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frank and graphic report of my impressions and activities
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en years, from 1933 to 1943: the Hitler decade
ome—e¥ the most critical ;erioﬁg in modern history.
This period -- now approaching its end -- is stained with bla-
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tant lies and rampant violence. It wes a nichtma
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decade of the German concentration camps, the

=

the Civil War in Spain, the invasions of Austris 'uzucnq%“vrtwp-
The efenade

¥

of Appeasement,

;'
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uon-lntﬂrv-ﬁuﬁoqx Isolationism; the decade of Goebbels, Ribbentrop,
rf,yf L,_Ctg,fu_.-

the Clivepden Set, Quisling, Yand the America=First Committee;

the decade of Warsaw,Rotterdam, Coventry, and Lidice. But it was

also the decade of Dunkirk and the Battle of Britain, of Stalingrad

Tunis, and Sicily; Roosevelt's and Churchill's decade -- the decade

3

of the underground movements in the Nazi-occupied countries; the

decede of martyrs and heroes, and of the Atlantic Charter, and of
the loscow Agreer ﬂ]tl. It was a decade, in short, which seemed
destined to witness the selfedestmwesten-al ouieoinibociass e
disgraceful suicide of our civilization -- its apocalyptic end
in madness and anarchy --, but which, instead, climexed in a

last-minute miracle, just before Zero-Hour: a moral re-swskeninz

throughout the world; the birth of & new
Wwill for survival and purification.
It is somewhat paradoxical that my "personal history" will

have to dedl primarily with politics, sitieweh g politics are




by no means my primary interest. 1 have never belonged to any
political party nor have I ever cared for the scholastic argu-
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ments and shady intrigues of professional pol ns. iy approach

to the cligcial issues of modern society is emotional rather than

‘ nre yes J lazeed lo b

intellectual -- not dogmatic but human. I am not a gart155n{aﬁh

(=

a crusader. My political views and actions have always been shape
by my personal experlences and impulses, rather than by abstract

principles. The only "principle" I adhere to, is my ssdése, obstinate

faith in a few basic moral ideals -- Truth, Honor, Decenc?,
Freedom, Tolerancs.

This may sound like a rather childish 4B credo. But then,
aren't children instinctively aware of certain morsl essentials
which have lost their validity and persuasion to many sf—us
grown-ups? Children know what's black and what's white; they
differentiate between good and evil. Children have a clearer
ethical consciousness, and they are often more intelligent, than
our hard-boiled skeptics and "realists."

I believe that idealism is not only more beautiful but also
more realistic than any sly, cynical "realism." The realists --
ipnoring ewwsiddewidne such primitive notions as good and evil,
decency and crime -- are willing to do business with the devil,
who of course will outwit and cheat them with a vengeance. Realists
think it smart not to defend their neighbours against the
ageression of the evil powers. How stupid the realists are!

Their cunning tricks don't work. Their policy of "appeasement,"
"expediency,” "Isolatipnism," always fails in the end -- inevitably
and disastrously. Evil can't be appeased; it has to be fought,

stamped out.
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This sinmfilbes fundamental tenet -- that cynicism doesn't pay, and
that idealism has to b: ra$0¢utn ur 0011r0ﬂLQ1n0 evun militant, lest
ﬁ%#rfuﬂ;i' Jeo zouqf
it perish -- will the theme e e va of my story. I shall
-;‘ Q*fubf

\j”' e ;
“{%fgve and drematize this idea -- simply Dy presenting JﬁA”& yeriences

and the experiences of some of my dsiendesawd fellow-fighters.

For this was my only ambition and occupation, for the past ten

years: to fight, in my own humble way, the powers of evil =--

sented most glaringly in the sinister phenomenon of Nazism. This was

my job and my adventure: to unmask, ridicule, arraign and irritate

SRedoumethbs 10

always ﬁi‘ direct, unpretentious appeal for human solidarity, against

the arch-enemy. The messapge I tried get across was

the inrhuman forces of darkness and destruction.

to express in all my writings and speeches;

That is

what I meant

in my books and newspaper

articles, my stories for children, my lectures and radio addresses.

I said it from hundred theater stages in Europe

when I

and I

toured the

said it

continent with my little show, "The Peppermill;"

lMore

..\

from hundreds of platforms ieemies z21] over the United States.

ol mmysel/ o
than once Ijﬂaﬂ-ﬁn-&.@eﬂtﬁ”frouble, on accou?ﬁ of my childish

3

provoked something

( i 5%
Gbsxﬁacy. In Switzerland, m&dﬁﬁhﬁﬂﬂﬁﬂﬂpﬂﬂﬁi’?/

like a minor civil war. In Czechoslovakia, the workingmen protected

me against the Nazi mob as the police didn't dare to do so. In

Holland, my satiric songs and skfifhes became the owbje object of
tale

grave official discussions anqdcontroversies.

"'“_‘SP‘.

stirred up riots and arguments. Goebbelgdﬁbt nervous and abused me

1, of all people,

over the air. Yet I commanded no power or secret Weapons or Ames-

u_(\.-\{.'.-ﬂ! '[aﬂnﬂl d‘
\1"‘ s, to say W

ﬂﬁiﬁﬁ& wit. All I wanted - all I tried to do w
KAroar

Since I wanted to tell the truth, I had to‘ﬁi-i-iut what's

a

and plainly - what I thought right and true.

actually zoing on in the world: I couldn't depend on other people's
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PROLOGUE (1943)

Cairo, Egypt... Short description of the exobic, cosmopolitan
eity =-- the "Lisbon of the East;" the meeting place of inter-
national diplomats, apies and imposters, refugees and salesmen,
journalists and princes, American ﬂotenPo" and British Tommies.

3
esse 1, of all people, am Eitting, in my U.S. War-Correspondent’s
uniform, in a joint out of bounds for officers. Is it out of
bounds for me? I am an officer, in a sense. But, again, I am oo
not have commission...
A U.S. sergeant joins me. ® W The following conversation deve-
lops:
"Where are you from?"
\ "From California."
"How come you have such & funny British accent?"
"ell, I am & British eitizen...'Wosc 1o~ ¢
"How come, then, that you're wearing an American uniform?"

"Tt's just because I'm accredited to tTE gza. Forces."
"Kind of queer - isn't it? A British 4&%¥3%n in the U.S. Army...

But a r e you really British? You don't really sound it..."
"Well, you see, I wasn't born in Englend...”

"Where a r e you from? You must have been born somewhere..."
"Why, of course. I was born. Very much so. I was born in -
why, I was born in lunich."

"Not Munich, Germany?"

"Exactly. Munich, Germany."

The sergeant, zreatly puzzled, Ieaves—me-sefopesiansg. cICuses
himself before long. I, left alone, ngvn plenty of time to brood
over the simple guestion he asked me, with such undisguised
bewilderment: HOW COME?..... SO my thoupht wander backward...

34 3 2k 2 o s

PART ONE (1933-1938)
EAT

E

Zuerich, Switzerland; 1933... I am hectically busy re-organizing
my little satiric anti-Nazi show, "The Peppermill," which had
started, in such a promising ”ay, in Munich, Jjust before the
outbreak of the Third Reich...Some reﬂarfs about the personnel

and repertoire of "The Peppermill." .... The show opensiis

a sweeping success. The Swiss public -- culturallv-mlndéﬁ and
mildly anti-Nazi -- responds enthusiastically to our songs and
sketches. ?ﬂanmttigg“aﬂﬁﬂaﬂééﬁnoeananuuminhfuéerﬂ?wﬂaael el .
eporeciate our eﬁw&.ﬁg combine -frankness-with-deiieacy,
wooresgiveness with charmh.

1934: continuous success in Switzerland; new triumphs in Holland,
Belgium, Czechoslovakia...(Some remarks about # cultural and poli-
tical conditions in those countries.) We tour Europe =-- indieting
Nazism in our own seemingly playful manner...

lABgnwhile the political horizon darkens - swiftly and alarmingly.
Hitler bags the Saar; establiches general military consecription.
Cur warnings and arraignments are being applauded but not takenal { #o
seriously. The only ones to get really excited about them are the
Nazis. They deprive me of my German citizeﬂshipg gut the very day
before my "expatriation" I become a British % - by marrying
W.H. Auden. Description of the rather guaint circumstances &F under




-3 8-
which the wedding ceremony takes place in an English village.

2
The Austrian government (Dr. Schuschnigg) banishes "The Fepper-
mill." .... The Nazis begin to orgenize a regular crusade against
my troupe and me... Violent scandal in Zurich, where the Nazi
agents and their Swiss stooges try to break up our show with tear-
gas bombs, c¢lubs and guns. Fights between police and Fasecists in
and around dar theater. The civil-war-like disorders continue for
days. «... Undecided, lukewarm attitude of the press. Editorial-
writers wish we had been more "tactful." The upright Swiss anti-
Nazis come out in our favour; but the "appeasers™ prove to be
more influential. We are not allowed to appeer in w}mﬂ&@%%
anymore.... Similar experiences in Czechodlovakia (where the
workingmen defend us against the Nazi mob) and in the Nether-
lands (where "The Peppermill" becomes the object O hiieisisewans
heated controversies in the parliament and the press). Some
leading intellectuals and many anonymous friends take our side
against the official policy of appeasement and compromise.
eesses Simultaneously, the omlnous developments in Europe:
Nazi troops move into the demilitarized Rhineland zone, etc.
The air becomes more and more stifling...

S
1936: to the U.S.A. .... (with my brother Philippine Wolf-Arndt)
"The Peppermill" in New York City: it doesn't quite click...
Troupe returns to Europe; I prefer to stay - simply because 1
kdhdemmiio enjoy being in a counify w?ich seeﬁgn?irmly demgocratic,
a loo percent anti-Fascist... Dz’ 3 sk eI V-
I begin to lecture.... Contacts with American liberals, in New
York, Washington, and so forth. I find them full of progressive
impetus and full of sympathy toward the victims of Europeg&n
Fascism. Yet the lNew Deal is of course more exciting to them than
the are the atrocities in German concentration camps...
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1937: still in the U.S.A. .... Lecture tour with my father, from
coast to coast.... The Nazis invade, annex Austria.... Trip to
Europe: Swismegs FParis, kallorca, the Fr@nch Riviera, the Swiss
Engadin...: all these beloved places seem somehow polluted as

if by a mortel blight. A wave of suicides among our Austrian
friends...Back to the U.3.A. I continue literary, lecture
activities. I me become increasingly familiar with the views

and particularities of American publie. Write "School for

Eerbarians":iw bestseller.

5.
1938: BEurope again. ©Spain, during the last summer of the Civil
War. Barcelona, Valencia, lladrid. The Ebro Front. Contacts with W
soldiers and politicians. Del Vayo, Juan Negrin. The tragedy of, 2es
Spanish children. First impression of WAR - its grim reality. & 4.,
France, shortly before the Munich crisis. Inereasing tension. ﬁﬁ?
Night-long sessions with the friends in Paris (Genevieve Tabouis,ﬁ{

# Ensadlrr, 5C yrile Segero Sife . bz
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Louis Fischer, ete) Trip to Czechoglovakia, which I find fully
preparedAend grimly determined to fe «++« Then, the paralyzing
shock of Munich... I venture to travel into German-occupied Sudeten-
land. Everywehere the same bitterness, the same grief and anger.
Back to Prague.... An hour with Carel Capek, who wmiess secems un-
able and unwilling to survive the fall of f{s country and the
treachery of his country's allies. (He dies a few weeks after our
metting.

The disaster appears complete and irreperable. The lowest point

of the curve hesebesonssemensd. ...

E
g e oK o o S A

PARS . ®WO0 (1939-1941)
o T ol T -
4
Winter 1938/39... The more ominous the situation in Europe, the
more grows American Isolationism... During my lecture tours, I
find peopls disgusted with Nazi atroecities in Spain, Austria,
Czechoslovakia, but hardly inclined to do anything against the
monsters responsible for those crimes.
Spring, 1939... We t¥y to organize & German anti-Nazi Pavillon
for New York's World Farey (in collaboration with Laura Z. Hobson,
and others). The project, as so many others, is boycotted and
ruined by the "appeasers"....... The World Fare and the meetings
of the P.E.N. Club. Friends from abroad. .... Toller's suicide...
«ees Summer, 1939: trip to Europe, with parents. Switzerland;
Holland; Sweden... The internationsl situation becomes from day
to day more untenable. Growing fmeldewser =porehension. But the
Swedish upper class believes in "neutrality," "appeasement"...

2
The breaking point is reached...: Nazi invasion of Poland; WAR...
Dangflgous flight from Sweden to Holland, England... Journey back
to the U.S.; the overcrowded boat; sketches of fellow-passengers...
e« 19 Winter 1939/40: the "Phony War".... Air remains heavily
charged with ominous forebodings, rumors... Ehe—inbwidewttsl

Y -
e (s =N N TITT

- tdsddleis. Ut it e nen =
Nezil victories.... After FPoland, - Norway, Denméﬁy, Belgium,
the letherlands, France... llore suicides, more refugees...
Work with the Emergency Hescue Committee (FHank Kingdom)....
Summer in California; raising money for anti-Nazis caught in
France (among them my brother Angelica, Uncle Heinz, Frau
Kroeger hauptsaechli cft‘..,...--.,.-}

3 it R ot ey

August, 1939: journey to Lisbon, London:..(description of the
flight; life in Lisbon...) =--- England after Dunkirk: the
awekening.... I weienewslid feel - with surprise and delipht -
that something like & miracle has taken place... Just at this
point - with the war seemingly won by the Nazis - our moral

New refupees arrive in U.S. .... Interview with Benes, in Chicago.™
He confirms, for the first time, that Lioscow was ready to go to
war for Czechoslovakia.




rehabilitation begins -- preparing, guaranteeing our victory.
«+«s My work for the BBC (broadcasting to Germeny)..../Life in
London. Sketches of H.G. Wells, Duff Cooper, Priestey,Athe group
of young writers sround "Horizon" (Stephen Spender, etc). Gme-—
G ad The wrole played by English women in
the war effort.

&
The "Blitz".... (or, The Battle of Britain).... Detailed description
of the terrific bombardments; their material and psychological
effect. Sketches of individuel reactions and characteristic scenes.
++ss The work for BBC continues. Goebbels irked by our programs.

- Tl ol
Back to the U.S., where 1 try to describe and praise what I have

seen in England.... Touring the continent again, I figd Isolationism
still strong, but general aswareness of real 51tuat10n increasing...
«ess Spring 1941: second trip to England... BEC agein. .... téaﬂaJ}}
Interview with Sir Vansittard; conversation about the Germa o

The German refugees in London resent my views about re-education

of the German people... Contacts with the Free I'rench, Free Duteh,
et¢.... Expedition on a British cruiser (??) to the coast of
Prance... 1 try to scrutinize the mystery of Hudolf Hess but

am stopped - just before lifting the veil...

Growing confidence of the English people. Nazi invasion of Russia -
another turning point of the War...

Lecture contracts cell me back to U.S. .... Three days with my
parents at the White House, &8 guests of the Fresident and

Mrs. Bartl. Personal impressions.

December, 194l.....: PERAL HARBOR

AR NEER TR
3 e o ok o ok A o kR

PART THREZE (1941/43)
ACTION

it
The U.S. at war.... Working for the Coordinator of War Information
(now OWI), New York. Contact with Robert Sherwood, adiesedinees. ..
Other activities: for the Treasury (with Frederic barch], for
BBC (musical and theatrical programs with prominent German artists.
Collaboration with Bruno Walter, Lotte Lehmann, Conradt Veidt,
Albert Bassermann, and so forth. Character sketches of these
personalities.) .... Lecturing ”from_coaat to coast," I have
the opportunity to study the Ag ey changeé of publlc & opinion...
The War begins to become a reality to the people in Kansas or
Nebraska......Summer in California. Work with Lubitsch and Capre,
on the Army Crientation pi "What we are Fighting for" (2%)

Winter 1941/&2... The Nezls begin to lose... Stalingrad; our

T ﬂrovoke another contro arsv bv an Open Letter to the u.Y Ti“es
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PROLOGUE (1943)

Cairo, Esypt... Short description of the exotic, cosmopolitan
city -~ the "Lisbon of the Eaat;" the meeting place cf inter-
nationel diplomats, spies and imposters, refugees and salesmen,
journalists and ﬁr{nces, American doughboys and British Tommies.
esee I, of all people, em sitting, in my U.S. War-Correspondent
uniform, in a joint out of bounds for officers. Is it out of
bounds for me? I em an officer, in a sense., But, apain, I am do
not have commission...

A U,3. sergeant Jjoins me. ® ¥ The following conversation deve-
lons:

"Where are you Irom?"

"From California.”

"tiow come you heve such a funny British accent?”

"Well, I am a British citizen..."

"How come, then, that you're wearing an American uniform?"

"It's Just btecsuse I'm accredited to the U,S5, Forces.”

"Kind of queer -~ isn't 1t7? A British citizen in the U.,S, Army...
But a r e you really British? You don't really sound it..."
"Jell, you see, I wasn't born in Englend..."

"“here a r e you from? You must heve been born somewheres..”
"¥hy, of course. I was born. Very much so. I was born in -

why, I was born in Hunich.”

"Not Munich, Germany?"

"Exactly. Munich, Germany.”

The sergeant, greatly puzzled, leaust-mo=beferowheng. 0XCUSES
himself before long. I, left alone, heve plenty of time to brood
over the simple question he asked me, with such undispulsed
bewilderment: HOW COME?..... 850 my thought wander backward...

LEL LSS

PART ONZE (1933-1938)
ETREAT

Zuerich, Switzerland; 1935... I am hectlcally busy re=oreganizine
my little satiric anti-Nazi show, "The Peppermill,”™ which had
started, in such a promising way, in Munich, just before the
outbreak of the Third Reich...Some remarks about the personnel

and repertoire of "The Peppermill.”™ e... The show opens;is

a sweeping success. The Swiss publie -- culturally-minded and
mildly anti-Nazi -- responds enthusiestically to our songs and
sketches, ad-auniienves-Jlo-Zurich Beru, Dasal, gic.,
anmreciate -onr ~40-00nbine-franknos T with-deitemcy,
arrrETETTeness-with-charm

1934: continuous success in Switzerlond; new triumphs in Holland,
Belgium, Czechoslovaekia...(Some remerks about € eulturasl end poli=-
ticnl conditions in those countries.) We tour Europe -- indieting
Nazism 1n our own seemingly pleyful manneTese

MfAgnwhile the political horizon derkens - swiftly and alerminaly.
Hitler bags the Saur; estebliches general military conscription.
Our warnings and arrelignments are being applauded but not taken
geriously. The only ones to pet reelly excited about them are the
Nazis. They deprive me of my German citizenship. But the very day
before my "expatriation™ I become a British citizen - by marrying
WeH. Auden, Description of the rather quaint circumstences & under




e B~

which the wedding ceremony takes place in an English village.

e
The Austrien government (Dr. Schuschnigg) banishes "The Pepper-
Mille™ cece Tha Nazis begin to organize & regulaer crusade Prqin:t
my troupe and me... Violent sceandal in uurich where the Nazi
agente and their Swiss stooges try to breek wp our show with tear-
gas bombs, clubs and guns. ights between police and Fascists in
and aroundsr theater. The civil-war-like disorders continue for
dayS. ss.. Undecided, lukewarm attitude of the press. Editorial-
writers wish we had been more "tactful."” The upright Swiles anti-
Nazis come out in our favour; but the "appeasers" prove to bte
more influential., e are not allowed to appear in Switzerland
anymore...s oimilar experiences in Czechodlovekia (where the
workingmen defend us against the Nazi mod) and in the Nether-
lands (;hare "The Peppernill™ becomes ths objJect of ralmiSieeand
heated controversies in the parliement and the press). Some
leadinez intellectuals end many anonymous friends take our side
apainst the official poliey of appeassment end compromise.
aRrs e e 51!“"1111‘;!"1’1?5‘.&. JV’ the 0"‘11'“01.15 dGV"‘lD_.‘_J:LBIItS iu a.fllI'O"JG-
Nazi troops move into the demilitarized Rhineland zone, etc.
The air becomes more and more stifling...

o)
1936: to the U,S¢Ae .ves (with my brother Philippine Wolf-Arndt)
"The Peppermill™ in New York City: it doesn't guite click...
Troupe returns to Europe: I prefer to stay - simply because I
}ikaabo anjoy baing in a country which seems firmly democratic,
a loo percent anti-Fascista...
I bepin®to lecture.... Contacts with American liberals, in New
York, Washington, and so forth. I find them full of progressive
impatus and full of sympathy toward the victims of European
Pasclsm., Yet the Hew Deal is of course more exciting to them than
the are the atrocities in German concentration campS...
Fbey-—to-tncroate-their-icrovledre-of-what-the-dleod-chadlenre
aetusl) iy moans-« not only to ¥urepe but to bhsw
wOrlde wveeec

i.ha-iul-hi-hnuﬁuns1ﬂ—quQenuheeonga-ﬂ-hm-aan&Aﬂm.

¥yl
1937: still in the U.S.A, .... Lecture tour with my fuather, f or
coast to coeste... The Nezis invade, annex Anstria. ... Trip ¢t
Burope: Cedwbuag, Paris, Mallorca, the Franch Riviera, the Swiss
Engadin...! all these beloved places seem somehow polluted as
if by a mortal blight. A wave of suicides among our Austrian
friends...Back to the U.S.A. I continue literary, lecture
activities. I s become lncreasingly femiliar with the views
and particularities of Amerlican pubiic. Wirite "School for
Barbarians” whiehwbeess-Gul-do=be bestseller.

D
1938: Durope again. opain, during the last summer of the Civil
Ware. Barcelona, Valencla, liadrid. The Ebro Front. Contecta with
soldiers and politiclens, Del Vayo, Juan Negrin. The tragedy of
Spanish c¢hildren. First lmpression of VAR - its grim reality...
*rancei shortly before the lunich frisis. Increasing tens sion.
Q

iirht=-long sessions with the friends in Peris (Geneviava Tabouis,




4.

Louis Fischer, ete) Trip to Czechoslovakia, which I find fully
prepared and grimly determined to faece war.... Then, the peralyzing
shock of Munich... I venture to travel into German-occupied Sudeten-
land. Everywehere the same bittorness, the seme grief and anger.
Back to Praguee.... An hour with Carel Capek, who makes seems un-
able and unwilling to survive the fall of‘éiﬁ country and the
treachery of his country's alliss, (He dies a few weeks after our
metting. )

The digaster anpears complete and irreperable. The lowest point
of the curve has been rciched....

oot e ook o b e o

PART TVWO (1959-1941)
CRISIS

Winter 1938/39... The more ominous the situation in Europe, the
nore erows Americen Isolatlionism... During my lecture tours, I
find people dlscusted with Nazi atrocities in Spain, Austria,
Czecheslovakia, but hardly ineclined to do enything against the
monsters responsible for those crimes,.

Spring, 1969... Ve trg to organize a German anti-Nazl Pavillon
for New York's VWorld Fare, (in collaboration with Laura Z, Hobson,
and others). The project, as s0 many others, is boycotted end
ruined by the ™Mapnpeasars™.seeese The World Fare and the meetings
of the P.E,N. Club, Friends from abroade «e.s Tollor's suicide...
esee Summer, 1939: trip to EZurope, with parents. Switzerland;
fiolland; Sweden... The international situation becomes from day
to day more untensble. CGrowing revhimsessf apprehension. But the
Swedish upper class belleves in "“neutrellty," "avpessement™...

The breaking point is reached...: Nazl invasion of Poland; VWAR.e«.
Dangfmgous licht from Sweden to Hollend, Englend... Journey back
to the U.S,; the overcrowded boat; sketches of fellow=-passengerS...
sess 19 Winter 1939/40: the "Phony War".... Alr remsins heavily
charged with ominous forebodings, rumors... The lptedbectusr]
treachery of the-Communists, who begin-te-defend-liaalemy-under
the-influence-of-Bitler-StgtimPuct... A

Razi victories.... After Pdland, - Norwey, Dcﬁﬁékr, Belgium,

the Netherlands, France.., 2ore sulcides, more refugeeSe..

Work with the Emerpgency Rescue Committee (Fitank Kir-3dom)eses
Summer in California; reising money for anti-Nazis caught in
France (among them my brother Angelica, Uncle Heinz, Freu
Eroeger hauptsaechlichesee)

1§02
Aucsust, 1939: journey to Lisbon, London...(description of the
flicht; life in Lisbon.e.) ===~ England after Dunkirk: the
awakoningeses 1 wodonedmmd fecel - with surprise and delight -
that something like a miracle has taken place... Just at this
point - with the war seemingly won by the Nazis - our moral .

o — —

8w TeTUpees ATTIVe LN Usds sees INGETView with Béﬁé;;'in Chicaro.
He confirms, for the first time, that Moscow was ready to go to
war for Czechoslovakina.
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rehabllitation bepins =- preparing guaranteeing our victory.
eeee iy work for the BBC (broadecasting to Germany)e.s.e Life in
London. Sketches of H.G. Wells, Duff Cooper, Priestey, the group
of young writers around "Horizon" (Stenhen spender, etec). Pae
imebonden. The wrols played by Znplish women in
the war effort.

4
The "Blitz".... (or, The PFattle of Britain).... Detailed desceription
of the terrific bombardments; their material and psychological
effeot. Sketches of individual reactions and characteristie scenes,
»+e+ The work for BBC continues, Goebbels irked by our programs.

tw;* ¥ en fﬂ Lfﬂ',{_#i_*r 5

ABack to the U.S8,, wheTe I try to desoribe and praise what I have
seen in England.... Touring the continent ggaln, I find Isolationisn
still strong, but general awmreness of resl situation increasing...
sese Spring 1941: second trip to England... BEC again. eses
Interview with Sir Vensittard; conversation about the Cermans...
The Cermen refugees in London resent my views asbout re-education
of the CGerman people... Contects with the Free French, Free Dutch,
etCeess Lxpedition on a British eruiser (??) to the coast of
France... I try to scrutinize the mystery of Rudolf Hess but
am storped - just before lifting the veil...
Crowing confidence of the English people., Nezil Invesion of Russia -
another turning point of the War...
Lecture contracts czll me back to U.S. .... Three days with ay
parents at the wWhite House, as puests of the President and
¥rs. Bartl, Personal impressions.
December, 194l.s+..: PERAL HARBOR
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PART THREE (1541/43)
ACTION

1
The USe at warse.. Working for the Coordinator of War Information
(now OWI), New York. Contact with Robert Sherwood, end others...
Other activities: for the Treasury (with Frederle Karch); for
BBC (musical and theatrieanl programs with prominent German artists.
Collaboration with Bruno Welter, Lotte Lehmann, Conradt Veidt,
Albert Bassermann, and so forth. Cheracter sketches of these
personalities.) ...¢ Lecturing "from coest to coast,” I have
the opportunity to study the basicedds chanced of public & opinion...
The VWar begins to become n reaelity to the people in Kansas or
Nebraskaess«s«Summer in California, Work with Lubitseh and Capra,
on the Army Orientation picture, "Whet we are Fighting for" (?7)

i
Winter 1941/42... The Nazls begin to lose... Stalingrad; our
invesion of North Africa...
1 provoke another controversy by an Open Latter to the N.Y. Tines,
about German clessics and Nezi virtuosi.... Deams Taylor is against me,
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PRELUDE

August 1943%

This is Cairo, - the Cairo of the Pharaos, the Pyramids,
a_nd the Sphinx; the Cairo of the mosques and the bazaars; in its
spicily smelling Arab streets the march of the centuries seems to
have come to a standstill ages ago; ancient dream place, Cairo; city
of the Nile, through whose greenish waters the barges glide, now as
at the time of Moses. This is Cairo, adulterated and ugly, face
without character and too many traits. Ungainly mixture of four
continents, crossbreed of East and West, mongrel of old and new, This
is Cairo, Headquarters of the Anglo-American forces in the Middle East;
a generals' city; a colonels' city; a diplomats' and reporters' city;
fpumor factory, Cairo; spy center, hothouse - breeding military secrets,
global gossip, nationalistic rivalries, international cooperation, con-
fusion, coordination, and red tape - festoons of the reddest. This is
Cairo, Lisbon of the East; gigantic waiting—room, refuge of the home-
less; a messengers', conspirators', and imposters' city, alive wi%h
dangers for the innocent and chances for the ambitious. This is Cairo,
furlough place, pleasure-park, Coney Island. Poor Cairo, your people
are starving. Rich Cairo, your people are dancing and drinking and
celebrating - what, they do not know. A year ago your bridges were
mined, and 50,000 "Molotov Cocktails" were held in resadiness by your
outnumbered defenders. At any moment, then, you ﬂLgﬂt have been de-
stroyed, Cairo, scuttled and devasteted. Rommel's tanks, if they had
smashed their way into your burning streets, wouldn't ha_ve captured
you alive. Yet, even then, with the enemy at your gates, and your

friends preparing to scortch the earth on which you are built, you did




not seem to care. On you went, living your curious, your multicolored

and contradictory life. Iazy, industrious, hideous, handsome Cairo;

O

ewanky and dirty; rottenly charming; tiresome for all the excitements
that you so lavishly offer. &illy Cairo, how ignorant you are and
how aloof. Clever Cairo, huy keen you are, how admirably slert. Be-
wildering Cairo, what am I doing, - I, of all people, - under your

alien sky? .

I am alone. This joint is out of bounds for officers. I am
an officer. I shouldn't be here., But then, I am not an officer,
really. My rank is undefinable. I am 'neither fish nor fowl. I am
an American War Correspondent. Most of the men here are Britishers.
Empire troops to be exact. They don't mix much. Indians sit with
Indians, Australians with Australiens, South Africans with South Afri-
cans. We drink Egyptian beer - thin, flat, and bitter, - and English

Gin - strong but lukewarm. Arab shoe shiners, peddlers, and conjurers

move among the crowd. The "gally-gally"-man over there works incredible

charms. These are no juggling tricks, to be sure, this is witchecraft

pure and simple.

"Gally! Gally!" he says, and an American Sergeant, yards
away, heaves a disgusted shriek. How did the snake ever get under
his shirt? Never mind, it's a harmless snake; cold, wet, and slimy,

though, and rather a shock to the Sergeant.

"Brrr!" he says, looking at me, - "this calls for a drink.

Won't you join us?"
I do.
The other boy is a Private; they are Americans, both.

"Where are you from?" saye the Sergeant.




"California", I tell him, - "my family live there, that is."
"How come " says the Private "you talk with a British accent?"
"Well, I'm a British subject..."

The Sergeant shakes his head. "How come" he wonders, "you're
wegring this uniform?"

"Tt's just that I'm accredited to the United States Forces.™

"Kind of queer, isn't it? A British subject in the U.S.Army?"

"Well..." I start, but the Private interrupts me.

"Enow what?" he exclaims, - "it isn't a British accent either,
it's a funny accent, I can't make it out,."

"T wasn't born in England, that's why!" I say.

"Where are you from? You must have been born somewhere!"

"Why of course. I was born. Very much so. I was born in -
why, I was born in Munich."

"Not in Munich, Germany?"

"In Munich, Germany."

There is a pause, We finish our drinks. The two seem
puzzled.

"How come..." one of them says, but doesn't finish the
sentence.

"My brothers,-" I say eagerly, "are Americans. They're in
the Army. Wy parents, of course, are Czechs, - they're Czech citizens...
but..."

"Check! "

As if T had given him the redeeming cue the Sergeant shouts
for the waiter.

"Esma! Check please!™

They both leave in a hurry.




A native band plays American tunes. It is annoying that
1 keep hearing words that are being sung by no one. Two words, ever
the same stupid two syllables: "HOW COKE?"

And if I yielded? If I attempted to answer that simple
gquestion which my American friends asked me with such undisguised be-
wilderment - that complex question which haunts me, now, that I am
once more alone?

It won't be easy, I am afraid. The story I would have to
tell - my story - involves the past ten years, - the most critical
period in modern history. Amongst the huge forces and events that
gave this decade its form, my own tiny figure is hardly discernible.
Nor has it left any traces on its way. What, then, should induce me
to pursue it back whence it came? Egotism? But I am no egotist. Of
all the less amigble traits that may disfigure my soul, egoecentrid ty
ig the least outspoken. 1In fact I rather lack interest in myself.
Auto-analysis has never played any part in my writings, where even
the word "I"™ appears but rarely. And now, - uhigzﬁ a sudden?

The air is thick with smoke. Out of the haze my uniformed
image stares at me from a distant mirror. "Behold!" says the image, -
"you look funny! MNMoreover, you haven't always looked that way. Have
you yourself brought about this transfiguration? Or are you not rather
the product of something or other, - an effect, however insignificant,
that must have a cause?!" :

e both nod. "Right!" I say; "precisely! And actually it
1s not so much myself that I am after; it's that cause that preys upon
me and that I long to define. What, I ask you, could be so wrong with
that? Not much, it would seem, although, in your silly way, you'd

have a lot to do with my investigationso?n
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EART I,
RETREAT,

. 1.
Nightmare.

The awakening was fearful, whereas the fall itself had
proved comparatively painless, Surprisingly so, I should say.

But now I }elt grnﬁay and tortured in an uncanny, maddening way.
Only once before had I felt similarly. I was fourteen then, my
brother Klaus and I had gone on a long, important bicycle trip.

We meant to see the world, and this was our first exeiting step

in this direction. After days of strenuous travelling we'd reached
a mountain top in the Austrian Dolomites., We had had to push our
bikes up there - it had cost us many hours and much sweat., Bliss-
fully we anticipated the ride downward. We wouldn't have to move
our feet; bent over our handle-bars, - half lying on them, - we'd
race around the curves, - noiselessly, welghtlessly, sensing nothing
but speed, wind, and coolmess.

"Grand!" we shouted to each other as the flight began, -
"swell! I feel like greased lightening, don't you?"

Klaus, Blightly heavier than I, went rather faster, and
had disappeared around a corner, when I realized that my maching was
getting out of control. Ny brakes didn't seem to function. The road,
covered with fine dust, was slippery; hard as I tried to slow down
I approadched the curve at a speed of 50 or 60 miles an hour. I'd
never make it, Sharply the road turned to the left. A nasty decliv-
ity yawned at the right. But during the seconds preceding my fall -
seconds, of course, that seemed like an eternity, - I gathered that
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I would not crash down there. Trunks of trees barricaded the slope.
I would scortch along, straight into those trees. The prospect was

anything but pleasant, yet, I was not really horrified. "Hopeless"

I told myself calmly, - "well, here we go!"

I muset have been unconscious for quite awhile. Klaus was
way down when he noticed that I was missing and the climb back was
a matter of an hour and a half,

At first I had no idea what had happened to me. I hardly
knew where I was. I got up, however, and Klaus noted that my limbs
functioned normally. I wasn't even bleeding and on the whole I
seemed perfectly alright.

"What's the fuss about?" he inquired, catching his breath.
"You've been lying here for ages?!".

"Have I?" I sald; "I wouldn't know,"

Mysteriousj}y enough all was well with by bike and Klaus be-
gandto suspect that I was trying to fool him.

"Nice thing to do!" he grumbled. "Putting on an act like
this in the midst of our finest ride and making be come back for
nothing! "

"Back from where?" I asked. "Where have you been?"

Klaus' laughed angrily, while I sought to regain my memory.

"Listen!" I said, and something in my voice cesused him to
stop laughing. "I can't tell you exactly what happened, I don't know.
But I don't feel right. I feel horrid. It doesn't matter that I can
walk. I may even be able to manage my bike. That won't matter el ther.
I feel strange, - indiscribably so. Won't you please believe me?

Klaus shrugged. "You're overtired" he said, "that's all!"

I could have cried.
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"The road is bad" I said, - "It's very bad and treacherous.
Let's not go so fast. I wouldn't want this horrid thing to happen
to you, - this horrid, horrid thing, - this horrid thing .i...".

I could hear my own voice as if from the outside, and its
repetitive humming frightened me not a little.

"Of course not, dear" Klaus said gently; "certainly not!
Now don't you worry!"

Hie haughty sympathy, his sceptical benevolence hurt and
offended me beyond deseription. Something fearful had happened, -
something I had been unable to prevent, although I had seen it coming.
I had not been overly afraid of it, nor was I now in bad pyhsical

pain, But matters were wrong, they were utterly wrong with me, and

not with me only.’ The landscape around us had changed; there was some=
thing poisonous about the green of the woods, and the golden lining
of the cdouds looked vicious and sulphurish. The dust covered road
before us was evasive., Ohe curve followed the nthef, 8o that you
never quite knew where you were going, while it was obvious enough
fhat you were in danger. Yet Klaus failed to understand. He wouldn't
even believe me to whom the unspeakable had actually happened and who
begged him to watch out, begged him to take care of himself, - nothing
more, - jﬁst to take care of himself,

I was fourteen years old then, and naturally convinced that
I knew about all there was to be known about life. But this, - I
realized with a shudder, - was something new under my sun, - something
which, had enyone degeribed it to me only yesterday, I would have been
unable to grasp. The agony that gripped me, was the agunj of knowledge
untransferable, the agony of an all-important insight which the world
declined to share. '
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From the physical shock, a regular concussion of the brain,
I recovered within a fortnight, whereas its nightmarish aftermath
pursued me for months. Only gradually, as the years went by, and
the adventure of growing up absorbed me all but completely, the in-
cident sank into oblivion; so much so, that when I needed its memory,
I had to search for it way back in the overcrodded drawers where the
mind keeps the almost forgotten.

That was in Switzerland, in March 193%3.

It had been easy to leave Germany, At least, it hadn't
been hard. No decision is difficult if there is no alternative de-
cision battling it in ones mind. And once Herr Hitler had come into
undisputed power, we knew that we must go. The idea that, practically
speaking, we could have stayed, never entered our thoughts. You can't
stay where you can't breathe, and although what we were about to do
was rather fantastic and desperate, it was the only thing left. To
me, matters were aggravated a little by the faect that I was alone.
My parents happened to be spending a few holidays in the Swiss Alps.
All they had to do now was not to return. Klaus determined to go to
Paris where he felt fairly at home. Ny four younger brothers and
sisters would hang on for awhile, until we knew where on earth we
were going to live. Two of them, Elisabeth and Michael, were small
children, and not - we figured - acutely endangered. The two others,
Golo and lMoni, were students, very young, and politically not yet
compromised in the eyes of the Nazis whom we older ones had been fight-
ing for years. They remained where they were - at their country
schools or mmmmik small town universities, - while I departed for
Zurich, Switzerland, - alone,
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The trip by car takes about seven hours. The roads were
icy, but while, in one layer of my mind, I concentrated on my driving,
I thought in many layers, simultaneously.

Pretty, I thought, how I love these mountaine in the snow.
The swastice flags looked horrid, - like a skin disease on the face
of Munich. I should have taken my chaine. Easy now, we don't want
an accident; at least not this side of the border. Am I unhappy?
Hard to say. Not very real, any of this! The theater would have
been ready dey after tomorrow. My own theater! The workers are in
there now! Don't even know that I quit, The children know. They're
older than I, most of them; my troup, my children. Please God, nothing
will happen to them. They're only actors after all and can't be held
responsible for the anti-Nazi stuff in the show., Still,I'd feel better
if they'd come along. In the long run they won't stand it there, that
much is certain., How long a run will it be? 1In a way the Reichstags
fire is a bleseing. And so are the atrocities that followed it. Nice,
kindly thought, that! They're torturing thousands of innocent people
many of whom are your friends, - mere chance, they didn't catch you, -
and you call it a blessing! Stop it now! You know perfectly well
what I mean, although the world hardly needed this object lesson.
Those animals never made a secret of their abominable designs. They're
unacceptable, that's all, and they wouldn't have been accepted, even
without this la test outrage. But then, no such glaring demonstration
can do any harm. A man who says that he's going to murder, may not be
believed, while a man who's just murdered his wife will be taken care of
lest he go and assassinate his neighbor. The police will move in on
him, - on them, - on Germany's new mesters., They'll be cornered, -

strangiad, economically. It's going to be €88Ysssse I am a refugeel




I should have closed the car; I'm freezing . Good luck, the old
sweeties were out of the couhtry anyway. HIather upset they sounded
over the phone, though, Not to return seems harder than to leave.
0f course, they feel different altogether., They're losing so much
more, - materially, and otherwise, Their investment is so much
greater., '"Invest in Cermany!' That was one of the slogans of the
war. Well, they did. 1Is it all gone now? Falth and love and con-
fidence, and the rest? But the éorld.... Somewhat vague-ish concept,
tha t! Who's the world? TFrance} England? Not Switzerland, I take it!
Yes, Switzerland, too! Since what is needed is no declaration of war
or any such bloody nonsense, but rather a general refusal to recognize
this particular "government" (there aren't enough quotation merks in
existence to put the term right!) Since all that's necessary is some
sort of universal nonacceptance, everybody counts, - small, unarmed
nations no less than the bigshots. And everybody may be counted upon,
that's the great consolation in it all. No, I am NOT unhappy, and
this is why! The world is my ally. Who am I, anyway; a fqol, withouth
a country, without a home, without money? Never mind. No matter who's
your ally, - the mmm world is their enemy, mind that if you please!

The border proved no obstacle. Things on the Nazi side
were still in a state of confusion and all the blacklists had not
yet béen properly distriduted.

Slightly dazed by the cold and the strangeness of my situation
I arrived in Zurich, L

I didn't know where to stay, but stepped into the bar of a
fashionable hotel on the Bahnhofstrasse. The barman was rather a friend
of mine. Somehow I expectdd him to greet me as what I was, a brand new
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refugee, a debutant-exile.

"Hello!" I said excitedly, - "here I ami"

"Good evening" said the barman; "we've been expecting you
in a way. The skiing is excellent, I understand."

I looked at him, doudbtfully, Did he mean what he said?
At home it had quickly become customary to discuss politice by talking
about the weather,

"In Aroza" he went on "it has been a bit warm lately; bdbut
5t. Moritz is doing finet!"

I couldn't discern any double meaning in his remarks, and
ordered a Kirsch without answering them.

A piddle aged gentleman waved at me from the bar. "All alone?
he wondered, approaching my table. Herr B. was an elegant chap, very
rich, member of one of Switzerland's best familiee, and a lover of
the arts.

"How do you like your new government?"” he asked after a few
preliminary phrases.

“"Can't you see, I am here?" I said; "That's how I like it1"

He looked at me in disapproving amazement., "Come now! You
don't mean to tell me that you ran away. You're not a communist, are
you?"

What followed was the first edition of the nightmarish con-
versation that repeated itself hundreds of times and in hundreds of
places; in many tongues, and over a period of many years. Only there
and then, I was a beginner at it all, - an amateur of suffering,
childishly ignorant, foolishly impatient. Herr B., I tried to comfort

myself, was an exception; of course he was, - one of those well protectel

ivory tower existences who didn't mind what was going on about them, as
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long as their own lives and hobbies were seemingly unconcerned., But
eince he was a man of wealth and influence he must be enlightened.

I talkedy I argued. For the first time I stated my case, our case,
THE case, before the world. Keedless to say, the result was less

than naught. Far from convineing my partner, I harmed myself in his
eyes. Quite obviously, he began to suspect me. Of the two alternative
conclusions his particular mind might have drawn from my behavior, he
tentatively chose the lese damaging. I was all worked up, he decided, =
an a rtiet, inclined to exaggerate, an actress bent on overdramatizing
life. I was neither a Jew, nor a communist. So far, so good. And
yet, - here I felt how the not so harmless conclusion threatened to
conguer his mind, - must not something be wrong with me, after all?

I'd fled my country because I couldn't get along with my govermment,

Surely, there was something wrong with that! It wes not done, and no

matter how crazy an artist I wae, I'd better be viewed with a measure
of suspicion. I
Good mennered, cultured, and polite, Herr B. refrained
from expressing hie thoughts in adaquate words. But they were mirrored
in his face, reflected in his voice, inherent in his every gesture,
"Have a nice time!" he seid in parting. "Our mountain air
will do you good, - @nd I a couple of weeke or 80, you'll go home,
a different person. I'm sure there's no real reason why you shouldn'¢!v
It sounded almost threatening, - as though it would be Just
too bad if some "real reason" existed, after all, a reason that would
make my staying here imperative and turn me from a waléuma guest into
an unwelcome fugitive.

Iy head was hot and I felt feverish, Also, I felt as one
does in certain wicked dreams from whose uncannily familiar embrace




v 14 -

one seeks to flee into awakening, but which insist on being dreamed
to the bitter end. I must have gone through all this before. When?
Where? How could I possibly have? Bethink yourself! Dig deeper!
There! Thank Heavens! And from the depths of the past I produced
the Austrian mountain lendscape, and Klaus, laughing angrily, leaning
against his bike; and myself, rising from the ground; and between us
an abyss, more vicious than the one yawning at our right, - between
us knowledge, untransferable,

Herr B,, to be sure, was not Klaus., Nor was I 14 years of
age. I was a grown up refugee, and quite able to take what was coming
t0 me,

What came was both milder and harder than I had anticipated.

Outwardly life continued almost as usual, and if I had vague=
ly expected to see my entire existence irrecognizably transfigured, -
if I had braced myself for whatever physical ordeals exile might bring,
I found myself preasantly surprised. A children's book that I had just
completed was sold %o a Swiss publishing house, a few articles of mine
appeared in the German languasge press, and I went on living in well
known patterns.

Inwardly, however, my condition was grave. Wot all of my
Swies friends reactéd and talked like Herr B, But I couldn't detect
one, - not a single one, - who felt precisely as I did, or who even
quite grasped how I felt.

Be it said, however, that disappointment number one (the
world was not my ally!) proved negligible compared with disappointment
munber two (the world was not their foe!) And how gladly would I have
swallowed any distrust, any hoetility to which I, as a German, might
have been subjected, if only, while rejecting me, "the world" would




have repudiated them., As it went, nobody dreamed of suspecting
anyone because he was a German, but everybody felt that exiles
were an alien, slightly disquieting, potentially troublesome
species. Those who flatly opposed their adhittance were very
much in the minority. The majority favored an attitude of
tolerance and caution. Some were helpful and deeply sympathetic.
Yet even the friendliest looked upon us as upon strangers stricken
by disaster, deserving the kindliest treatment. Their misfortune,
however, wee theirs, and theirs alone. Nor must one take their
utterances all too seriously; in the gloom and loneliness of
their hearts they inclined to magnify the evil from which they

had fled; humanly enough, they sought to involve othere in their
personal and national tragedy. Children of woe, birds of ill-omen
they were, bearers of ugly news, prophets of disaster, - and un-
reliable prophets at that.

Zurich is one of the most charming cities I know; pictur-
esque, yet clean; chie, yet cozy; ancient, yet comfortable;
international, yet very Swiss., Spring was near and the air, a
gentle mountain air, smelled of melting snow, young leaves, and
alpine paaturea.- The lake was free from ice, deep blue and softly
curled, a most flattering mirror for the mountains, still wrapped
in white.

The handsome Bahnhof Strasse which leads from the central
railway station straight down to the lake was thronged with people.
The skiing season drew to its close and a jolly clan of sportsmen
had come down from the mountains. Strolling, window-shopping and
talking in many tongues, they enjoyed the air, the sunshine, the
elegance of this avenue, the beauty of the scenery into which it
surprisingly flowedy they were pleased with themselves and the
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world at larges In a way I wae one of them. I, too, was healthy
and sunburned; I, too, was sauntering about in my skiing suit;
I, too, stopped leisurely Gn front of Hughenin's famous confec-
tioners shop and gazed at the tantalizing window display, before
walking in for a sweet refreshment.

Balaneing uy tray with mellow choeolate pretgels and
multicolored petits fours over the heads of the fluetuating crowd,
I looked around for a free table. There was none. But a chair
could be had nexil to Herr F. whom I knew well and who was sitting
there with the C.s and a verz attraective girl, Herr F., was the
literary editor of a Zurich paper, a cultivated and intelligent
man. Dr. C. was a successful lawyer who moved in the "best" Swiss
eircles, although he coulda't speak Swies and spoke German with a
consoicuous accent, indicative of hizs Eastern European origin.

The girl turned out to be English; sheld been up in St. Yoritz as
a guest of the C.s,.

I didn't start 1t, but my mere presence seemed to force
the conversation into political channels.

Herr. F. began by stating that the Germans were indeed a
dynamic nation, - disquietingly so, if I didn't mind. Nuch could
be said against their latest adventure, which, however, was by no
means altogether objectionable. To begin with, Nazism was a genuine
popular mivement grown out of the German masses and not forced upon
them by any intellectual clique. Nazism spoke the language of the
people, a crude language to be sure, unsophisticated and.not always
pleasant, but then, you mustn't expect cherries from a plum tree,

must you? DBesidee, and as far as he, Herr F. was concerned, he was
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rather tired of the thinblooded spphiestication of European intellec-
tualism which had lost all contact with, and love of, the soil from
which alone life springs; and while the life that had sprung from

the ruins of the Reichstag was rank and unmannerly, - while indeed

a lot of ill weeds throve amongst a lot of wild flowers and bushes,

at least there was life, - a lot of it, - young, unruly, and promising.,

He paused,; looking at me., I didn't answer. Too much would
have had to be said and I might not have been able to say it politely.
That Herr F. - a European intelleetual if there was one, should turn
sulcidally against{ European intellectualism, was no surprise. This
trend towards self destruction had long been currént among people of
his kind, many of whom found a pasochistic pride in denouncing the
spirit and courting anything and anybody they deemed primitive, force-
ful, genuine and naive., But that a man life ¥, who for all his per-
verted spiritualism moved on a high level intellectually, should fall
for the fake revolution that was Nazism, was rather a shock. And even
if his brain failed to graep the political significance of the German
phenomena, must not his heart be appalled by the moral depravity evi-
dent in every Wazl deed and word? Yet moral considerations, it seemed,
did not enter his evaluation, while to my childish mind they alone
should have sufficed to mend his erring thoughts.

Staring into space I waited for somebody to carry on the
conversation.

Dr. C., his clever face clouded by doubt, duly took over.

"I wonder, -" he said, - "whether the 'life' which you so
movingly praise, might not prove a bit too unruly for comfort. You
approach this whole thing primarily from an aesthetic angle, as may
behoove your lofty position. We lawyers don't go much for aestheties.
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Base realists, we agre., Moreover, we're cowards in a way. TLawless-
ness ies apt to frighten ue and although the Germen authorities appear
to have matters fairly well under control, there ie something vaguely
lawlese about those euthorities themselves - if you know what I me an?"

"Of courcse!" Herr F., seid swiftly; "of course I do. Nor
would I want you to believe that I am aetually in favor of this new
'Weltansghauung'. All I eay is that it bears watching and that I, for
one, find it at leact as interesting as it is pugzling, In fact, ="
he added, turning towards me, - "if T were you, I would have stayed,
if merely out of curiosity; or do you think you would have been en-
dangered?"”

"Rather!" I said; "besides I wasn't curious. I knew what
to expect, and,..."

"How could you?" Xeenly interested, Doctor C. leaned for-
ward; "nobody knows what to expect in a situation that so lecks in
finality. I understand from my clients in the Reich that all sorts
of thinge are brewing; nothing is settled yet; the liberal and con~
servative elemente are snything but dead; the army ie secretly op-
posed to the Fuehrer-corporal, and I wouldn't be surprised if he'd
modify and moderate his methods before long. He might have to.
Perhaps he means to, even now. Little as I like the man, he's too
shrewd a politician to go on acting wild. Once the housecleaning is
over, he mey yet turn civilized, don't you agree?"

Eerr F. did and saved me the trouble of stating that I did not

Frau C. sighed. "Personally"” she said, "I loathe politics;
bad enough that we should kave to bother with our own; but why me ddle
in Germen affairs? I1'd muech rather not even talk sbout that sort of
thing. What good can it do, anyway?"

"It's fasecinating, that's alll"
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The observation ceme from the English girl and was offered whthf a
handsome smlles
"Of course,I woudn't be sure,but I suppose things

aven't been going too well in Germany lately. And we aren't entirely
innocent of the fallure of the republic,I'm afraid.We haven't been
much of & help,have we? Thei;g;gdé proud people,l understand,and at
Versailles we've hurt their pride. Perhaps that man Hitler 1s Just
what the doctor ordered.May not sctually be as agcressive as he sounds,

elther.derely shouts to make the Yyrmens 'appyjto resiore their self-

respect and 211 that sort of thing., He'g fairly amusing,though =

very much so,I should say."

It was quite & speech she had made and she was now
a 1ittle embarrsssed.Also,on & sudden,she seemed to reslize that I
might utterly diseprove of what she hed said and,belng & nice girl,
gshe felt sorry about 1it.

"Good Lordi"” ehe exclaimed; "imeégine silly little me

talking her head off,instead of listenging to people who knowd"

She smiled. e
I smiled beck at her.Although her lighthearted contribub

had been the most offensive in a way I did not really m.nd.She was

clean,ignorant and gay.And /Af Herr F. and the C.'s talked the way

they did,how could this pretty one be expected to talk any more

wisely? She was an English girl and Englend was far away.

Cut in the streets dusk had begun to fall. It wae getting
cold and wintery once more.

Walking slowly towards the lake I felt lost and lonesome.
Should I go and spend the emening with Feter and his wife? There,at
lesst,were two people to whom I could speak = Swice Social Democrates,

stout anti-Ngzis. They'y been very kind to me and erranged for the sale
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of my children'g book to & publisher they knewsBut then,even they

were not apt to dispel the ni:h mere which gripped me and which was
ever present,ever triumphant, Was it not as if some magic splintegr

in my eye distorted everything I saw? What was the name of the youth in
And reen's story of the magic splinter? Kgii Poor Kal,to whom the
beautiful sesmed ugly and whom nobody understood.

Poter wouldn't seem ugly to me.Hys greve peasant's face
resembled the wood carved faces of the Saginte in the window dilp}!!‘,yl
of plous Jjunk shops. Fgoter wore eye glasses,though.They made him look
like & learned animal,rather troubled and touching.

Pater wase goodjhe was perfectly alright. Hitler,he sald,
must be fought, Ngzism was & vicious thing and for all its soclalist
clamouring a menace to the working classes . Speeches must be made
against it. Many speeches. Booklets must be printed and Nazi propa=
ganda must be counteracted in every possible way. It was indeed for-
tunate that people like myself had escaped to help epread the truth.

We must not,however,attempt the impofdssible. Nor must we get ourselves
into trouble by openly offending the head of a friendly gévernment.

All the less B8o,since Switzerland's neutrality wae her dearest possesslor
The Swiss were neutral to the core.They never maddla‘ in other people's
quarrels lest other people start guarelling with them. Incidentally,it
seemed 88 if England and Fiancé were hardly less disinclined to get
themselves involved in so unpleasant & deal, Maybe the League of
Nations could somehow intervene. Too bad Germ&ny was a member of the
League and would have her say in anything that might be plotted agalnst
her.The situation was hopelessly involved.Nothing could be done
oficially.whils.lnoffloially. an economic boycot might be a wholesome
thing to stage.lf only socialism had yet progressed a little further
and big capital were not quite so powerfull Ag it went,we'd bte foolish
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to try and organize & boycot of German goods. Blg industry would go
right on trading with the Ngzis and our little efforts would be qaite
in vain,
"Don't look so gloomy:" Peter would say. "Things are not as bsd
as all that, Apen't you even a 1little happy to be here?"
Then 1'q say that I wgs very lappy and very grateful indeed.
Whereupon Peter's wife would go and gel us some coffee.
The mére I thought of it,the less 1 felt like spending the
evening with those two. Mych rather I'd go to the café Tarraﬁie and
Just slt there sourrou ded by strange people and cheap music.The Terra;%e
waé not too handsome a place. Ferhaps the splinter in my eye would
hurt less when there was no beauty to be distorted.Perhaps I could
write something to comfort myself -« something to eclear my own thoughts ,
to re-arrange them and meke them more acceptable to others.Tyey'd been

poor currency lately.

# ]
W

From what I have seld so far,it might eppear,as if I'd spent
my days - those days = largely in bars,confectioner's shope and cafes.
Nor would this appearance be entirely erroneous. I did nét stay
"home" much, I was restless. And always there was that foolésh notion
that something might happen at any moment,something exciting,calming and
reassuring.l had no radics I must be out in the sireets when the news
came through,

What was I dolng here? Was there anything particular I
wanted to do?Whoever inquired,was told that I wanted to re=open my
show and that I was here to look fo a suitable locality. At first I
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hardly believed what I sald. Byt then I got accustomed to the thought
and actually started to prepare for a revival of THE PEPPERMILL,

We had opened in Munich on Jgnuary first 1933. Tye name we had
given ourselves,gay and harmless,2d8 it sounded,was quite true to our
intentions. All that we wanted was to amuse ourselves and our audlen=
ces in our own personal waye.

lpere were two good theaters in Munich and 1 had been working
with boths THE EAMMERSPILLE wag known to be "modern” and "progresssive".
THE STAATSTHEATER,home of the classiecs,preferred tradition to innova=-
tion. Byt the spirit of pert improvisation which was ours was hardly
welcome in elther place.

So we got togeLher = ten of us « young and enterprising all.

Among the actors only two were very well known in Mynich, 1 was not. -
Or,if I was,my acting was hardly responsible. I was my fathers daugnhter,
to begin with, Besides 1 had never been quite able to make up my mind as
1o what I wanted to do &and my activities hbhbh covered too wide a
field. Of course,l wanted to aet and sct I did - now and then. But
I also wanted to write and to participate in car reces and to see
the world and to be & reporter.More recently and very much to my own
surprise I even wanted to speak my mind,politically. In fact,my doing
so had slready involved me in one of the bloody brewls which the Nazis
called "Saalschlachten" (hall battles), Both chairs and insults had
been thrown at me @as I recited a sultable poem at & pacifistic meati&g.
I had sued the hoodlums,whereupon the Nazi party had threatened to
boycot the open ailr theater.wheré I was engaged for the summer. O,ly

my immediate diemissal could avert the boycot.
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The managementseither frightened of the blackmallers,or in sympathy
with them,ylelded and broke my contract. Confidently I sought the
assistance of the powerful actors' union. This,i felt,was a case
afters the union'y own heart.cleaf,clean end simple.l had dene abso=-
lutely nothing that would have warranted my diemissal. Fpom a legal,
as well as from 2 moral point of view my employers' action was inde-
fensible. Surely,the union ,of which I was a member,would step fore
ward to defend my rights.

Its president,a conservative liberal and & personal
friend of mine,shook hie head,shrugced his shoulders and sizhed.

"Poor things" he said "what a mess! what a deplorsble
messl" —

"Mess?" I wondered. "Looks rather tidy to me. I shan't
even have to ;ue them,if the union is bscking me upd"”

"Iel" he observed. "I doubt it. We have & lot of party
members in our own ranks. Benide;.our intervention wouldn't help
much anyway. Cen't you eee this thing 1e goming - this Nazl thing,
1 mean) Who are we to try and stop it? If I were you,I'd jJust
swallow this one bitter pill and be peaceable ever gfter. You are
an actress,aren’t you? Ag lonz as you don't mix in politics,you have
nothing to fear., Don't sue them,will you?'

I went and arranged for thaqlav suite.

When the PEZPPERMILL ofpened -« ten monthe later -
the court had not yet reached a decision. Nor dld I really care.
I had done,vwhat I must. Bat although my union friend had beheved
shamefully,he had been right on one point?: politics was none of my

tusiness. 1 was an actress,or elge a writer,carg racer,or reporter
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and had better concentrate on at least one of my jobs.

In composing the show we'd been looking around for
"numbers”. What we fancled,were "chansons",songs,dialogues and short
plays thét combined lishtness wiih & measure of topical meaning.
What we found,however,was either completely meaningless,or all too
grim and clumsy.Even the stuff we could have purchased from Berlin,
where & few miniature revues such as ours had of late been sugeuurul,
was not quite to our 1liking.In the first plece it was new material
we wanted.And besides the Berlin numbers,brilliant snd humourous though
they were,seem d to be poking fun at everything - a codl,superior,
8lightly eynical sort of fun,

1 had never written a song,but now I had to, Time was
getilng short and something had to be done. In our announcements we
had described THE PLFFLRMILL as & "Literary Cabaret", To give it any-
thing like a political character,was not intended. Iatyno sooner had
I embarqued upon the adventure of writing "chansons",than I hhhRARhbN
wag forced to realize that politics had co;e along.ﬁarn as 1 tried
to stick to the literary and avoid the controversiasl,most of my songs
dealt with the political situatfion.Nor was I able merely to ridicule
the ridiculous figures,whose shadows fell across my desk.l laughed at
them,sometimes,in the beginning of & song. But when it came to summini
up what I had meant to say and the story was to be given its moral,

1 grew more and more serious.

“Those men," 1 said, "those Nazis,are funny. Look,how
droll and ludicrous they eres B,t they erc also wicked. Wgnt to laugh?
Do! Do by all means! But do not. laugh only? Fight! And fight together!
Stop quareling amonést yourselves,I implore you. Unite.nll of you,

lest the funny and wicked ones swallow you upl"




i1 thought of many wayes to convey my simple message. Hy laughing
and imploring words i put into the mouth of a harlequin,a female beauty
surgeon,an accrobate,or & pensive worker. But no matter what disgulse
I MabhbhbA chose,behind the jolly mask there was always the same
anxlous,yet hopeful face - my own.
A few lighter items were added to the program. K,aus contributed
a number of eerlous pleces,everything was set in musliec and hhk THE
PEFPERMILL was ready for action.
The show was a great success, Owing,partly,to the popularity
of some of our actors,partly to the youngness and freshness of it all,
people liked it sincerely ard even the reactionary Mynich press gave
ue ite blessings. Those among our spectators who were moyed =
Enowingly « by the urgency of our appeal,were very much in the minorie
tye Yot I incline to think that some of our succees rested upon the
heartfelt concern which hid behind our Jjests., If anything distinguished
THE PEPFERUILL from other offeringe of its kind,1t was the human
earnestness that had crept into it,resther contrary to our intentions.
After two months of continued good fortune we paused to pre=
pare for & new program.Also,the theater into which we were-tio move,
was being rebuilt to suit our purposes and wouldn't be ready before
the middle of Mgrch,
On February 28th the Reichstag burned and two days later
I knew that we would never play in the new house. Cautiously I went
about the business of gettins our contract anullede.
The Manager,most eager for his share in se-profitable an

enterprise,refused to understend.




"You're meds" he ventured. "You must be - it's the only
explanation i got. But I am not mad at all and there'y I-JO‘L the
slichtest reason,why I should let you gos"

i told him,what reason there éﬁa.

He laughed rellevedly.

"Not really?" he screamed. It's not really that? But if

1t 18,1 am glad you told me. Why,I am an old party member myself
and you'll have all the protection you could possibly dream of. ' g b
get you & guards Two S.A. mén « two live brown shirts - are going

to watch o'er you. Thgg'll watch every performance from start to
finish, just for the hell of it. What do you say now?"

I was dumbfounded. Surely,if anyone here.SG mad, it was not
myself, THE PEFPERMILL protected by two live brown shirts. It was
inconceivables And yet the man meant what he said. Ag he saw 1t,his
own party had finally come into power. They would not wish to ruih
hies business. Tyat ours was &n antl faselst show,the only one in
town and well known a&s such,did not matter to him.He didn't even
try to make me alter the program, We had been successful and all he
wanted was,that we continued to be 80,

Even in Mynich dozens of people had been arrested duilng
the past two days«Why I had not been among them,i did not know.But
the manhunt continued and the very thought of hhk THE PEPPERMILL'S
doing likewlse wes sulcidal folly. In fact,we had taken a slzable
risk by keepling the show going throughout the month of February.

Right under his shapeless nose we had dared to offend the "Fushrer"
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the night he's eppeered in Munich to make his inaugural speech as
chancelor of the Reich.Yet this man here,this party member, thought
nothing of 1t

I stared at him for the fraction of & minute.

"Right you ares" I then sald brightly.

"I ama nervouﬁ ereature and too easily frishtened.
But your being & member mekes all the difference there 1s8.You go shéfgﬁig
mobilli%ng your guard,while I'll mobilize my troup.Give me & wring
when the houce 18 ready for rehearsals,will you?"

I 1oft both the man and the country, Had he known,

he wbuld have had me arrested on the spot.

* L4
*

The small orchestra at the Terragse played assiduouslys
Its offerings resembled the Bweet and multi-coloured petits fours in
Hughenin'g window display. Disjointed bite of melody they were,coated
in dyed shugar and stuffed with indefinable cream.It was the sort of
musiec 3ou‘.l get on ocean etgémers along with your tea, I rather llked
1t.And I liked the bright and birdlike voice in which the wvaitress
replied to my request for a pencil &nd a gheet of paper.

"Ja,gorn," she said,letting her voice rest on the
second word and‘atretching the vowel in a menner unmistakably Swiss.

At the neighbouring tebles they must have thought
me &8 trifle gueer. Zven before crdering my coffee I had asgked for
the noteepaperymersely to put it in front of me and,staring into space ,

to scribble a word or two now and then in long, idle intervals.
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"Imeginationl" I wrote, "Lack of 1t. Political issue? Hardlyesess
Moral 1nert13,b1untneua,rlatneau;dullneaa.1nd1fferenoa....... Harel
faiflure. whose? Youra: Yours,tool"

"Matteotil" I-scrlbblad.'"ﬂoma! The Ritzl Caviar end & hot
bath,all you cared for. Winning the race,all you cared fore...«« Castor
0117 And island,not far from here,a devil's and melaria island? Innocent
men ahiﬁped to their deaths? Exaggaratlcn:ﬁny rabble rouser's business,
not yourSesses" - |

"Winning the race! And nour's rest and two orders of caviar -
mild and gfayiuh;nervint and utrength;ning: S1x thoueand miles in ten
days and no roads in the Baleans. Highways in Italy! Fane highways
on which to arrive on time. Like-the bhhBbh trains. Il Duce's Lraine,
Always on times Viva I1 Duceld basso?REHBHHEE hlrlght.thenl-a basso”
I1 Duces Funnyface,ugly face,uwhat gglz care?"
Indefatiguadbly the band turned ouﬁ one petit four after
the other.They had gone American by now.
"Nothing 1s left to me" they played,"Of things that used to
bel" - -
Slowly and carefullyZ I crossed out the last four words
I had written,hatching them with thick,determined sirokes.
"WHY DID I NOT CARE?™ I wrote instead. And - &g if to
close the vicious circle of ny Qaggad deliberations(I added:
"Lgck of imaginationses... Shameful lack of moral slani"
ﬁy menuscript did not make sense, fe-reading 1it,I _
chuckled & 1ittle. That I had meant to write something to clear my own
thoughts and that this incoherent scribling was all I had mesnaged to
put down,struck me as faintly ridiculous.fnd yet,l felt better =
noticeably so. Somehow the splinter in my eye seemed in the process

of dissolving.At lest I was able to think calmly end without tormenting
|
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myselfs In fact,I had thus been thinking for the past hour.Had I
wanted to now,l could have done & neat pleée on the "situation" at
larges " Polltica“ would have played a minor part in the essay 1 never
wrote.lnstesdtr would have dealt witb moral issues. They,not "politiecs",
were the crux of the matter.u!;dp yas it childish,this,my considered
convietion? But children &re not the stupidest people on earth,when
it comes to distingulshipf between simple thinge such as good and
evil., More clearly than most of us grown ups do they differentilate
between right and wrong. They know little,but they imagine all. Thelr
imagination is boupdless,as is their sympathy,so easlly aroused.

Tell a child thst people are starving in Chinajthat all
they get for breakfest,is nothingjfor luncheon,nothingjfor dinner,
the same old nothinge. And be careless enough to add that once & week =
each Wednesday in truth = & winged messenger will arrive from Fecking,
an angel of mercy,who will pearch the window=-sills for nourishing
bite to take along and feed them to the wretchedjand the child will
melt with grief end sympathy.Each Wedneeday - as long as hie memory
lasts = will he secretly place his dinner on the window=-sill and
in the middle of the night you'll see him rise and tiptoe to the
window on hie bare feet,to make sure that the messenger has come and
collected thelr due for the starving thinese.Little good will it do
you to assert,that his dinner his his,that he must eat it hinself and
that the famine in china is none of his businese. He will look at
you in incredulous reproach.

"But I can'tl" he will say. "And I won't,either: Never
sgaln will I eat my dinﬁer on Wednesday. It's theirs. They need 1it.
And how pleased they'll be! Imagine;"
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;Vpaginei This categorical imperative migh. have been the
Litle of my unwritten essay and it actually beceme the Leltmotliv
of the rebprn PEPPLAMILL, That we had f=iled to imagine,was our sin.
without thie,our crime of omlesion,the misdeed could not have been
done. NOr would the evil spfread &nd engulf the continent,if only
now people could be made to imagine,if only they could be made to
realize what was not Llheir reality - yet.

A Wicked conglomeration of historical,political and econfio =
mic fectors had frcilitated Naziem's rise to power. Any number of sound
explanationse offered itself to the attentive observer}

The Germans « nations of poets and thinkers - lacking in
political sense,lacking in balance,given to irrational excesses.
Democracy,thrown at the inexperienced at the end of a losling warj
German democracy,child of defeat,scapegoat of the d:-feated,The lme=
poverishment of the German middle Zlassesjthelr desire for a radical
change which,however,must not lead to the extreme left,where lingered
the spectre of "proletarisation"j thelr desire,too,for a "national
re-bﬁ%th" to wipe out the "humiliation of Versaillee" . The army ,
equally éager for such & renalssance that would bring about the longed
for militarisation of the country. 84g industry end the Junkers,
fearful of & social revolution,The world,fearful of a social revolution
and likely to befriend any countcr-revolutionary Germany. Money,pou=
ring into Hitler'g chests « German money,F.ench,Bpitish,American money.
The "Fuehrer's" énemien disunitedjtheir fear of comnunism stronger
than their fear of Nazismj their dislike of each other stronger than
eith-r fearj their esocial irresponsibility,their groupeegotism and

party-isolationism towerllngly strong.




-31-

Explanations? Dozens of them, custom made for the attentive
observer who duly purchased them all,

Yot,certain considerations he never touched upon,although,in
thelr absence,the sum total of hl: reflections remained invealid, what
he failed to Bee ;was,that the good people of Germany would hever have
accepted Hitler:g dietatorship,had they imegined, where it would, indeed,
where it must,leed them.Even thoge who had knowinsly helped install
the regime,misht hays heeltated to oblige,had it not been for their
profound lack of vision, Whence did this defficlency originate? Was it,
that people were 8tupid in G.rmany,more so than elsewhere? mt they
wvere not. G a;tnd even & measure of political immaturity on their
part,how could they have foliled to gresp the self-asserted vicious-
nese of their new gods,in whom the catastrophical was so clearly lnhee
rent? Were they vicious themselves? Some thought ,they were. Did they
yearn for the catastrophical? Some thought,they did.

George Cléuenceau - not a friend of the Gernans,but an enemy,
whoee knewledge of thelir chara:ter,a knowledge born of suffering,was
undaniable,although.perhaps.it covered certain aspects only - said
of themt

"This nation joins to its wealth of intelectual culture a
fundamental lack of moral culture,"

And as to their love of the catastrophical,he observeds

"Tye nature of man is to love lifes Germeny has not this
cult.Il, the German soul,in the art,the philosophy and the literature
of her people,there 1s & lack of understanding of what life really
means,of what really constitutes its charme a:d greatness.And there
ie a sort of morbid and satenic attraction for death.These people
love death,The divinity which they contemplate with fear,but a fear,
mixed with ecstesy and intoxication,is death,Where they do get this




divinity,l have no ides. Rgeread their poets. Death everywhere =
death on foot,death mounted,always death, Ponder well what I am telling
you about the CGermens. They love war for its own B82kesssse Wor is &
pact with deathes In war the Gyrmene encounter their best friend."

I find ¥r. Clémenceau's characterisation uncannily correct.
Indubitably that "morbid and satanic attraction for death" of which
he speaks was one of the forces that lured Germany into Néziem. Not
by accident is the death's head the insignium of Hitler's elite
troops and,no matter how healthy and devoted to L 1life the "move=
ment" professed to be,the divinity "they contemplated with fear,but
a fear,mixed with ecstasy and intoxication",was death.Nazi romanticism
had nnﬁzroom for the light and the luminous.lts spirits were dusky.

And yet,the G-rman disaster was not & consclious and deliberate
surrender to the catastrophical,even though & subeonscious longing
for it may have been presents.Réther it vas that "fundamental lack of
moral culture",deplored by Mr, clémencaau.whlch led the natlon astray.
Whether Mpe. Hitler'g politics were sound,they might not have beem 1in
& position to Know;ﬁut that he wae what every child would call "a

bad man",they did xnow and had known ever since he had eworn his false

oath at Lgipzige They elso knew = for he had told them = how well
he thought of bloodshed and dasterdly murder.The fraternal telegram
he had sent to & bunch of his followers who had bravely killed one
lone working man they could not have forgotten.Nor could they have
been deaf to the evil sound of his voiee which never spoke,but
screamed, barced,yelled,its threats into their eager ears. What he

wrote,to0 = what they wrote,all of them - they must have recognized
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as "bad",lmmoral,anti-morel and humanly inacceptable. Little did
they care. This wee & hard world and a real one. In it you'd better
be realistic., Evil? T,ere was no such thing, Tye very notlion was
fooliesh vhere it did not apply.Privately,of course,it did in a way.
That thou shallst nelther steal nor kill,was readily understoods Byt
politics were impersonal, g;;;j r-eaponsibility did not exist, Tye one
distinction to be made in politics was that between fallure and
succeessThe republic hadf made a mees of thinge,it hed been a fallure.
But fasclism promised to succeed.

wWould it,actually,or coulsl it?Provided even ,that the
morally bad could produce the practlically good,must not this particular
venture,proudly boundless as it was in 1ts aggressiveness,ultimately
lead to & collision with conflicting intereste?Would not Hitler be
crushed before he was strong enough to etrike? 15 given time,howfever,
was he not bound to strike? Was not war his lnevitable destination?
And,Af war it was to be,who on earth would volonteer to help Germeny
win - a Germany who openly despised her fellow nations and who meant
to rule where ehe had conquered? How much imagination wae needed to
forepee that Hitler meant war and that the war would be lost?
Only & little. But we had none. And the attentlve observer woﬁld have
done wi ely in adding these two to the multitude of sound explanations
that wee hisl '

Germany fell to Ngzism becesuse of the moral inertia of
her peoples
Ands Germeny fell to Nezism because of her people's lack
of imaginatlion. -
And Eurcope? Would she permit the Uerman disaster to

repeat itself on & continental scale?If her fate rested upon her
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politiciane and industrialists,she probably would.That some of them -
and eyn 1ca;lf
&nd not the least influentisl - short®ightedly welcomed the turn of

eévents in the Rpich had not yet beco%éfgﬁia;nt. But even those who did
not could hhh scarcely be expected to view the sltuation with other
than their own "professional”,their politlcal,diplomatic,or econcmie
eyessThey would try to cope wi:h it 1in a conventional way.That the un-
precedented demended an unprecedented agiver would never oceour to them,
Their sternly "realistic" outlook would never grasp the phantastic,the Wi
well nigh inconceivable nature of the Gyrman phaenomenon.Realists do
not believe in the devils children do. And at times of great and hhikhRl{
inexplicable distress,when floode drown the country or the plague goes
round,even grown upe will, Ordinary grown ups,that is the people as it
were«To them we must ep_eak. They must be made to underetend both the
charscter bl and the proximity of the dancere Ineir inertis must be
conquered, their imeginetion aroused. We,the fearfully experlenced,
must tell the unversed,

Banishin: from my mind the epectre of knowledge untranse
ferable,I looked about me with eyes wherin the splintre had melted.

Good natured Syiss sat peaceably behind their marble
tables,drinking thelr beer,reading their peperss 4f they seemed phlege
matic and totally unconcerned, it was simply, because they dldn't know
better. Nobody had told them, And the events thecmselves,momentous though
they were,had not yet made themselves understood, Thedr very enormity
rendered them hard to believe. Byt each “azl trasgression was bound
te be followed by another and bizzer outrage. Never,as long sd she was
peruitted to exist,would Hitler's Germany cesse to prove her ﬁrogrellzra
insanity.And the time would come when the world would be forced to
abandon ite phlegma, At pralen%&iEH;Eﬁ{not.uhat I had hoped it to be.
Ebhkhh Not by any mcens was it yet my "ally". I was not ,however,alone,
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1 did have an ally who could be counted upon. Hys neme was Hitler.

it weB gelting late. A crippled o0ld man turned up among the
tables,offering tamcrrow's hbkh papers. The german Chancelor,it appeared,
had made & gpeech.

"The Government of the Rgich" I read, "will undertake a
thorough moral purging of the body corﬁorate of the nation.The entire
educetional system... will be used as means to that end."

Glad,he sald so,l thought. What he usﬂerstanés by 8 "moral
purging" he'g already demonstrated. N,vw we learn that the wanton per-
gsecutdion of political and religious minorities is to go on. Moreover,
"the entire educational system" 1s to be hhRhhhbA nezified., Hatre 4
and aggresslvenese are to be etamped into the hearts end mindse of
all German youth, What else does he have to say?

"Herolsm is comingz forward passionetely and will in future
shape and lead political destinyeees The... national insecurity of Gere
many cannot continue any longeress"

Not bad that,either.l, the national insecurity of
Germany cannot continue any longer,something will have to be done
about it.And,with “heroism coming forwerd passionately" something
most assuredly wlll.cernany w&% re-arm. Whatfor? Therefor- to begin
withs
"In all their doings the Yovernment of the Reich 1s

coneclous of the connection between the destiny of all German 1acess..
We have particularly at heart the fste of the Germans living beyond the
frontiers of Geormé8nyeee"

"Seet" I said softly,weiching my neighbours,as they
studied the "Fuehrer's" addrees. And in my thoughie I added:
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Heresat lest,ie en honest devil for you; & wolf who cen't talk gently,
even when he's gwallowed chalk to meke believe he's grandma, True
he's 8lyly desieted from howling at Bpitain and Frence.But that bit
about"all CGerman recee" i1s undisgulsedly wolfishj all of them,mind you,
not just the Austriesne and the Sudeten Cermens end the Cerman Swiss.
The Dutch ag welljperhapes the Norweglens,too. Living,though they are,
beyond the frontiers of C.rmany,they are neverthelese Gorman by race.
Let'g look at the reception it got. Thrre'ﬁla quotation from the TEMPS &

" He epoke very moderstelye.... Declared that he would come
to a compromise with F_ance,"

Still: "With Hitler's speeches one must

always seek what is hidden behind the lines." ;

I gasped. S0 the chalk had worked after all. Since he had
said that he wantcd 28 compromice with F_ance,he micht well be grandma
and the semi official TEMPS thought his speech moderate,

And how ebout Lgndon?
There, too,the oratory had been received with benevolent
equanimity.
"There cen be elearly traced behind the lines™ wrote the
TIMZS "that his (¥itler's) government values the epirit prompting Brie
tish medlatory efforts,"
To the Bpitish,it seemed,Hitler wag ~rendms. "hy
he's.sald 8o himpelf,if only "behind the lines".
I slghed. Dasﬁite his efforte to assist me,my ally
had let me down.Once agein he'd had his shécking say,but the world
refused to be shocked.
"Poticnces" I told myself weerily. "You nustn't expect
thinge to happen so rapidlé.They ere bound to heppen. It won't be long

nowe"
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