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cpl. Max Berman, of the U.S. Armed Forces

in North Africa, heamed when the First Se¥ =
geant told him that he could plck up his
Liberty Pass in tne orderly room after chow,
about one o'clock, and was free Lo 8lajy in
town until 9 P.M.

The ualt tO which MaX was assigned had
just arrived in Morocco. The trip across tas
Atlantic had been a long anlghtmare of bore-
dom and sea-sickness; noOr was there anything
pleasant Or exciiing about the primitive re=
placement center, & few miles from Lhe &
seaport, where the men were tenporarily
s Lat 101 ed « npuwalbingfor ~furvher devekp-
aﬁeaLs_:andfﬁﬁ%%ingwﬁnemselvea-witnuaraary
oublmesaetetlm, An afternoon 1n town woudd
indeed be a most welcome change.

Max had been in this part of tne wor ld
pefore -- as a yjoulipg boy, with his parents,
A prosperous puslness man in Vienna, Austria,
Bermann Sr. could afford to take his wife
and son on a pleasure trip to Siclly and
Morocco. Tne corporal remembered this Jjour-
ney ae one of the great adventures of his
pre-American 1ife., What a glorious tiuwe
they had - pad, Ma, anda ne -~ in those
strange, fapuloueg cities -- Palermo, Caséa-
planca, Fez, Marakeshe... IU seemed &ages
ago. S0 many things had happened slnce -=
apocalyptic events, dilsaslers which eesel
changed the face of the world and upset
millions of innocaQuos jndividual lives.

Max 's father committed sulclde, & few
weeks after the Nazl invasion of Austria -
aawdidrmaay—Jewa»uhen=Lheir-homelaid”Was
wiodatedy-devoured -py--vhe parveric nelglLOUl,
But his young 801 did not waat to dle. He
was nineteen years old, at the uvime of the
tragedy -—— svid for life, revenge, WOrK,
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adwenburé, His mother went with him when he
embarked for the Unlted States -- almost

pennlilesse.

They were hard off at first, Max would not
have minded the hardshlps, mhe Lealous. sb.nuggre,
if 1t had not beean for his mother., Proudly =
aware of his responsibllity, ne tried haru
to make a decent living. Finally he succeseacd.
About Decemnber, 1941, ne had established him-
self in the same branch of busliness 1n whicn
his father had been prominent == Over Lﬂexf)
in the faraway, half-forgotiten old country.

when the United States entered the war,

Max was anxlous to Jjoln the Army as 8001 &3
possible., Of course, ae could have gotl him-
self exempted from the draft, on account of
his mother's depeandency. Bul sShe agreed wlin
him that he h a d to be in this War == tie
great crusade agalnst the Evil One whom boln
mouher and son hated with a personal, passio-
nate kind of hatred. Besides there was eaousi

money for the old lady tO last for a certaia
time, and she could always count on the &
allotment from Max's Army pay.

"y private's pay alan't bad, but a cors

poral's is much petter," he coatemp.raled
—— rather pleased and proud -- as he slipped

into his blouse and caressed the two handsome
stripes with whlch the gsleeves were adoraed, ==
"our little corporal thlaks he's Napoleon,"
one of his teant-mates grianea. "L ooks kiand
of sharp, though, thls afternoon == don't
nhe? All dressed up for thedm Arablan babes..."

fhey made for the gale —-- Max and Ifive
other fellows who had beea lucky enough GO
obtain passes. Quislae, lhey founa a loag
1ine of soldiers -- all neatrr, shaven ana
combed -- waiting for a G.I. trucs Lo glve
them a ride To town. i
uangﬁpﬁfxefﬁéaaﬁl LG 0% PEC.LALLOAAARQLMELD™
sdeigpw Max and his companions joiaea <6iTe wFOups




ey were received witi rough Jjokes and with
the inevitable questions which soldlers ask
each other on all Army pPoOsSis;: "How long have
you been in this hell hole, brother? TO what
outfit do you belong? What State are you from%
How 1s chow in your mess hallg? Know any glrls
in town?".... Max was famillar with all theilr
clichés and accents. He felt at home in theilr
midst., He was glad Lo Dbe one of them.

They kept laughlng and kidding each other,
during the short & ride TO tiown. It was & mag=
nificent day -- the ideal weather for a festi v
excursion. After a chilly nlght -= spent, mLOST
uncomfortably, on the damp floor of a tent -=
the winter . .sky of MOIromEcO appeared radiantly
blue and the alr had a erisp, toalec flavour.
mven the prosalc suourbs through which they
were travelling seemed transiigured Djy the
touch of this golden light.

The truck driver -- & natlve -- turned
around to explain to his passengers SOie
curiosity on the roadslde., He spoke French
—— which czused a minor panic amoang the G.1.'S
sitting next to him, "Any of yous guys unrder-
stand what he's talking about?" they lagulred.
There was an embarrassed silence; flnally one
man sounded off. It was MaX WIoO said, apolo-
getically: "My Fpencih must be rosty as hell.

I suppose it will do, though..."

His French turned out to be all right, and
he did a nice Job translating Heaeltdly what TLE
Arablan driver had to say about town and psopke.
All the G.I.'s on the truck were consliderably
impressed and the fellows Irom his company -

MAeemed proud of thelr clever pal.
nWeve,

ilet's stick together," they sala, alter
they had arrived. "we'd be 1n a hell of a Jjam
without our interpreter. Max must a0 tne par-
lez-vous for us..." e

He grinned -- flattered ana embarrassed.




Helsognded a trifle patroaizing -- mueh-like

a gulde, 1f .not like. a-hest —wno—is—gotnz to
show his guests oung-==-gg-he-saTd: "well,
boys, let's 50i/gTﬂOpe you'll like the place..."
: Tt was & LDeach O0f a town, in the oplalon

* of these visitors -- a swell place and Tirst-
class deal, positively O.K. They had the tlme
of thelr 1liV¥es watching the cglorful crowd on
the poulevards and café terraces -- Arabs,
Frencn uniforms, U.S. soldliers and sallors,
African troops and quaint-looking civillans
-- most of them bearded, dressed 1n plack, witn
fuany little berreis Of Eﬁﬁﬁ;;eaﬁe%, ?B~§O€f-”
the women, some Were MaaQuiBE@aby . hot stulf,;
but their charm seeméd -Gandouedy” unreal --
not quite from this world. None of the boys
would have had the nerve Lo make a pasSs 0on
one of theefragile angels who displayed the
preclous grace of past ages & -- s8ipplng
apéritifs at Little marble tables)or riding

 slowly through parks lin old-fashioned carriagés.

“Alaybe they would have preferred a powerful

“/motor car, as any reascnably modera person,
and 1t was only on accouat of the gasolilne
shortage that they had to conteat themselves
with such, obsole te venhlicles. But.the carriages
sonphBW-Were in perfect harmony with their
personal style and appearance. One of the
soldiers remembered having read a story about
& French dame who had an affair with a guy
while taking a ride in a carriage. The name
of the gal was lMadame povary. The fellow who

~Knew the book told his pals all about it,
They had a good laugh -- with all those carri-~
ages moving along the boulevard. It-was awdwd
ofmfiammes-wasn't 1t2.-=.10 be in a forelgn
country gnd see outlandish things,

Unfortunately, the Arailian district was
"off limits" -- with 1ts gates grimly guarded
by the formidable M.P.'s. But the so=-called
"Buropean" town seemed actually half-Arabilaan --
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teeming wlth adbyelsids, velled women, and
long-robed men. The pbdys made a tour through
the sultan's palace -- & sumptuous affalr,
much in the taste of uinhe Arablam Nights ==
and purchased exotic trash 1in various bazaars
-- just a few souvenirs, for thae folks DbackK
home. After having stopped at a anunber of barsJ
they considered O bWy ad olda, hysterical
monkey as a company pet. Max =-- the only one
who stayed sober -- talked them out of the
deal. Finally they &OU tired, 1. 0
Kids /

sure, the Arablan ﬁﬁ&l&ren were cute enougm;
but iy the long run thelr obstinate begging
became fAdpescmes 'Amerlican friend! Please,
give smoke! Glve candy! Clgarette. Moneyd...
vas ther® nolniag-else-they had to say% ke~
sides they looked as 1f they had never --
really never . - beea-free of-veruln
and.filths The U.S. lads -= fanatics of soag
and showers —- were Sdsbmipsbyglaried and wshocked,
1t was good to breathe, after 80 many dublous
smells, the alepdlbsed alr of the American Red
Cross. " E PR A ¢~ (F
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AdeBbbalee nurse g=—tne-very empodinent-Of
cleanliness and neatnessy—ia ner-tmmacilate
white and blue-outfll.-- showed them tne Wway
to & restauranty recommended by the military
suthorities. Max would have preferred Lo dls-
cover an eating\place of hls oOwa, but the olne¥s
were against experiments. nif the jolnt 1s good
enough for that pretly nurss, it will do for
¢pl. Maxie, too,™ they sald. They didn't mean
Lo hurt his feellngs, though, ana were éreaaiY
surprised wihen he ‘snapped back) iFr¥eablys
1211 right, aill right. Let's be strictly G.lI.

v~ anfi_ h&ve a lousy dinner:”
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He had been in & peeculiar mood for the past
two or three hours. For one reson OrF another, tine
sightseeing got on his ﬂerveSj.Ii_maﬂe~h£mwfeel
peﬁ&t#ewnna&&eigie; Maybe 1t was just that tne
ciuy reminded him of his father who had once
pointed out UO him its monuments and curiositiles
—- inconceivably long &8g0... Or was there sSome-
thing else that intrigued him% The atumospnere 01
the French colLonlal seaport was laden wWith memo=
ries, full of familiar rhy thos.while his American
friends were fasclnated Dy Uhe gaudy Tacaae, he
sensed behind 1t a draasa of which they were not
aware., He sensed Buspe EUrOpe == its misery, 1its
charm, its tradition ana Lragedy. Whereever ne
looked, he recognizea uLne marks of sufferig and
struggle. NOU that he waat ea 0 notice
all tnose whawy melancholy, disguletig bat@ﬂ%f
which were ignored by nils naive coupanionsgf”
in fact he hated himgelf for dilsceraning wiaat
they overlookea == i@ﬂ&ﬂﬂﬁhly'ﬂﬂﬂ*@ﬂﬂ@ﬂ@ﬂ%iy
=@ the proudly concealed syuploims of =8 povertuy
and decay; the shablness ander the surfze of
elegance; the wearliness cenind a smile, Lne€
nervouse tension benind a polige pnrase Or oo
wenbdened gesture. HOW could he help being
sensible to these inconsplcuous, yet unmista-
kable nuances? He was a child of the tragic
continent whose proximly nOW dis concerted him.

: o _ L »

yo, he had notdng O do with Eurge; ke
troubles aad-epiendoTsS WersSo none of his business.
He was an American citizen and an American
soldier, having choWw with a bunch of boys from
New Jersey, CaiLlforala, rexas, Missourl, and
Brooklyn, in a restaurant full of U.S. uakorus.
rhe boys laughed thelr neads off as they tried
to teach a few Jjulcy pleces of.G. L. 8lang Vo
the eldeakg. French walter. Max == laughing witn
them -- suspected that the waiter,was aAlL
really amused. P,

— ,11’ el
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wnen they left Lhe restauraat, they found

Lile bouLevard dark, blacked out. Blind at
1'irst, one of the boys ran clumsily into a
group of Freanch soldiers. Max apologized on
nis comrade's behalf, As soo0a a8 he Legan to
Speak, one Of The Freachmen started, turned
his head, looked at him, aand ecried, "Maxt"

-= not very lqQud, 1in an intimately lowered
VOolce, as thousll his exclamation were not
Supposed TO be Heard Ly anybody, except the
Oone Lo whom 1t was addressed.

Max stared at him -- motionless, mouth
ajer, dazed by surprlise, as 1t were. Finally
he managed t0 make & curlous little motion --
polnting at the stranger, as children point
at some Irlightening and yet attiractive object.
&

what was this? A hallucination? An absurd
mlstake?.... Surely, this was8 not Otto! This
Ffench soldlier was tall and lean, and he
WOre a strange kind of beard -- no mustache,
Just a stripe of thin, darx hair framing the
lower part of his face -- like a high fur
collar, or sowething...

If 1t were Ctto -- Qtto Stossinger --
MaX wouldgrecognlzegnlim at once, without hesi-
tation, QOtto was his best frileand -- almost a
brother, that was Qtto to him. Otto and Max
had played together as kids. They went to
8chool together., Qtto's sister was Jax's
first love., Was this stranger the brother of
Max's first love, Irene? wWas he his old com-
Panlon 1in s0 many pranks and adventures?
Was he QOtto? Impossible...

"Mais c'est bien moi, mon vieux," the
Fneach soldler said, with a sonorous little

¥ B

chuckle, "C'est moi -- Qttol"

It was #®, all right. This was the familia:

W




Lne tone

"why, Ottol".... Max's volce sounded

shaky and his Peyes were sudaenly full of
tears. "pist du's wirklich...," he sald =--
laugning now, aana already in Ulhe arus of his
friend. They emtraced each other; 1T was a
dramatic scene -- watched by Lhe French
"poilus" wiih discreel amusemenli; DOy tae
G.I.'s, with godd-natured curiosity.
"Why, Otito..." This was Max agalan -~
slightly embarrassed after his engtional
outburst. "y o u here, of all pepfe. I
can hardly believe 1it... And in udiform.
Since when are you & Freach solaiert"

"What is so gstonishing about it?" Otto
cseemed a little irritated. He souded mlldly
reproachful as he added:; "Whatl echeesssats
did you expect me LO DLe -- if nota Frencn
soldier?"” SR

This seemed to remind nim of certailan
civilized formelities whicn, auong Freacn-
men, must not be neglected —-- N0 maluer nNOW
dramatic the circumstances., Hurriedly ne
presented Max L0 his Frencn comraaes -—;
"won vieux copala Bermann," he sald, and
added, as 1f L0 &apoLos ; the embrace *
aad-laaias '"We nhaven't Seen each other for
a preuty long time, yoummow..."

There were four of them -- all in theilr
early tweantles., They wore Americen ualforms,
with the silver Cross of Lorraine replastciag
the U.S. insignias., Otto -- as Max notlcea
now =-- was the only one whose outfit was
originally French, not méade In U.3.a. Max
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was curiously moved by thls detaill. "Of course
he tries to be more Freach than the Freach-
men," he thought -- not maliciously, but with

a sudden pang of kaowing sympathy. The youag
American patriot of Austrian origin was only
too familiar with this fervent and pathetic
aspiration of all forelgn-born --LO overcome
what ever deviates, in thelncharacter, from the
norm of thelr new homeland; to assimllate theu-
selves; to become regular, inconsplcuous; tO

be "one of the boys."

"what do you say, Maxie? Aren'y you goliang
to present us to your friend%?" -- This was
Texas-Joe , speaking for tne G.l. 's who grew
slightly impatleat.

The Lwo groups —- U.S.A. and Free pFrance
-- shook hands with eacn otner,

It was Qtto's ldea thal one should nave
a drink together. "They serve fairly good
wine at the Café de la France, Jjust arouand
the corner," he sald, aand his cheerful laugnte:
contrasted strangely with the solemn pallor
of his haggard face, "We may as well make
it an evening! Tomorrow we'll be far away,
anyhow..." Then, in a lowered volce, 10O
Max: "Qur reglment 1is alerted...' ;-- MaX
-- looking almost comically despogent --
said, "Not really? That's too bad...'

Al @ Ty G

"you two guys will have peeldi-oi-tinigs.
to talk about," one of theAmerieans suzggested,
when the party was settling down in tThe café
de la France. "Why don't you park your e
behinds at this cute little table  hewes and
mind your own buslness."

Max protested:; "How could I dOo such a
thing! After all, I am your laterpreter...




-10~-

But the G.I.'S insisted: "Don't be ridicu- @%
lous! We'll get along withoutv your kind asslistan
-- What do you say, rrenchies?" -- The Frenci

soldiers, thus challenged, grinned Drave.ly, it
somewhat uncomfortably.

They £OU along, all right —— with the help
of gestures, laughters and grilmaces. Men cean
have a good time togetner without exchanglag
ideas 1n an articulate manner -- Just drinking
and looking arouna and listeaing O music,
rnere was a falirly gooa band in the café de
la France. when 10U playead & Freacn song, UL€
"poilus"” would cnime in; and when U0E musiclans
intonated "The Yanks are coming," or "Pistol-
packing Mama," 1t was tne Luin of the aAmericans
to sound offl.

while the boys understood gach other, alitnod
one half of thelr party didn't know wnhat L€
other half was talking apbout, Max ana QTULO
found it difficull L0 chooOsSe the idiom in whicn
Lo open thelr conversation., Should uhey speak
German% 1L seemed LNE natuwral thing tO 4O,
no doubty -- and yet 1T would have been utterly
out of place, lnaeeaq, almos L scandalous. otto's
mnglish was felr -- considerably better than
Max's French. Courteous and ambitious, QULO
tried LO express himself 1ia the unfamiliar
tonzue. put somehow 1T did not workKk; he was
nandicapped, lrritated Ujy the limitations oOf
his vocabulary and L0E€ awkwardness of nis
accent. sShould MaX maxie ai effort Lo pbe more
fluent, in Freach% EuUL 1f otwo -- aeflaltely
the more krilllant one of the two -- had falled
in this kind of experliuent, how could MaX
nope O succeed? It woula Le & waste of tlme.
AnG they had only half-an-hour vefore the café
would close. Only half-an-hour! -- and SO @aiy
Lhings TO A&scuss, ey explelia, L0 &sk, LO
remellbDEr s o oo Ly
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not seen one another since 19359
of Austria's catastrophe -- when
Lthe Slates ana Quto sscaped GO
1irst the correspondence pbetween Lae
refugees was regular and extensive,
Lhe montns passea, Lne latervals vetween
thelr lelters CLecame lncreasingly long -- and
when the War brokKke out, in 1939, no word came
through from Qtto anymore, Max, 1in Chlcago,
worried. Hls anxiely grew when France collapsed’
and surrendered, What would happen O QULtO%
If he were caught by the Nazis! e Max hardly
dared to lmaglne what the monsters would be do
Lo his admired, beloved friend. If 1t was bad
enougn, in the eyes of the Hitler fanatics, to
telong to the Jewlsh race, it was worse to be
an "Aryan", such as Qtto Stossinger, and still
an enemy of the "Aryan Cause" -- a deserter,
a traitor. Qtto's name, and his father's, had
1ts promineant place on every Elack List of the
Gestapo; for poth father and son were uncom-
promising, active anti-Fascists, What would
Father 5Stosslinger 4o in a Nazl ceancentration
camp? Max liked to think of wwed hlmn as the
only real idealist he had ever met in his 1life
-- - @a venerable, alwost saintly figure, with
hls gentle, near-slighted eyes, his beautliful
sllver whniskers and gigantic slouch hat. He
was a gentleman and a scnolar -- Qtto's father,
a veteran leader aad ora.or of the Austrilan
labor movement, HOW Lhose unspeakable Prusslans
would enjoy liguidating the grand ola fellow.

"How 1s Fatner Stossinger?" There was appre-
henslion 1an Max's volce;as. he-edwedthris—question,
he was afraid of what Otto might have to tell *
him,.. But Pelher-stosslioger turned out LO be
alive, in Portugal, and in the best of spirits,
Every new setback of the German armles seemed
to have a rejuvenating effecl on his organism --







