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ERTKA MANN

Music in War Time

C. B. 3.
(Nation wide)
March 14th, 1942
10:15 - 10:30 p.m.
Good evening, Iadles and Gentlemen:

Let me start at the beginningl! On Sunday, December
the seventh, 1941, the day of Pearl Harbor, mest of us spent
day and night listening to the radio. Most of us didn't care
about sleep; it was news we wanted, and it was news we got, =
bad news, sad news, Infuriating news. I was on a lecture-
tour at the time and, in my lower berth, listened to my 1lit-
tle radio. When there weas no news, there was music - fine
music, soothing and comforting, in the midst of tragedy.
"Casualties are feared to run high," said my 1ittle radio;
“many hundreds of American soldiers are reported to have
been killed."- Then, the program was resumed with music --
Brahms' Cradle Song, I remember. It sounded like an appro-
priate and tender farewell to those who had gone to their
last sleep, there, at Pearl Harbor.

The Cradle Song .... Brahms, Johannes Brahms, was
a German. I knew: we'll be at war with Germany before the
week is over. Yet, we'll go on playing and listening to

German music; of course, we shall and I am glad about it and

grateful for it. Bach, Mozart, Beethoven, Schubert, Mendel-




ssohn -- they're all Germans, but their work belongs to
humanity and has nothing whatever to do with Hitler and his
crimes.

The program continuedj 1t was a plano-sonata I
heard, played by a German planist I used to know, an ardent
and active Nazli. The sonata was fine and he played it well.
Yet, I was unable to enjoy 1t. Not for one moment could I
banish from my eyes the actual plcture of the man who was
playing that sonata, a man, who had put both, his art, and
his person, at Hitler's disposal, a man, who, for years, had
been touring Europe as one of the "Fuehrer's" numerous
"cultural" propaganda-agents, under-mining the morale and
the sense of self-preservation of Europe's democcracies.

I turned off the radio, somewhat puzzled by my own
reaction. "What's the matter?" I asked myself;"just a few
moments ago you were full of gratitude for the fine music
you heard -- German or not; and now, you won't even listen

to that charming sonata, just because it's played by a

Nazi?" -- I tuned in the Nazi-pianist again -- to no avail.
I couldn't hear the music -- & swastica kept dancing before
my eyes and refused to disappear; for -- the music to which

I was trylng to llsten, was belng performed not merely by a
planist, but also by a soldier -- an enemy soldier. How
grotesque -- I thought: 1in a sense I am playing hostess to

g Nezi-agent; no wonder I cen't help seelng the swasticsg!




More then three months have passed since =-- months,
burdened with events which didn't always make good news.
But, good, or bad, one has got to know, got to read the
papers, got to listen to the radioc. There was always news
and, In between, there was always music. ' And always there
was thet nauseating feeling, when the reeorded melodies were
played by a 1living, active Nazi, now in the Third Reich.
Again and again I asked myself: "Can't you separate a man's
work from his person?" And: "Only to a certain extent!™ was
the answer. 1I've been told that en artistts 1ife, that his
convictions and activitles, have nothing to do with his art.
However, 1f this 1ife, 1f these convictions and activities
are plainly murderous and unforgivably infamous, i1f they are
part of the evil forces which seek to destroy everything we

believe in, 1s 1t then possible, 1s it then even permissible,

to ignore this 1life, to ignore these convictions and activi-
ties? If somebody has murdered your brother, can you be ex-
pected to l1gnore 1t, while listening to the murderer's plano-
playing?

Of course, I do not think that our listening to
Mr. Hitler's obedient pet-artists has much to do with our
attitude towards Hitlerism. Nevertheless our indulgence
seems to betray a certain lack of spontaneous aversion on
our part, & certein luxurlous detachment which mekes us al-

most forget who is our enemy. Our enemy, incidentally,
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heartily enjoys and appreciates our leniency, 211 the more
80, 8ince, 1in many cases, we are accumulating his royalties
for him. There 1s, for example, an accumulated royalties-
account here, in the name of Richard Strauss -- snother

artist who has sold hls soul to Hitler. Strasuss, it is

argued, may not actually receive the money, since the Nazis
owe us some money and are not likely to repasy us. If they

don't repay us, we'll simply keep the money we owe them --

including Mr. Strauss' royalties -- and nobody can say,
we've spent money on the Nazis. But if you pey & person's
debts for him, instesd of paying him directly, you are1st111
spending your money for him, aren't you and there doesn't
seem much sense 1n your kidding yourself about 1t.

I felt ell this so strongly that, one day, I set
down and wrote a letter to the editor of the New York Times.
It had to be short -- I know, how limited editorial space
is -~ s0 I merely said that this Richard Strauss, for in-
stance, was a8 genius on the one hand, but & Nazi on the
other; therefore, for the time being, I'd rether live with-
out him and his music; and I'd rather not help accumulate
any money for him. Morcover I didn't see any reason, why
the various Nazi-concert-artists should be sdmitted to our
radlo-programs, particularly since there are so many friendly
muslicians both, Americans and Europeans, who are at least

thelr artistlc equals.




This letter appeared in the Sunday-Times and
brought me quite a few replies, some favorable and some un-
favorable. The unfavorable ones came chiefly from people who
preferred to remain anonymous and I didn't mind them a bit.

The moment, when I did mind, all of a sudden,
mind very much and very deeply, came one week later, when
Mr. Deems Taylor, the American Composer and Columbia's re-
nowned musical commentator, read and discussed my letter to
the Times during the intermission of the N.Y. Philharmonic
Concert. At great length and with great urgency Mr. Taylor
warned his nation-wide audlence against the spirit of my
letter which he compared to the Nazi-spirit 1t Intended to
fight. He advised his listeners not to smash thelr German
records. "“That's a childish thing to do," he rightly said
and he added: "Besides, it's a Nazi-technique to smash re-
cords and burn books; don't imitate those barbarianst" --
And, later in his broadcast, but still in connection with my
letter, he pleaded: "“We must remember the things we belisve
in: Justice and freedom, freedom in body and spirit, freedom
from prejudice and intolerance."

To say that I was bewildered by Mr. Taylor's ad-
dress, would be an understatement. I wes deeply alarmed.
What was Mr. Taylor reproaching me for? I had not advocated
the smashing of records and the burning of books! I had not

acted against justice and freedom by writing my letter to the




Times! Was 1t prejudiced to call an enemy an enemy? Was it

intolerant, to remember the enemy as barbaric and ruthless,

even when he played the plano with such misleading sensibility?

There must have been some misunderstanding! -~ In
an effort to clarify the situation I drew up a 1ittle 1list
of all the possible view=-points that might be taken in con-
nection with our problem. I said: (1) Some people would like
to ban Beethoven, because he was a German; I should most cer-
tainly not. (2) Some people might even wish to ban Arturo
Toscaninl, because, regardless of his anti-fascist convic-
tions, he's an Italian; I should most certainly not. (3)
Some people would like to ban Richard Strauss, because he's
a Nazl., Mr. Teylor would not. I wouldn't elther, becausse I
wouldn't ban any cultural effort in a Democracy. But I
would feel somewhat better, 1f we'd decide to drop Strauss
from our repertories for the time being. (4) Some people
would llke to ban the records of those concert-artists who
are Nezls in Nazi-Germany. Mr. Taylor would not; I wouldn't
either, becouse I don't belleve in bans. But I would feel
a lot better, if I and all those w ho are waiting with
anxiety for news from the theaters of war, were not subjected
to having this news sandwiched in between recordings by
musicians who, at the very moment may be instigaeting the
loss of a thousand American lives, I'd feel a lot better,

if Americen radio-~stetlons would decide to play records
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by Wladimir Horowltz or Artur Rubinstein instead of by the

Nazl Walter Gileseking; by Myra Hess or Rudolf~Sertein Tnstead

of by the Nezl Edwin Fischer; by George Gershwin, instead of
by the Nazil Frenz Lehar, and so forth and so on., To have the
cholce between the recorded muslc of living active Nazis and
the eaqually fine recorded music of 1living decent democrats,

end then deliberately to chode the Nazis, that's whet doesn't

seem right to me., It seems right to Mr. Deems Taylor,
felt I had to answer Mr, Taylor, because I am

deeply convinced that the problem at stake is not a minor one,
For 1t touches one of the most crucial, one of the most dew
cislve problems, faced by Democracy at war, Our enemy, the
enemy we hope to conquer, is ruthless end Intolerant. In our
all=out effort for victory let's be on our gusrd, lest we be-
come ruthless and Intolerant ourselves =- lest we become what

the Nazls arel BUT ~-= BUT just because ours is and has got to

be an all-out effort for victory, let's also be on our guard,

lest w € be what the Nezls hope and think we are, namely,
tolerant to the polnt of weakness, liberal to the point of
losing our pride, and broadminded tc the point of sacrificing
our convictionse I don't think we need be afraid of either
danger, but I do think we ought to bear these dangers in mind.
We've got to find and retain the right balance between our
democratic tolerance and the militant fighting spirit without
which w e cannot win, This task wlll have to be solved in each
case a3 1t arises, by each and everyone of us,

I thank you.

Miinchner Stad 313 T



ERTKA MANN

Music in War Time

C. B. 8.
(Nation wide)
March 14th, 1942
10:15 - 10:30 p.m.
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Good evening, Iadies and Gentlemen:

Let me start at the beginning! On Sunday, December
the seventh, 1941, the day of Pearl Harbor, most of us spent
day and night listening to the radio. Most of us didn't care
about sleep; it was news we wanted, and it was news we got, -
bad news, sad news, Infuriating news. I was on a lecture-
tour at the time and, in my lower berth, listened to my lit-
tle radio. When there was no news, there was music - fine
music, soothing and comforting, in the midst of tragedy.
"Casualties are feared to run high," ssid my 1ittle radio;
"many hundreds of American soldiers are reported to have
been killed."- Then, the program was resumed with music --
Brahms' Cradle Song, I remember. It sounded like an appro=
priate and tender farewell to those who had gone to their
last sleep, there, at Pearl Harbor.

The Cradle Song +... Brahms, Johannes Brahms, was
a German. I knew: we'll be at war with Germany before the
week 1s over. Yet, we'll go on playing and listenling to
German music; of course, we shall and I am glad about 1t and

grateful for 1t. Bach, Mozart, Beethoven, Schubert, Mendel-




ssohn -- they're all Germans, but their work belongs to
humanity and has nothing whatever to do with Hitler and his
crimes.

The program continued; 1t was a plano-sonata I
heard, played by a German planist I used to know, an ardenf
and active Nazil. The sonata was fine and he played it well,
Yet, I was unable to enjoy it. WNot for one moment could I
banish from my eyes the actual picture of the man who was
playing that sonata, a man, who had put both, his art, and
his person, at Hitler's disposal, & man, who, for years, had
been touring Europe as one of the "Fuehrer's" numerous
"ocultural" propaganda-agents, under-mining the morale and
the sense of self-preservation of Europe's democracies.

I turned off the radio, somewhat puzzled by my own
reaction. "What's the matter?" I asked myself;"just a few
moments ago you were full of gratitude for the fine music
you heard =-- German or not; and now, you won't even listen
to that charming sonata, Just because 1t's played by a
Nazi2" -- I tuned in the Nazi-planist again -- to no avail.
I couldn't hear the music -- a swastlca kept dancing before
my eyes and refused to dlsappear; for -- the music to which
I was trying to llsten, was being performed not merely by a
pianist, but also by a soldier -- an enemy soldier. How
grotesque -- I thought: 1in a sense I am playing hostess to

a Nazi-agent; no wonder I can't help seelng the swastical

iblinthek]




More then three months have passed since =-- months,
burdened with events which didn't always make good news.
But, good, or bad, one has got to know, got to read the
papers, got to listen to the radio. There was always news
and, in between, there was always music. And always there
was that nauseating feeling, when the reeorded melodies were

played by a living, active Nazl, now in the Third Reich.

Agaln and again I asked myself: "Can't you separate a man's

work from his person?" And: "Only to a certain extent!" was
the answer. I've been told that en artist's life, that his
convictlons and activitles, have nothing to do with his art.
However, 1f this life, 1f these convictions and activitiles
are plainly murderous and unforgivably infamous,; if they are
part of the evil forces which seek to destroy everything we

believe in, is 1t then possible, is 1t then even permissible,

to ignore this 1ife, to ignore these convictions and activi-
ties? 1If somebody has murdered your brother, can you be ex-
pected to ignore 1t, while listening to the murderer's piano-
playing?

Of course, I do not think that our listening to
Mr. Hitler's obedient pet-artists has much to do with our
attitude towards Hltlerism. Nevertheless our indulgence
seems to betray a certaln lack of spontaneous aversion on
our part, & certain luxurious detachment which mekes us al-

most forget who i1s our enemy. Our enemy, incldentally,




heartily enjoys and appreciates our leniency, all the more
so, since, In many cases, we are accumulating hls royalties
for him. There 1s, for example, an accumulated royaltiss-
account here, in the name of Richard 3trauss -- another

artist who has sold hls soul to Hlitler. Strauss, it 1is

argued, may not actually recelve the money, since the Nazls
owe us some money and are not likely to repay us. If they

don't repay us, we'll simply keep the money we owe them ~-

Including Mr. Strauss' royalties -- and nobody can say,
we've spent money on the Nazls. But if you pey & person's
debts for him, insteed of paying him directly, you are still
spending your money for him, aren't you and there doesn't
seem much sense in your kidding yourself about 1t.

I felt ell thls so strongly that, one day, I sat
down and wrote a letter to the editor of the New York Times.
It had to be short -- I know, how limited editorial space
1s =- so I mercly saild that thls Richard Streuss, for in-
stance, was a genius on the one hand, but a Nazi on the
other; thereforec, for the time being, I'd rether live with-
out him and hls muslc; and I'd rather not help accumulate
any money for him. Morcover I didn't see any reasson, why
the various Nazl-concert-artists should be edmitted to our
radio-programs, particularly since there are so many friendly
musicians both, Americens and Eupopeans, who are at least

thelr artiastic equals.
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This letter appeared in the Sunday-Times and
brought me quite & few replies; some favorable and some un-
fayvorable. The unfavorable ones came chiefly from people who
preferred to remain anonymous and I didn't mind them a bit.

The moment, when I did mind, ell of a sudden,
mind very much and very deeply, came one week later, when
Mr. Deems Taylor, the American Composer and Columbia's re-
nowned musical commentator, read and discussed my letter to
the Times during the intermission of the N.Y. Philharmonic
Concert. At great length and with great urgency Mr. Taylor
warned his nation-wide audlence against the spirit of my
letter which he compared to the Nazi-spirit it iIntended to
fight. He advised his listeners not to smash their German
records. "That's a childish thing to do," he rightly said
and he added: "Besides, it's a Nazi-technique to smash re-
cords and burn books; don't imitate those barbariansi" ==
And, later in his broadcast, but still in connection with my
letter, he pleaded: "We must remember the things we belleve
in: Justice and freedom, freedom in body and spirit, freedom
from prejudice and intolerance."

To say that I was bewilldered by Mr. Taylor's ad-
dress, would be an understatement. I was deeply alarmed.
What was Mr. Teylor reproaching me for? I had not advocated
the smashing of records and the burning of books! I had not

acted against Jjustice and freedom by writing my letter to the




Times! Was 1t prejudiced to call en enemy an enemy? Was it
intolerant, to remember the enemy as barbaric and ruthless,
even when he played the plano with such misleading sensibility?
There must have been some misunderstanding! -- In
an effort to clarify the situation I drew up a little 1list
of all the possible view-points that might be taken in con-
nection with our problem. I said: (1) Some people would like
to ban Beethoven, because he was & German; I should most cer-
tainly not. (2) Some people might even wish to ban Arturo
Toscaninl; because, regardless of his anti-fascist convic-
tions, he's an Italian; I should most certainly not. (3)
Some people would 1like to ban Richard Strauss, because he's
a Nazl. Mr. Teylor would not. I wouldn't either, because I
wouldn't ban any cultural effort in a Democracys But I
would feel somewhat better, if we'd decide to drop Strauss
from our repertories for the time being. (4) Some people
would like to ban the records of those concert-artists who
bre Nazls in Nazl-Germany. Mr. Taylor would not; I wouldn't
elther, because I don't belleve in bans. But I would feel
g lot better, 1f I and all those w ho are waiting with
anxlety for news from the theaters of war, were not subjected
to having this news sandwiched in between recordings by
musiclans who, at the very moment;may be instigating the
loss of a thousand American lives. I'd feel a lot better,

1f Americen radlio~stations would decide to play records
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by Wladimir Horowitz or Artur Rubinstein instead of by the
Nezl Walter Gleseking; by Myra Hess or Rudolf ;;;#gin instead
of by the Nezl Edwin Fischer; by George Gershwin, instead of
by the Nazi Frenz Lehar, and so forth and so on., To have the
cholce between the recorded muslec of living active Nazis end
the ecually fine recorded music of 1living decent democrats,
end then delliberately to chose the Nazls, that's whet doesn't
seem right tome. It seems right to Mr. Deems Taylor.

I felt I had to answer Mr, Taylor, because I am
deeply convinced that the problem at stake 1s not a minor one.
For 1t touches one of the most crucial, one of the most de-
clslive problems, faced by Democracy at war, Our enemy, the
enemy we hope to conquer, is ruthless and intolerant. In our
all-out effort for victory let's be on our guard, lest we be=
comeé ruthless and Intolerant curselves =- lest we become what

the Nazis arel BUT == BUT just bectuse ours is and has got to

be an all=out effort for victory, let's also be on our guard,

lest w € be what the Nezls hope and think we are, namely,
tolerant to the point of weakness, liberal to the point of
losing our pride, and broadminded to the point of sacrificing
our convictions, I don't think we need be afraid of either
danger, but I do think we ought to bear these dangers in mind.
We've got to find and retain the right balance between our
democratic tolerance and the militant fighting spirit without
which w e cannot win, This task will have to be solved in each
case as 1t arlses, by each and everyone of us,

I thank you,




ERIKA MANN

Music in War Time

€. B: 3,
(Nation wide)
March 14th, 1942
10:15 - 10:30 p.m.
Good evening, Iadies and Gentlemen:

Let me start at the beginning! On Sunday, December
the seventh, 1941, the day of Pearl Harbor, most of us spent
day and night listening to the radio. Most of us didn't care
about sleep; 1t was news we wanted, and it was news we got, -
bad news, sad news, Infuriating news. I was on a lecture=-
tour at the time and, in my lower berth, listened to my lit-
tle radio. When there was no news, there was music - fine
music, soothing and comforting, in the midst of tragedy.
"Casualties are feared to run high," said my 1ittle radio;
"meny hundreds of American soldiers are reported to have
been killed."- Then, the program was resumed with music --
Brahms' Cradle Song, I remember. It sounded 1like an appro=
priate and tender farewell to those who had gone to their
last sleep, there, at Pearl Harbor.

The Cradle Song .... Brahms, Johannes Brahms, was
a German. I knew: we'll be at war with Germany before the
week 1s over. Yet, we'll go on playing and listening to

German music; of course, we shall and T am glad about it and

grateful for 1t. Bach, Mozart, Beethoven, Schubert, Mendel-




i

ssohn -- they're all Germans, but their work belongs to
humanity and has nothing whatever to do with Hitler and his
crimes.

The program continued; 1t was a plano-sonata I
heard, played by a German planist I used to know, an ardent
and actlve Nazi. The sonata was fine and he played it well.
Yet, I was unable to enjoy it. ©Not for one moment could I
banlsh from my eyes the actual picture of the man who was
playing that sonata, e man, who had put both, his art, and
his person, at Hitler's disposal, a man, who, for years, had
been touring Europe as one of the "Fuehrer's" numerous
"ecultural" propagenda-agents, under-mining the morale and
the sense of self-preservation of Europe's democracies.

I turned off the radio, somewhat puzzled by my own
reaction. "What's the matter?" I asked myself;"just a few
moments ago you were full of gratitude for the fine music
you heard -- German or not; and now, you won't even listen
to that charming sonata, just because it's played by a
Nazi?" -- I tuned in the Nazi-planist agein -- to no avail.
I couldn't hear the muslc -- a swastica kept dancing before
my eyes and refused to disappear; for -- the music to which
I was trying to listen, was belng performed not merely by a
pianist, but also by a soldier -- an enemy soldier. How
grotesque -- I thought: in a sense I am playing hostess to

a Nezi-agent; no wonder I can't help seeing the swastical




More than three months have passed since =-- months,
burdened with events which didn't always make good news.
But, good, or bad, one has got to know, got to read the
papers, got to listen to the radio., There was always news
and, in between, there was always music. And always there
was that nauseating feeling, when the reédorded melodies were
played by a living, active Nazi, now in the Third Reich.
Agaln and agein I asked myself: "Can't you separate a man's
work from his person?" And: "Only to a certain extent!" was
the answer. I've beesn told that an artist's 1ife, that hils
convictions and activities, have nothing to do with his art.
However, 1f thils llfe, 1f these conviections and activities
are plainly murderous and unforgivably infamous, 1f they are
part of the evil forces which seek to destroy everything we

beliseve in, 1s it then possibls, 1s it then even permissible,

to ignore this 1ife, to ignore these convictions and activ}-
tles? 1If somebody has murdered your brother, can you be ex-
pected to ignore it, while listening to the murderer's piano=-
playing?

Of course, I do not think that our listening to
Mr. Hitler's obedient pet-artists hes much to do with our
attitude towards Hitlerism. Nevertheless our indulgence
seems to betray a certain lack of spontaneous aversion on
our part, & certain luxurious detachment which mekes us al-

most forget who 1s our enemy. Our enemy, incldentally,




heartily enjoys and appreciates our leniency, all the more
so, since, in many cases, we are accumulating his royslties
for him. There 1s, for example, an accumulated royalties-
account here, 1n the name of Richard Strauss == snother

artist who has sold hils soul to Hitler. Strauss, it is

argued, mey not actually recelve the money, since the Nazis
owe us some money and are not likely to repay us. If they

don't repay us, we'll simply keep the money we owe them ~--

including Mr. Strauss' royalties -- and nobody can say,
we've spent money on the Nazis. But if you pay & person's
debts for him, instesd of paying him directly, you are still
spending your money for him, aren't you and there doesn't
seem much sense In your kidding yourself about it.

I felt ell this so strongly that, one day, I sat
down £nd wrote a letter to the editor of the New York Times.
It had to be short -- I know, how limited editorial space
1s -- s0 I mercly said thet this Richeard Strauss, for in-
stance, was a genius on the onec hand, but a Nazi on the
other; thereforc; for the time being, I'd rether live with-
out him and his music; and I'd rather not help accumulate
any money for him. Morcover I didn't see any reason, why
the varlous Nazl-concert-artists should be cdmitted to our
radio-programs, particularly since there are so many friendly
musicians both, Americans and Europeans, who are at least

thelr artistic equals.




This letter appeared in the Sunday-Times and
brought me quite a few replies, some favorable and some un-
fayorable. The unfavorable ones came chiefly from people who
preferred to remain anonymous and I didn't mind them a bit.

The moment, when I did mind, all of s sudden,
mind very much and very deeply, came one week later, when
Mr. Deems Taylor, the American Composer and Columbia's re-
nowned musical commentator, read and discussed my letter to
the Times during the intermission of the N.¥Y. Philharmonic
Concert. At great length and with great urgency Mr. Taylor
warned his nation-wide audlence againat the spirit of my
letter which he compared to the Nazi-spirit it intended to
fight. He advised his listeners not to smash their German
records. "That's a childish thing to do," he rightly said
and he added: "Besides, it's a Nazi-technigue to smash re-
cords &nd burn books; don't imitate those barbariansi" --
And, later iIn his broadcast, but still in connection with my
letter, he pleaded: "We must remember the things we believe
In: Justice and freedom, freedom in body and spirit, freedom
from prejudice and intolerance."

To say that I was bewlldered by Mr. Taylor's ad-
dress, would be an understatement. I wes deeply alarmed.
What was Mr. Taylor reproaching me for? I hed not advocated
the smashing of records and the burning of books! I had not

acted against justice and freedom by writing my letter to the




Times! Was 1t prejudiced to call an enemy an enemy? Was it

intolerant, to remember the enemy as barbaric and ruthless,

even when he played the pianc with such misleading sensibility?

There must have been some misunderstanding! -- In
an effort to clarify the situation I drew up a little list
of all the possible view-points that might be taken in con=-
nectlon with our problem. I sald: (1) Some people would like
to ban Beethoven, because he was & German; I should most cer-
tainly not. (2) Some people might even wish to ban Arturo
Toscaninil, because, regardless of his anti-fascist convic-
tions, he's an Italian; I should most certainly not. (3)
Some people would like to ban Richard Strauss, because he's
a Nazl. Mr. Teylor would not. I wouldn't either, because I
wouldn't ban any cultural effort in a Democracy. But I
would feel somewhat better, if we'd decide to drop Strauss
from our repertories for the time being. (4) Some people
would like to ban the records of those concert-artists who
are Nazls in Nazi-Germany. Mr. Taylor would not; I wouldn't
elther, because I don't belleve in bans, But I would feel
a lot better, if I and all those w ho are waiting with
anxiety for news from the thesters of war, were not subjected
to having this news sandwiched in between recordings by
musiclans who, at the very moment may be instigeting the
loss of a thousand Americen lives. I'd feel a lot better,

i1f Americen radio-stations would decide to play records
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by Wladimir Horowitz or Artur Rubinstein instﬁpg'of“by the
Nazl Walter Gleseking; by Myra Hess or Rudolfiégéxgéﬁfinstead
of by the Nazi Edwin Fischer; by George Gershwin, instead of
by the Nazi Frenz Lehar, end so forth and so on., To have the
cholce between the recorded music of living active Nazis and
the egually fine recorded music of living decent democrats,
and then dellberately to chose the Nazls, that!'s whet doesn't
seem right to me., It seems right to Mr. Deems Taylor.

I felt I had to answer Mr, Taylor, because I am
deeply convinced that the problem at stake is not a minor one.
For 1t touches one of the most crucial, one of the most de-
cisive problems, faced by Democracy a2t war, Our enemy, the
enemy we hope to conquer, is ruthless and intolerant. In our
all=out effort for victory let's be on our gusrd, lest we be=

come ruthless and Intolerant ourselves —-- lest we become whet

the Nezis arel! BUT -- BUT just because ours is and has got to

be an all=out effort for victory, let's also be on our guard,

lest w € be what the Nezls hope and think we are, namely,
tolerant to the point of weakness, liberal to the point of
losing our pride, and broadminded to the point of sacrificing
our convictlionss I don't think we need be afraid of either
danger, but I do think we ought to bear these dangers in mind.
We'lve got to find and retain the right balance between our
democratic tolerance and the militent fighting spirit without
which w e cannot win, This task wlll have to be solved in each
case as 1t ariseg, by each and everyone of us,

I thank You,




ERIKA MANN

Music in War Time

C. B. 8.
(Nation wide)
March 14th, 1942
10:15 - 10:30 p.m.
Good evening, Iadies and Gentlemen:

Lot me start at the beginning! On Sunday, December
the seventh, 1941, the day of Pearl Harbor, most of us spent
day and night listening to the radio. Most of us didn't care
about sleep; it was news we wanted, and it was news we got, -
bad news, sad news, Infuriating news. I wes on a lecture-
tour at the time and, in my lower berth, listened to my lit-
tle radio. When there was no news, there was music - fine
muslc, soothing and comforting, in the midst of tragedy.
"Casualties are feared to run high," saild my little radio;
“many hundreds of American soldiers are reported to have
been killed."- Then, the program was resumed with music --
Brahms' Cradle Song, I remember. It sounded like an appro=
priate and tender farewell to those who had gone to their
last sleep, there, ét Pearl Harbor.

The Cradle Song .... Brahms, Johannes Brahms, was
@ German. I knew: we'll be at war with Germeny before the
week 1s over. Yet, we'll go on playing and listenlng to

German music; of course, we shall and I am glad about it and

grateful for it. Bach, Mozart, Beethoven, Schubert, Mendel-




ssohn -- they're all Germans, but their work belongs to
humanity and has nothing whatever to do with Hitler and his
crimes.

The program contlnued; 1t was & plano-sonata I
heard, played by a German planist I used to know, an ardent
and active Nazi. The sonata was fine and he played it well,
Yet, I was unable to enjoy 1t. Not for one moment could I
banlsh from my eyes the actual plcture of the man who was
playing that sonata, a man, who had put both, his art, and
his person, at Hitler's disposal, a man, who, for years, had
been touring Europe as one of the "Fuehrer's" numerous
"cultural" propaganda-agents, under-mining the morale and
the sense of self-preservation of Europe's democracies.

I turned off the radlo, somewhat puzzled by my own
reaction. "What's the matter?" I asked myself;"just a few
moments ago you were full of gratitude for the fine music
you heard -- German or not; and now, you won't even listen
to that charming scnata, just because it's played by a
Nazi?" -- I tuned in the Nazi-planist again -- to no avail,
I couldn't hear the music -- a swastica kept dancing before
my eyes and refused to disappear; for -- the music to which
I was trying to listen, was being performed not merely by a
pianist, but also by a soldier =-- an enemy soldier. How
grotesque -- I thought: 1in a sense I am playing hostess to

a Nezi-agent; no wonder I can't help seelng the swastical




More thaen three months have passed since =-- months,
burdened with events which didn't always make good news.
But, good, or bad, one has got to know, got to read the
papers, got to listen to the radio. There was always news
and, 1n between, there was always music. And always there
was that nauseating feeling, when the reeorded melodies were
played by a living, active Nazl, now in the Third Reich.
Again and again I asked myself: "Can't you separate a man's
work from his person?" And: "Only to a certain extent!" was
the answer. I've been told that an artist's 1life, that his
convictions and activitles, have nothing to do with his art.
However, 1f this life, 1f these convictions and activlties
are plainly murderous and unforgivably infamous, if they are
part of the evil forces which seek to destroy everything we

believe in, is it then possible, is it then even permlssible,

to ignore this 1life, to ignore these convictlions and activi-
ties? If somebody has murdered your brother, can you be ex-
pected to ignore 1t, while listening to the murderer's plano-
playing?

Of course, I do not think that our listening to
Mr. Hitler's obedient pet-artlists has much to do with our
attitude towards Hitlerism. Nevertheless our indulgence
seems to betray a certain lack of spontaneous aversion on
our part, & certain luxurious detachment which mekes us al-

most forget who is our enemy. Our enemy, incldentally,




heartily enjoys and appreciates our leniency, all the more
s0, since; 1n meny cases, we are accumulating hils royalties
for him. There 1s, for example, an sccumulated royalties-
account here, in the name of Richard Strauss ~- snother
artist who has sold his soul to Hitler. Strauss, it 1s
argued, mey not actually recelve the money, since the Nazils
owe us some money and are not likely to repay us. If they

don't repay us, we'll simply keep the money we owe them --

including Mr. Strauss' royalties -- and nobody can say,
we've spent money on the Nazls. But 1f you pey & person's
debts for him, insteed of paying him directly, you are still
spending your money for him, aren't you and there doesn't
seem much sense 1n your kildding yourself about 1it.

I felt all this so strongly that, one day, I sat
down and wrote a letter to the editor of the New York Times.
It had to be short -- I know, how limited edltorial space
is =- s0 I mercly said thet thls Richard Strauss, for in-
stance, was a genius on the one hand, but a Nazil on the
other; therefore, for the timec being, I'd rether live with-
out him and his muslc; and I'd rather not help sccumulate
any money for him. Morcecover I didn't see any ressnn, why
the various Nazi-concert-artists should be edmitted to our
raedio-programs, partlcularly since there are so many friendly
musicians both, Americans and Europeans, who are &t least

thelr artlistic equals.




This letter appéared in the Sunday-Times and
brought me quite a few replies, some favorable and some un-
favorable. The unfavorable ones came chlefly from people who
preferred to remain anonymous and I didn't mind them a bit.

The moment, when I did mind, all of a sudden,
mind very much and very deeply, came one week later, when
Mr. Deems Taylor, the American Composer and Columbia's re-
nowned musical commentator, read and discussed my letter to
the Times during the intermisslion of the N.Y. Phllharmonic
Concert. At great length and with great urgency Mr. Taylor
warned his natlon-wide audlence against the spirit of my
letter which he compared to the Nazi-spirit 1t Intended to
fight. He advised his listeners not to smash their German
racords. "“That's a childish thing to do," he rightly said
and he added: "Besides, it's a Nazi-technique to smash re-
cords and burn books; don't imitate those barbarians!" --
And, later iIn his broadcast, but still in connection with my
letter, he pleaded: "We must remember the things we believe
in: Justice and freedom, freedom in body and spirit, freedom
from prejudice and intolerance."

To say that I was bewildered by Mr, Taylor's ad-
dress, would be an understatement. I wes deeply alarmed.
What was Mr. Taylor reproaching me for? I had not advocated
the smashing of records and the burning of books! I had not

acted agalnst Justice and freedom by writing my letter to the
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Times! Was 1t prejudiced to call an enemy an enemy? Was it
intolerant, to remember the enemy as barbaric and ruthless,
even when he played the plano with such misleading sensibility?
There must have been some misunderstanding! -- In
an effort to clarify the situatlion I drew up a 1little 1l1list
of all the possible view-points that might be taken in con-
nection with our problem. I saild: (1) Some people would like
to ban Beethoven, because he was & German; I should most cer-
tainly not. (2) Some people might even wish to ban Arturo
Toscanini, because, regardless of his anti-fascist convic-
tions, he's an Italian; I should.most certainly not. (3)
SOmBlPGOple would like to ban Richard Strauss, because he's
a Nezi. Mr. Teylor would not. I wouldn't either, because I
wouldn't ban any cultural effort in a Democracy. But I
would feel somewhat better, if we'd decide to drop Strauss
from our repertories for the time being. (4) Some people
would like to ban the records of those concert-artists who
are Nazis in Nazi-Germany. Mr. Taylor would not; I wouldn't
elther, because I don't belleve in bans. But I would feel
a lot better, 1f I and all those w ho are waiting with
anxiety for news from the theaters of war, were not subjected
to having this news sandwiched in between recordings by
muslclans who, at the very moment may be instigating the
loss of a thousand American lives., I'd feel a lot better,

i1f Americen radio-stations would decide to play records
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by Wladimir Horowitz or Artur Rubinstein instq&@_yf by the
Nazl Welter Gleseking; by Myra Hess or Rudolf;é;;;é;ﬁﬁinstead
of by the Nezl Edwin Fischer; by George Gershwin, instead of
by the Nazil Frenz Lehar, and so forth end so on. To have the
cholce between the recorded music of living active Nazis and
the equally fine recorded music of living decent democrats,
and then deliberately to chose the Nazls, that's what doesn't
seem right to me. It seems right to Mr. Deems Taylor.

I felt I had to answer Mr, Taylor, because I am
deeply convinced that the problem at stake is not a minor one,
For 1t touches one of the most crucial, one of the most de-
clsive problems, faced by Democracy &t war, Our enemy, the
enemy we hope to conquer, is ruthless and intolerant. In our
all=cut effort for victory let's be on our guerd, lest we be-

come ruthless and intolerant ourselves =- lest we become what

the Nezls arel BUT -- BUT just because ours is and has got to

be an all-out effort for victory, let'!s also be on our guard,

lest w e be what the Nezls hope and think we are, namely,
tolerant to the polnt of weakness, liberal to the polnt of
losing our pride, and broadminded to the point of sascrificing
our convictionss I don't think we need be afraid of either
danger, but I do think we ought to bear these dangers in mind.
We've got to find and retain the right balance between our
democratic tolerance and the militant fighting spirit without
which w e cannot win, This task will have to be solved in each
case a8 1t arises, by each and everyone of us,

I thank you,




