
vicious fool in a2 Wehrmacht uniform, It would be helpful, indeed
necessary, to remember this arrogant grimace whenever anyhody, German
or German sympathizer, should try to convince me that the German
people were altogether harmless and innocent - just misguided by a
small group of criminals, This smirking landser here in front of
me had hardly belonged to the upper stratum of the Nazi hierarchy.
His appearance was that of a fairly well-to-do business man dressed
as a "Herr Hauptmann) But his thoughts and his suave speech were

poison. There are millions like him, Our future allies indeed!

Notwithstanding the somewhat cumbersome presence of so many
"supermen", northern Italy was obviously liberated. The atmosphere
prevailing between Bologna and the Brenner Pass was one of exultation with
a touch of confusion and bewilderment, Almost every inhabited building
displayed Italian colors and many a wallwas adponed with big, clumsily-
painted inscriptions like the following one:

"Thanks for liberating us, we have waited so long."

The picture changed as soon as we crossed the Brenner. We found
the highway in unexpectedly good shape with most of the damage already

repaired, thanks to the efficiency of our engineers. As for railroad




installations, however, Allied bombers have done a terribly
thorough job, To a layman in technical matters, this chaos of twisted
metal and charred wood fublem looked like a hopeless mess which no

human ingenuity could ever salvage and make workable again,

Un the other side of the pass there still were plenty of flags -
the red and white banner of the "hefore Hitler" Aunstria, Yet the
difference hetween conquest and liberation was to be sensed in the
air the moment we entered Anstrian territory. American soldiers
guarding strategic points and patrolling village sireets appeared

grimly vigilant, always on the alert, There was no smiling or waving.

Arriving at Innsbruck after dark, we found ourselves in a completely
dead, ghost town. A curfew lasting from 7 PM until 6 AM was being
strietly enforced. Nobody was to be seen except heavily-armed guards,
Streets were deserted, silent, blacked-out, Although Innshruck has
been bombed comparatively little, marks of destruction were only too

conspicuous in the pale, chilly moonlight,

The next morning, under a sunny sky and with the streets full of
people, the place showed a different and less depressing aspect. I
paid a visit to City Hall - the so-called Landhaus (country house)
where Austrian Patriots under the supervision of Allied military
anthorities were busy carrying on and reorganizing the city's admini-

stration.

The leader of the anti-Nazi resistance movement in Innsbruck Dr.
Karl Gruber, received me with almost enthusiastic cordiality. Bager to
tell me all ahout the efforts and exploits of his movement, he wver-
whelmed me with dramatic stories about risk and adventures of under-
ground opermtions, fights between SS men and Austrian rebels, the
cowardly surrenderof a German Army commander to a handful of Tyrolean
Patriots and so forth.

"Well", he concluded, beaming all over his honest, intelligent face,
"it's all over at last! We are free againl!"

He did not say or suggest that he is disappointed about anything
that had happened after liberation, But when I asked him whether he
had expected that the non-fraternization rule would be applied to
Austiia too, he answered, "Frankly, no, I don't think that we deserve
to be treated like the Germans. Put I don't worry about any temporary

hardships or misunderstandipgs. Surely the Allies will gradually find
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out that the majority of us Austrians are people of goodwill. Every-

thing will be all right in the end, I am confident, full of hope,"

In Bavaria, finally,I notieed immediately that most of the flags
were white — tangible symbhols of defeat and submission, But in various
villages and small towns I was surprised to notice also old Bavarian
colors, blue and white. Clearly, this was meant as an anti-Prussian
gesture, a demonstration of Bavarian separatism - away from Berlin
and the Reich,

Approaching Munich, I expected to find a mutilsted, half-destroyed
town; reality turned out to he much worse, Munich is dead, it does not
exist anymore, What used to be the fairest town of Germany, one of
the most attractive European cities, has been transformed into a vast
cemetery. Throughout the whole center not one - literally not one! -
building has been spared, There is nothing left but heaps of rubble and
some seemingly undamaged, or little damaged, fronts behind which there
is tubble again. I could hardly find my way trough the once familiar
streets. It was like an evil dream,

My old residential district which I entered at last seemed to be
comparatively untouched, however, and I became more hopeful. And when I
approached our former home my fimt impression was: There it is! Still
standing! Still intact! It had weathered the storm!

Bat it hadn't, really. As so many other buildings in town, it had
survived only as a hollow shell; it was the fairly well preserved out-
side structure which had momentarily deluded me, Inside it was all in
pieces.

I managed to enter the house and presently noticed changes which
had nothing ton do with bombings, There were walls and doors which I
had never known, All the rooms had become smaller as though they had
contracted with disgust and disapproval, My father's studio, once
gpacious and stately, had now a petty, undersized aspect. Where our
dining room used to be I foudd ugly remnants of%kitchen installation.
My mother's drawing room - once a sanctum from which we children had
been banished except on festive occasions - had completely changed its
shape and character,

As it seemed impossible to get up to the second floor, I decided
that there would be no sense in hanging around any longer. The sense of

estrangement and profound perplexity which I had already experienced
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in the ruined streets overcame me again, almost intolerably intensi-
fied. To look at these broken walls and empty windows was like
facing a sinister caricature of my own past. I made haste to get out.

While lingering in the garden, I happened to look up to the
balcony in front of my room on the top floor, Suddenly I noticed
someone half hidden behind the balustrade, It was a young woman;
realizing that she was discovered, she emerged reluctantly from her
hiding place, Her face could have been almost pretty but whatever
charm it had was marred by its sullen worried expression,

"What are you doing up there ?" I said to her. She seemed to bhe
somewhat surprised to be addressed in German by an American soldier,
Yet she remained suspicious,

"Where do you want me to go ?" she said, shrugging her shoulders,
"Yéu Americans have requisitioned my apartment - my aunt's apartment,
I mean; for I have been hombed out of my own, I must sleep scmewhere -
isn't that right ? So I thought this balcony here would be as good as
any other place. Do you want to throw me out ?" she added in a lowered
voice,

I was rather embarrassed. "I didn't think there was a passable way
up to the second floor", I said, somewhat evasively,

"Well, there isn't really," she explained, without a smile, "But I

have my ladder,"

It was an ingenious mechanism by which I reached my former room,
The girl showed me the way. She had become mére friendly since she
realized that it was not my intention to put her out from her balcony,

My room, too, had shrunk; but the balcony was unchanged except for
the girl's mattress and flower table, It all looked very neat and trim,
I told her so and she hlushed a little., "It's all right", she said,
"In fact, I am rather happy here — as long as it isn't raining, of
course,"

I felt that T owed her some explanation for my curiosity; so I told
her as casually as I could that I had known the previous owners of the
house,

"Not old private councillor Siebert ?" she cried. "I used to be his
secretary, that's how I happen to know the place."

"No", I said, "Siebert mmst have been after my time."




=l =

She looked at me askance, After a pause she said: "Don't try to
tell me that you've been acquainted with the SS men who lived here
before Siebert moved in,"

What SS men ? I inquired. What was their business here ?

"Why", she explained in a calm matter-of-fact mapner, "they just
took over the joint, Originally it belonged to a writer but he didn't
get along with the Nazis so he left the country or was sent to a
concentration camp — I don't know what happened to him, In any case
as soon as he was gone the house was occupied by the S5 men and their
girls,"

Their girls ? Had our home bheen used as a Nazi brothel ?

But I was told by the girl that the women who shared their rooms
with the black-shirted stormtroopers were by no means plain prosti-
tutes.

"They tried to be patriotic, I suppose," she continued with a
wry smile. "You know the propagation of the Nordic race and all that
kind of thing, The Fiihrer wanted them to have babies from racially
first-class guys. So they came here and did their duty with those
picled fellows of the SS., They got their babies right heren- it was
all very hygienic. No brothel, if you please! Rather something like
a baby factory,"

She had spoken quite seriously; besides, she was not the type of
girl that would try to pull jokes, I didn't know what to say. And for
one reason or another T did not feel like asking any more questions,
So I just mumbled that it was getting late and I had to take off.

"That's a pity", she said., "It was nice talking with yon, Come

again whenever you want to, It's almost like home here, you know,"
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