MON

MONACENSIA

Verbundkatalog Kalliope

Notes from a Basic Training.

Mann, Klaus

Nutzungsbedingungen

Bei zahlreichen Dokumenten auf monacensia-digital.de sind die Urheberrechte bereits abgelaufen. Sie
sind gemeinfrei und dirfen ohne weitere Ricksprache mit der Monacensia weiterverwendet werden.
Bei den Dokumenten, bei denen noch Urheberrechte bestehen, mussen 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-StraRe 23, 81675 Minchen
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-StralRe 23, 81675 Minchen
E-Mail: monacensia.literaturarchiv@muenchen.de

Visual \\Llibrary



w‘r[ﬂ—n:d_-_ TROM A A ST MRA '”.l_'""!
i I £ :

v Klaus Vann

Political subjects are practically taboc in the Arry. Not that the
goldiers are e¥pr 1y warned by the office: P —
- , : / :
Tc tre EVEXrcgd 1 1 . Firg tret te te Ac . -]
i al t te Wl rre - vepuely ané ccriterptuouely - as
"prepagand: " Preeident Rocsevelt in Casablanca? "Thet's just propagan-

da..." The R.A.F. has bombed Berlin again? People are starving in
Greece, France and Poland? Hitler meets vueegolini? Franco is a
Faselst? "Propaganda..."

The "debunking crusade" from 1019 to 1942 - the sweeping propaganda
campaign agalnst propaganda has been too successful. If the generation
of the Firet World War was bme easily fooled by big words, youth in
1943 18 handicapped and often paralyzed hv“é;;'ind1scriminate aversion
to all idealistic formulas and appeals.

Do we have to choose hetween illusions and disillusionment?

i Voaner TolK

"1et's do the fighting but don't bother us witﬁ jﬁ-iul" No
doubt, there is something refrechinglv reasonable to thie point of
view which seems generally accepted by the enliested men. They are
not varticularly interested in the lofty ideas that are at stake
in this war: but they take it for eranted that the war will be won
by the Allies, and that they - the American boys - will be instru-
mental in winning it. In other words, they are skeptical but by

no means defeatistic: which is the decisive and encourscing difference

between Wwwe French youth of 1939 and bee American vouth of 1043,
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The boys really dislike the Japanesge but they don't hate the Ger-

1

mane. "If I could only et hold of one of them damned Japs." they
would say, "I'd sure give him hell..." T have never heard them make
such grim remarks as resarde the Germans. There, they differentiate -
menerously and intelligently - between the wicked leaders and the
miaguided leaders. They believe that the Japanege, ag a nation, approve
wholeheartedly of their aggressive rérime, whereas the Germans would
like to get rid of their Fuehrer - &an unduly optiristic point of view,
I am afraid, as far as the Germans are concerned.

-t -

Moet of the men I have seen in the Army 8O far seem to be fairly
competent soldiers, but extremely few of them are enthusiastic mili-
tarists. They are doing thelr ioh - wore or les: efTectively and
‘vorouchly - , not with exaggerated ambitions but just "to met 1t
done with."

rharacteristically, it's by no means the martial sonce and dashing
melodies that are most popular with the boys. Nobody sings "The
Yanks are coming...' when we are on a hike, or at night, in the
barracks. The more sentimental and nostalegic a tune, the more liked
1t will be in the Army. "When the lirhts go on again..." is undoubtedly
the greatest hit in camp. The otherj;azif a fellow in our hut began
to cry like a child when a #irl sang, on the radlo, "vou're g0 nice
to come home to..." "Stop i£'" the gensitive soldier boy ;333:%.
"purn 1t off! Tt makes me 80 T.ceenes homeeick!"

T

They love to talk about love. They discuss the girls they met at

the last U.S.0. dance, and the girls they picked up in the street;

they shojdfach other the appetizing portaits of movie stars and

to
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,:-the less glamorous likenesses of their wives and sisters. They revel
4

: }/ in dirty words and in romantic memories. The subject seems alwave new
J i

to them - alwaye thrilling salmypesswnsdénr and vwonderful.

Love 18 the unfamiliar name
Behind the hands that wove
The intolerable shirt of flame

Which human power cannct remove.
We only live, onfy suspire

Consumed by either fire or fire.
-t
I was struck by thes e words T found in T. S. Eliot's new poem,
| "I1ttle Gidding." Mechanically - without cuite realizing what I

B

was doing - I read the beautiful lines aloud, in the presence of

two or three of my hut-mates. They thought them "pretty crazy"
but were at the same time cur’ 1rtsly impresced. "It don't make no
eense," they said. "Sounds kind of cute, thoush. lLike music, or

something " vvidently, they did not dielike 1t.
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Thev don't d&slike or scorn thinvn thev don't understand /Tn
gGermany, the uncultured people are W implacable enemles of culture:
nLtey loathe M anéd persecute 1t 1in 211 1te forme, Not so in thise
jcountry. Even the M 1lliterate are not without a vague, half-humorous
respect for the vocabulary of sclence and poetry. It may be completely

incomprehensible to them, but they respond to certain suggestions it

conveys, and which they consider "smart" and funny and not at all

é unpleasant.

A Furopean writer, who takes his basic military training together

ﬁ with farmer boye from the Middle West, waiters from San Trancicco and

O g L
) barbers from the Bronx, will perhape remain an outsider (his comerades

may call him "$he Professgor”); but he will not bBe treated as a ool
) or as an ensuyl. He will not be lonely, unless he deliberately 1solates
L
/ himself.
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T did not feel lonely, the other day, when I wes marching in tre

bir parade of our regiment. It was a glorious day, and the band wae

- v ,
playing as we marched by the stend from where the gé neral wae watching

uE - surrcunded by his officers and thelr ladiese. Ve vere later told
that they liked the performance our ocutfit gave, and - strancely,
paradoxically - it made me a little proud, for a 1ittle while. All
the other fellows were so happy and so excited that I couldn't help
sotmg-ap feeling the same way. "At least T didn't mees up thelr
parade," I thought - rather pleased with myself. "Apparently, my
vasic training was not in vain sltogether."

They have taught me how fo march and how to fire a rifle. 1 have

wread a Mmaq,

learned to pack a haversack.and to /Wand to execute
the terrible motion of running a haﬁgut into ;;~enemy's body. T am
naw trained in the basic resturee;g:;iissiio tactics emdsdmbeoks of
warfare in this murderous century. I accept the bordedom, the nostalgia,
and also the pride of a goldier'e 1life., Yay J never forget or betray

the dreams and postulates for the sake of which these sacrifices

and outrages become excusable and neceseary.

- W




