MON

MONACENSIA

Verbundkatalog Kalliope

Cocoico.

Mann, Erika

Nutzungsbedingungen

Bei zahlreichen Dokumenten auf monacensia-digital.de sind die Urheberrechte bereits abgelaufen. Sie
sind gemeinfrei und dirfen ohne weitere Ricksprache mit der Monacensia weiterverwendet werden.
Bei den Dokumenten, bei denen noch Urheberrechte bestehen, mussen fir eine Weiterverwendung
stets die Rechteinhaber*innen angefragt werden sowie eine Publikationsgenehmigung der Monacensia
eingeholt werden. Das Zitatrecht bleibt hiervon unberihrt.

Zur Erteilung einer Publikationserlaubnis wenden Sie sich bitte an:

Monacensia im Hildebrandhaus

Literaturarchiv

Adresse: Maria-Theresia-StraRe 23, 81675 Minchen
E-Mail: monacensia.literaturarchiv@muenchen.de

Terms of use

The copyrights for numerous documents on monacensia-digital.de have already expired. They are in
the public domain and may be reused without further consultation with Monacensia. In the case of
documents for which copyrights still exist, the copyright holders must always be contacted for further
use and publication permission must be obtained from the Monacensia. The right to quote under
copyright law remains unaffected by this. To obtain permission for publication, please contact:

Monacensia im Hildebrandhaus:

Literaturarchiv

Address: Maria-Theresia-StralRe 23, 81675 Minchen
E-Mail: monacensia.literaturarchiv@muenchen.de

Visual \\Llibrary



COCOICO

By
Erika Mann

I don't want to kill anybody. No, I will most
certainly take care that no one loses his 1life when I carry
out my plan. I shall wait until the enormous building (for
1t 1s an enormous bullding, isn't 1t?) is emptied of all
employees. I will warn and save the night watchman myself --
at the last moment. But how can I prevent the fire department
from being called to put out the fire, or their rushing to the
spot uncalled, brought by the glow of the sky above the
enormous, burning building, and by the smoke which will sweep
over the entire district? I can see now, it will not be enough
to start the fire. For, even I1f I were to work with the
greatest skill and with the courage of despalr, a fire takes
its time. First, it only kindles, then 1t licks its way slowly
about, brazenly brilliant and crackling sharply =-- and the
people for miles around immediately lknow what's up. The usual
machinery is set in motion and the enormous bullding might be
saved before my fire has accomplished enough to give me a few
days -- oh, only one day of peacel Peacel

What has the building done to me? Nothing. Nothing
at all. The bullding is innocent. But it is not an act of

revenge, really, that I am planning. I am acting in self-




defense. Only because I want to remain alive myself, and keep
my reason, I must destroy that building. I must,

My reason? It is true, my condition 1s not of the
best, neither physically nor mentally. One must know how to
take Life's jokes if one wants to go on nowadays. One must have
a constitution of iron, and nerves like cables, or even better,

no nerves at all.

And yet, withal, luck has favored me bounteously in

these last months. When, during the heavy bombardment, our

house in Warsaw was blown up, I lucklly was just having a meal

in the cellar of some friends. My wife had already been killed
some days before in the street - her lungs plerced by hundreds
of bomb splinters. And what should I have done with the
children had they remained alive? They were very small and
helpless without their mother, and would have perished in one
horrible fashion or another, But they had been blown up
together with our house and our old servants while I was having
my meal at my friends'. It 1s good so; I have had great luck
in these last months.

Everything went on well in the days that followed.
T succeeded in escaping to Fussia before the German armies
entered Warsaw. From Leningrad, I fled further, into Finland.
Kind providence saw to 1t that I had relatives there. If
today I know nothing of thelr whereabouts, that is a different
matter. The two young men - my gister's sons - went to

Petsamo and did not return. It seems they froze to death in




their white sheets which were like shrouds anyway. Of my dear
sister I lost sight later. My brother-in-law, so they sald,
was taken prisoner by the Russians. At that time, his sons
were still alive. It is fortunate that the sad news did not
reach him. Thus he may be cheerful and hopeful when he thinks
of them == of the two handsome, strong and bright boys who
could be so noisy and joyous - and who were so serious and
grimly determined when they took their leave from home.

My dear sister, broken in body and soul, refused to
remain in Finland afterwards. She could not bear life any
longer, she cried. OGrief, hatred, anxiety, and insanity were
in her eyes. Then my lucky star led me to friends at the Nor-
wegian Embassy in Helsinki. We escaped to Oslo. But we could
not run away from Life, of course. Oh, not even from the enemy
were we able to run away. When he arrived in Oslo, I jolned
the troops which the Norwegian command had sent towards Trondheim.
T am not a soldier, but nevertheless I fired my gun many times.

Tt is because of the wounds I received (they were not bad) that

ot
I am?hble to ralse my left arm. It is difficult as a one-

armed man to do any regular work. And now, especilally for
the work of this night, this fire which I am planning, two
arms would not be too much.

On the English destroyer which took me aboard, I
was treated just in time. A few hourslater, and my arm would
have had to be amputated. So I was told when, neatly bandaged,

but in great pain, I came to in a Scotch hospital. T had been




unconsclious for three days.

I came to New York several weeks ago. A serles of
lucky and heart-warming coincldences combined to bring me over
here to security. They occurred one after another. Visa,
transportation, money, the opportunlity to get a crossing,
everything came about. My hotel on the East slde 1s quiet and
comfortable -- at any rate, my room is, and I never leave 1t.
Although I know English quite well, I talk to no one. A few
words with "Room Service" three times a day. That is all.

I don't read newspapers elther, The sight of the
fat headlines so terrifies me that I am unable to comprehend
thelr meaning and often stare at them for long minutes, like a
man suddenly gone blind. That is odd and embarrassing. I
should pull myself together and keep my nerves under better
control. Considering the good luck which has been mine, my
behavior seems to me ungrateful. And now, on top of all, this

thing which I am planning.

I shall use dynamite. It works quicker and the fire-

men are entirely helpless against it., Of course, 1t would be
much simpler and easler to kill the man whose voice 1s about

to rob me of my senses. But I do not want to kill. Moreover,
would there not be another man at hand, one who had studled

the voice intonations of my man for years and who would be able
to take his place without me, the murderer, noticing a
difference between his voice and the one just silenced? But

if the building, the whole enormous structure with all its




files, books, and policies, should be blown into the air,
then it cannot arrange for talks about itself any longer. It
will be quiet about that building, as quiet as 1t was around
our house in Warsaw, under the shambles of which my children
1ie buried. It will be quiet and I will have peace at last.
It 1s right and sensible that I do not talk to any-
body in these days. The objections which each one would put
forth would be absolutely unbearable. "But my dear fellow,"
they would say, "you are overwrought, unnerved. You have a
persecution complex against a harmless and useful enterprise
which offers its services to you in a most courteous and
unobtrusive manner. And if you don't want these services, well,

then don't listen. No one forces you to. Turn off your radlio,

and everything will be' all right,"

It 1s unbearable, unbearablel Don't you understand
that I mustMisten", that I camot "turn off" the radio? I
must now what is going on. Day and night, I must listen to
the voices which describe the events taking place, and tell of
the hell from which I escaped. Some fifty times in twenty-
four hours the world comes into my room and not seldom does it
have something good to report. The Pope, so I hear, has pro-
tested. The German atrocities in Poland have reached the point
when they can no longer be concealed. That 1s good. It 1is
very wonderful to see His Holiness so active. The German
armles and parachute jumpers, with the help of German sples and
agents and with the active cooperation of native traitors, have

occupled Holland. The Dutch resistamnce broke in five days.




That too, as horrible as it is in itself, is good news in some
respects. For it brings home to the world the strength and the

incomparable courage of the Polish army = of our army and our

people who for eighteen days resisted the attack of the
indescribable enemy.

My radio is old and antiquated. Only with effort can
I, one-armed, drag it across the room. This is my dally job ==~
I carry it to the window sill (where at night the reception is
best), to the chest of drawers and from there to my bed,
according to the time of day and the state of the weather. The
electric cord which connects it with the plug in the wall, I
drag behind me as a prisoner his chains. I drag, I listen,
end I suffer. I suffer under the reports. For, although a part
of them are favorable, thelr whole causes me pain and nausea.
But this, at least, 1s a legitimate pain and a legitimate nausea.
Something horrible happens in the world =~ it hits you in the
chest =- you gasp -- that 1s all right. But worse, much worse
is the nerve wracking misery which the announcers cause me
while extolling the products of breweries, fur concerns, and
chemlcal factories. The bright and olly volces which pralse
thelr wares at all times of the day and night, interweaving this
praise with the reports of horror coming from the battlefields,
rob me of my senses. The new tanks, those volces say, have

broken through the fortifications which were believed impregnable.

At unprecedented speed, the heavy monsters have rolled fdrward,

corpses lining thelr way -- tems of thousands of corpses,




hundreds of thousands of corpses. The tanks are fed with
gasoline and -~ the voices add 1n an even brighter tone,
"Here is good newsi"

My heart stops! Has a counter-technique been found *
- one that would be able to stop those tanks, to incapacltate
them and make them harmless? "Good newsl" those voices repeat.
"Our gasoline, the gasoline which 1s made by my sponsors ls
now, according to the opinion of the most unbiased experts,
and due to the new process of production, without any doubt,
the most inexpensive, most appealing, best smelling, best
tasting, most charming means of combustion in the world. My
sponsors, who bring you all these most fascinating reports
about the tanks, say so themselves,"

Horrible) It is horrible) But how can I "turn it
off"? Under no circumstances. Because unobserved, impossible
to foretell exactly when, comes a transition, a transition
from the sponsor's gasoline to the rulns of Europe. And I,

I who must know what is going on in thes e ruins, I can not
rid myself of this sponsor, end I camnot banish those volces.
But what 1s all the pain which they cause me, all those manu-
facturers of watches and tobacco, of pills and wines, what is
all this pain as compared with the insufferable torture to
which I am submitted by that insurance company?

Seven times every day, in the morning at slx and
at nine, around noon at twelve and three, in the evening at

seven, and above all, at night at one and two o'clock, I writhe

Te



at the sound of that volice which must be silenced 1f I am not
to perish insane, and a sulcide.

The name of the company is Cocolco. This unfortunate
word, which might be justified as the name of a parrot, stands
for "Coast to Coast Insurance Company". The name of the young
man who, seven times a day blasts the reports into my room
"through the courtesy of Cocoico" is Ben Stork. His volce 1is
even brighter and better lubricated than that of all other
announcers. Moreover, he makes not the slightest differentiation
between the "messages" from his sponsors, and the "reports"™ which
come from other places. They all sound like the joyfully excited,
gally theatrical broadcast of a sports correspondent from a
football fleld.

Cocolco must be very rich if it 1s able to buy so
mich radio time seven times dally. In addition, "the staff of
this station" collects news from all parts of the world with
the greatest care and meticulousness. Nothing escapes them,
and, consequently, nothing escapes me, 1f I only listen
conseientiously. Ben Stork ("your correspondent, Ben Stork")
is full of tricks and little mean surprises. So, for instance,
it is not certain that he will always start his broadcast with
a bit of a commercial glorifying Cocolco, and that therefore,
1t is possible to turn on the radio a few minutes after the

begimnming. Often, Ben Stork plunges directly into the news,

mentioning Cocolco off-handedly, with the finest casualness.

As excited as if broadcasting a football game, he immedlately




sennounces one or two smashing political events. Only then
does he make his "transition".

"And so," he cries out in a bright voice, "again
millions of people are doomed to death. We are all doomed to
death, sooner or later. Why not take precaution in time so
that our dependents have a guaranteed finanelial security and
we may die peacefully? Cocolco, the greatest and best life
insurance company 1in the world is, at the same time, the most

inexpensive. You actually pay less than seven cents a day.

What a bargainl Meet death with Cocoico, and life will be a

Joyi®

At times, it happens that after "life will be a joy",
Cocoico will not be mentioned until the end of the news,
Particularly at seven o'clock, this happens often. And only
when Ben Stork "in the name of the entire staff of this station"
says goodnight, does he once more point out that this night
should pass much better and more peacefully for those whose
life is Insured wlith Cocolco and who, therefore, have no reascn
to fear death. But, of course, even at seven, there is no
relying on this procedure and even at seven, Ben Stork sometimes
weaves in two or three little Cocolco spots with the news,
Once it happened that after hls goodnight, he gave an important
bulletin from Batavia. And so, I must always listen to the
goodnights, too,.

Ben Stork has, at present, five different plugs for
Cocolco. I know them by heart. Word for word, inflection by




inflection. The insurance polley, they promise, comes
"through the mail". It is unfathomable why Ben Stork puts so
much passion into the word "through". But he does it always.
"Phrough the maill.....less than seven cents a day....meet
death.....your newscaster....through the courtesy...." (n this
case, the accent is not on "through").

It is quite obvious that my nerves have suffered from
recent events, despite the great strokes of luck which befell
me personally. Between the newscasts and the short periods of
peace which are left to me, I tell myself that my reactions
are abnormal, my suffering absolutely self-inflicted. I try
to calm myself by explaining to myself the usefulness, yes,
even the necessity of an enterprise like Cocolco. It is good
to be insured, I argue with myself, I was insured too, at that
time in Warsaw, And certalnly, a great percentage of people
in Europe has been insured - against theft, fire, and death.
What a bargain. Through the mail]l Cocolco!l

My left arm aches although it is dead and motionless.
Dead things should not ache. I'm thirsty and I gulp a big
glass of lukewarm water. I also have a bottle of gin on my
chest of drawers. But I lmow that alcohol has both a paralysing
and exclting effect on me. And I want so much to act calmly,

What an insanityl To blow up the insurance

building just in order not to hear of Cocoico for a few days.

And where will I get the dynamite? And won't Cocoico soon

move to another place? Does not the greatest and cheapest




Insurance company in the world have numerous bulldings at its
dlsposal? Anyway, a certain interruption in their business
will be assured. What a bargain....life will be a joy...
CococlcosessCoc0LC0. s .. €nOrmous losses....swift and deadly
weapons....."Rather to dle on the spot than to give up one
inch of so0i1ll"....."actually less than seven cents a day".....
"through the mail®....."through the mail"......

It 1s fifteen minutes past ten otelock in the
evening. At eleven o'clock, the various stations will be broad-
casting the news. It 1s horrible that I cannot hear them all
at once. The most important news may escape me. Ceaselessly,
I turn the knob. I plunge from one broadcast to another,
from one abyss into another, Of course, in that way, I miss
a lot. Usually, one voice says at the moment I tune in what
another one has sald shortly before, and a third one, shortly
thereafter, repeats the announcement of the second. In the
meanwhile, the volces one and two, have continued with their

text and I hear nothing, nothing, nothingl

Cocoico will remain silent until one o'clock in the
morning. Sweat breaks out all over me when I think of the
one o'clock news broadcast. I begin to recite to myself
Ben Stork's messages, all five of them, one after the other.

My voice, by nature a little more rough than his, is lubricated

d
with his same oll. It goes not give out anything any more

but his inconceivable, horrible inflections. If right now, I
had dynamite in hand, I would run down into the street. The




taxl driver whom I would beckon would most certalnly lnow the
exact address of the enormous building and nothing could stop

me] Of course, actually I camnot take it upon myself to leave

my post here. It is almost time for the eleven o'clock news.

I feel as if each battle, each country, as if the whole of
humanity would be lost if I did not hold out, and stay here
before this chattering machine.

Eleven o'clock, eleven thirty=five, eleven fifty-five,
twelve o'clock.

All the news was bad. I heard nothing good. The
radio rests on the window sill. It.cost me quite some effort
to carry it over there. I am still trembling all over from
this exertion. I am a liar. I know too well that 1t was not
the effort which made me tremble. Cocolco, twelwe-flfteen,
twelve=-thirty.....I won't be able to bear it. This time I
won't be able to take it. Why don't I do something? With my
good luck, this undertaking also will certainly be successful.
It would all end well, and yet I am unable to move one finger
of my good hand. I'm beaten. They've beaten me. I want to
die, To hear no more news, to leave my post, to be rid of all
responsibility, to be removed from all suffering. Peacel
Peacel

When I still wanted to live, then, in Warsaw, in
Helsinkl, and in Oslo, my death might have been put to some use.
Had T been braver, had I been more courageous in the battle,

I might have caused gre&t losses to the enemy; I might have




saved a village, I might have captured supplies. Of course,
had I wanted to dle then, I could have brought down with me
into the nothingness many of the horrora around me. And
particularly before that....lonz before that...before the warl..
I myself could have murdered him, at a concert in Berlin. He
was sitting near me. His box on the baleony was next to mine.
A well-aimed shot would have been enough. Didn't I hate him
enough? But I did not want to die. Now that I want to die,
that I will die, I am so weak, so weary, finished. I could not
accomplish the slightest thing any longer.

It 1s five minutes to one. No news has come to me
since twelve o'clock. Couldn't it be that everything has
been changed in those fifty-five minutes? Isn't it conceivable
that now, at one o'clock, an entire change for the better might
have taken place? Yes, isn't it probable that it will have?
And will I not want to live if this has happened?

I reel to the window slll, I turn the radio knob.
A few bars of a waltz, clinging and sweet, flow into the room.
Quiet. My heart beata loudly against my ribs. I am unable
to guess the time, but it gammot take much longer. Here - the
newsl

"Your correspondent, Ben Stork, Cocoico...."

It 1s easy to climb on the window slll. Standing
near the radio, I am c¢linging with my right hand to the handle

of the window. I open it, I have to lean far backward to

allow room for the swinging of the window which turns inward




in a quarter circle, Then my hand releases the handle and

bent forward, I am standing polsed in the opening. S0 1

hear the news. It 1s unfavorable.....no improvement....no

chango. ...

The shaft into which I look is not very deep.
geven stories. That is little in this city. I should have
moved higher for my purposes. What a bargain....through the
maile...the air is cool....peace....peace....l have to bend
forward only as far as shortly before I have leaned backwards.
That 1s easy. I shall fall head forward and, with the good
luck I have always had, be dead quickly. Your correspondent,

Ben Stork....Cocoico....that's all for tonight.....







