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"You ecan't go home agzein"...: It was & great American writer, the

late Thomas Wolfe, who chose this phrase &s title for one of his novels.

"You cen't zo home egain"..,:These words were in my mind -- heunting

me like a nostalgic tune, & melancholy leitmotiv -- while I wes touring
oceuplied Germany, in 1945 and 1946.

More then twelve vears had elapsed since I had left the country, to=
cather with mv familv. Thet was back in 19355 -~ the fatul year of Hitler's
coming to powser, Jhile.th vast me jority of our former compatriots wes
inbilent about the enthronizetion of their beloved "Fiihrer;" while the
hlinded, misguided nation hailed the estsblishment of the zangster regime,
a heandful of clear-sighted people recognized the tragic gravity of the
gitnation. To us, exile was a matter-of-course, under the circumstances.
We simplv felt quite incepable of breathinsz the air in our Nazi=infested
hhomeland.

Did we hope to return?

Well, in the beginning we mey have indulged in illusions. Yes, it was
an 1llusion to believe -- as we tried to do, for some time -- that the
termans wonld ever revolt ageinst Hitler, that they w 1 s he d to get

rid of him. The awful truth is thet the Germans _sdored thelir Fijhrer --
up to the present dav .

in fact, ouite a few of them have remeinsd faithful to hiﬁ}ﬁh&"ﬁéﬁia ba
only toc happy if they could have him back...

The war Hitler waged egainst the civilized world wes in fact the‘war
~f the Germen people. Thev supported him wholeheartedly, with = stead=

fastness, an enthusiasm that would have been worthy of a8 better ceuse.

By 139 and 1940, even the most dogezed optimists had to give up




their long-cherished hope for & German revolution. Clearly, the Germans
were neither willing nor able to liberate themselves and the world from

Hitler and Hitlerism. More firmly astablished than ever within the aggres=

sive Reich, Hitler and Hitlerism had to be defeated from without.

0f course, we Germen refugees == the first vietims and most inexorsable
sapnemies of Nazism -- were eager to contribute our bit to the fight ggeinst
the Brown Plague. I was heppy &nd prond, therefore, to join the ermy of
mv new country, the UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, and to be sent overseas -=
fiprst to North Africe, then to Italy, where I served with General Clerk's
FIFTH ARNY. Subsequently, I was transferred to the editorial staff of
the American militery newspaper, THE STARS % STRIPES, MEDITERRANEAN EDITION,
then stationed in ROME, ITALY.

It was that newspaper == & rublication, incidentally, of remarkebly
hi-h jonrnelistic standerds -~ which sent me to my formee homeland, Ger=
menv, 88 2 soldier-corresvondent. Thet was early in May, 1945, just a few
davs before the official German surrender. I went over the Alps by jeep,
and, after short stops In Innsbruck, Salzburg and Berchtesgaden, approached
MUNICH, the city where 1 was born and spent my entire childhood.

Whet @ strange, nichtmsrish experiencel =-- to welk through thos2 once-
familiar streets, now reduced to masses of ruins &nd rubble,., #ith most
of the charzcteristic landmarks missing, I could hardly find my way from
the citv center to the suburban district on the ISAR River where our former
home is situated.

As the residentisl mtakirts have in general been spered by Allled
bombs -=- in Nunich as well as in other German ;g%z;; -- I hoped to find
onr house intact. It was a spaclous &nd handsome villa my father had hed
built for himself, shortly before the outbreak of World War One, In 1855,
the Nazis took it eaway from us, along with evervthing else we owned in

par QL foomw Lo 9[:0)
Germany. Maybe some Party bigshotp wews still oceupying
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ﬁcﬂrtrinlv would be fun to throw bheﬁ out in person!

But I was to be disappointed, The building -- even thoush it appeared
fairly well-preserved at the first look -- turned out to be sn emptwy shell,
with its inside sl1ll burnt out, its roof destroyed, 1its staircase in pleces.
thEleounair—tire—Trisee—twmd—peen—hit—br-e~bomb, Whet s pity! I would not have

the pleasure of expelling any Nazi invaders. No human being could possibly

Li+]

live in these ruins,

But as I was standing there in the garden, contemplating somewhat nostal=
gically what used to be the happy home of mv youth, I discovered, not
without surprise, that the place was not oguite deserted, after =211l There

wes & girl on the balcony just in front of mv former room, on the second
‘_._'_,_
flror. She was watching me suspiclously.

"What are you doing up there, Fraulein?" I asked her in Germen, but
with a slight American accent.

She shrugged her shoulders, sullen and distrustful. #s 1 repeated my
nuestion, she said, s8till with the same peevish and weary expression:
"Why, I'm living here -- can't you see that? I'm bombed out; my parents
ars dead, my fiancé too -- killed in Russis; I have no place to stav.

This belconv is all right, as long as it doesn't rain... Want to come
up?" she sueggested with a wry, vet inviting smile.

I wondered how I could reach the second flocr since the staircase was
gone; but she pointed out to me a kind of lesdder -=- guite an inzenious
device she had constructed herself, as she informed megﬁot without pride,

"Do you know whose honse this used to be?" I enguired, having joined her
on the balcony,

"I suppose it balonged to some writer," she explained, rather indif=
ferentlr, "One of those who didn't get along with the Nazils -- so of course,
he couldn't keep the house. Then the 85 took it over; they hed s Lsbens=
born =stablished here."

Much to her surprise, I didn't know the meaning of that romesntic-soun=




ding German term -- Lebensborn. According to her explanation, s Lebens=

born was a place where raciaslly gualified vounz men snd egqually well=brad

b

voung women collaborsted in the interest of the German nation. =- "There

was nothing frivolous about it," the girl assured me -- speaking maybe
out of personal experience. "They didn't do it for the fun of it -- just
for the propagation of our Nordic race, Nany fine bables were begotten
eand born in this house...,"

"So that!s what they were using this house for," I said. "Interestinc.

Very interesting indsed."

"Yes, s Lebensborn certainlv wes en interesting place," the cirl sgreed,
and added: "You can stay here over night, if vou don't feel like goine
back to vour billets, It's really guite cozy here. Almost like home, wvou
KNow. s."

I thanked her for her kind invitation which, wunfortunately, I could
not accept. It is true, my 2ood old balconv was rather a cozy place; but

for ‘one reason or other, it didn't guite look 1like home to me...
y q

Strolling throurh the bleak, deserted city, I could not help wondering
whether it would be possible to locate any of mv old friends in these
ruins. Did I really w ant to find anv of them? How could I know how
they had behaved, during those past years of terror and disgrace? There
were indeed pood ressonsa to suspect that most of them had conducted them=
selves in & more or less objectioneble fashion...

But then, I was in Germenv g8 a reporter =-- not as a private tourist,
I hed to get some stories for THE STARS &% STRIPES...

Dutifully, I remembered that Zmil Jannings, the movie actor,
had his home not very far from Kunich -- on the Leke of St, Wolfgeng, neer
Selzburg., He and his attractive wife, Gussvy Holl -- formerly married to

Conrad Veidt -- used to be great friends of ours. &n interview with old




Jennings, I thought, would certainly meke good copy. So I drove out in
my Jjeep.

"Now listen, Emil," I said to him, right as I entered his house, "I'm
here as & newspaper man -- not ]: as a friend! I don't Gese know whether
vou were g Nazi, and franklyv, 1 don't care, I want a story =-- that's al1."

Fer from being hurt or insulted, he overwhelmed me with his cordiality.
How hevppvy he wes to see mel Didn't I remember the fun we had hed together?

e

Thet Christmes Eve in Hollvwood, eighteen years ago? And that delightful

carnivel in liunich? Yes, those were the davs... f

A Nazi -- he, Emil JHn;}ﬂuS? How utterly sbsurd! How ridieulous! --
"It is true," he admitted, "I plaved in one of those Nazi propaganda
films, Ohm Kriiger. But I was forced to do so =-- don't you see? Dr. GEb=
bels himself bleckmailed me into sccepting the role. ile hated me -- GOb=
bels did! It would have been suicide to disobey his orders. Don't forget,
I have a Jewish grendmother..."

Did I believe his tales? Ué!l, not altogether, but to a certaln ex=
tent. Jenninze is a pretty good actor... Besides, it was somehow touching
to see the jolly old fellow agein, The atmosphere of his house where 3 !
had spent many & plessant weekend; Gussvy's emusing chat, the exnuisite
Rhine wine to which he treated me =-- all this was liable to soften my
attitude, to render me more gentle and recancflistorv then I haed meant
to be,

The erticle on Jarmmings I wired to mv paper was certalnly not = éﬁloyv)

\may hsve been)
but it welk rather on th: mild and lenient side, I ventured to suggest that
Janninzs had probably been as enti-Nazi as he could without jegnardizinr
his position end bank account.

2s a result of my story in THE STRAS & STRIPES, I ot an avalenche of
letters from people who had followed Jenning's career during the Hitler

vears. Had I gone mad? -- those correspondents ssked me XGes incii:.nantlvj




el
or had lir. Jennings bribed me with s handscme amount of monev? Whv else
should I try to whitewash that notorious scoundrel? Didn't I know thet

he had been one of the worat}fﬁh&&d&?Wh&dmected as-amr-inforierjiadutumsned

mmﬂg_w... #ith one of the angry letters I found

8 booklet enclosed -- a biography of "Ohm Kriiger," the anti-British hero
of the Boer War., The pamphlet opened with an introduction, written by
“mil Jannings, in which the ector expressed in the most fervent and
flowery terms his profound gratitude to the Minister of Propaganda and
Enlishtenment, Dr. Peul Joseph G&bbels, under whose ausplices, and thanks
to whose generosity, he, Jannings, had had the privilege of eppearing in
that creat, patriotic film... #nd so forth, in the same servile vein.

And with the author of that shameful document I had had s friendly
chat end a bottle of wine! The ides was positively sickening.

I decided to be more cereful, from now on, Beware of o0ld friends!

When I went to see R 1 ¢ hard Strauss --agaein for strictly
journalistic purposes -- I preferred to remsin anonymous, or rether, to
introduce myself as "War Correspondent Smith from Chicago." 1 hoped the
old gentlemsn, to whom i had once been presented many y2ers before,
wonld not recognize me in American uniform -- whieh, in fect, he didn't.

The conversation with Strauss took place in the gerden of his beauti=
ful villa in Garmisch, neer Munich, The zreast composer -- looking re=
markably well-preserved, considering his hich ace -- & received my com=
penion and me with a kind of patronizing graciousness, /all smiling self-
assurance,

"Yes, I'm feeling fine," he cheerfullv snswered our polite question.

' he corrected

No, the Nazis had never bothered him, -- "Thet is to say,'
himself, "they have never given me anvy 8 er 1 o u s trouble, Of

course, there were minor nnisances -- some of them quite disturbing.




For instence, they wanted me to put up a bombed-out family from lunich
here in mv privete residence." He pointed at the large house which he wes
then occupving with his son and denghter-in-law, "Imaginel Strancers in
mv homel Outrageous, isn't ozl
There was something at once disarming and amazing about his naive
selfishness., To him, nothing in the world seemed to matter, except the
(s mom [ouls
personz 1l affairs of Dr. Richard Strauss -- hés=hesdbdy nis income, ke
cbmterter—and his fame. -- "Baldur von Schierach was an excellent man,"
he wonld say, unblushingly, "He really asppreciated my music. Frank wes
a good fellow, too -- full of understanding for my work." (The zentleman
he referred to was Governor Frank of Polend, the high Nazl official
personally In charge of the gess chambers of Auschwltz. Composer Strauss
one> wrote a besutiful hvmn praising the virtues of Wer Criminal Frank.)
Hitler? No, Dr, Strauss didn't think thst Hitler wes so good. "His
musice 1l tastes were deplorably one-sided. Weagner, snd Wagner againl
L1

Hardly ever did he go to & hear any of mv onerds...

I looked at him, flabbergested, Could 1 ever enjov Rosenkavalier and

Salomé egein, having listened to his shockinily callous telk?

What strance country this was, where even the creative artists, even
the geniuses seemed to have forgotten the languaze of humenityl

well, I would go on exploring that mysterious land which is Occupled
Germany, in the hope to find men more sincere then the pcreast actor Jan=
nings, more humihe and generous than Richaerd Strauss, the master composer.
But even if I met, or re-met, some people whose thoughts and words were
still intelligeble, still acceptable to me, thev would constitute just
a tinv minoritv $® of congenial souls within the vast mess of strengers,

Yag, I felt & stranger in my former fatherland. There wes an abyss
separating me from those who used to be my countrymen. iherever I went
in Germanv, the melancholy tune and nostalcic leltmotiv foliowed me:

YOU CAN'T GO HOME AGAIN...




