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THOMAS MANN - Born, June 6, 1875 in Liibeck, Germany. Married in
Munich in 1904 Katia Pringsheim. First child -
Erika, born November 9, 1905. Five more children
Klaus, Golo, Monika, Elisabeth, Michael. Born
between 1906 and 1919. Thomas Mann attended High
School and College in Liibeck, had two brothers and
two sisters. Received Honorary degrees from various
German and American Universities (among the latter
Harvard and Yale). In 1929 won the Literary Nobel
Prize. Consultant of German Literature to the Library
of Congress. Does not belong to any club. Erika
attended High School and College in Munich. Became
an actress. Wrote, directed and acted in a satirical,
political show - The Peppermill - which was performed
over a thousand times in six countries. The entire
family left Germany in 1933, immediately after Hitler's
arrival to power, although the Fuehrer would have
been glad to come to an agreement with the "Nordic
Nobel Prize Winner'.

kven when I was five years old "My 0ld Man" loved to play a little
game with me wherein he threw words at me like balls and asked me to
define them for him. "Respect!" he would cry, not meaning that I owed
him any, but that I owed him a crisp, clear-cut definition.

"Respect" I said, "is & mixture of love and fear".

And though I do not think I was ever afraid of my father, respect
was something we children felt for him from the very beginning.

This does not mean that we did not and do not have lots of fun
with each other. Un the contrary. I hardly know anyone who is more fond
of amusing nonsense than my father, who was always quite willing to for-
give my bad school reports if only while delivering them I successfully
copied the sour face of my teacher.

Long before his book "The Magic Mountain" was published, I once
convinced him to go to one of those Carnival Balls my home-town Munich
was so famous for. Of course I was too small to attend, but I loved the
idea of putting my seemingly severe, utterly civilian parent into a wild
fancy-dress with a Chinese coat,and an Indian turban, and giving his
eyebrows, which are slightly Mephistophelean by nature, a perfectly
devilish form. This completed, I decided that he looked like a Magician,
and "Magician ("Zauberer® is the name by which he has been called ever

since by all of his six children.




He is now sixty-six years old, the old man, an old man indeed,
though it is hard for me to realize. He doesn't look it either. He
is slender, erect, black-haired and sun-burned; it could have been
yesterday that in our Munich garden he turned the hose on us small
children, laughing like a boy, frightening the dog, and earnestly

egging us to give him some of the candies one of his admirers had
brought us. "He's my admirer" he would say, "and the candies are
only yours because you are my children".

How many years have passed since then, and how heavy have they
been with events, excitements, sadness, dangers, losses and hopes.,
YTet, difficult as the times were, huge as the spaces are in which
we survived them, and numerogs as the family is, we always managed

come together from time to time to exchange our experiences, and
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© listen to the old man's voice reading to us about "Joseph and his
wata §

Brethren". The figures out of our father's books almeBt seem to have
lived with us for many yearsj their fates and characters are like
those of people in flesh and blood.

His hobbies ? He loves dogs and movies., He's more than fond of
music which strongly influenced his entire work. He likes good-looking
people, both female and male. He doesn't understand a thing about
sports, although he used to play tennis and ride an exceedingly funny,
very high bicycle someone had brought him from Greece, until he had
saved enough money to buy a little car. He's quite accustomed to lose
everything he possesses every ten years, and not afraid of it either.
The first war robbed him of his modest fortune. The Nazis took away
whatever he had made subsequently, and what had not been swallowed
by the inflationj now, he's got very little, but with moderate curio-
sity is looking forward to seeing it disappear.
le's essentially an optimist, which does not mean that he's a
wishful thinker. He believes in reason and the inter-relationship
between the goodand the reasonable, of whose final victory he is con-
vinced.

His marriage is a great success, and I do not believe he could
have done his work without it. He loves America, and does not think
that he will ever leave it for good, even when, with her help, Europe

will have become an inhabitable place again.




