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This photo (also on the cover) shows the burning roof of St. Stephen’s
cathedral. The picture was taken by Capt. Semen Stojanowski of the Red
Army during the battle for Vienna in early April 1945. The captain was
fatally injured soon after filming this scene and this picture, as well as
others, was recovered by Portisch and Riff from Russian archives in Krasnogorsk. The author is indebted to Mr. Ernst Radler, Archivar of the Dombauhütte of St. Stephan for a copy of the photo.

Contents
Introduction

PART I
From Empire To Districts Of Danube And Alps

Chapter 1. Antecedents to the First World War – 8
The fateful alliances. The importance of the Russo-Japanese war of
1904-1905. Jews and Russians. The Bosnian annexation crisis 1908. A
London conference in 1913 leads to the current Kosovo problem. Austria’s
Serbian conundrum similar to Castro’s Cuba for the Eisenhower and
Kennedy administration. Serbian terrorist organizations Narodna
Odbrana and the Black Hand.
Chapter 2. The Start of the Great War – 19
Austria’s ultimatum of 1914 and its counterpart, the Rambouillet “agreement” in 1999.
From local to global war; the German General Staff has no “Plan B.”
Chapter 3. The Aftermath – 23
The Austro-Hungarian empire disintegrates. The Republic of DeutschÖsterreich emerges. The treaty of St. Germain plants the seeds for 1938.
Union with Germany forbidden and Austro-German nationals in the Sudetenland and South Tyrol become Czechs and Italians. Byproducts of the
socialist revolution fuel anti-Jewish sentiments.
Chapter 4. The Ill-Fated Republic – 26
The Reds and the Blacks vie for power. The beginning of the demise of
parliamentary democracy in July 1927 and the end in 1933.
Chapter 5. Austro-Fascism – 29
On account of terrorist tactics the Nazi party is forbidden. The antecedents
for and the Civil War of February 1934. The Socialists are outlawed. The
Nazi Putsch of July 1934 leads to the murder of Dollfusz. The new chancellor Schuschnigg has to run the country with the consent of somewhat

i

less than forty per cent of the total population. Attempts to find a modus
vivendi with Nazi Germany fruitless. Massive economic problems.
Chapter 6. The Anschlusz – 35
February 1938 Schuschnigg meets Hitler at the Berghof and has to agree
to give Austrian Nazis free reign. With increasing turmoil in the provinces,
Schuschnigg decides on plebiscite over Austria’s independence. Hitler
furious, demands cancellation; Göring ups the ante and the Wehrmacht
marches. Hitler arrives and declares Austria a part of the German Reich.
The initial welcome and subsequent disillusionment. The country disappears and the citizens are thoroughly “gleichgeschaltet.” The attitude of
the Catholic and Protestant Church towards the events of March
‘38.Hitler’s plebiscite on April 10 ratifies the existing facts. Cardinal
Innitzer’s change of mind.
Chapter 7. The Drift Into World War II – 52
The Sudetenland and Czechoslovakia are incorporated. England’s reaction. Churchill and the Focus group. Chamberlain’s guarantee to Poland
leads Hitler to promise the British “a devil’s brew.” The Hitler-Stalin pact
produces Poland’s eastern border which is still valid today.
Chapter 8. The War – 58
Hitler’s foreign policy views and brief outline of Hitler’s war plans.
PART II
Ordinary People In Extraordinary Times

Chapter 1. Childhood – 72
The family a classic product of the Austro-Hungarian empire. Parents
divorce and father absconds. Grandfather is killed. Medical treatments. A
stepfather arrives. The Austrian school system. Papa takes over. I am a
Left-hander in a right-handed world. Habitual lying. The Civil War of
February ‘34 and the Dollfusz murder.
Chapter 2. The Preteens – 88
Vacations in Gainfarn and popular amusements for children. Realgymnasium and curriculum for ten year old pupils. The Spanish Civil War. The
economy. We are immune against Nazi ideology.

ii

Chapter 3. The Nazi Takeover – 95
The aborted plebiscite. Nazis in charge. As of March 12 the family, apart
from Papa is Non-Aryan. Hitler comes to town and receives a hero’s
welcome.“Heim ins Reich.” Were there some decent people among the
Nazis?
Chapter 4. Everyday Life After the Anschlusz – 104
Concentration camps and Kristallnacht. From Christmas to April 1939.
Hitler’s answer to Roosevelt and the last few months of peace.
Chapter 5. The early years of the war – 116
The Hitlerjugend. Summer vacations. Schikurs in Mariazell leads to a side
trip to the Sudan of the 1880’s. Muttl’s diphtheria. Farm-hand. No more
lying. I am expelled from school as an “abscess on the body of the German
people.” Re-admitted to another school. A hunting we will go. Matura.
Chapter 6. Labor Service and Wehrmacht – 135
Life as “Arbeitsmann.” “Panzerschütze” and “Oberschütze.” To the
Front in Hungary. Budapest nearly encircled, am ordered back home. The
USAAF over Vienna. The internal situation in Vienna before the collapse
of the third Reich.
Chapter 7. The Red Army Arrives – 179
Unsuccessful attempt to discharge myself from the Wehrmacht. Retreat
through the city. How the Austrian resistance tried to surrender Vienna to
the Russians. Anarchy in the city. Last few weeks of the war in Döllersheim, home of Hitler’s ancestors. Final Good-Bye to the Wehrmacht.
Chapter 8. Back to Vienna – 199
Three close encounters with the Red Army. Home at last. Austria exists
again and has a provisional government. Tour of the destroyed city.
Strange disease epidemics during last weeks of Nazi and first weeks of
Soviet rule. Life under Russian occupation. What the liberation really
looked like. A comparison of Nazi and Soviet propaganda.
Chapter 9. Medical School Years – 214
University opens within three weeks after my return. Friends reappear
from Wehrmacht service. Black market activities. Abortion on demand.
The Western Allies arrive and life begins to normalize. Brother returns
iii

from France. In free elections, Communists receive a massive defeat. The
Austro-American society. Summer jobs with the U.S. Army.“Kill the Nazi
pig.” Clinical medicine. Victor Frankl’s exemplary life. The economy.
Final exams and graduation.
Chapter 10. The Budding Neurologist – 231
Outline of what the training entailed. Freudian psychoanalysis and its
fundamental error. Frankl’s logotherapy. On to America.
Epilogue – 256
PART III
Modern Consequences Of Old Ideas

Chapter 1. Can Hitler Be Understood? – 260
Nazism is logical if one accepts the fundamental premises. Machiavelli’s
and Nietzsche’s contributions. The Moses factor. The failed Hitler-Churchill meeting. The “uncanny” in Hitler.
Chapter 2. Antisemitism – 271
Ancient roots. Christianity and Judaism. Viennese anti-Jewish sentiments.
Hitler’s Antisemitism. Racism.
Chapter 3. The Road to the Holocaust – 297
The evolution. “Jews to fight for Democracies.”The origin of Zionism. The
original and final Balfour declaration. The Madagascar plan. The Final
Solution. Jehova’s Witnesses.
Chapter 4. Viennese Anti-Jewish Sentiments Today – 316
The Waldheim affair. “Vergangenheitsbewältigung.”
Conclusion – 327

Hitler’s legacy. Outlook for the next century.
Bibliography – 335
Index – 341

iv

With gratitude to my Guardian Angel
whom I have given an inordinate amount
of work throughout my life.

When the heart doubts God’s help as well as itself,
this has to sour the soul.
The undaunted individual who is sometimes overcome by despondency
wears both shame and ornament.
He is like the magpie white and black.
He may nevertheless take comfort:
Heaven and Hell partake of him.
But the unstable character serves the black banner of hell
and becomes as dark as evil.
On the other hand he whose mind remains steadfast and faithful
joins the pure and shining host.
Wolfram von Eschenbach ca. 1220 A.D.
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Introduction

The World War II generation of Austrians I happened to be born into
has seen more than its share of man’s inhumanity to man. Austria was
annexed by Hitler in March of 1938 and ceased to exist. Seven years later
the country was resurrected but had to live for another 10 years under four
power occupation. Vienna, just as Berlin, was deep in the Soviet zone.
Although the citizens were told that the Red Army had come to liberate
them from the fascist yoke, the behavior of the troops did not suggest
liberation. There was in the beginning simply the exchange of one dictatorial regime for another.
I grew up in Vienna during what has been called Austro-Fascism, then
the Hitler and subsequently the Stalin years. These left an indelible impression. There was also a massive paradox. The country was invaded, but the
annexation – or Anschlusz as it was called – had been accompanied by an
unparalleled outpouring of good-will by the populace. People lined the
streets for hours waiting for the appearance of the Führer who was then
greeted with frenetic shouts of Sieg Heil and Ein Volk, Ein Reich, Ein
Führer. As a 12 year old boy I was confronted with a mystery about human
behavior that the adult, later on, explored over many decades.
The English language books dealing with the Nazi years were written to
a large extent by Jewish authors. This is understandable because those who
had managed to emigrate or return from concentration camps had a story to
tell. Yet, these stories ended for the most part, as far as Vienna was concerned, at those landmarks. Furthermore, in 1938 Jews comprised approximately ten per cent of the City’s population and there is so far no adequate
English language documentation how the other ninety per cent fared. Were
they all Nazis? If not, why did young adults not burn their draft cards as
some youngsters did here during the Vietnam war? What motivated the
people to just sit there and endure privation, cold, hunger, bombs, rape and
pillage? Who was a Nazi? Why did they hate the Jews so much?
This book was written to provide some answers to these questions. My
qualifications are personal and professional. On the personal side I had first
hand information on the consequences of disastrous policies. Professionally I have devoted my life to understanding and helping physically as well
as emotionally disturbed individuals. In addition, as a scientist, I am used
to reading literature in a detached rather than emotional manner and am
trained to look for potential flaws in the presentation of the data.
1
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The literature on the current topic falls into three large groups: 1)
Studies of WWII and Hitler, 2) antisemitism and the Holocaust and 3) the
History of Central Europe with main emphasis on the Austro-Hungarian
Empire. Each one is of obvious importance but when seen in isolation they
present a one-dimensional picture. All three are inextricably linked and
need to be seen in the larger context of the ideas which governed world
events. Unless this is done Hitler will continue to be regarded merely as a
“hypnotic madman,” as he was referred to recently in a local newspaper.
This is a trivialization that is not only wrong but harmful. The man and his
actions are understandable if one looks at the total picture rather than only
one side. There was considerably more re-action, namely response to circumstances, than a deliberately thought out plan to conquer the world. The
ideas that caused the events and pushed him along had been enunciated
long before he was born. The Hitler phenomenon must be seen in this light.
This is why the study of history is so important. It shows how even wellmeant solutions of past problems have led to new ones which plague us
today. A sincere, unbiased investigation of the past broadens one’s view
and may, hopefully, prevent a repetition of the mistakes and thereby future
disasters.
The main problem with the world is not necessarily deliberate evil but
ignorance and stupidity of individuals who bring it about, as well as the
cowardice of those who submit. Our race has not yet become
homo“sapiens” i.e. man the wise. Human behavior is still largely driven
by emotion. This is the reason why some politicians and people who control the mass media don’t learn the real lessons of history and events repeat
in endless cycles under new names. Wars, with concomitant destruction of
lives and property, have been with us since the beginning of time. They
will continue. The only question is whether they will remain localized or
become global. The world has become increasingly interconnected, therefore, the potential for spread has also been enhanced. Even World War I
was intended to merely punish the Serbs. Serbien musz sterbien, “Serbia
must die” wrote the Vienna papers in July of 1914. British tabloids have
been quoted in 1999 as advocating, “Clobba Sloba” and “Serbs ‘em right.”
Is this progress?
What causes wars? When all excuses and rhetoric are swept away there
remain “bungling” and the all too human emotions of greed, pride, fear, as
well as the personal need to leave a legacy. One’s name has to find favorable mention in the history books. Hitler’s war is an excellent example.
Hitler wasn’t greedy for money, food, or sex as many other people are. No,
it was for fame and power. The excuse was that he would achieve greatness
for the German people by giving them more “living space.” When
2
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threatened with war by the British, he refused to rescind the invasion of
Poland because he was too proud to back down and too afraid for his prestige, or losing face, as it is called now. Ordinary people are then caught up
in this madness, perpetuated by a mere handful of irresponsible “leaders.”
To make their policies palatable to the populace, it is necessary to proclaim
over and over again that the fate of the country, if not the world, is at stake.
At that point it is also essential to demonize one’s opponents in order to
evoke the hatred which is felt to be required to win a war. People are then
painted as homogeneous groups and become “the Jews,” “the Hun,” “the
Nazis,” “the Commies,” “the Japs” or what not. The examples can readily
be multiplied. It is infinitely more comfortable to condemn amorphous
masses rather than consider that it is individuals who make up these groups
and who defy the stereotypes propagated by the mass media. Yet, these
very individuals have no opportunity to rid themselves of a leadership
which brings about disaster. Once caught up in the maelstrom, it becomes a
fight for survival on both sides and conventional morality is the loser.
The brutalization which takes place in ordinary people during wartimes
cuts across all nations and afflicts civilians as well as soldiers. For instance,
what are we to say today to a British newspaper headline, as reported by
Bunting in her book“The Model Occupation.” It reads: “Hamburg has
been Hamburgerized!” The approximately 50,000 civilians, mostly
women and children, who died in those firestorms were of no concern since
they were probably regarded as “just Nazis” anyway. This is the true evil of
war; it not only releases but sanctions and rewards our worst impulses.
Most recently some “progress” has been achieved. No longer do our
politicians pretend to hate the nations whose leadership they disapprove of
but they simply label the man in charge “a Hitler.” The epithet “Hitler”
makes him no longer a person but a symbol of unmitigated evil which has
to be eradicated. Up until last year Saddam Hussein of Iraq was the main
recipient of this title but now he has to share it with Serbia’s Milosevic.
However, this does not deter our leadership from punishing the people of
these countries by showering bombs and rockets on them. The theory
behind this undertaking is that it would encourage the bomb victims to rise
up and get rid of their dictators. The politicians who harbor notions of this
type have never lived under a totalitarian dictatorship and refuse to see the
evidence to the contrary which the second world war has provided.
Sending planes is supposed to be the quick fix where in addition nobody,
except the civilian population on the other side, is supposed to get hurt. As
long as we are dealing with small countries which cannot adequately
defend themselves some limited success can be achieved and these “Hitlers” have to call for an armistice to keep their jobs. This will not work with
3
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countries like China or Russia, once the latter has recovered from her present malaise.
This book, therefore, attempts to look behind the unilateral propaganda
people are constantly exposed to by the media, for the reasons why things
happened the way they did so that genuine prevention may occur. Having
grown up under Goebbels I have learned early on to detect propaganda – or
spin as it is called today – in news reports as well as books. It usually does
not involve outright lies, but the omission of relevant information which
casts a different light on the situation when seen in its totality. The literature on the topic, as listed in the bibliography, consists essentially of monographs dealing with various facets of these disastrous years. The purpose of
this book is to blend them into a cohesive whole. It is written from the
viewpoint of a physician and as such makes no moral judgments. This does
not mean that disastrous events are to be condoned. They are to be understood in as dispassionate fashion as humanly possible. If the wrong lessons
are drawn, or none at all, new catastrophes are inevitable Everybody agrees
that the tragedies of the twentieth century, including the Holocaust, have to
be prevented. It is axiomatic, however, that before one can prevent anything one has to understand the causes of the events. Simple finger pointing
or calling each other names will not do.
The book comes in three parts. The first one gives the historical background for the situation Austria found herself in and provides some information why the various politicians acted the way they did. It shows how
history really proceeds and how each event is inextricably linked to the
next one. While Austria is the example, the points made here transcend
parochialism and have universal application. The present and future cannot
be understood in isolation but must be seen in the light of the past which
has brought it about.
The second part of the book is autobiographic and illustrates what life
was really like for ordinary people when confronted with extraordinary circumstances under totalitarian regimes. The third part concentrates at
greater length on the ideas which motivated Hitler and thereby shaped the
twentieth century. They include the problem of antisemitism which, by the
way, will be spelled in the European rather than American tradition and the
legacy we will have to deal with in the next century.
The autobiographic data are in part rather unflattering. These aspects
were retained because they represent the truth and explain why things happened on the individual level the way they did. One can now look back on
these antics as mental childhood diseases, which are actually not all that
uncommon, especially when one has to grow up in an environment that is
not particularly benign. The data demonstrate also that a harsh upbringing
4
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does not have to lead to delinquency. This goes counter to current “educational” practices, which emphasize the teaching of “self-esteem” over substantive learning and religious values. The failures of those methods
become more apparent every day, as grades go down in schools and violence goes up.
Finally, there is a debt of gratitude which needs to be acknowledged.
Foremost it is owed to my wife Martha who has steadfastly helped me, in
sometimes exceedingly trying circumstances, since our first meeting in late
summer of 1950. She has also consistently encouraged my attempts to publish this book in spite of numerous rejections by publishers and agents over
a period of several years. Regardless of what you will read later on, gratitude is also owed to my stepfather. He has kept me on the straight and
narrow and my children have taught me what it takes to be a father, my
having not had the good fortune of role models one would want to emulate.
Special thanks are also due to my mother who tried to help, to the extent her
limited role allowed her during my childhood and who eventually provided
me with the most precious gift of all: a passport to freedom. My brother
was an ally in a difficult family situation and Oberleutnant Dr. Eder,
helped prevent the soldier from coming to harm. Special thanks are also
due to the family of Dr. Davis who gave a total stranger a new lease on life.
All the other people mentioned in the book also deserve my gratefulness
for having given me, in some form or another, the opportunity to grow into
a responsible adult.
As far as the preparation of this book is concerned it is a pleasure to
express my appreciation to the Marriott Library of the University of Utah. I
found it exceptionally well stocked with Austriaca, Judaica as well as
books on WWII history. In Vienna Mrs. Schneider-Wagenbichler of the
Austrian National Library was most helpful in providing me with copies of
relevant out of print material, Dr. Ursula Schwarz of the Dokumentationsarchiv des Österreichischen Widerstandes and Magister Robert Pfundner
from the Bildarchiv of the Österreichisches Institut für Zeitgeschichte
helped with the selection of some of the pictures. Dr. Annemarie Fenzl of
the Archdiocese in Vienna furnished valuable information about Cardinal
Innitzer and to Steinmetzmeister Ernst Radler Archivar der Dombauhuette
St. Stephan I am indebted for the cover picture of this book. Prof. Erika
Weinzierl brought me in contact with Hofrat Prof. Rauchensteiner whose
book dealing with the battle for Vienna I had been unaware of. Mr. Norbert
Donhofer of Deuticke’s Verlagsbuchhandlung provided suggestions for
valuable contacts and my niece Isabelle Morawetz never wearied in
locating out of print books.

5

War and Mayhem

My colleagues from school, Dr. Helmut Watzl aka “Schuss,” and Dr.
Ernst Rutkowski, a military historian by profession, who had been given
the manuscript for critique, made valuable comments and so did my professional friends and colleagues, among whom are Prof. Hellmuth Petsche
of Vienna, Prof. Hans Kugler of Munich, Prof. Jack Petajan and Prof.
Clark Millikan of the University of Utah, Prof. Ernst Niedermeyer of Johns
Hopkins University, as well as Dr.Gustav Uhlich and Mrs. Gloria Whelan,
wife of my friend Dr. Joseph Whelan and a published author in her own
right, who live in Michigan. Without their encouragement and helpful suggestions I might not have persevered in my attempts to publish the
material.
Finally, Jim Bisakowski of Desktop Publishing Ltd. has done an outstanding job of turning the manuscript into a book and the staff at Trafford,
especially Bruce Batchelor, Lisa Gugliemi and Tanis Toope have been
most helpful in guiding this novice through the steps required to achieve an
acceptable publication.
Thanksgiving 1999
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PART I
From Empire to Districts of
Danube and Alps
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1
Antecedents to the First
World War

The first world war was the most defining occurrence of the twentieth
century. It set events in motion that not only haunt us today but will do so
for years to come. Eight million soldiers died worldwide, another 20 million were crippled and 3 million others died of disease. The lost contributions to Western civilization some of these young people would have
provided are immeasurable. In addition, the war was fought with a brutality which Europe thought it had long outgrown. The ensuing peace treaties were not negotiated but represented dictates that led directly to the
second world war. The result of that catastrophe was the “Cold War.” Now,
after the implosion of the Soviet Union, America finds herself, paradoxically, confronted by the same problem which had driven Austria to war in
1914. The Balkan crises have come back full circle.
The Serbs had been to Austria what Castro’s Cuba was to the Eisenhower and Kennedy administrations. Serbia was a constant irritant which
had to be removed. The more so after a Serbian faction had taken part in the
assassination of the Archduke Franz Ferdinand and his wife in Sarajevo.
There was some concern by the government in Vienna that Russia might
not be able to sit idly by when her protégée was about to be taught a lesson
in international conduct; but for that contingency there was a treaty with
the Germans who would be happy to come to the rescue.

The Alliances
Germany’s military had actually been itching to get into a war with
Russia for some time. The General Staff was extremely concerned over the
buildup of the Russian army after the defeat by the Japanese in 1905. It was
estimated that by 1915 or 1917 at the latest, a strength would have been
reached which would have made it unbeatable. Thus, a preventive war was
thought to be the solution. The fact that the Russians had a treaty with the
8
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French presented a problem, because it was a given that Germany would
have to fight the war on two fronts simultaneously.
This predicament disconcerted the military immensely. The solution
arrived at was that one would deal with the weaker partner first and then
throw all one’s armies onto the stronger one. In the context of the first
decade of the twentieth century, France was regarded as the weaker of the
two, so she had to be eliminated first while a holding action would take
place in the east. France had realized this also, and after her defeat by
Prussia in 1871, had started to fortify the eastern frontier. Schlieffen, the
German army’s chief of staff, was aware that a frontal attack would be suicidal and could not bring the hoped for quick end to the conflict. He read up
on history and decided that Hannibal’s victory over the Romans at Cannae
was the example to be used. Encirclement and annihilation of the French
forces were to be the answer. Easier said than done. To the south was Switzerland. Her mountains provided excellent defenses and a passage through
that country was, therefore, not an option. To the north, on the other hand,
was Belgium which is ideally suited for warfare because of the essentially
flat terrain. But there was a problem too.
When the Belgians had revolted against the Dutch in 1830, a conference was held in London. The major powers – including Prussia and Austria – decided that Belgium should remain perpetually neutral and
guarantees to that effect were given. Nevertheless, Schlieffen felt that the
route through Belgium was the fastest and most efficient way to get at
France. The strong right wing of the army would traverse Belgium, then
head west for the Seine basin. At that point it would link up with the army’s
weaker left wing, which would achieve its breakthrough from the staging
areas around Saarbourg. Paris would be encircled and the French army
would be forced to fight with their backs to the now useless defensive
structures. Admirable plan, but how about Belgium’s neutrality?
Schlieffen was concerned about it, but not sufficiently to abandon the plan
because 1) there really was no good alternative and 2) there was no guarantee that the French would respect it, since Belgium provided the direct
route to the heart of Germany. Schlieffen did consider that the British
might come to the defense of the Belgians since they were signatories to
the independence treaty. If that were to be the case, they wouldn’t be able
to land a sufficient amount of troops in short order anyway. Whatever
expeditionary force the British did manage to get across the channel would
just be included in the noose around the French.
As far as the other belligerents were concerned, France was eager to
fight because she wanted Alsace-Lorraine back and England also had little
use for the German Emperor. Cousin Willie had contracted imperial fever,
9
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had started to build a sizeable navy and thus challenged Britannia’s right to
rule the waves. In addition he had plans to build a railroad that would link
Germany with Baghdad. Although Iraq was still part of the Ottoman
empire and did not yet exist as a separate entity, the Middle East was
clearly England’s sphere of influence. Moreover, to have Germany even as
a trading partner practically next door to India was out of the question.
Since the Germans also had colonial ambitions in Africa and other assorted
places when the world had already been parceled out to England, France,
Spain, Holland, Portugal etc., it was time to teach them a lesson. Wilhelm’s
problem, as “Johnny Come Lately,” was that he still wanted to get a piece
of the pie when it had already been distributed. This was also Hitler’s
problem.
Schlieffen was a military man who could not concern himself with the
political implications and the feelings of the local population when their
peaceful country was to be suddenly invaded. It would have been up to
Wilhelm to sit down with his counterpart, King Albert, discuss the problem
he faced and negotiate free passage. But that would have required a
rational, ideal world rather than the emotional, real one we live in.
Schlieffen died in 1912 so he didn’t know whether or not his plan would
have worked. Moltke attempted it, slightly halfheartedly, in 1914 but
neglected Schlieffen’s dying words: “Macht mir den rechten Flügel
stark!” See to it that the right wing is strong. The right wing was not strong
enough; troops had been withdrawn for the campaign against Russia. The
army wheeled too early to the east of Paris instead of west. This lead to the
“miracle of the Marne,” four years of trench warfare and millions of
casualties.
In addition, the German High Command had been totally oblivious to
the feelings of the Belgian population. The generals had thought that an
ultimatum for free passage under the pretext of an imminent French invasion would bring the country joyfully to their side. The opposite was the
case, of course. The vastly outnumbered Belgian army resorted to guerilla
tactics. When the advancing Germans found themselves shot at from
houses rather than meeting the enemy in open battle, they panicked and
went on a rampage. The brutalities which occurred in Belgium during the
first weeks of the war shocked the conscience of the world to an extent that
whatever degree of goodwill Germany might have had among neutrals,
especially the United States, was damaged severely and to some extent
irretrievably. The image of the “Hun” was born and has remained with us.
From a purely military point of view the plan might have worked, even
in 1914, had it been faithfully adhered to. It did work, after all, for Hitler, in
somewhat modified form during May and June 1940. But as the events of
10
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1914-1918 proved for the first time in the history of mankind, wars are no
longer decided simply by victorious battles. The press had come into its
own and the incessant propaganda efforts on both sides of the front poisoned the atmosphere just as much as the gas to which the soldiers were
exposed. This made reconciliation extremely difficult, if not impossible.

The Bosnian Problem
One may now legitimately ask what Austria was doing in Bosnia in the
first place. Since U.S. troops have, a hundred years later, taken over Austria’s problems it is worthwhile to look into the history of that part of the
world which is a veritable hornet’s nest. The area has not known peace for
any appreciable time since the middle ages. Around 1200 A.D. Bosnia was
run by a series of feudal lords who adhered to a Catholic Church but not of
the Roman variety. Hungarians moved in to stamp out this heresy and, of
course, to help themselves to some of the property. Then came the Turks in
1463 who overran the country, but wisely gave the landed gentry the
option to become Muslims, which would allow them to keep their estates.
When there is a choice between poverty and continued well being, the
decision isn’t all that hard. This is why we now have a sizeable Muslim
population in an area of Europe where one would ordinarily not expect
them. The peasantry was, as usual, the loser. Although they were allowed
to keep their Serbo-Orthodox religion, they were excessively taxed. In
addition – up until 1676 – they had to provide a tribute of boy slaves to
serve in the Janissary Corps of the Turkish army.
Southwest of Bosnia proper is Herzegovina which had an equally colorful history. The area, initially known as Hum, bordered on Turkish-held
territory and the Habsburg Emperor, Frederick III, thought it a good idea in
1448 to support the local Christians against Muslim invaders. He elevated
the local War Lord to the position of Duke of St. Sava, which made the area
known as the Duchy or Herzogtum – a term which over the years has
mutated to Herzegovina. The peasants were Serbo-Orthodox in religion,
but there were also some Catholics even of the Roman variety because
Franciscans had found their way into the area. Frederick’s well-meant plan
could not stop the Turkish advance and Bosnia-Herzegovina became the
westernmost outpost of the Ottoman empire until the latter third of the
nineteenth century.
The Turks ruled the provinces from the city of Travik, but Constantinople was far away and the local Beys ran the show to their liking. Law
and order were not prominent aspects of life. The town which harbored the
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real power, “Bosna Sarayi,” i.e. “Bosnian Palace,” was about 60 miles to
the south and soon became known as Sarajevo. Intermittent uprisings continued, but this was the Turks’ problem and the rest of Europe was not
interested. Things changed in the middle of the nineteenth century. The
Ottoman empire had become increasingly weaker and numerous heirs
showed interest in different portions. The goal was to get Turkey out of
Europe, and the Balkans would be divided between a Russian and Austrian
sphere of influence.
Although Bosnia-Herzegovina are not choice morsels of real estate,
Austria was interested for several reasons. There were some mineral
deposits that would help the economy, but more importantly the country
would provide a land bridge to the Dalmatian seacoast which did belong to
Austria. In case of war the harbors could be rendered useless by blockade
and without overland supply routes, they might fall into the hands of the
Serbs who, by now, had also been gripped with expansionist aspirations.
The plan to annex Bosnia-Herzegovina was therefore suggested to Franz
Joseph in 1854, but he nixed the idea. Austria’s eyes were still riveted to
the north until Bismarck came along and changed the map of Europe.
From 1438 to 1806 the Habsburg Dynasty had supplied, with one brief
interruption, all the emperors of what was called the Holy Roman Empire
of German Nation and the crown, symbol of the unity of the Reich, resided
in Vienna’s Hofburg. The end came in 1806 when Napoleon created the
Confederation of the Rhine. The Emperor, Franz II, knew what was in the
offing and had in 1804 already assumed the title Emperor of Austria as
Franz I. At the Vienna Congress, which formally ended the Napoleonic
wars, Germany became a loose confederation of Kingdoms and Principalities. The Austrian Emperor remained, however, chief arbitrator of German
affairs. This changed when Bismarck became chancellor of Prussia. He
was determined that Prussia rather than Austria should exercise leadership,
and the showdown came in 1866. Just as WWII was Hitler’s doing, the
Civil War in Germany between the North and the South was unleashed by
Bismarck.
By 1866 Bismarck was highly unpopular, even in Prussia, and about to
lose his job as chancellor. He needed a war to keep it. On Prussia’s side
were the reluctant north German mini-states and an eager Italy. On Austria’s side were the Palatinate, Baden-Württemberg, Bavaria and Saxony.
The dividing line ran roughly from Frankfurt to Dresden. The political differences were enhanced by the religious. The North was Protestant and the
South Catholic.
In contrast to the American Civil War, it was all over in about seven
weeks. The Austrians defeated the Italians, but it had no effect because the
12
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Prussians beat the southern Alliance. The result was that Austria lost the
province of Venetia and, more importantly, all influence over the German
states and principalities. These came now under Prussia’s domination. This
“Blitzkrieg” paved the way for Bismarck’s next war against France in 1870
and his ultimate goal of creating a unified Germany with the total exclusion
of Austria. Four years after the lost war, the Austrians were in no position
to help the French who, at any rate, had not helped them when they were in
dire need. France was promptly crushed within a few months and thoroughly humiliated. Alsace-Lorraine which Louis XIV had appropriated
from Germany in 1648, had to be returned, the monarchy of Napoleon III
was replaced by a republic and a huge indemnity had to be paid. After that,
revanche was the foremost thought in Frenchmen’s minds. Bismarck had
been victorious and single-handedly made Wilhelm, the King of Prussia,
Emperor of Germany as Wilhelm I. Wilhelm had no taste for an Imperial
crown. There was already an Austrian Emperor whom he personally liked
and didn’t want to annoy, but the Iron Chancellor, who by now had the
people behind him, was not to be argued with. This is how what was called
at that time the Kleindeutsche Lösung, small German solution, which
excluded the German-speaking provinces of Austria, came about. Since
Austria was deprived of influence in Germany for the first time in her
entire history, she now had to look to the Balkans for compensation.
Under these circumstances Bosnia-Herzegovina began to interest not
only military circles in Vienna, but Franz Joseph as well. In 1875 he went
on a sightseeing tour to Dalmatia to get a firsthand view. The Franciscans
in Dubrovnik pleaded with him to help their brethren in Herzegovina, and
Franz Joseph was quite open to the suggestion. After returning home he
cooled again to the plan, but by next year there was a war between Russia
and Turkey, which was joined after a while by the Serbs on the Russian
side. Turkey lost and Russia had such big plans that the rest of the continental powers, as well as England, became alarmed and the Congress of
Berlin was convened in 1878. The offshoot was that there would be a small
Bulgaria, a larger Russia and Serbia, while Austria would get the mandate
to occupy, pacify and develop Bosnia-Herzegovina.
Initially the Austrian military had thought it would take “two companies and a band” to accomplish the occupation. It didn’t turn out that way.
Mutinous Turkish soldiers joined the locals to give the peacemakers a
rather hot welcome. Three months later, when the occupation was finally
accomplished, the Austrian losses were 946 killed, 3980 wounded and 272
missing. A semblance of order was achieved and so was a degree of economic development, but this did little to erase lingering hatred, especially
among the Serbian population.
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By 1900 nationalistic fervor was on the rise. Young officers banded
together in Serbia, Bulgaria, Greece and Turkey demanding change.
Among the Slavs, “Panslavism” became the battle cry and with it the goal
of an independent South Slav, i.e., Yugoslav, state under Serbian leadership. Serbia, which had heretofore been friendly to the monarchy and had
been its main trading partner, shifted gears and ordered a huge amount of
arms from France instead of Skoda. Austria retaliated by placing an
embargo on Serbian pigs and cattle, dead or alive, ostensibly to prevent
import of infected meat. Previously about 90% of all of Serbia’s exports –
which were mainly agricultural products – had gone to the monarchy but
now the Serbs rerouted them. The “Pig War” lasted four years, didn’t hurt
Serbia all that much economically, but made Austria highly unpopular
with the Serbs.
In 1907 there was a change of government in Turkey. Young army officers, the now proverbial “Young Turks,” took over in Constantinople and
induced the Sultan to revive the Constitution of 1876 and allow elections.
Warning flags went up immediately in Vienna. What would happen if the
Young Turks demanded elections in Bosnia-Herzegovina for an Ottoman
assembly? This had to be prevented. Ährenthal, Austria’s Foreign Secretary, got together with his Russian counterpart, Izvolsky, and a deal was
hatched at one of the estates of Count Berchtold. Russia would accept Austria’s annexation of the provinces and, in return, Austria would push
Turkey to allow Russian warships from the Black Sea to go through the
Dardanelles into the Mediterranean: a goal Russia had long desired. The
arrangement was secret and both actions were to have taken place simultaneously. Apparently no timetable had been agreed to. When Ährenthal
jumped the gun and announced annexation, an immediate uproar occurred
in all the capitals of Europe. Austria had unilaterally violated the Berlin
accord. To make matters worse, Izvolsky denied complicity. According to
Trenches on the Web Timeline, Izvolsky vented his fury privately to Germany’s Chancellor von Bülow with the words, “The dirty Jew has
deceived me. He lied to me, he humbled me, that frightful Jew.”
Russia threatened war, but abstained when Vienna made it clear that the
government would publish the secret documents. At any rate, Russia was
in no position to go to war because it had been only three years after the disastrous loss to Japan and the subsequent attempts at revolution that had
lasted until 1907. England and France were, however, also highly upset.
Austria was odd man out and there was only Wilhelm II who stuck up for
her.
The next crisis came in 1912-1913. The Balkan League consisting of
Montenegro, Bulgaria, Greece and Serbia attacked Turkey in October of
14
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1912. The campaign was an overwhelming success. Within a few weeks
the Serbs reached the Adriatic coast and the Bulgarians were on the outskirts of Constantinople. This presented a serious problem for Austria
because Vienna was in favor of the status quo. Serbia had been landlocked
all along and now she would have maritime interests, which threatened
directly Austria’s Dalmatian province. Conrad, chief of the Austrian army,
advocated war against Serbia to prevent this territorial acquisition. Franz
Ferdinand, the crown prince, was dead set against war. His arguments were
— yes, we can overrun Serbia in a few weeks but then what? It’ll cost Austria billions to build up the country and on top of it one would have a permanently hostile population on one’s hands. In addition he was concerned
about Russia. Franz Ferdinand told his staff,
“Conrad’s idea is lunacy. A war with Russia is suicide. If we move
against Serbia, Russia stands behind her and we have war with Russia.
Should the Austrian Emperor and the Czar push each other from the throne
and give the revolution free rein? Tell Conrad that I shall most decidedly
reject further suggestions of this nature.”

The situation was saved for the time being by the London conference in
1913 which created a brand new state, namely Albania. It may come as a
surprise, but that country owes its existence mainly to Austria and to some
extent Italy. It is no more than 86 years old, but encompasses less than one
half of all ethnic Albanians. At the same conference the great powers gave
Kosovo, with its Albanian population, as compensation to Serbia and
thereby created today’s problem. Since the Serbs had really wanted access
to the Adriatic, they were obviously furious. The 1913 conference is
another typical example of what happens when great powers impose their
will on smaller ones and neglect the fundamentals of human behavior.
Revenge by any and all means becomes paramount in the minds of those
who feel themselves cheated.
These dealings, including the Bosnia-Herzegovina annexation, came to
haunt the Austrians a year later. Berchtold was now Austria’s Foreign Secretary and Izvolsky – who had to resign ignominiously from his job as Russia’s Foreign Secretary as a result of the annexation crisis – had become
Russian ambassador to France. Izvolsky hated Austria with a passion and
did his level best to inflame the mood in Paris as well as St. Petersburg on
account of what had happened six years earlier. Brook-Shepherd reports in
The Austrians that when the war finally broke out Izvolsky exclaimed with
outstretched arms: “C’est ma guerre”, “This is my war!”
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Russians and Jews
Izvolsky’s previously mentioned antisemitic outburst requires some
explanation. It needs to be seen in the light of Russia’s “Jewish problem”
which had attracted international attention. Details can be found in Poliakov’s book Geschichte des Antisemitismus as well as in Lindemann’s
Esau’s Tears. Suffice it to say that the 5 million Jews Russia had acquired
as a result of the partitions of Poland and conquests from the Turks, in the
eighteenth and nineteenth century, were not welcome in Holy Mother
Russia herself. Jews were seen as enemies of Christ and, therefore, a subversive influence to the established order. They were commanded to
remain in their previous domiciles, called the Pale of Settlement. Although
it is at times stated that the Jews were “cramped into” this area, it needs to
be recognized that the Pale actually included the Crimea, Bessarabia,
Belarus, Russian Poland, Lithuania, as well as most of the Ukraine. As a
result of pogroms, especially during the end of the nineteenth century,
there occurred massive emigration to destinations including the United
States. Since the sudden arrival of large numbers of Jews has always led to
anti-Jewish sentiments in the population of a host country, influential
Jewish circles in the U.S. became concerned. The financier Jakob Schiff, of
German-Jewish descent, decided to do something about it. The best solution was deemed to be the overthrow of the Romanov dynasty and the creation of a democratic Russia. When the war with Japan erupted, both Russia
and Japan required money which was sought from America. Schiff not
only torpedoed the Russian requests in the U.S. but also tried to do his level
best to prevent Russia from receiving loans in Europe. In addition, Schiff
arranged for loans to Japan which enabled that country to win the war.
Nevertheless, the Romanov dynasty had survived for the time being. The
Russo-Japanese war had brought, however, attempts at revolution in its
wake. Young Jews were prominently involved and financial help continued to arrive from private circles in the U.S. The book by Best, To Free A
People, provides the documentation. It is, therefore, understandable that Russia’s ruling circles, including Izvolsky, had no particular love for Jews.
Since America had become hostile to Russia, and neither German nor
English Jewish money was readily forthcoming, the French saw their
chance and invested heavily in Russian reconstruction. Thus, strong ties
were forged which contributed to France’s stand in 1914. The RussoJapanese war was the first time that American Jewish financial policies had
become influential in a European conflict and the idea of “International
Jewish Power” gained further currency.
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Narodna Odbrana and the Black Hand
Austria had her own “Jewish problem,” as will be commented upon
later, but this was trivial when compared with the one Serbia represented.
The climate in that country had become increasingly uglier. As a result of
the Bosnian annexation crisis in 1908 a secret society, the Narodna
Odbrana, Defense of the People, was formed. The express goal was to prepare the country for war. The program, published in Belgrade, available on
the Internet, states in part:
“…The Serbian people are faced with the question ‘to be or not to be?’…
The Narodna Odbrana proclaims to the people that Austria is our first and
greatest enemy… For the sake of bread and room, for the sake of the fundamentals of culture and trade, the freeing of the conquered Serbian territories and their union with Serbia is necessary to gentlemen, tradesmen, and
peasants alike.”

For some members of the military who wanted immediate results, this
was not sufficient. Therefore, they created in addition another secret
society officially called “Unification or Death,” popularly known as the
“Black Hand.” The goal of this organization was a South Slav state which
encompassed, apart from Serbia, Bosnia-Herzegovina, Montenegro,
Macedonia, Croatia, Slovenia and Symria, Voyvodina and the Adriatic
seacoast. The means to achieve this Greater Serbia were to be terrorism.
Article 1 of the constitution reads:
“For the purpose of realizing the national ideals – the Unification of
Serbdom – an organization is hereby created, whose members may be any
Serbian irrespective of sex, religion, place or [sic] birth, as well as anybody
else who will sincerely serve this idea.”

Other articles spell out the details. Unification was to be achieved by:
“revolutionary struggle rather than reliance on cultural striving…. It will
carry out a revolutionary organisation in all the territories where Serbians
are living… Beyond the frontiers, it will fight with all means against all
enemies of this idea… The members of the organisation must unconditionally obey all the commands given by their respective Directorates, as also
all the Directorates must obey unconditionally the commands which they
receive direct from their superior Directorate… The interest of the organisation shall stand above all other interests. On entering into the organisation, every member must know that by joining the organisation he loses his
own personality… Whosoever has once entered into the organisation can
never by any means leave it, nor shall anybody have the authority to accept
the resignation of any member…”

The official seal showed in the center a powerful arm holding in its
hand an unfurled flag on which – as a coat of arms – there is a skull with
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crossed bones. By the side of the flag are a knife, a bomb and a phial of
poison. Around in a circle, there is an inscription that reads “Unification or
Death,” and on the base “The Supreme Central Directorate.” The oath of
the prospective member was equally romantic:
“I (the Christian name and surname of the joining member), by entering
into the organisation “Unification or Death”, do hereby swear by the Sun
which shineth upon me, by the Earth which feedeth me, by God, by the
blood of my forefathers, by my honor and by my life, that from this moment
onward and until my death, I shall faithfully serve the task of this organisation and that I shall at all times be prepared to bear for it any sacrifice. I
further swear by God, by my honour and by my life, that I shall unconditionally carry into effect all its orders and commands. I further swear by my
God, by my honour and by my life, that I shall keep within myself all the
secrets of this organisation and carry them with me into my grave. May
God and my comrades in this organisation be my judges if at any time I
should wittingly fail or break this oath.”

The document was dated May 9, 1911, Belgrade and the undersigned
consisted of 7 military officers as well as 2 civilians. This was the organization which trained, equipped and smuggled Princip and his co-conspirators
across the border into Bosnia. The events of June 28, 1914 were the
outcome.
Franz Ferdinand, heir to the throne, had been inspecting maneuvers the
previous day and had paid a courtesy visit to Bosnia’s capital. The motor
route had been well-publicized and the conspirators were waiting. A bomb
was thrown, missed the car of the Archduke but wounded a member of the
entourage. Instead of canceling the rest of the tour, Franz Ferdinand
insisted on continuing with the planned program and on visiting the injured
Lieutenant Colonel. The route was changed; the driver made a mistake,
pulled into the original street, noticed the error and stopped the car to put
the gears in reverse five feet away from Princip who was waiting with
loaded revolver. The Archduke and his wife were killed instantly. If one
wrote this scenario for a novel it would be ridiculed, but truth is indeed
sometimes stranger than fiction.
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Austria’s Ultimatum
When one keeps in mind the hostility of the Serbian military – which
paid little heed to the politicians – Vienna’s leading circles thought the
murders of the archduke and his wife provided the ideal opportunity to
make tabula rasa with Serbia. Paradoxically, it was the peacemaker, the
restraining influence, who had been killed. The feeling now was that if the
monarchy were to fall as a result of the war, so be it. In the era of nationalism Austria’s multiethnic monarchy was beset by numerous problems,
and it was felt that her prestige as a great power was at stake. Better to go
down with the flag flying high than lingering slowly unto death. Nevertheless, Vienna thought this would be a limited war rather than a general one.
This was a miscalculation. Russia had recovered from defeat and revolution. Unlike 1908, she would be unable now to stand aside and neglect her
commitments as protector of the Slavs. Her prestige as a great power was
on the line; so was that of Austria, Germany, England, France, and Turkey.
All of them worried about how they would be perceived if they did not
honor their commitments.
If this sounds familiar in 1999 when we were told that NATO’s, and
thereby America’s, prestige was on the line in that part of the world, it
merely shows that human behavior has not changed. The only difference is
the supposed motive for which wars are fought. There is a fascinating parallel between Austria’s ultimatum to Serbia and the so-called Rambouillet
agreement of March 1999. Had U.S. diplomats really studied the immediate precipitant of the first world war, namely Austria’s ultimatum to
Serbia of July 23, 1914, it would have been quite obvious that the Rambouillet ultimatum, because that is what it amounted to, was nonnegotiable
as far as Serbia was concerned. Not only did it hold out eventual independence for Kosovo but NATO ground troops would supervise the withdrawal
of Serbian forces from that province.
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Austria’s 1914 ultimatum to Belgrade had, apart from a general introduction, 10 specific points which the Serbian government would have to
accept or hostilities would commence. The major ones dealt with suppression of publications that incite hate against the monarchy, the dissolution
of the Narodna Odbrana and the removal from military and administrative
service of those officers and officials who had been guilty in the assassination of the archduke. All of these Belgrade acceded to. Point 6, which had
demanded not only a judicial inquiry against every participant in the crime
of June 28 but also that “organs of the Imperial and Royal government
delegated for this purpose will take part in the proceedings” was unacceptable. Belgrade’s response was:
“The royal government considers it its duty as a matter of course to
begin an investigation against all those persons who have participated in
the outrage of June 28th and who are in its territory. As far as the cooperation of specially delegated officials of the I. and R. [Imperial and Royal]
Government is concerned, this can not be accepted as this is a violation of
the constitution and of criminal procedure.”

Ergo no hostile foreigners, not even civilians, were allowed on Serbian
soil for supervisory purposes in 1914. Why should Milosevic have allowed
armed NATO troops into the country in 1999? Just because America
demanded it? When one knows this aspect of history, his inability to sign
off on Rambouillet was a foregone conclusion. Vienna was aware in 1914
that the Serbs would not agree to this point. It was put in precisely for that
reason so that a rejection of the ultimatum was ensured. The war, which
was deemed to have been the only lasting solution to the problem, would
thereby be legitimized. The Pasic regime had to go! Was the Clinton
administration simply ignorant in March of 1999 or did it also want war?
Future historians will have to decide.
Why did Franz Joseph sign the declaration of war on Serbia at the end
of July? First of all, at age 84 he was simply too old to actively take charge
of the explosive situation. Second, and probably even more importantly, he
was told that the Serbs had already started to shoot at the imperial army
near Temes Kubin and a battle had begun. This statement was contained in
the war proclamation the Emperor had signed, but was subsequently
omitted in the official publication. It had turned out that the battle, just like
the Gulf of Tonkin incident which propelled the U.S. into the Vietnam war,
had never taken place. The incredible bungling of the Viennese politicians
as well as the apparent incompetence of the leading military circles is
amply documented in Rauchensteiner’s Der Tod des Doppeladlers.
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From Local to Global War
The dominos had all been in place, and now they fell. When Austria
declared war on Serbia, Russia ordered partial mobilization. Germany
interpreted this as a general one and an act of war. Therefore war was
declared on both Russia and France, as dictated by the Schlieffen plan. It
seems incredible, but the German General Staff simply had no plan B. A
few days later, England joined France and Russia. The Great War had
started. Austria and Germany had been allied with Italy in the Tripartite
pact, but since Austria had declared war on Serbia rather than the other way
round, Italy stayed neutral. At any rate, Austria had very little to offer and
was actually a longstanding enemy anyway. Therefore, the Italians were
more than open to a British suggestion in 1915 to join the Allies with the
promise that they would get South Tyrol, as well as portions of the Adriatic
coastline which belonged to Austria. The “Central Powers”, Austria-Hungary, Germany, Turkey and later on Bulgaria, were hugely outnumbered
and the only surprise was that they held out as long as they did. Even in
1917 the war still hung in the balance. As Ponting relates in his book 1940
Myth And Reality, Britain was practically bankrupt in the spring of 1917.
Her financial reserves would have allowed her to continue the war for less
than ten weeks. Only two alternatives were available: immediate massive
help from the U.S. or some compromise peace with Germany. The French
were no better off. The army had mutinied in February and the government
had fallen. Furthermore, the revolution in Russia had rendered that country
a doubtful partner. But an Allied defeat would have meant default on all the
loans for war equipment with a resultant huge impact on the U.S. economy.
Wilson had to enter the fray and, officially, the world had to be made safe
for democracy. America won the war in Europe, but Wilson’s inability to
restrain the Allies at the peace conferences sowed the seeds for Hitler. Talk
about the law of unintended consequences!
What was intended as a purely local limited war had escalated to a
world war because of a variety of treaty obligations, the need to teach
adversaries a lesson, and to “save face.” One wonders whether this lesson
has been learned. The wisdom of George Washington, who had warned the
country from getting entangled in messy European conflicts, is no longer
heeded. History, after all, is “about dead white males” so why should it be
studied?
At the present time it seems that the current Balkan conflict may be
resolvable, but it cannot be credited exclusively to NATO’s bombing. The
key was and is Russia. In 1999 that country is still weak, just as she was in
1908 when she had to accede to foreign demands. She will not always
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remain so and she has a long memory. Once Russia has recovered her
strength, diplomacy by bombs will no longer be feasible. Genuine understandings will have to be achieved in order to prevent a worldwide
catastrophe.
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The Aftermath

The Austro-Hungarian Empire Disintegrates
One of Wilson’s famous 14 points, which were supposed to end the
war, asserted that all ethnic groups have a right to self-determination and
nationhood. Thus, Habsburg’s multiethnic empire, which had actually
already fallen apart when the armistice was proclaimed, was now formally
parceled out to Yugoslavs, Poles, Italians, Czechs, and Hungarians. When
all of these former provinces were gone, only the major German-speaking
areas remained. As Clemenceau had put it so succinctly, “What’s left is
Austria.” From an empire which was the second largest in Europe, as far as
area is concerned, and the third largest in terms of population, with somewhat more than 45 million souls – which had formed in essence a common
market – only about six and a half million were left. Self-determination
was apparently meant for the winners only. About three and a half million
German-speaking people were trapped in the Sudetenland, as well as
Silesia, which now belonged to Czechoslovakia, and an additional half
million or so South Tyroleans had become Italians by the stroke of a pen.
To the Austrians in November of 1918, it was a given that their mutilated country was not economically viable. Vienna boasted two million
inhabitants, which was fine for an imperial capital but clearly out of proportion for the changed circumstances. It was promptly dubbed the hydrocephalus of the crippled republic, which now consisted of more than
two-thirds nonarable mountains. Agricultural products had come from
Hungary, Croatia, Slovenia, and Bosnia. Coal was produced in Silesia,
now in Czech hands, and the heavy industry was also largely in Bohemia
and Moravia. The newly formed Republic, originally called “Deutsch
Österreich” to emphasize its German language and heritage in contrast to
the previous multiethnic country, was in Socialist hands. The leaders, with
the notable exceptions of Renner and Seitz, were predominantly Jewish of
the secular variety and so were the ones who now governed Germany. As
internationalists, they adhered to Karl Marx’s dictum, “workers of the
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world unite” and Austria’s German National party had ever since 1866
looked wistfully across the border and demanded Anschlusz. The other
large party, the Christian Socialists, went along rather reluctantly in
November of 1918, and when the change from monarchy to republic was
proclaimed, Article I of the document stated that: “German-Austria is a
democratic republic; and Article II: “The Republic of German-Austria is
part of the German Republic.” When one also considers that the Austrian
and German armies had been thoroughly integrated in their command
structure during the later years of the war, this was not too surprising.
Renner subsequently mentioned that there had been negotiations going on
for several weeks about the fate of Austro-German nationals trapped in
Czechoslovakia. In spite of the lack of success, he went on to say that, “We
now declare solemnly that we will never surrender any part of our Volk,
never give up any part of our land…” Those were the sentiments which
found their echo twenty years later.
The Allies, on the other hand, especially the French, wanted none of
that and insisted also that the Deutsch disappear from the name of the
republic. It was to be Austria, pure and simple without an adjective. Why
make the Germans stronger by giving them another six and a half million
well-educated and industrious people? Self-determination must have its
limits. No Sir, that’s not why we sat in the trenches four long years; just put
your shoulders to the wheel. “The Swiss have nothing but mountains and if
they could make it, the Austrians could too”, may have been the reasoning.
The fact that the historic development had been completely different did
not enter into the equation. Vae victis of Roman times was the order of the
day and it led to “A Peace to end all Peace.” The quote is Field Marshall
Wavell’s and is the title of Fromkin’s book which deals with the creation of
the modern Middle East.
Wilson, who had initially been hailed as hero and savior of Europe,
failed to stand up to the Allies because his overriding ambition was to
create the League of Nations which would solve all future problems. Idealists don’t do well in the real world. The League was a dismal failure, and he
could not even persuade his own country to join.

Byproducts of the Socialist Revolution
Other aspects of the socialist revolutions in Austria and Germany also
would later come to haunt their leaders and supporters. As internationalists
and pacifists, they now vilified the returning soldiers for having been so
stupid to have served in the army. Officers had their shoulder patches torn
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off by the mob, war decorations were spat on. The press had a field day.
The idea of loving the country one had grown up in and therefore worth
defending in case of war was thoroughly discredited. Everything that
reminded one of the past not only had to be eradicated, but was also most
viciously jeered and mocked. All authority, whether it originated from the
crown, the military, or the church, was regarded as evil and had to be
destroyed. These ideas were pushed by a relatively small clique of politicians as well as journalists. They were totally unrepresentative of the opinions held by the population at large, evoked hatred and helped to
eventually destroy the fledgling republics on both sides of the border.
This was the world I was born into. By 1925 Austria had weathered the
worst of the storm, the currency was stable and the mutilated country
seemed on the road to recovery. In Germany, Hitler had just been prematurely released from his jail sentence in the Fortress of Landsberg, where
he had been confined for the failed November Putsch, and which had given
him the opportunity and leisure to write Mein Kampf. In February he had
become the undisputed Führer, leader of the reorganized Nazi party.
Göring was being treated for morphine addiction in a Swedish hospital,
Goebbels had started to beat the drums for Hitler, and so did Himmler, who
raced around on his motorcycle through Bavaria making inflammatory
speeches against Jews and capitalists. Lenin had died a year earlier and
Stalin was engaged in a power struggle with Trotzky. The latter preached
immediate world revolution, while the more pragmatic Stalin opted for
“socialism in one country,” i.e., the USSR, first. Churchill was Chancellor
of the Exchequer in the Baldwin cabinet, and in Palestine, the British mandate, where there had been major riots between Arabs and Jews in 1920 and
1921, Ben Gurion insisted that a real effort be made “to find the way to the
hearts of the Arab people.” This would prove difficult to accomplish
because Jabotinsky’s “Revisionist Zionist Union” proclaimed as its goal
the early establishment of a Jewish state on both sides of the Jordan, which
was to be achieved by massive immigration. This obviously aroused fears
on the part of the Arabs, who still represented more than 80% of the population, that they would inevitably end up with the short end of the stick.
Thus, the Arab-Israeli conflict as it is called today, was already in full
swing.
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The Reds and the Blacks
The fledgling Republic had been on very shaky ground ever since its
inception. Not only was there profound economic distress, but the various
political parties vied for superiority. The major ones were the Social
Democrats and the Christian Socialists. Both had their own private armies.
The Sozis, or the Reds as they were called, had the Schutzbund. The Blacks,
because of their close allegiance to the church and the black clerical garb,
had the Heimwehr. In addition, there was the Association of Front Soldiers
and others, all of whom had arms left over from the war. Those private
armies were always at each others’ throats, and in January of 1927, some
Front Soldiers shot at members of the Schutzbund in a little village of the
Burgenland. As a result, two people were killed and five wounded. Ironically, one of the killed was an 8-year-old boy and the other an invalid war
veteran. They just happened to find themselves at the wrong place at the
wrong time.
The judicial inquest dragged on into the summer; the Front Soldiers
who had fired the shots were hauled into court and on July 14, a jury pronounced them not guilty because they had acted in self defense. Similar to
the Rodney King situation in Los Angeles, the next day the Reds poured
into the streets from the workers’ districts, headed for the Justizpalast, the
equivalent of the Supreme Court building, and put it to the torch. A revolutionary takeover seemed imminent. Order was restored by the police firing
into the crowd, which left 84 dead and 500 wounded. The government had
won, but at the cost of destroying any confidence in parliamentary democracy. Now the Reds and the Blacks were irreconcilable enemies, each side
plotting to get rid of the other. The tragedy was that the people were about
equally divided in their allegiance. About 40% were for the Sozis, another
40% or so for the Blacks, the rest were also-rans and mainly Deutsch
National. The Communists had no more than 4% and the Nazis were also
still negligible with about 3%. It was the fight between the Sozis and the
Blacks that killed the country.
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In the West it seems hard to comprehend why there should have been
such intense antagonism against liberal socialism as represented by the
Social Democrats, but those were different times. In addition, people in the
West have difficulty understanding the events of those years in Austria
because the journalists who reported them were friends of the left, and this
slant crept later on into the books which were published in this country.
The balanced views, as expressed by Berkley in Vienna and its Jews as
well as by Brook-Shepherd in The Austrians, are notable exceptions. At
this point it should be mentioned that the word liberal, as used in the twentieth century, is actually the opposite of what was meant by the term in the
nineteenth. In those days it stood for free enterprise capitalism. This
change in meaning can give rise to considerable confusion when one reads
the history of the nineteenth century. When the word liberal is used nowadays, it denotes state-sponsored socialism. The “culture war” between conservative and liberal views, which has now reached our shores, was in
those years not just fought in the press, the voting booths, and the courts,
but with guns. In addition, the conservative side made little difference
between socialists and communists. Both carried the red flag and both
greeted each other with clenched raised fist while shouting “friendship.”
As an aside, I might mention that during the sixties in this country I have
always wondered whether the Blacks, as Afro-Americans called themselves at that time, knew the origin of their salute. The Sozis, as well as the
Kummerers, as they were colloquially referred to, adored the philosophy of
Karl Marx and both preached world revolution. They only differed on the
question of what “dictatorship of the proletariat” meant in detail and to
what extent private property could be retained. Those were fine points of
dialectic which were utterly lost on the Conservatives, who saw their livelihood threatened. To put the situation in further perspective, one also needs
to know about the Socialist’s party program of October 1926. It stated in
part:
“… the bourgeoisie will not give up its power voluntarily… the socialdemocratic workers’ party has to keep the working class in constant organized mental and physical preparation in defense of the republic… if in spite
of these efforts of the social-democratic party the bourgeoisie succeeded in
a counter revolution to destroy democracy, the working class could capture power in the state only through civil war.” [emphasis added]
Although the program was intended to be regarded as defensive, the
middle and upper classes derisively referred to as “the bourgeoisie” read
“civil war” and were appropriately frightened. The Soviet worker’s paradise and the coup under Béla Kuhn in neighboring Hungary were ample
examples of what not to strive for.
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The Demise of Parliamentary Democracy
After July 15, 1927 both major parties still made an effort to get along,
but the country was irretrievably split down the middle. The Wall Street
collapse of 1929 had led in 1931 to the fall of Austria’s major bank, the
Creditanstalt, and the Great Depression was in full swing. By 1932 the
conservative government was fiscally bankrupt and had only a one vote
majority in Parliament. The transition from parliamentary democracy to
authoritarian government in March of ‘33 was due to deliberations about
how to deal with the ringleaders of a railroad strike which had threatened to
cripple the country. Since the government had only one vote to spare, it
could be overthrown momentarily. When everybody was assembled, the
government had 82 votes and the opposition 81. The socialist president,
Renner, was ineligible to vote. The opposition demanded amnesty for the
strikers and pandemonium broke out on the floor. Both sides tried to get
extra votes without success until somebody hit on the bright idea of
replacing the president by the second president who belonged to the government coalition. The government didn’t realize immediately what was
going on and agreed, but when Renner requested a new vote, the gig was
up. Chaos erupted, the second president stepped down, and the third president who was next in line, and the only other one who could legally function as presiding officer, refused to accept the chairmanship. Parliament
now had no president and was therefore unable to conduct any business.
Talk of gridlock! Everybody went home disgusted.
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Ever since the immediate postwar period, an emergency decree had
existed which allowed the government to take all necessary steps to ensure
order in the country and to supply the population with the means for daily
existence. Dollfusz, the chancellor, decided, therefore, that since parliament could not function without a presiding officer it had, in effect, committed suicide. The government would now rule without it. He meant to cut
through the interminable wrangling and squabbling of the political parties
and finally get something done for the good of the country by executive
fiat. It was to be a temporary solution to get some breathing space until the
next elections could be held. Immediate elections were not desirable
because Hitler had taken over in Germany two months earlier and this was
anticipated to lead to an increase in the Austrian Nazi vote. This was
expected to come from the conservatives rather than the Sozis. It needs to
be remembered, however, that even in Germany during the last free elections in November of 1932, the Nazis had received only 32% of the total
votes. It rose to 43% on March 5 of 1933 when the opposition had, for all
practical purposes, been eliminated after the Reichstag fire in February.
By April of 1932 Austrian Nazis had achieved around 15% of the vote
in provincial elections and it was clear that Germany would now pump
money and agitators into the country. This was indeed the case. Bombs
were thrown around à la IRA, telephone booths were destroyed and
Jewish shops attacked. When the Bavarian Minister of Justice, who had led
a vicious attack on the radio against Austria, landed in Vienna by air in
order to attend a mass demonstration in Graz, he was told by police that he
was not allowed to enter the country and had to return. Hitler immediately
retaliated and ordered a fee of 1000 marks for every German visitor’s visa
to Austria, which in effect killed the tourist industry. In June of that year
Nazis threw hand grenades into a group of conservative gymnasts and
killed one. The government then outlawed the Nazi party and, following
the example of the Germans, established a camp at Wöllersdorf where convicted Nazis were detained. The government was now in dire straits. On
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the one hand it had to fight the Nazis, and on the other it was threatened by
a potential Putsch from the Left. Dollfusz’s choices were limited. He
needed Allies and those were only to be found in Fascist Italy and the
authoritarian regime of Horthy in Hungary. Both of these countries
detested the socialists and pushed Dollfusz along the road which would
later be called Austro-Fascism.

The Civil War of February 1934
The Dollfusz program provided for the abolition of all political parties,
and the country was to be united in the Patriotic Front. It would be organized on a representational basis. The best from each stratum of society, i.e.,
workers, employees, shopkeepers or professionals, were to be selected to
advise the government. Essentially the old guild system would take the
place of the now obsolete, feuding parties. Unfortunately, the Sozis did not
think they were obsolete and kept lusting for power which, under the circumstances, could only be achieved by a coup d’etat. Dollfusz appealed to
the Sozis to join the Patriotic Front against the common enemy, namely the
Nazis, and negotiations began. But there was still the well-armed
Schutzbund and the equally well-armed Heimwehr. The former received its
weapons from Czechoslovakia, the latter was financed by Mussolini, and
neither of them readily obeyed the government. For the morning of February 12, 1934, the Heimwehr had planned the search and capture of
weapons held by the Schutzbund in the Arbeiterheim in Linz. The local
Schutzbund Führer got wind of the plan and declared unequivocally that if
this were to take place, there would be armed resistance. Neither side
backed down and the first shots rang out in Linz at 7:00 a.m. Civil War had
started.
The Sozis plan was to declare a general strike in Vienna and for the
Schutzbund to storm into the inner city from their strongholds in the
periphery and take over the government buildings. It didn’t work out that
way. The general strike did not become effective until 11:30 a.m., thus
giving the government time to provide for countermeasures. Dollfusz
wanted to use tear gas against the insurgents, but there wasn’t any available
because the armistice conditions had forbidden it. Artillery was then suggested as the next best option, but the large communal workers’ buildings,
erected during the twenties under a socialist government, housed not only
weapons but also women and children. The use of cannons was, therefore,
initially rejected by Dollfusz, but by the time the afternoon rolled around it
was decided that this was really the quickest way to solve the problem.
1-30
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The leaders of the Sozis fled during the night to Czechoslovakia while
their troops fought on for three days. The final toll: 150 men dead, 319
injured on the government’s side and 137 dead, 399 injured for the
Schutzbund. The civil war was over and the Left was finished. Ringleaders
who had not escaped were rounded up. Since martial law was in effect,
some were hanged, others incarcerated.

Dollfusz (center) during February 1934 Civil War. ÖN

The July Nazi Putsch
Although the government had carried the day, it was a Pyrrhic victory
since it now had to run the country with the support of somewhat less than
40% of the population. While the Left was conquered, the illegal Right was
waiting in the wings. Anyone who has seen Hitler’s Mein Kampf will know
that in the first paragraph his goal of bringing Austria into the German
Reich by any and all means is clearly spelled out. This was not lost on the
Austrian Nazis. On July 25 of that fateful year they thought the time was
right for their Putsch.
Disguised as members of the army, illegal SS members succeeded in
gaining entry into the Chancellery at the Ballhausplatz, but the cabinet
officers had already left and there was only Dollfusz remaining at his desk.
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He had served as an officer for four years in the trenches on the Italian front
and lack of courage was not one of his problems. One of the intruders shot
him at point blank range, but whether it was deliberate murder or the result
of a scuffle has never been clarified. The neck wound immediately paralyzed Dollfusz and he was left to bleed to death. He asked for a physician,
which was denied, and as a devout Catholic he then asked for a priest. That
was denied also. In the meantime, the Putsch had failed in the rest of the
city and the insurgents in the chancellery asked for free extradition to Germany. This was granted, but when the government found out that Dollfusz
was dead and the circumstances surrounding his demise, it reneged and
kept the prisoners. Some were hanged, others taken to Wöllersdorf.
Still others of the conspirators who had not been caught escaped over
the border to Bavaria, where they joined the so-called Austrian Legion.
This organization had been set up by the Nazis after the banning of the
NSDAP in Austria as a potential invasion force. It not only provided young
Austrian Nazis with food, shelter, and uniforms, but also a sufficient
amount of money, part of which could be sent home to the relatives devastated by the economic crisis. At that time the country, with a population of
about 6.8 million, had 600,000 people unemployed. Small wonder that
Germany’s economic miracle of full employment, achieved by Hitler,
seemed to be the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow.
The Nazis had hoped Hitler would come to the rescue, but he wasn’t
ready yet. It was only a few weeks after the “Night of the Long Knives,”
where he had eliminated the leadership aspirations of the SA and Hindenburg, the president, was also still alive. Furthermore, Austria had strong
ties with Italy, and Mussolini shuddered at the thought of having the
German army standing at the Brenner Pass looking down on him. He therefore mobilized some of his divisions and sent them to the Brenner to protect the status quo. Hitler, therefore, distanced himself from the events and
sent condolences.

The Schuschnigg Years
With Dollfusz dead, the secretary for education, Schuschnigg, was
appointed as the new chancellor. He had been trained as a lawyer, and
although well meaning, he was as ill equipped as Louis XVI of France or
Nicholas II of Russia to deal with the complex domestic and international
situation. Like Dollfusz he was a war veteran who didn’t lack courage. As a
person, however, he was aloof, in contrast to his gregarious little predecessor and he was confronted with an impossible task. How could one find
a modus vivendi with the big neighbor to the north that would establish
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good trade relations without jeopardizing one’s independence, especially
when the latter is bent on taking over your country. By that time most of the
populace, even some of the Nazis, had come to the conclusion that little
Austria might be viable after all and worth preserving. She was a micropower as far as political or military strength was concerned, but a cultural
superpower. The country had a rich heritage, and although the Kaiser was
dead, Vienna was still an imperial city with all the trappings of former
glory. A sense of nationhood was beginning to emerge and even some of
the Nazis no longer wanted to be swallowed by Big Brother, but dreamed
of a Confederation which would retain the homegrown flavor.
Over the next two years, Austria was steadily sliding towards catastrophe. By 1936 Hitler had consolidated his position in Germany and the
Austrian Nazis were emboldened. They painted swastikas in inaccessible
places and made life hard for the Jewish community. Mussolini had run
afoul of the Western democracies by launching his imperial ambitions on
the luckless Ethiopians, or Abyssinians as they were then called. The
Western powers did not stop him but were satisfied with a mere slap on the
wrist, an embargo, which significantly enough did not include oil and was
therefore toothless. Germany ignored it, but that was no problem, she had
already left the League of Nations so did not feel bound by their decrees.
Little Austria was still a member, but what was she to do? To offend the
patron to the south who held his protecting hand over the country clearly
was not an option, so Austria ignored the embargo too. This did not endear
her to the Western Allies who also had not forgotten February 12 of 1934
as well as the demise of parliamentary democracy in 1933. The impossible
geopolitical situation they had put the country in, with the treaty of St. Germain, had not yet dawned on them.
The Abyssinian war was a watershed for Austria. It isolated Italy from
the West and drove Mussolini into Hitler’s arms. The Rome-Berlin Axis
was formed and the “Roman Protocols,” which hitherto had been Austria’s
protection, were now reduced to scraps of paper. The Nazis were of course
delighted, and called the Axis “the spit upon which Austria is being roasted
until she is brown.” IRA-type terror resumed and Schuschnigg had to try to
come to some type of accommodation with the northern neighbor. A protocol was signed. On the one hand it guaranteed Austria’s independence,
but on the other allowed German newspapers – which were Goebbels’
chief propaganda weapon – into the country. They amply demonstrated to
the average citizen the phenomenal economic strides Germany was making
under Nazi leadership while the Austrian population was faced with continued massive unemployment, a stagnant economy, and beggars on every
street corner. Some of them were even professional people with cardboard
33

War and Mayhem

signs hanging from their necks that read: Ausgesteuerter, i.e., no income,
no longer required to pay taxes. Is it any wonder that people wanted
change? Parliamentary democracy had been tried and it had failed. The
Ständestaat under Schuschnigg was evidently incapable of solving the
economic crisis and Hitler, who had lifted the Germans from the selfsame
misery, was basking in success across the border. It was truly a siren song
and it would need stout hearts to resist it.
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The end of January and beginning of February ‘38 was a rough time for
Hitler. Blomberg, the Chief of the Wehrmacht (Army, Navy and Air Force)
had married his secretary on Jan. 12. Hitler was not only in attendance but
served as Trauzeuge, best man. By the end of the month it turned out that
the bride was known to the police. She had been a prostitute earlier in life
and lewd pictures of her were available. To make matters even worse, the
Chief of the Army, Fritsch, was accused by an ex-convict of having had a
homosexual liaison with him. The top brass of the Reich was all of a
sudden involved in sordid sexual affairs and Hitler’s prestige was on the
line. If the foreign press were to get wind of the affairs, especially the pictures, he would be the laughing stock of the world. This could not be
allowed to come to pass, and Hitler immediately fired both of them. In
addition, he took the opportunity to reshuffle the highest echelons. Hitler
would be in charge of the Wehrmacht, with Keitel as his deputy, and
Brauchitsch would be in charge of the Army. These were men who had no
spine and were willing to take orders without questions. This trait earned
Keitel the name of “Lakeitel” which means lackey. The accusations
against Fritsch were later withdrawn, but the damage was done and the two
men who might have slowed down Hitler’s expansionism were put out of
the way. A Berlin prostitute had changed world history.
Göring was even more avid than Hitler about getting Austria under his
belt as soon as possible. The Four Year economic plan, of which he was in
charge, had run into serious trouble during ‘37 on account of the vast
expenses for rearmament. Across the border were, from Göring’s point of
view, nearly seven million Germans, albeit mostly poor, but hard working,
and a fair number of them could be drafted into the Wehrmacht. The Austrian currency was an additional enticement. The Schilling, in contrast to
the Reichsmark, was solid on the international exchange and backed by
gold bullions that resided in the vaults of the National Bank. Furthermore,
there were plenty of rich Jews who could be expropriated. What a temptation! Göring also felt that Papen the German ambassador to Austria had not
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been aggressive enough in the “roasting” of Austria and as a Catholic was
suspect of harboring sympathies for his co-religionists. As part of the mentioned reshuffle Papen was, therefore, recalled from Vienna.

Meeting at the Berghof
Papen who had liked his job and didn’t want to lose it, now came up
with the bright idea that if Hitler and Schuschnigg were to confer personally at the Obersalzberg they might iron out the difficulties and achieve a
modus vivendi. Hitler jumped at the idea, Schuschnigg agreed reluctantly
and on February 12, a notoriously bad day for Austria, the secret meeting
took place at the Berghof. It was kept secret because, had it become known
prematurely, all sorts of havoc might break out.
If Schuschnigg had thought that this would be a meeting between Heads
of States he was sorely mistaken. The best description of what happened
that day can be found in Schuschnigg’s book, A Requiem in RedWhite-Red, the Austrian national colors. Suffice it to say that a lawyer was
no match for a professional street agitator. Not only was Schuschnigg, a
chain smoker, deprived of his cigarettes because, as Hitler announced for
starters, “In meiner Gegenwart raucht man nicht,” one does not smoke in
my presence; but he was also subjected, like a schoolboy, to one of the
Führer‘s proverbial tirades. At the end he was informed that if he didn’t
sign on the dotted line, the German army would march. Schuschnigg withstood the barrage for a while, but by the end of the day when Hitler paraded
his generals in, the Austrian chancellor folded and signed the country
away. In sum and substance the document said: the Ministry for Security
(army and police) would go to Seisz-Inquart who was not a party member
but an ideologic Nazi; there was to be complete amnesty within three days
for all incarcerated Nazis, including those who had participated in the
Dollfusz murder; individual Nazis could participate in the Patriotic Front,
and could freely proclaim their allegiance to the ideas of National
Socialism; one hundred officers of the German Army would be introduced
into the Austrian Army, and vice versa, but the formal independence of
Austria would be retained. In short it was a sellout. Can one blame
Schuschnigg and call him gutless? How about Chamberlain, who had an
empire standing behind him? How about Daladier with his French empire?
How about Hacha with his Czechs? They all signed on the dotted line. The
millions of dead from the first world war were in the forefront of recent
memory, and it made everybody think twice before unleashing another
catastrophe. It had only been twenty years, after all, since that slaughter
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had ended. The Western powers had neglected the old Roman advice: Si vis
pacem, para bellum; if you want peace prepare for war, and now they paid
the price.

Schuschnigg’s Desperate Gamble
After his return from the Berghof, Schuschnigg complied with Hitler’s
demands but as a result of Nazi agitation, especially in the provinces, the
situation became untenable in the beginning of March. Schuschnigg therefore decided on a desperate gamble and called on March 9 for a plebiscite
to be held the following Sunday, March 13. The wording was quite convoluted, but the essence of the question was: do you want a free and independent Christian and German Austria? The government started
2-18 conversations with the outlawed Social-Democrats, but it was too little and
too late. Nevertheless, had the plebiscite been allowed to proceed it would,
in all probability, have provided a majority for the government. The reason
for the haste was to catch Hitler by surprise and present him with a fait
accompli. When Hitler heard about the plebiscite, he was furious and
immediately ordered the army to dust off Case Otto, the invasion of Austria. Hitler, however, was not involved in the actual frantic phone calls that
went back and forth between Berlin and Vienna on Friday the 11th. That

Plebiscite slogan March 11, 1938. Yes! With Schuschnigg for a free
Austria. ÖN
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was Göring’s doing. Hitler had given the ultimatum in the morning that the
plebiscite was to be canceled, but when this was accepted, Göring raised
the ante, demanded the resignation of Schuschnigg and the installation of
Seisz-Inquart as chancellor within the next two hours. At that point the
government balked. An attempt was made to contact Mussolini. He was
not to be found. France did not have a government and there was no
encouragement from England. The only question which remained was
whether or not the Austrian army should shoot when the Wehrmacht
crossed the borders. There were arguments for and against armed resistance which can be debated until kingdom come. The argument for fighting
was simple: we’ll let the world know that we are not going willingly and if
they don’t help us, we are on their conscience and in their debt. The arguments against proved the more compelling on that day: the army had
ammunition for three days only and a war was clearly not winnable. Apart
from that, if shooting started, the local Nazis would stage an uprising and
one would have a situation similar to Spain with its Civil War, which was
still raging at the time. The defeated Austria would then be treated by Germany as an enemy nation.
If someone other than Schuschnigg had been chancellor, there might
well have been shots fired. The reason for his caving in might possibly be
found in his adolescence. He was educated in a Jesuit-run institute in Feldkirch, in Vorarlberg, Austria’s westernmost province. The school actually
belonged to a German order of that organization. Emperor Franz Joseph
had given them the land when they had been expelled from Germany.
Thus, all the teachers were German nationals and half the class was
German. On patriotic holidays both flags, the Austrian double eagle and
the German black-white-and-red flew side by side. For Schuschnigg, the
Germans were his brothers and for four long years, Austria had fought
alongside them against a whole world. Nazism was an abomination, but it
was a temporary aberration and had nothing to do with the real Germany as
represented by the common cultural heritage. Thus, there was to be no
shooting at one’s brothers. Somebody else, who did not have such strong
personal ties dating to one’s formative years, might well have given a different order.
Schuschnigg had resigned in the early afternoon but, instead of seeking
asylum in one of the foreign embassies, he simply went home to share the
fate of the country. He was promptly arrested the next day and spent the
time up to May 1945 in various jails and concentration camps. Miklas,
President of the Republic, was ordinarily a figurehead but rose to the occasion and steadfastly refused to appoint Seisz-Inquart as chancellor. Göring
became increasingly agitated, and a German radio station reported a
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bloody Communist uprising in Vienna and the rest of Austria. It was
broadcast that hundreds had been killed and that the government had lost
control. This was a lie, but provided the pretext under which Seisz-Inquart
was supposed to send a telegram to request the German Army to come in
and restore order. The telegram was never sent. Late at night Miklas finally
agreed to the new Nazi Cabinet, but it was irrelevant because the tanks
were already rolling and the planes fueling up. Seisz-Inquart, although a
Nazi, was also an Austrian and not at all pleased with the development. His
idea, as well as that of several other prominent Nazis, was that Austria
would have a National Socialist government but retain her independence
as a country. He was soon to be disillusioned.

Austria Welcomes Hitler
Hitler had received such a tumultuous welcome upon his arrival in Linz
that he decided upon immediate annexation. The reasons for this vast outpouring of emotion as documented in newsreels were complex. To understand the phenomenon, one has to distinguish between the people who
were genuinely enthused and those who were just caught up in the frenzy
of the moment. Hundreds of thousands of people regularly swarm into the
streets, all over the world, when some exciting event is taking place. That
does not mean that all of them share the same convictions once they have
gone home again.
The true believers came from the economically-disadvantaged middle
class, from members of the former German Nationalist party, who may or
may not have disliked Jews and from women who for unfathomable reasons simply adored Hitler. Without women he never would have gotten the
votes he did get in Germany in the first place. University students who
faced an uncertain future in the then current economic climate were
another source for recruits to the swastika banners. In as much as the top
jobs in industry, the law, medicine, the arts and the press were to a considerable extent in Jewish hands, they would favor one of their own people
when two equally qualified applicants appeared. Conflict was, therefore,
inevitable. The anti-Jewish attitude of the turn of the century Vienna was
exemplified by Schnitzler’s play “Professor Bernhardi” where the Jewish
applicant had lost the position he desired by “the length of a foreskin.” In
the mid-thirties it was the opposite. The absence of foreskin – which in
Europe was limited to Jews – received its reward. Young people tend to
flock to radical solutions and there were two parties which offered them,
the Nazis and the Communists. The Nazis were for Nationalism, the
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Communists for Internationalism and World Revolution as the ultimate
goal. Thus, the Aryans went for the Nazis and the “rootless” Jews for Communism, which was the brainchild of one of their ancestors anyway. Since
the student body contained a sizeable Jewish minority, brawls and scuffles
had been common between these two groups and now at last – it was felt –
the Jews would have their comeuppance. Furthermore, for those Austrians
who were not tainted by the previous regime or carried the bad seed of
Judaism in their blood, Hitler was one of their own. He was born in Upper
Austria, had made good abroad, was now the Chancellor of a mighty Germany, and had come home. The golden age had dawned, or so it seemed.
What “Home into the Reich” really turned out to be is described in Part II of
this book.
3-21
4-55

Gleichschaltung
Seisz-Inquart had hoped that Austria would continue to have a degree
of local self-government, albeit under Nazi auspices. This hope was dashed
immediately. Although Hitler had made Seisz-Inquart Reichsstatthalter
this was an empty title because the power rested with Bürckel who was
responsible for the plebiscite which was to ratify the existing facts and the
actual Gleichschaltung, i.e., incorporation of all segments of society into
the Greater German Reich. There was to be no Federalism but only central
rule from Berlin. Initially the country was referred to as the Ostmark, but
since this still smacked of too much separatism, it had to disappear altogether later on. Whenever mention was made at all it was under the term of
Donau und Alpengaue, i.e., districts of the Danube and Alps.

German troops parade before Hitler March 15, 1938. BIZ
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Even Gypsies greet with Heil Hitler Spring 1938. DW
Austria’s financial assets, which were considerable, were immediately
transferred from the vaults of the Nationalbank to those of the Reichsbank
in Berlin. Thus, gold and foreign exchange notes in the amount of about
400 million Goldschillings disappeared overnight. The exchange rate, at
the time was 1.50 Schillings in lieu of 1 Reichsmark. Therefore, the rape of
Austria brought Göring immediately somewhat over 267 million
Reichsmark from official sources. In addition, the entire privately held
gold and foreign assets had to be surrendered immediately, which
amounted to another 1.4 Milliarden Reichsmark. To understand the enormity of the sum, one has to realize that a European Milliarde is the equivalent of an American billion and the Reichsbank in Berlin had at that time a
total of 76 million Reichsmark and practically no gold. Tiny Austria’s
assets were, therefore, more than twenty times those of mighty Germany’s.
One may wonder why, with all the money in the bank, the Austrian
economy could not have gotten out of the economic depression. The
reason was that the country was living on foreign loans and had to have
these reserves as part of the loan guarantees.
Bürckel was from the Palatinate and had earned Hitler’s gratitude for
having delivered a 93% yes vote in the Saar plebiscite. His job now was to
achieve the same or even better result at the plebiscite on April 10. There
was considerable concern in official circles that things might not go
smoothly. Not only did the large socialist bloc have to be reckoned with,
but the attitude of the Catholic Church, which had strongly supported the
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previous regime, was also suspect. Bürckel, therefore, spared no effort to
woo these constituencies and was remarkably successful.
As far as the socialists were concerned, the workers were promised the
blue from the sky. Some of them were immediately sent, with great fanfare,
for paid vacations to the Altreich and so were some of their children.
Municipal employees who had been dismissed by the Schuschnigg regime

Austrian workers and children sent for vacation to the Altreich.
March 1938. BIZ
for their socialist leanings were immediately rehired and Renner, the first
chancellor of the Republic and best-known socialist, also expressed his
agreement with the changed situation. In an interview he wrote:
“…the twenty year long mistaken path [Irrweg] of the Austrian people is
now over. They return with closed ranks to the beginning namely their
solemn declaration of November 12. The sad half century intermezzo from
1866 to 1918 is now submerged in our thousand year old common
history… Although the Anschlusz was not achieved by methods I espouse,
it is now a historic fact and this I regard as redress for the humiliations of
1918 and 1919 for Saint Germain and Versailles… As a Social-Democrat,
fighter for the right of self determination for nations, as first chancellor of
the republic of German-Austria and as former President of the Peace Delegation at Saint Germain I will vote Yes.”

Thus, the socialists could fall in line and cast their yes also.
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The Catholic Church
Innitzer, the Cardinal of Vienna and Austria’s most respected church
member, let it be known from the pulpits that the church did not oppose the
facts as they existed and urged the congregations to cooperate with the
legal authorities by voting yes. If a yes vote could save the church, so be it.
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Much has been written about the antisemitism of Austria’s Catholic
Church with resultant supposed sympathies for the Nazi regime. The fact
that Innitzer had ended the cover letter to Bürckel, which accompanied the
Declaration of the Austrian Bishops, with a handwritten “and Heil Hitler”
has been regarded as further proof. But the antecedents for this regrettable
lapse of judgment, as well as Innitzer’s conduct after the plebiscite of April
10 have so far, by and large, failed to reach the English language literature.
The comments by Pauley in From Prejudice to Persecution are a welcome
exception.
There is no doubt that as a Sudeten German, Innitzer had originally
more sympathies for the Reich than the average Austrian might have had
and that he was also swept up in what might be called the “temporary
insanity” of the Ides of March. When Papen, as his parting gift, suggested
that it might be useful for the Church if Innitzer were to meet with Hitler
personally, both of them promptly agreed. There was a brief meeting
between the two at the Hotel Imperial where Hitler acted quite deferentially to the Cardinal, although he did not kiss the ring. Nevertheless, he
assured Innitzer that as long as the Church were to conduct itself loyally
towards the regime there would be no difficulties. He, furthermore,
expressed the opinion that good relations between Church and State in
Austria could well have a positive impact for Catholicism throughout Germany. Innitzer left the meeting thoroughly impressed with Hitler’s
apparent goodwill and supposedly didn’t even mind being spat on by some
hoodlums who hated the Church.
Bürckel subsequently wanted a declaration of loyalty by the Austrian
bishops. In a letter to Innitzer he provided a 3 point outline of what he
regarded as acceptable. The bishops should 1) gratefully recognize the
blessings (den Segen) the NSDAP had brought to the German Reich and
people, especially to the poorest segments of society, without which Bolshevism would surely have taken over; 2) regard it as the duty of the church
to pray for the work of the party; 3) on the day of the plebiscite to affirm
their allegiance as Germans to the Reich and expect that all faithful Christians will know what they owe to their people.
Austria’s bishops met, hemmed and hawed over the text of the declaration, but in the end accepted Bürckel’s wording which was made palatable
by the mutually agreed formula of “render unto Caesar what is Caesar’s
and unto God what is God’s.” Little did they realize at that time that God
and Caesar had become one. The final official Declaration stated:
We, the undersigned bishops of the Austrian Church provinces declare
from inner conviction and out of their own free will on the occasion of the
great historic events in German Austria: We acknowledge gladly that the
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national-socialist movement has performed and still performs brilliantly in
the area of the völkisch and national reconstruction, as well as the social
policies for the German Reich and people and especially for the poorest
segments of the people. We are also convinced that through the efforts of
the national-socialist movement the danger of the all destroying Godless
Bolshevism has been averted.
The bishops accompany this endeavor with their blessings for the
future and will also admonish their faithful in this regard.
On the day of the plebiscite it is for us bishops a self-evident national
duty, to declare as Germans our allegiance to the German Reich, and we
expect of all religious Christians, that they know what they owe to their
Volk.

This is the declaration which has become widely known, but the fact
that it merely reflected Bürckel’s 3 points is not commented upon in the
English language literature. It is also worthwhile to point out that the
bishops “gladly” approved of the social aspects of the party program which
had indeed benefitted the underprivileged. The ill-treatment of Jews
belonged to the national part and that was not up for discussion.
Bürckel’s emissary, Dr. Himmelreich (which translates into kingdom
of heaven), a good Catholic from Bavaria who had kissed the Cardinal’s
ring when they first met, subsequently insisted that the Declaration should
be accompanied by a cover letter to Bürckel. Innitzer dictated a brief note
and according to the cardinal’s secretary, Dr. Weinbacher, the following
conversation took place:
“Innitzer: How am I supposed to sign this letter?
Himmelreich: In the case of official documents, the convention is Heil
Hitler.
Innitzer: Do even I have to write it like that?
Himmelreich: Yes, it is customary.”

The quote can be found in Andics’ 50 Jahre unseres Lebens as well as
Reimann’s Innitzer: Kardinal zwischen Hitler und Rom. Innitzer signed
reluctantly and the Nazi newspapers not only promptly published the
letter, but also distributed it widely on election posters.

The Protestant Church
Innitzer was not alone in his belief that coexistence between Nazism
and Christianity was possible. The Protestant Church was equally, if not
more, effusive in their praise for Hitler. On March 12 the four superintendents proclaimed already:
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“…We believe that this hour is blessed by God. After years of struggle we
reaffirm our most faithful service to our people and the German Evangelical Church, mother Church of the Reformation, from which nothing
shall henceforth separate us.”

On April 3 a declaration was read from the pulpits which stated in part,
“…As comforter and helper, which our Church represented during the last
few years, for many struggling Germans in Austria… she feels the tremendous joy of these days and takes it thankfully as a present from God’s
hands. We stand by the saving act of the Führer. The unconditional Yes of
Austria’s Evangelicals is for us, as a matter of course, a völkische duty of
which we don’t have to remind anyone. This Yes is a genuine Thank You
to benevolent God for the salvation and liberation of our fatherland from a
repression, which seemed to us, to be the harbinger of the times of the counter reformation.”

When all the so-called representatives of the people had caved in and
fallen in line, the outcome of the plebiscite was hardly in doubt any more.
But Goebbels left nothing to chance. On March 28 the Reichspropagandaminister issued a circular to all party officials with instructions on
how the vote was to be
conducted. On Sunday,
April 10, all buildings
had to be festively decorated with flags as well
as, when appropriate in
villages,
with
pine
branches. The populace
was to be awakened at 7
a.m. through song and
marching bands of all
party affiliated organizations. At 9 a.m. the janitors of all apartment
houses were to visit each
flat and remind the
inhabitants to fulfill their
civic duty at the earliest
possible time. In spite of
the fact that there was no
Propaganda poster for April 10 1938 plebiscite. Captions: With Adolf Hitler to a free, war at that time, they
great and happy Germany. “ ‘I shall transform were already the offimy Austria into a flowering garden.’ From a cially designated air raid
wardens, and as such,
speech of the Fuehrer.” ÖN
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persons with authority. Motorized services were to be provided for the sick
and handicapped through the NSKK (National Socialist Kraftfahr Corps)
and the Red Cross. A special badge was to be issued by party members to
each citizen after the vote, with the purpose of identifying laggards. There
was to be a Wahlmahndienst i.e. specially selected people whose duty it
was to ensure that everybody had indeed voted. Written notices were prepared for the first warning which said: “You have not yet fulfilled your
civic duty. Your allegiance [Bekenntnis] must not be missed today. Therefore: auf zur Wahl [go and vote]!” The Schlepper (sic) i.e. designated people who had to “drag” the people to the polling stations had to be organized
in such a manner that in the cities each one had no more than five houses
under their jurisdiction. At 1 p.m. each individual who had not yet voted, as
ascertained from the polling stations and voting lists, was to be given the
first written warning. Also at 1 p.m and thereafter HJ and Jungvolk were to
parade through the streets with songs and bands and in the intervals when
they were not singing they were to shout in unison: “Ein Volk - Ein Reich Ein Führer! Auf zur Wahl! oder Geht zur Wahl. Tut Eure Pflicht! oder
Euer Ja - Unsere Zukunft!” On to the Polls! or Go and Vote. Do your Duty!
or Your Yes- Our Future! At 3 p.m the second written warning was to be
delivered and at half hour intervals thereafter, but only to those who had
indeed been eligible to vote and had not yet complied.
This was the way a totalitarian state conducted “free” elections! It was,
of course, obvious that lists would be kept with the names of those
laggards who needed warnings.
As far as the actual procedure on April 10 was concerned, correct voting lists and voting booths were provided. The question on the ballot was a
simple one: “Do you agree
with the re-unification of Austria with the German Reich as
accomplished on March 13,
1938 and do you vote for the
slate of our Führer Adolf Hitler?” The ballot contained a big
circle headed by the “Yes” and
a smaller one with “No.” If one
wanted to take the ballot into
The April 10 ballot reads: “Do you agree the booth one was kindly
with the re-unification of Austria with the reminded, “Why do you want
German Reich as has taken place on to do that? We know how you
March 13, 1938 and do you vote for the will vote. It goes faster this
slate of our Fiihrer Adolf Hitler?” ÖN
way.” So the yes was marked.
47

War and Mayhem

With the army on March 12, the Gestapo had arrived also and people had
started to disappear. Not only Jews, but all supporters of the previous
regime were under suspicion and trains to Dachau were under way already.
Thus fear had been the main motivator for the 99% “Yes” vote. A “No”
would not have changed any of the facts as they existed and would have
simply stamped the person as an enemy of the regime. Cowardice, opportunism and the hope for a better economic future were the hallmarks of those
days and weeks.

Innitzer’s Disillusionment
After Austria had been peacefully incorporated into the Reich, the
expected good relations between Church and State which Innitzer had
hoped would have resulted from his cooperation with Bürckel’s wishes
never materialized. On the contrary, church property was confiscated, all
Catholic organizations were disbanded and Bürckel had no further use for
the Cardinal’s pleadings. Within three months Innitzer realized that he had
been duped and his attitude changed dramatically towards the regime.
While it was impossible to preach openly against the party, there was on
the other hand no further cooperation with officialdom. The Church
reverted to its original role of ministering to the souls of the afflicted. Its
main concern was, of course, for the flock of the faithful who were exposed
to ridicule and a variety of harassments. They had to be strengthened and
the tide of defections from the Church had to be stopped. The plight of the
Jews who were expropriated and urged to emigrate was not of an immediate concern because that was within the purview of worldwide Jewish
organizations, as far as Innitzer was concerned. There was, however, a
group of Jews who fell between the cracks and about whom very little has
been written.
Conversions from Judaism to Catholicism had been fairly common in
Vienna throughout the years but had markedly increased just prior to
March of ‘38. Apparently some Jews harbored the erroneous belief that
this might avert a dreadful fate, but they had failed to read the Nuremberg
laws which were promptly applied to Austria after March 13. Once a Jew,
always a Jew was the official stance. The Jewish community, on the other
hand, also wanted no part of them because they had become “bad Jews.”
These people were now in truly desperate straits because neither the State
nor Jewish relief organizations assumed any responsibility. Since they
were Jews, Aryan physicians or dentists were not allowed to treat them,
and hospitals refused admission. Since they were also Christians they were
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not treated by Jewish physicians either and the Rothschild Spital which
served the Jewish community likewise did not admit them. At this point
Innitzer showed his true colors and stepped into the breach. He organized
within the Archbishop’s compound a relief organization and tirelessly
helped on a daily basis, with the limited means at his disposal, to assuage
suffering and provide for emigration whenever possible. He bombarded
the Vatican, as well as the Pope in person, with letters for financial help but
precious little was forthcoming. Innitzer also tried to get assistance from
Catholic bishops abroad, including those from North and South America,
with equally limited success. It must be sadly admitted that the behavior of
the Church during these years was a disgrace. Not only did Christian officialdom not intervene for Jewish Jews, they did also remarkably little for
Christian Jews. Innitzer was the exception and he earned the love and
respect of his people which he had temporarily lost as a result of the infamous Heil Hitler.
In the beginning of October it was customary to have a special mass for
university students in St. Stephen’s Cathedral to inaugurate the beginning
of a new school year. Innitzer decided that, although the authorities were
bound to disapprove, the mass would be held. The clergy expected a
turnout of about two to two and a half thousand youngsters, because no
public announcements were allowed to be made. Three times as many
showed up and the bishop was moved to tears. Here was the other Austria,
the future of the country which had to be saved. In his sermon he tried to
stay away from politics, but the first sentence was already a slap in the face
of the Nazis:
“My dear Catholic youths of Vienna we will especially at this time assert
strongly and resolutely our faith; to testify for Jesus our Führer [sic] and
master, our king and his church… Maybe some of you have not understood
everything the bishops have done in the last few months. You know what I
am talking about, but we can be witnesses that the bishops merely wanted to
do what they could do in good conscience… today’s evening shall tell us that
first we have to give to the Lord what is the Lord’s and then we can fulfill the
other duties, then He will give us strength, inner peace and joy…”

The statement Jesus is our Führer clearly expressed the change in his
attitude toward the regime. In the rest of his sermon he continued to thank
the students for coming and urged them to keep their faith in spite of all the
difficulties they were encountering. Since it appeared that Nazi hecklers
were about to disrupt the proceedings, he asked the congregation to disband but was disobeyed. The students remained in front of the Archbishop’s palace and the shout went up, “Wir wollen unsern Bischof sehn,”
we want to see our bishop. This was, of course, blasphemy as far as the
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Nazis were concerned because that had been the slogan of the crowds who
stood in front of the Imperial Hotel in March where Hitler stayed and had
demanded “Wir wollen unsern Führer sehn.” Innitzer showed himself
briefly and urged them to go home because he knew that trouble was about
to start.
Next evening a crowd of about one hundred young Nazis broke into the
Archbishop’s palace and went on a rampage. Valuable furniture, tapestries, as well as personal belongings, were destroyed and an attempt was
made to throw Innitzer’s secretary, Dr. Weinbacher, out of the window.
The cardinal himself had been prudently sequestered and did not suffer
personal harm. Another priest at the Churhaus, across St. Stephen’s
square, was not so lucky. The mob did throw him out of a window and he
suffered severe fractures which kept him hospitalized for about six months.
The police, which had been notified immediately, took three quarters of an
hour to respond and the hooligans made their getaway without being
arrested.
A few evenings later Bürckel, who had become Gauleiter and was
referred to by malcontents as Bierleiter Gauckel on account of his inordinate fondness for that beverage, delivered himself in an inebriated state of a
vicious tirade against the Church during a rally at the Heldenplatz. The
banners carried by the crowd proclaimed “Innitzer und Jud eine Brut,”
Innitzer and Jew same brood. Others stated Ohne Juda, ohne Rom bauen
wir Deutschlands Dom, without Jews without Rome we build Germany’s
cathedral. This was the climate in which Innitzer – who was instead of
“unser Innitzer” referred to as “inser Unnützer,” our useless one – persevered in bringing help and comfort to whomever applied. The door to his
office was always open and he became Vienna’s Parish priest. He was a
thorn in the side of the Nazis. They arrested his trusted secretary and then
banished him to a small post in Germany but didn’t have the courage to
imprison Innitzer. When he was requested by well-meaning friends not to
expose himself to such an extent by helping those who were despised by
the regime, he simply answered mehr als umbringen können’s mich net,
they can’t do more than kill me. Therefore, when Innitzer’s name is mentioned, he should be seen in the context of the times he labored in and a
brief lapse of judgment should not forever overshadow all the good he did
thereafter.
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Banners carried during Buerckel’s speech against the Catholic church. Slogans read: Innitzer and Jew
same brood. October 13, 1938. DW
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The Drift Into World War II

Sudetenland and Czechoslovakia
On the larger political scene, Hitler continued with his revisions to the
Versailles treaty. Czechoslovakia had to disappear next. If one looks at a
map of Central Europe of 1938, not from a tourist’s point of view but a
military-political one, it is obvious that Czechoslovakia formed a springboard into the center of the Reich. All of Germany would be within easy
reach, even for Russian aircraft, if Czech bases were to be made available.
The latter idea was not even invented by Goebbels, he merely quoted a
Paris newspaper of September 27, 1938. In addition, it is a fact that the
kingdom of Bohemia-Moravia had been part of the Habsburg empire since
1526. An abortive revolt in 1618 was defeated and the kingdom had
remained firmly locked within the empire thereafter.
The independent Czechoslovak state had existed for only twenty years.
The country’s population was multiethnic. Fifty-three per cent were
Czech, 16% Slovak, 24% German and 4% Magyars. The rest consisted of
Ukrainians, Poles as well as Jews. Hitler’s immediate goals were to remove
any potential threat to the Reich and to reorganize Central Europe along
ethnic lines. Therefore, Czechoslovakia was to be invaded on October 1.
The Munich agreement forced Hitler to postpone the plan till March of ’39.
The most authentic information as to what went on behind the scenes
prior to the invasion can be found in Domarus’ Hitler. Reden und Proklamationen. Hacha, the elderly Czech President, had been summoned to
Berlin for the “negotiations.” Since they consisted of an ultimatum, Hacha
nearly suffered a heart attack from which he was revived by an injection.
When Göring threatened that he would pulverize Prague, Hacha signed the
surrender document. As soon as this was done, a beaming Hitler went out
to his secretaries, asking them to give him a peck on each cheek and
declared, “Children, this is the greatest day of my life. I will enter history as
the greatest German of all time.” Things had gone much smoother than he
had anticipated.
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A Reichsprotektor who guaranteed that the Czech people would not
become actively hostile was appointed. Otherwise they could pursue their
way of life as they had in the past, as long as it was peaceful. Hacha
remained in office, Czechs were not drafted into the army and could even
keep their currency if they wanted. The gold reserves wandered, of course,
to Berlin and the major industries, including the Skoda works, were taken
over. All told, the Czechs weathered the war actually much better with less
destruction than, apart from Denmark, all the other countries within Hitler’s orbit, and that includes Austria. The Czechs suffered only one disaster, namely the razing of Lidice as reprisal for the assassination of
Reichsprotektor Heydrich in 1942. The village was destroyed, the men
were shot and the women as well as children were shipped to concentration
camps. Nevertheless, this was an isolated incident and some Czechs looked
back wistfully to the “good old days” of German occupation after they had
been taken over by their Slavic brothers in 1948.
Hitler thought that the incorporation of rump-Czechoslovakia had been
his greatest achievement. For the West he now became not only a pariah,
but public enemy number one. At first it seemed that Chamberlain didn’t
seem to have gotten particularly concerned, but two days later he gave a
rather sharp speech in Manchester denouncing the action. Why should the
incorporation of ancient Austro-Hungarian crown lands have resulted in so
much bad publicity that made a world war practically inescapable?
The major reason obviously was that Hitler had not only broken the
Munich agreement but had also repudiated his own words. A few days
prior to Munich he had said that when this situation is resolved, he had no
further territorial claims in Europe and that he didn’t want any Czechs.
These impulsive words came to haunt him because it was obvious that
international agreements lasted only as long as they were useful and could
be torn up again at any time.
Hitler had actually been quite furious about the Munich agreement and
felt that he had been tricked into it. As mentioned above, he had been all set
to obliterate Czechoslovakia militarily on October 1, 1938 if Roosevelt had
not interfered with his note to Mussolini urging a last minute conference.
Evidence now exists that the German General Staff was actually poised to
arrest Hitler (this was unknown to him in 1938) the moment he gave the
order for invasion. Thus, the Munich conference was in more ways than
one the beginning of the second world war.
It wasn’t the Sudetenland which Hitler had really wanted, that was the
excuse. Czechoslovakia per se had to go. Now he was stuck for the first
time in his career with a treaty he had signed in person which he knew he
couldn’t and wouldn’t keep. The previous treaties he had broken, he did
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not feel responsible for. Versailles was not signed by him so he could make
any and all corrections he wanted. The same applied to Locarno, but
Munich was different. Hitler knew it, resented it, was stuck with it, and
would do his level best to overcome this problem. Within three weeks of
signing the document he gave orders to the army to prepare Case Green, the
occupation of Czechoslovakia. So what if he had lied, all politicians do. He
even admitted to repeated lies in a conversation with one of his secretaries
during the war. They were walking in the dark through Führer Headquarters in Rastenburg and she chided him jokingly for having absconded with
a flashlight. He replied in the same vein: “I don’t steal flashlights, I only
steal countries.” He also said that while in private life he wouldn’t tell a lie,
he had absolutely no compunction at all in lying if Germany was at stake.
This statement has to be taken with more than the proverbial grain of salt.
He was, in fact, a pathological liar, who would say anything that would suit
his purpose at any given moment in time.
While breach of trust was one factor, to arouse the Western world’s ire
against Hitler, other forces also were at work. In the U.S. there was a strong
Czech lobby going back to WWI when Masaryk had agitated for the
destruction of the Austro-Hungarian empire and a free Czechoslovakia.
When this was combined with the Jewish lobby, which had every reason to
wipe Hitler once and for all from the face of the earth, these were powerful
elements to contend with.

Churchill and the Focus Group
In England the situation was even worse for Hitler. Churchill, although
not in government but relegated to the opposition, was a determined personal enemy. In addition, he was deeply indebted to Jewish friends who
had repeatedly bailed him out financially. Since as Churchill had said,
“History will be kind to me, because I will write it,” one doesn’t find anything about the “Focus” group in his memoirs of the war. It is mentioned in
passing by Ponting in his Churchill biography and in detail by Irving in
Churchill’s War. Irving has been called a Nazi, for not demonizing Hitler
and casting doubt on his having personally ordered the Holocaust, but that
doesn’t matter in this context. The only thing that counts is historical accuracy. To the best of my knowledge, what Irving wrote about “The Focus”
has never been officially repudiated.
The history of the Focus group is rather interesting. Suffice it to say that
it arose initially from an organization which had called itself the Anti-Nazi
Council (ANC). It had been formed in New York by a local attorney,
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Samuel Untermeyer, after the Nazi boycott of Jewish shops on April 1, 1933.
Together with the mayor of New York, LaGuardia, he then established the
“World Non-Sectarian Anti-Nazi Council” in 1934, by enlisting a variety
of other people who, for reasons of their own, didn’t like Hitler. Its slogans
were “Nazi Germany is the Enemy of Civilization” and “Refuse to trade
with the Enemy.” Later that year the group was visited by the Leader of the
Trades Union Congress, Sir Walter Citrine, who had become upset over
Hitler’s abolition of trade unions in Germany. Together they formed the
British “Non-Sectarian Anti-Nazi Council to Champion Human Rights.”
After Hitler’s Rhineland occupation in 1936, they enlisted Churchill as
well as other prominent and influential members of British society. Churchill liked the group and its aims, but didn’t like the name so it was quietly
changed to the noncommittal “The Focus.” The purpose, as Churchill saw
it, was “that they should encircle [italics in the original] ‘Nazidom’ marshaling every country from the Soviet Union right round the Mediterranean – including Mussolini’s Italy – to the Belgian coast and back to the
Baltic.” The first funds came through the Board of Deputies of British Jews
who provided a budget of 50,000 pounds sterling, which was an enormous
sum in those days. The money was used to buy influential people. The
driving force of Focus was the Vice President of the Board of Deputies of
British Jews, Sir Robert Waley-Cohen, who was also chairman of British
Shell. He would devote his energies to “refute the growing belief among
the British public that Nazism had ‘its legitimate aspects.’ ” Public opinion
had to be channeled to the view that Hitler’s rearmament program was
directed against England and therefore posed a direct threat to the British
Isles and Empire.
When Churchill tried to convince Baldwin, who was then Prime Minister, he didn’t get very far. Baldwin, who had read Mein Kampf, told Churchill, “We all know the German desire to move East. And if he should
move East I [sic] should not break my heart.” He also said, “If there is any
fighting in Europe to be done, I should like to see the Bolshies and the
Nazis doing it.” These were the sort of ideas Focus intended to change.
In addition to money from Focus the Czechs, with the help of President
Benes, had also been busy buying themselves some insurance from influential circles in Britain. After the capture of Prague by the Germans,
receipts were found “signed by the most famous names in British journalism and politics.” Irving lists rather large sums which had been spent
and also says that some of the British documents were still sealed in 1987.
By 1937 Churchill was in serious financial straits. Chartwell, his
country home, which he dearly loved, bankrupted him. He had to keep begging his publishers for advances and the local tradesmen, who were needed
55

War and Mayhem

for the upkeep, didn’t get their bills paid. With the help of friends, especially an ex-Hungarian, Imre Revesz, who had changed his name to Emery
Reves, he gained the opportunity for worldwide circulation of his articles
with appropriate compensation. Thus, every major Hitler speech was countered by Churchill’s answer. Since the Führer was quite loquacious in
those days, Churchill was relieved of immediate major financial worries.
Nevertheless, by March 1938 he was in such dire straits again that he felt
compelled to place an ad in The Times to sell Chartwell. It was to appear on
April 2 and in the nick of time, namely March 28, help appeared in the
person of Sir Henry Strakosch, a gold mining millionaire, Chairman of
Union Corporation Ltd. and originally a Jew from Moravia. He assumed
all of Churchill’s debts, who could now keep Chartwell and, although still
out of office, campaign to his heart’s content. When Hitler lambasted
“International Jewry” as being behind the campaign against him he wasn’t
paranoid, as we thought at the time. He had good reasons, but so did they
for their desire to get rid of him at any cost.

Poland
The Poles had also listened to Chamberlain’s Manchester speech. Previously they had been willing to enter into negotiations about Danzig –
which everybody agreed was a German city – and an extraterritorial Autobahn as well as railroad line through the Polish corridor to East Pussia. As a
result of Versailles, that province had lingered in isolation, completely cut
off from the rest of Germany. Now, on March 26, the Poles said that there
was nothing to negotiate about. The situation got out of hand completely
when on March 31, in a speech in the House of Commons, Chamberlain
gave a guarantee to the Polish government that:
“in the event of any action which clearly threatened Polish independence
and which the Polish government accordingly considered it vital to resist…
His majesty’s government would feel themselves bound at once to lend the
Polish government all support in their power.”

If Chamberlain had thought that this would put a check to Hitler’s
plans, he was sorely mistaken. The guarantee simply accelerated events.
Hitler was livid, pounded the table, cursed the British, and promised he
would “mix them a devil’s brew.” Orders were given for Case White, the
invasion of Poland, to be operational by September 1.
The nonaggression pact with Stalin was that “devil’s brew.” Hitler was
a gambler. He had gotten away with everything so far. The British had
nothing to gain and everything to lose. If they made war, their empire
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would be gone and the Americans emerge as the laughing heirs. The English surely wouldn’t be so stupid as not to realize this. They couldn’t help
the Poles anyway. Göring was worried and asked: “Isn’t it time that we quit
playing va banque?” Hitler: “I have always played va banque.” He would
get rid of Poland and after he had accomplished that, he could embark on
his life’s goal to eliminate Bolshevism. Everybody ought to be able to see
that this was the only logical way to get rid of this blemish on mankind
once and for all. The fact that international policy, like so many other
things in life, had to be based on some degree of trust, that he had personally severely humiliated Chamberlain by occupying the Czechs, and that if
nothing else the British were a proud people, who didn’t take to what they
regarded as international hooliganism, he was willing to ignore.
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Despite repeated warnings from Chamberlain, Hitler had remained
firmly convinced that the British would not fight. Not only had Ribbentrop, the foreign secretary, thoroughly misjudged the situation, but
throughout his political life Hitler had believed that England and Italy were
the natural allies of a resurgent Germany. Inasmuch as this went against all
historical precedents, it seems to confirm the opinion that he was just a
rabble rouser who had read nothing but racist literature as Weiss would
have it in his recent book Ideology of Death. To avoid such simplistic
notions, one has to take the trouble to read what Hitler himself has written.
Mein Kampf, which was composed in 1924, is the blueprint for his actions.
Since the book is massively redundant, full of polemic, diatribes and
insults, it has not been studied to any great extent dispassionately. One
finds it repugnant and it’s a chore, but unless one reads the major portions
and not just his venom against Jews, one will not understand the origin and
course of the second world war.

Hitler’s Foreign Policy Ideas
Mein Kampf has to be viewed against the backdrop of the aftermath of
Germany’s defeat and revolution of November 1918. The Versailles
“treaty” which not only changed the frontiers of the country, also
demanded massive reparations for war damages and included the clause
which ascribed to Germany exclusive guilt for the war. This was both
unbearable for a proud nation and historically untrue. Hitler’s “Beer-hall
Putsch” in November of 1923 occurred during massive civil unrest which
had resulted from France’s occupation of the Ruhr area in January of that
year and hyperinflation which had wiped out the middle class. In
November of 1923 one German mark stood at 4,200,000,000 against the
dollar. The government seemed to have lost control and people like Hitler
felt that some drastic action was needed. After his trial, he had received
such a light sentence because a fair number of people agreed that the then
current administration had been incompetent.
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What were Hitler’s goals? He wanted to return to the Germans a sense
of pride in their country, provide them with a social safety net which would
assuage the excesses of capitalism, and function as a counter weight
against “Marxism,” which included socialists as well as communists. International respect – which would prevent future Ruhr incursions – could
only be achieved by having a strong military and a unified country. Therefore, there was to be no federalism as had existed previously, but one single
and united Reich for all German speaking people governed by a strong central authority. This was the basis for the slogan Ein Volk, Ein Reich, Ein
Führer one people, one nation, one leader. In foreign affairs Hitler
proclaimed:
“Diplomacy has to see to it that a nation does not perish heroically, but
that it is maintained by practical means. For this purpose any road which
leads to this goal is useful and those who do not take it have to be regarded
as criminals who have forsaken their duty.”

The “practical means” were to ensure that the German people would
have sufficient room to live and grow in.
“National frontiers are created by human beings and changed by human
beings… The right to land can become a duty when a great nation seems to
be destined to perish if it cannot be obtained… We shall stop the eternal
drive of the Germanic people to the South and to the West of Europe but
direct it towards the land in the East… We shall finally close the era of
colonial and economic policies of prewar times and enter the future with a
political program based on soil [Bodenpolitik]… Our task, the mission of
the national-socialist movement is to bring our own people to that political
understanding that it does not see its future goal in an intoxicating
campaign like that of Alexander but much rather in the diligent work of the
German plow, for which the sword has to provide the soil.

He envisioned the acquisition of a sufficient amount of land that eventually about 250 million Germans could be settled on. In his opinion the
Soviet Union would be a pushover once Germany was sufficiently armed,
but he would need political Allies in order not to be disturbed during this
task.
As far as potential allies for a rejuvenated Germany were concerned,
only two major powers could qualify. They were England and Italy. The
enemies were France to the West, the Soviet Union to the East and “International Jewry” which had brought on the defeat at the end of WWI and
now exploited the country.
For Hitler, as a native of Austria, the choice of Italy seems rather
unusual. If the Austrians had one enemy they really hated, it was the Italians or the “Katzlmacher” (untranslatable insult) as they were popularly
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referred to. They were regarded as thoroughly unreliable. The Italians had
not only left them in the lurch during the first world war but had even
joined the other side and annexed South Tyrol thereafter. But Hitler had
never identified with the monarchy, on the contrary he had hated it with a
passion, was glad when it had collapsed and had voluntarily emigrated or
rather fled to Munich in 1913 when there was danger of his being drafted
into the Austrian army. It wasn’t army life he objected to but the multinational Habsburg empire was anathema and Bismarck’s Germany the Holy
Grail. This is why he volunteered immediately for a Bavarian regiment at
the outbreak of war. A similar superpatriotic attitude can also be found in
Napoleon. He was by descent Italian because his native Corsica had only
recently been annexed by France, and in 1769 when Napoline Buonaparte
was born the islanders had still waged guerilla warfare against the
intruders. Päpstlicher als der Papst, holier than thou, Austrians call those
super-patriots.
For Hitler, Italy’s attraction lay in the person of Mussolini, whom he
regarded as the greatest statesman of the era. He was not alone in this
assessment; even Churchill had been fond of him initially. He had made the
railroads run on time, as people in the West quipped. Mussolini with his
“march on Rome’ was felt to be a kindred spirit and the November 23
Putsch was supposed to have been the beginning of a “march on Berlin.”
Eventually Hitler succeeded with this part of his diplomacy, but that the
Axis would become a millstone which would aid in his eventual defeat he
couldn’t have anticipated.
With the other potential partner, England, Hitler struck out miserably.
His rationale for seeking England’s favors was that England has no reason
to desire the destruction of Germany because France would grow too powerful. England wants the “balkanization” of Europe just as France wants
that for Germany. In Mein Kampf he wrote:
“England’s desire is and remains the prevention of one continental
power to achieve world political importance, that is [she wants] the maintenance of a certain equilibrium of European nations which seems to be the
precondition for British world hegemony… England does not want
Germany to be a world power… We do not fight for world power today but
for the existence of our fatherland, the unity of our nation and the daily
bread for our children.”

By defining “world power” as overseas expansion, Hitler thought that
England might wink at his Drang nach Osten, drive to the East, and remain
at least neutral. He completely ignored that England had never tolerated
one European power dominating the continent and that she had fought
“Bonie,” as the British sailors affectionately called Napoleon, for precisely
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that reason. Subsequently Hitler raised three questions 1) in view of Germany’s current impotence, would anybody want to be allied with her? 2)
Is it possible that the enemy nations, i.e., England and France, are capable
of changing their thoughts on Germany? and 3) “whether or not the influence of Jewry, which is a given, would be stronger than all insight and
good will.” Hitler readily disposed of the first two problems but the third
one was the sticker:
“The third objection is the most difficult to answer. Is it conceivable
that the representatives of the genuine interests of alliance capable nations
can succeed in accomplishing their views against the desires of the Jewish
mortal enemy of free states and nations? Can the powers, for instance, of
the traditional British statesmanship still break the disastrous Jewish influence or not?“

The difference between Jewish and Nazi goals was fundamental. The
political expressions of Jewish desires were Marxism on the one hand and
Capitalism on the other. Both political programs were profoundly internationalistic oriented and required open borders to succeed. Jews had nothing
to gain from nationalistic countries which pursued their own goals to the
exclusion of Jewish interests. It was, therefore, obvious that Jews had no
use for Hitler’s plans. The German Jews would lose their positions and
property while those living in the capitalist countries would lose markets
and influence in a continent dominated by a Nazi Germany. Furthermore,
there was the danger that his ideas, rather than military power, would
spread to England and America and all the gains of centuries would be
wiped out. Hitler was their prime enemy and his defeat by any and all
means had become imperative even before he rose to power.
How did Hitler feel when he was confronted with the fact that the
British had acted, as he thought, against their best interests. Domarus
describes what happened on September 3, 1939. When London had asked
if Henderson, the British ambassador, could see Ribbentrop on September
3 at 9 a.m., the latter excused himself because he knew what was in the
offing and did not have the courage to face Hitler with the bad news. The
ultimatum for Germany to cease further hostilities and withdraw from
Polish territory or Britain would declare war was therefore received by his
second in command, Schmidt. After he had received the note he walked
over to the Chancellery and Hitler’s office, whom he found sitting behind
his desk. Schmidt described the scene later on.
“…I translated slowly the ultimatum of the British government. After I had
stopped there was complete silence. Hitler sat there like petrified and stared
straight ahead. He was not shaking, as has been claimed later on, he was not
raving, as others seemed to know. He remained completely silent and
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motionless in his seat. After some time, which appeared like an
eternity to me, he turned to Ribbentrop who was standing frozen
by the window, ‘What now?’ asked Hitler of his Foreign Secretary. All Ribentropp could say was, ‘I assume the French will
hand us a similar ultimatum within the next hour.’ ”

The ax had fallen; there was to be a replay of 1914. A few months
earlier Hitler had still said privately, “Only a complete idiot would
slide into a war like those nincompoops of 1914.” Now he was that
idiot!
Schmidt reported further that when he left Hitler’s office he
found nearly the entire cabinet and prominent members of the
party assembled in the antechamber. After he had told them of the
ultimatum, there was similar stunned silence. The only one who
knew something to say was Göring: “If we lose this war then may
heaven have mercy on us!” Goebbels, who stood silently in a
corner, looked like “a drenched poodle.” “The Führer is always
right,” he had proclaimed over and over again. Now he was proven
wrong and that mistake would cost them their lives, along with
tens of millions of others. Hitler had failed to heed the warning that
it is easy to start a war, but difficult to end one. With his invasion
of Poland he had lost the initiative and all his future actions during
the war were actually mainly reactions dictated by his enemies.
A detailed exposition of Hitler’s war plans are beyond the
scope of this book and can be found in several other publications. I
will, therefore, limit myself to the essence. After the Poland campaign, Hitler offered peace to England and France but was
rebuffed. The occupation of Denmark and Norway in April of ‘40
had to be undertaken to forestall Churchill, who had intended to
occupy Narvik and cut Germany’s iron-ore supply from Sweden.
Belgium, Holland and Luxembourg had to be invaded in June to
bypass the Maginot line and carry out the successful offensive in
France. After the fall of France, some peace-feelers were extended
to England. They came to naught because they were neither definitive nor was Churchill in the mood for a compromise peace.
It is now becoming apparent that Hitler never did have the
stomach to invade Britain. As Goebbels put it, in his diary, “He is
afraid of the water.” He had good reason for this fear. The Luftwaffe had failed to eliminate the RAF and he simply didn’t have
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the navy to pull off a successful landing. It had been badly mauled by the
British during the Norwegian campaign, in which three cruisers and ten
destroyers were lost. The latter amounted to half of Germany’s total
destroyer fleet.
Inasmuch as the invasion had to be put on the back burner, Hitler had to
find other means to bring the war to a successful conclusion. In the fall of
1940 he took a trip to meet with Franco in order to remind him of his obligations and get him to join the war. He promised that German paratroopers
would help capture Gibraltar for Spain, which would close the Mediterranean to the British. But Franco was in no mood to participate. All he did
offer was the Blue Legion that consisted of about 15,000 Spanish volunteers. Hitler was furious, called him privately a “Jesuit swine” and confided later on to Mussolini that “I would rather have three or four teeth
extracted than to go through this again.” Franco was clearly the smarter
one. He kept his country out of war, outlived everyone, and guided Spain
skillfully into a constitutional monarchy.
Having struck out with Franco, Hitler now tried to enlist the help of
General Pétain, Chief of the Vichy government. This effort also came to
naught, therefore he tried to get Stalin militarily involved. Molotov was
invited to Berlin and the grand plan was unveiled. The British are finished,
Hitler claimed, and it was time to carve up the empire. Russia should head
for the Persian Gulf and India. The treaty in regard to the Dardanelles
would also be renegotiated in Russia’s favor. Molotov didn’t bite. He
wanted Finland, Rumania and Bulgaria, which for Hitler were nonnegotiable. With the talks deadlocked Molotov went home and Hitler activated
the plans for Barbarossa, the invasion of Russia.
Not only would England not knuckle under, but Churchill was also still
trying to get Stalin on his side. The time, therefore, had come for Stalin to
go. Then at last the British would see reason. Hitler would guarantee them
their Empire so that the inferior races could be kept in their places. There
was now no other choice to end this war, which had already taken much too
long. After Russia was defeated, the British would at last see reason and
make peace. This was precisely the same logic which had propelled Napoleon to Moscow in 1812.
The campaign in the Balkans, namely Yugoslavia and Greece in the
spring of ‘41, similar to the Norwegian invasion the year before, also
resulted from Churchill’s initiative. The Axis friendly Yugoslav government had been toppled by British as well as American intelligence services
and replaced by one which favored the Allies. Mussolini had successfully
invaded Albania in the previous winter and subsequently Greece. He was
soundly defeated by the Greeks and the British had landed troops in the
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South of Greece. An unstable right flank could not be tolerated by Hitler
prior to the invasion of Russia. It had to be secured by the destruction of the
Yugoslav and Greek armies. The African campaign was also a sideshow
forced upon Hitler by the military incompetence of his Italian allies, who
had to be bailed out. Whether or not the Balkan campaign delayed the invasion of the Soviet Union and, therefore, cost Hitler the war in Russia is still
being debated by historians.
Churchill’s tactics were shrewd and correct. England could not possibly win the war by herself; for that she needed the Americans. Although
Roosevelt was more than willing to help, Congress was not. How the
change in American public opinion was engineered is presented in fascinating detail by Mahl in Desperate Deceptions. Until America could be
brought into the war, Hitler had to be harassed by the above-mentioned
diversionary maneuvers.
On June 22, 1941 the campaign to smash Bolshevism and gain the vast
resources of the Soviet Union began, and with it the “Final Solution” of the
Jewish problem. The important ideologic antecedents to the Holocaust
with an attempt to understand the un-understandable will be covered in
some detail in Part III. As mentioned previously, Hitler had felt all along
that the war with the West was the wrong one. The one he had really
wanted was in the East. Churchill, with his “criminal clique” as he called
them, barred the way. It was, of course, obvious to Hitler that the people
with money behind Churchill and Roosevelt must have been Jews. The war
with the West was clearly the fault of German Jewish emigres in England
and America who had poisoned the atmosphere in these countries and were
responsible for the press campaigns against Germany. He didn’t want anything from America, except to be left alone. Only after Roosevelt had
broken his neutrality by the destroyer deal, lend-lease, escorting British
convoys and firing on German submarines did he feel honor bound to
declare war as he said in his speech to the Reichstag on December 11,
1941. For him it was apparent beyond any shadow of doubt that Jews had
dragged the reluctant American people into the war.

The War with America
Hitler’s accusations in the Reichstag speech were actually not all that
unfounded, as the documents in Hitler vs. Roosevelt. The Undeclared
Naval War show. They list and discuss the various incidents U.S. ships had
been involved in and the legal aspects surrounding the exchange of fire, but
they do not concern themselves to any appreciable extent with possible
Jewish influence on American decisions. On the other hand, Hard Bargain
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by Shogan in the chapter on “Getting Around the Law” is quite specific. By
August of 1940 “the destroyer deal,” namely swapping British bases for
fifty over-age destroyers in violation of the neutrality act,
“…seemed as dead in the water as if it had been struck by a U-boat torpedo.
It might have sunk without a trace except for Cohen’s determination and
the restless mind of his longtime friend and advisor Felix Frankfurter to
whom he now turned for help.”

Ben Cohen “…had been one of the foremost legislative architects of the
early New Deal” and Frankfurter, who by the way had hailed from Vienna,
was a Supreme Court judge. Together they worked hard to devise some
legal excuse for getting around Congress and the Neutrality Act. The
ingenious solution arrived at was that the destroyers were “not essential to
defense” and to relinquish them would actually “strengthen rather than
weaken the defense position of the United States.” There were other legal
hurdles to be overcome, but obstacles in the law are merely challenges to
be met by appropriate interpretation and they were. Nevertheless, it was
apparent that whatever formula was devised, it could not go forth under
Cohen’s signature. Not only was he Jewish, but he was also identified with
liberal New Deal legislation. There had to be a sponsor who would lend
credibility to the proposal. He was found in Dean Acheson. The New York
Times was informed, came aboard and declared “No Legal Bar Seen to
Transfer of Destroyers. Ample Authority for Sale of Over-Age Naval Vessels to Great Britain Exists in Present Laws, According to Opinion by
Legal Experts.” Morgenthau, Secretary of the Treasury, did not need any
persuasion either and there was only the Attorney General’s opinion to be
considered. Jackson wrote that he had concerned himself only with “constitutional and statutory authority” and, on that basis, the President could
go ahead without having to involve Congress. By September it was a done
deal and Congress was simply informed to that effect. America, although
technically still neutral, had in fact joined Britain in her fight for survival,
and influential Jews had paved the way.
We have to be grateful that they did. If Hitler had been allowed to win
the war it would have been extremely difficult to get rid of Nazism thereafter. The blight of Bolshevism would simply have been replaced by
another equally ruthless totalitarian dictatorship and there would have
been no hope for Austria’s resurrection as an independent country.
As mentioned earlier, Hitler had thought the Soviet Union would be a
pushover, because everybody hated Stalin and his Communists. What the
Nazis failed to appreciate was that if one treated the native people barbarically as sub-humans, they would turn on them because they love their
country and Stalin would become the lesser of the two evils. This
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fundamental mistake cost Hitler the war in the East. The troops were
unprepared for the Russian winter. Everything was supposed to have been
over in a few months but now they were freezing to death in their summer
uniforms while subjected to arctic temperatures. The generals implored
Hitler to retreat, but with Napoleon’s example staring him in the face he
simply said, “Where to? Is it less cold a hundred kilometers further back?”
There was to be no repeat of the Beresina crossing, the front had to hold
out.
Hitler’s declaration of war on America in December ‘41, to the great
relief of both Roosevelt and Churchill, seemed sheer lunacy. Roosevelt
could now pursue naval warfare in earnest, and for Churchill it meant the
end of Hitler. There was no way he could win against both America and
Russia. But Hitler had apparently hoped that by supporting the Japanese,
they would reciprocate and open up a second front against the Russians in
Siberia. They had no such intentions and remained neutral as far as Russia
was concerned. It didn’t help them in the long run. Stalin later on broke his
nonaggression pact with the Japanese and declared war on them after
Hiroshima when they were already down and out.

The Defeat
By 1943, after Stalingrad the war was lost. Hitler probably knew it and
continued to take vengeance on the sole enemy he could lay hands on, the
Jews. This war he was determined to win. Hitler’s only remaining hope
was that the unnatural coalition of Capitalists and Bolsheviks would fall
apart if he could just hold out long enough. This was also the reason for the
December offensive in the Ardennes, or the Battle of the Bulge as it is
known here. The suicidal withdrawal of troops from the East to fight the
Western Allies was supposed to have inflicted such a defeat on them that
they would be sufficiently demoralized and no longer present an immediate danger. They might even drop out of the war, was the fantasy. It was
bolstered by Hitler’s fervent belief that even in the hour of greatest danger
he could succeed, just as his hero Frederick the Great of Prussia in 1762.
The latter had also withstood a vastly superior coalition from the West and
the East. At the moment when defeat was inevitable the miracle had happened. The Czarina Elisabeth of Russia died. Her successor Peter III was
friendly to Frederick, dropped out of the war and the coalition, which had
consisted of Russia, Sweden, Austria, and France, collapsed. This was the
model, and when Roosevelt died on April 12, Goebbels ran triumphantly to
Hitler with the message “the Czarina is dead.” History did not repeat.
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Democracies have smooth transitions and Hitler committed suicide on the
30th. The war was over and the Reich which was supposed to have lasted
for a thousand years lay in ruins.
Austria was resurrected in her 1937 borders, and so was Czechoslovakia. For the three and a half million Sudeten Germans, this was a major
disaster because they were ruthlessly expelled from their ancestral homes
and their property confiscated. The same applied to those ethnic Germans
who had lived in what had become Poland. Stalin was unwilling to return
Hitler’s present, and for what Poland had lost in the East she was compensated by German territory in the West The arbitrariness of the western
border becomes apparent when one considers that Stettin-Szczecin had
been German for a thousand years; Königsberg-Kaliningrad, which the
Soviet Union took for more than 700 years; Breslau-Wroclaw for more
than 600 years and Posen-Poznan for 150 years. These cities and the countryside were promptly “ethnically cleansed” of German nationals. Those
who had not fled from the advancing Red Army were expropriated and
shipped to the West. The maps of central Europe which show the national
borders of 1914, 1925 and 1945 clearly depict the political situation, but
the human tragedies involved in the mass expulsions have yet to be documented in the English language literature.
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Austro-Hungarian Empire in 1914.
©Bartholomew, Reproduced by permission of
Harper Collins Publishers Ltd., Glasgow, Scotland
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Central Europe after WWI. Note markedly diminished Austria and Hungary with enlarged “successor states.” Note also that Czechoslovakia protrudes into the heart of Germany and compare Poland’s borders with those
of the post WWII map.
©Bartholomew, Reproduced by permission of
Harper Collins Publishers Ltd., Glasgow, Scotland
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Central Europe after WWII. Post WWI borders were mostly retained
except for Russia, Germany and Poland. Note that Poland’s eastern
border was pushed west as a result of the Hitler-Stalin pact, but Poland
was compensated by Germany’s eastern provinces. The change is easiest
appreciated by the relative positions of the cities of Minsk in Russia and
Berlin in Germany.
©Bartholomew, Reproduced by permission of
Harper Collins Publishers Ltd., Glasgow, Scotland
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1
Childhood

A few minutes after midnight on a Sunday morning at the end of August
1925, I first opened my eyes and screamed. All babies do, it’s good for
them, but as mother informed me later on it was clearly beyond the call of
duty and I screamed continuously for the first several days. There must
have been an inkling that this planet is not necessarily a bed of roses and if
it is, I must have landed on the thorns.

The Family
The family I was born into was a classic product of the Empire. The
maternal grandmother came from Moravia, now part of the Czech republic,
the maternal grandfather from Hungary. The father’s side of the family was
from the Adriatic seacoast, Ragusa as it was called then or now Dubrovnik.
Vienna had been the magnet that drew all those who wanted to get ahead in
the world; there they married and produced children. My maternal grandfather, the only one I ever knew personally, was a most industrious individual who fulfilled in full measure what is called the American Dream. He
came from a large, but poor family and by age 14 was told that he was now
old enough to earn his own daily bread. He obviously had only a rudimentary education, but headed for Vienna where he became an apprentice in a
leather goods factory. By sheer determination and industry, working long
hours all week, he eventually achieved considerable wealth. He was aided
in his efforts by a sales girl in a nearby grocery store who had migrated
from a little village in Moravia. She also was endowed with minimal
formal education, but an indomitable will to work. They married and
grandfather opened his own leather goods manufacturing business. While
he worked in the back rooms making suitcases, handbags, belts, and wallets, she sold them out front in the store in classic mom and pop fashion.
They began to prosper and, although neither one of them had any appreciable amount of formal schooling, they were the classic no-nonsense type
72

Childhood

people with faith in God and an iron determination to make things work.
Soon a couple of children were born, first a boy and then my mother.
The war brought a temporary crisis because grandfather had to report
for the draft. Since his skills were essential for the conduct of the war he
was, however, excused and sent back to his little factory in order to manufacture backpacks and ammunition belts for the army. The job paid well
and, in spite of hunger and cold, during the later years of the war the money
continued to come and was invested in the purchase of apartment houses
and stores. By the early twenties the original store had multiplied by five,
there were also five apartment houses and a villa in Gainfarn near Bad
Vöslau, about 15 miles south of Vienna.
Vienna is famous for the ball season which goes from New Year’s Eve
to Lent. Every professional group: lawyers, doctors, bankers and a host of
others, had its own ball where dancing and drinking went on till the wee
hours in the morning. The leather goods manufacturers had theirs as well,
and it was there that fate arrived in the form of the man who would become
my father. He owned a small factory in one of the back streets of Vienna’s
6th district, the Stumpergasse, which later on achieved a modest degree of
renown. When Hitler came to Vienna in 1907 and attempted to be admitted
to the Academy of Arts, he had rented a cheap room on that street at
Number 31. Unfortunately, he flunked the entrance exam for lack of talent.
Had he succeeded, the world might have been spared untold misery.
At any rate, mother immediately fell in love and in spite of serious
warnings by her parents, she insisted on marriage. She was only 18 years
old at the time and ill prepared for the role a man twenty years her senior
would force on her. Within a year my brother was born and two years later I
came along. By the time I arrived, the marriage was irretrievably on the
rocks. Coming from the Balkans, father had his own ideas about the place
of women in the world. Their role was to provide for his comfort with no
questions to be asked. Numerous major and minor humiliations occurred,
but the main point of contention was the store on the Landstrasse in Vienna’s third district. Father insisted that it was his dowry, while she said it
was her father’s wedding gift to her. Be that as it may, she ran the store
during the day while he appeared in the evening and cleaned out the cash
register. The money was spent on wine and women.
The newborn was, of course, unaware of all these goings on and became
a reasonably pleasant and contented little boy to which the baby book testifies. This good fortune didn’t last long because by three months life got
tough. Mother’s milk had dried up, probably due to the stress she was
under, and I was shifted to the bottle. There must have been something in
the formula my system rebelled against because I broke out with severe
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eczema covering the face, head, and body. Since the skin must have felt on
fire, I constantly screamed bloody murder which did not endear me to my
sire. Dermatologists tried their best, to no avail, and it took nearly two
years for the condition to finally clear up. To say that everyone, and not the
least myself, was stressed is an understatement. In later years I have often
wondered if the pouring out of all the steroid hormones in infancy had not
affected my personality to an extent that I became a veritable stress seeker
thereafter.

The Parents Divorce and Father Absconds
The early years of life are, of course, shrouded in dense fog and the first
Christmas I remember was that of 1929. The parents were already
divorced, precipitated by father’s profligate spending habits, thereby
nearly bankrupting the store. Nevertheless, brother and I had been given
into his custody. We had what I thought was a nice, modestly lit Christmas
tree and some presents, then father left with one of his friends to celebrate
while we stayed with the housekeeper. It had gotten a little gloomy for a
while until we were packed off to visit with the grandparents in their apartment across the street from their store. Now, there was a sight which I will
never forget as long as I live. A huge Christmas tree, brilliantly lit with candles and sparklers, decorated with all sorts of goodies, and underneath
toys, toys, and more toys. What impressed me most, to the exclusion of
nearly everything else, was a beautiful train running along tracks with
signal lights, railroad station, tunnels, and the works. As it goes in life, it
was unfortunately meant for big brother. I did get toy soldiers with whom I
fought the battles of the Great War for hours on end. All subsequent Christmases paled in comparison, save one during the war in 1944 which will be
recounted in due course.
Sometime later the following year, father told the two of us that he
would have to leave the country. My brother was to watch over me, while it
was my duty to obey him in all respects. Mother returned to the apartment
but it didn’t make much difference. Since she had to take care of the store,
we were raised by a succession of housekeepers. Years later grandma told
us what had happened. She had never liked the man, because she had
immediately seen through his opportunism and now felt vindicated when
he had to leave during night and fog, as she put it. Not only was he bankrupt, but also deep in hock to various creditors and was about to be thrown
in debtor’s jail. This left an indelible mark on the two of us. Europe in those
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days believed very strongly in the power of the genes and we were therefore destined to become jail birds.

Grandfather is Killed
One day in summer tragedy struck. Brother was already in school,
while I spent most of my time in the grandparents’ store which was just a
five minute walk up the street. The factory with its complicated machinery
intrigued me no end, and in addition there was a cellar where one could
rummage around without being a nuisance to anybody. That particular day,
however, when mother took me to their store to drop me off for the day, I
decided for no reason at all that today I would stay with Mutti at her store
half way across the city. No reason was required and none was given. The
five-year-old’s decision was accepted as final and we took the Stadtbahn,
which runs partly as an elevated and partly as subway to the Landstrasse. A
few hours later came the message that grandpa had been seriously injured
in a car crash.
What had happened? A week earlier, coming home from a weekend trip
to the Villa in Gainfarn, his wallet had been stolen on the train. That tragic
day he received a call from the Südbahnhof that it had been found near the
tracks and would he come to pick it up. He immediately took a taxi to the
train station and on a broad thoroughfare in the fourth district, the Argentinierstrasse, the cab was rammed broadside by a private car with a woman
at the wheel. In those days it was highly uncommon in Vienna for the fair
sex to chauffeur a motor vehicle and “woman driver” became an abomination in our family, especially as far as grandma was concerned. Had I
stayed in the store with the grandparents that day, I would obviously have
gone along on the taxi ride which would have been regarded as a special
treat and this book would never have been written. Grandpa suffered a
serious basal skull fracture and died within forty-eight hours without ever
regaining consciousness.
For the family it was a disaster of the first magnitude. The main provider for physical and emotional needs was suddenly gone and the two
women, mother and grandma, had to learn to shift for themselves in face of
the gathering worldwide economic depression and the massive debts father
had left on the store in the Landstrasse. We kids didn’t know, of course,
how bad the financial situation was, we only saw that there were still two
stores, two apartment houses, and the Villa in Gainfarn, where we spent
summers and some weekends. Earlier in the year grandpa had given me a
terrific present, a set of wheels in the form of a scooter. I was in heaven, life
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was worth living. I could roam the highways and byways all day long until
I got hungry. Countless miles were put on that scooter. The only disadvantage was the accumulation of a fair number of cuts and bruises from falling
on the steeper sections of the road, but there was grandma with the trusted
iodine bottle to set things right again. Obviously, it burnt like hell on an
open wound, but maybe I would get the message and be more careful next
time. I didn’t because, as mentioned, I had become a thrill seeker.

Medical Remedies
Grandma, or granny as we called her in later years when we already had
some English language exposure, was also a firm believer in other home
remedies for various ills, the most prominent of which was the Tausendguldenkraut tea. Only an Austrian would know what this brew contained,
but it was abysmally bitter and foul tasting. The “spoonful of sugar to make
the medicine go down” may have been in vogue in England, but Austrians
believed in the curative properties of the pure stuff. If you’re sick, that’s
what you get, period! One soon learns that the cure is worse than the disease and that it doesn’t pay to complain. Once in a while one came down
with some type of febrile illness, but for that grandma also had the cure. As
mentioned, she had come from a little village where going to a doctor
would have amounted to an unheard of luxury. If the fever was associated
with a sore throat and a runny nose, there was inhalation therapy. Rx: take a
large kitchen pot, fill it with water, heat to boiling. Remove from stove,
take a towel, drape it over child’s head, and then hold head firmly close to
boiling surface without scalding face. Make sure towel covers the entire
pot area to prevent steam from escaping. Child’s screaming will stop
immediately. For the first few minutes do not relax grip on child’s head,
eventually child will have to keep head down on own accord, but watch for
cheating. Repeat as necessary.
For a more serious febrile illness there was the “Wickel.” Rx: Take a bed
sheet, saturate it with cold water, remove excess fluid, wrap child firmly
from neck to toes in cold sheet, cover with blanket. Ignore screaming, it
will stop. Repeat as necessary. After a while the mere threat of “Inhalieren” or “Wickel” sufficed to squelch any minor discomfort. When I look
at today’s children, where for every complaint, there is a pill to be popped I
can only smile. Grandma turned us into a hardier breed.
In August of 1931 mother had a surprise for us. We went for our first
fourteen-day vacation to Oberdrauburg, a little village in the mountains of
Carinthia. The reason for this extravaganza became known a little while
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later. The train ride itself was memorable. It was the longest I ever had been
exposed to, and I thoroughly enjoyed sticking my head out of the window,
to feel the wind on my face. Steam engines had the nasty habit of spewing
forth tiny bits of coal, which occasionally found their way into one of my
eyes, engendering pain and tears. Fortunately they were soon removed, but
I did learn after a while to turn my face to leeward. It wasn’t nearly as much
fun, but considerably safer. The other excitement was that there had been a
train wreck a few days earlier and I admired the cars and engine as they
were still strewn around the embankment.
We were lodged at a nice Pension and, as far as we boys were concerned, there were two big events. One was that the house was in part covered by caterpillars, which provided no end of amusement because we
could make their lives miserable with some twigs, and the other was the
introduction to two gentlemen. One was named Hansl and the other Erwin.
We took to Hansl immediately. He liked us, played with us, and was all
around fun. Erwin, his friend, was reserved, withdrawn, and had no idea
what to do with the brood Muttl, as we called her, had brought along. The
vacation passed harmoniously and, as my sixth birthday was near, I
received from Erwin a Setzkasten. This consisted of a box containing the
letters of the Alphabet in quintuplet so that words and sentences could be
formed. It should have
told me something.
When presents had to
be given, they should
at least be educational
and not such frivolities
as toys. I accepted the
gift with fake gratitude,
but don’t recall using it
to any great extent.
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The beginning of a problematic relationship.
Facial expressions clearly foreshadow the future.
Oberdrauburg 1931.
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The future family. Oberdrauburg 1931.

We Get a New Father
After returning home, Muttl announced that she would remarry later in
the year because we needed a father. Hope springs eternal and we were
immediately cheered by the thought that it would be Hansl. No such luck,
the choice had fallen on the dour, severe and stern Erwin. She had gotten to
know him during singing classes, which she had taken up as a hobby. Hers
was a very pleasant soprano voice while he was a baritone who occasionally ventured into the tenor bracket. Later on we were regularly treated on
Sunday mornings to Mimi and Rodolfo from Boheme, Valentin from
Faust, Si puo from Pagliacci, and Nemico de la Patria from Andrea
Chenier. The repertory was limited, and after a while we were thoroughly
saturated, but that was still in the future.
Erwin came from aristocracy on both sides of his family, of which heritage he was immensely proud. Although the Republic had abolished all
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titles in 1918, like most others he still clung to the “von.” It was the lowest
rung of the aristocratic ladder he had come from, merely an “Edler von.” It
was nobility, nevertheless, and we were appropriately awed. In his own
opinion, he had probably gone slumming. The lost war had created havoc
for his family. The father had been a professional officer in the AustroHungarian army, but this career came to a sudden grinding halt with the
revolution in 1918 and the family was thrown into poverty. Erwin, or Papa
as we would call him respectfully henceforth, had a talent for painting in
oil and water colors and was admitted to the Academy of Arts, which had
previously rejected Hitler for lacking this gift. Painting wouldn’t put bread
on the table for the family, however, so he decided to earn a living as a Mittelschulprofessor and keep up with painting as another hobby.

The Austrian School System
An explanation of the Austrian school system, as it existed then, is now
in order. One only went to Kindergarten at age five if there were some special reason. Ordinarily, elementary school started with first grade at age
six. One attended until age 10, at which time the parents had a choice. The
child could go to Hauptschule which prepared one for learning a trade and
after four years the child entered some apprenticeship to become a
plumber, watchmaker, electrician, salesperson etc. On the other hand, if
the child had shown intellectual promise one could go for eight years to
Mittelschule which opened the door to the higher professions and University. Mittelschule came in three varieties. The Realschule emphasized
mathematics, physics and the natural sciences as well as French and English. It prepared the students for a profession as engineer, architect,
chemist, physicist etc. The Gymnasium, on the other hand, emphasized the
humanities and classic languages, i.e., Greek and Latin with somewhat less
exposure to the natural sciences. It tended to produce writers, philosophers,
teachers, and university professors. When parents didn’t know what to do
with their offspring, as far as future profession was concerned, the third
option was the Realgymnasium. This was essentially an amalgam of the
two in which Latin, English, and French were taught as well as the natural
sciences. To be admitted to Mittelschule required a rather difficult entrance
exam at the end of grammar school to ensure that the child had the mental
capacity to withstand its rigors. Contrary to the opinions of some educators
in the U.S., not all children are created with equal mental endowments.
Some are bright and others are not. To treat children as if they are all equal
and insist that all must be able to go to college is not only silly, but a
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disservice to the children who are stressed beyond their mental capacities.
In retrospect, the educational system was eminently reasonable because it
provided for an infrastructure every society needs and the years of adolescence were not wasted in the so called “High Schools,” as they currently
exist in this country, where the curriculum lacks rigor and the students
simply have too much time on their hands. If you went to Mittelschule,
there came after eight years the dreaded Matura. It consisted of a very stiff
exam in languages and science, and only upon passing did one qualify for
Hochschule or University, the final preparation for the upper crust of the
professions.
Hitler had dropped out of Realschule at age 16 because he was bored, a
rabble rouser, and no longer had a father who would have taught him
mores. When he was rejected by the Academy of Arts, he was told that his
talent lay in Architecture. That road was closed to him, however, because
the Technische Hochschule, which qualifies one for a degree in that field,
required Matura. Hitler lacked that on account of his willfulness. This
explains his undying hatred toward the establishment and what we call the
“Besserwissentum.” This is the attitude of the “know it all” which comes
from reading a whole host of books without having a firm grounding in any
of the trades or professions.
To return to the story, Papa was a Mittelschulprofessor who taught art.
Although it did not quite have the prestige of the University Professor who
was practically God personified, he qualified at least as one of the Archangels. When one is addressed as Herr Professor, the distinction gets blurred
anyway. This held true only for sloppy Austria. Although the system was
the same, the Germans being sticklers for detail, called the Mittelschulprofessor “Studienrat,” the “Matura” was “Abitur” and only the University
Professor was a Professor at all.
There is no doubt that Papa sincerely loved Muttl. There is also no
doubt that he had little use for the baggage she had brought along, but in
true stoic fashion he decided to make the best of it. Grandma had approved
of the liaison on account of Papa’s elevated standing and, ever practical,
she reiterated to Muttl that he’ll always have a pension and they won’t go
hungry. His aristocracy was “Nebensache” for her, a minor detail that
didn’t count. The pension was something you can hang your hat on.
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Papa Takes Over
After Papa had moved in, we soon learned that the free and easy access
to Muttl we had enjoyed was to be no more. When she came home in the
evening and we greeted her with the usual “Servus Muttl,” we were
informed in no uncertain terms that this had to stop. Mother is a
“Respektsperson,” a person who has to be deferred to. So there! Henceforth it was to be the formal “Grüsz Gott Muttl.” It was quite obvious that
we were not his children, did not communicate on the same wavelength,
and amounted merely to some of the brats in his class with whom he had to
deal all day long and now even after hours. He thoroughly isolated us from
mother and the only emotional support we got came from grandma and her
friends who ran the neighboring stores.
In those days, there were no weekends in the current sense of the word.
Saturday was a day of work like the rest of the week and only Sunday was
free. The highlight of the morning was some excellent raisin bread, then we
children were sent off to church, which was very conveniently located on
the corner of the street. When we came home, there was the aforementioned singing to the accompaniment on the piano, which Muttl played
very well. This took place in the room next to ours and soon began to grate
on our nerves because of its repetitiveness. Brother played with his train set
while I sent the soldiers into battle. Then came lunch with discussion of the
serious topics of the day, and in the afternoon we were handed over to
grandma for safekeeping. She took us on hikes in the Vienna woods, swimming in the summer, ice skating in the winter, and ever so often to the
Prater which was and is the major amusement park for the citizenry. It
boasted a giant Ferris wheel, the Hochschaubahn, a roller coaster which
was not bare bones as here but covered like a mountain and valleys, the
Geisterbahn, a spook house, the Grottenbahn, a more sedate ride through
caves, the merry-go-rounds and everything else you expect from an amusement park. All of this was in a magnificent setting of hundred-year-old
trees which provided adequate shade from the summer sun. There were
also numerous restaurants and coffeehouses where the tired feet of the elderly could recover and the palates got their treats too. Our favorite one was
the Walfisch, the whale. To enter, you went through his huge jaws which
always duly impressed us and then we would get our Kracherl, the equivalent of a 7-Up, which came in various flavors, and to top it off, a pair of
Frankfurters. Later on I found out that in Frankfurt they are called
Wieners.
While this was most enjoyable there were also grimmer occasions.
These consisted of our visits to grandpa’s grave on the Zentralfriedhof. It
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was always a very somber affair. We inspected and rearranged the flower
bouquets, said our prayers for his soul’s well-being, and before leaving lit
the candles as evidence of our interest in and love for the departed. The
Zentralfriedhof is a huge cemetery at the other end of town and as such,
quite a pilgrimage. Across the street from the main gate was a modernistic
structure which always filled me with some awe. It was the Krematorium
where some Protestants and similar unbelievers chose to be turned into
ashes instead of fulfilling the Viennese dream of having a schöne Leich,
i.e., as beautiful a funeral as possible. I never set foot into it because it had
always struck me as somewhat weird and, to tell the truth, I was afraid of
the place. But there it was and still is, in plain view, what would become the
model for Auschwitz.
The visit to the cemetery, nevertheless, did have its reward. After
having paid our respect to the dead, the living had to be refreshed at a
nearby Gasthaus where we got our Kracherl. Not only was the Wirt, the
owner, a very jovial guy who liked kids and joked with us, but there was
also a bowling alley, something I’d never seen before. Thus, Sunday afternoons had become the highlight for an otherwise rather drab and tense
existence.
Between brother and Papa there was immediately an undeclared war.
Brother hated the fellow with every fiber of his being. He was already eight
years old when Papa arrived on the scene, remembered the favored treatment he had received from our genetic parent, and could not stomach this
usurper who even had made off with our mother’s affection. Yet, peculiarly enough, he took Papa’s name as his own. This requires some backing
up. Father Rodin had not been of the Roman Catholic, but of the Old
Catholic religion. This splinter group had been formed by some German
Catholic bishops in 1871 as protest against the dogma of papal infallibility
and had achieved a modest number of followers in various countries of the
world. Old Catholicism was the denomination in which the parents had
been married and we were baptized. Father’s name had been Matthias, or
Mate in short, and although he supposedly hated the name and couldn’t
understand why one would give it to a child, he nevertheless passed it on to
his first born. When I came along and had turned out to be a boy instead of
the hoped for girl, I received the masculine equivalent of mother’s name.
Since the Roman Catholic Church did not recognize the validity of the Old
Catholic marriage, it was annulled and the next marriage took place properly in a Roman Catholic Church. For a short time the two of us remained
Old Catholics, but this defect was soon corrected by baptizing us once
more, this time in a Roman Catholic Church. It provided the opportunity
for a name change and since Mate, as brother had heretofore been called,
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was a constant reminder of a past that was to be forgotten, he was given the
choice of a new name and he settled on Papa’s Erwin; maybe he just
wanted to spite the fellow. For me, there was no reason to change so I was
baptized twice in the same name, and as the Viennese say: “doppelt halt
besser,” twice done lasts longer.
In the family hierarchy I was low man on the totem pole and my situation was somewhat different from Erwin’s. On account of my incessant
screaming, which had resulted from the itching of the eczema, my genetic
father had no use for me and this sentiment had become mutual. Children
do not love because it is in their nature, they learn to reciprocate when it is
freely offered. If it is not forthcoming from the parent, it will not develop.
As far as I was concerned, the first father hadn’t amounted to anything so I
didn’t expect from the second one all that much either. I had just struck out
twice and there was no sense getting aggravated over it, although I certainly did not like him.

Left-Handed in a Right-Handed World
Nature had decreed that I should be left-handed. In those days this was
intolerable in Austria. It is a right-handed world, and lefties are bound to
have all sorts of other things wrong with them. Therefore I was forced to
use my right hand for all the things that count in life. Now there are some
children who are partially left-handed and others totally. I belonged to the
latter group. I was not only left-handed, but left-footed and left-eyed as
well, completely sinister if you want to use the Latin word for left. The
changeover was accomplished with little patience, but lots of sternness.
Again, I was odd man out. Eventually the goal was achieved. Pen and
pencil were wielded with the right hand, so were the knife and everything
else that needed to be learned, but penmanship remained miserable. Those
with a realistic disposition who were supposed to read my writing called it
chicken scratches, while more well meaning others opined that this kid was
going to be a doctor. As usual, both were right. Nevertheless, my intense
aversion to manual labor goes back to those days because, to put it bluntly,
I’m a Klutz.
Let me stay on the topic of left-handedness for a moment. In this
country, the attempt to change a “south paw” is seriously frowned upon
and in today’s climate you might even get sued for child abuse. A
changeover is supposed to inflict massive mental trauma, lead to permanent dyslexia, massive letter and number reversals, attention deficit disorders, and a whole host of other psychopathology. My personal opinion is
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that you are better off right-handed in this world and changeover does not
have to lead to all these dire consequences. It may even have positive neurologic effects, as I explained to our youngest son. He was also profoundly
left-handed, but we put spoon, knife and pen in his right hand and gently
practiced without recriminations. Eventually he learned, but the kindergarten teacher was appalled, “You are wrecking this child, he’ll be ruined
forever, don’t you know that this barbaric practice went out with the dark
ages?” Fortunately, as a neurologist, I could pull rank, “He is my son, it
was done with me, I’m doing all right, so just lay off.” But since some extra
work was required for Eric, I had a little discussion with him which went
something like this:
“Now Eric, most people have their language centers on only one side of
the brain so that when that gets wiped out by some illness or stroke, they
are stuck, they lose it all, they can’t talk. But the two of us are very fortunate because when we change from left to right, we also train the other half
of the brain for writing, doing things, and even speaking. So when something happens to one side we still have the other one and we’ll get by.”
He was impressed, learned willingly, and is today a very well-adjusted,
highly competent professional. Mind you, I have no firm, unequivocal scientific evidence that this theory is correct. Fortunately, I have not stroked
out as yet. But I do know that the brain, especially in childhood, has a great
degree of plasticity and that it is trainable.
The letter reversals which I experienced at times were not much of a
problem and I loved to read. Number reversals were somewhat more
serious because I got the wrong answers in math. To be fair, there was also
an additional aspect of run-of-the-mill sloppiness and laziness involved,
but it did lead to my hating math and physics. On the other hand, I know of
no evidence that if one leaves a lefty a lefty the child will not have dyslexia,
number and letter reversals, because where would all the kids with these
problems come from in our enlightened and indulgent U.S.A.
While I could explain to our son why it is profitable to be right-handed,
this was not an option for Papa. Since he didn’t have the information, he
merely insisted and whenever things didn’t go right, there was the perennial Watschen. American children are today, by and large, unfamiliar with
this time-tested educational tool but it was the rule in my days. The biblical
adage of spare the rod and spoil the child was heartily subscribed to. It
didn’t even need the rod; a forceful slap across the face, repeated as often
as deemed necessary, served the purpose. In our life there was hardly a
week where a Watschen was not thought to be appropriate for some or
other misdemeanor. It was always accompanied by the message that “der
Rodin,” as our genetic father was referred to, had been a good for nothing.
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We were headed in the same direction and, unless the sternest discipline
was enforced, we would end up in jail. As mentioned, brother Erwin hated
Papa, I feared him, and when you are afraid you lie. I developed this talent
into an art form which, of course, infuriated Papa no end, who saw his predictions fulfilled. It was a vicious cycle which went on and on. Eventually
it was broken in adolescence under circumstances which will be related
later.
In retrospect, one must admit that there is nothing more infuriating for a
parent than a child who habitually lies. One of our children did. Not out of
fear, but mimicry. One of her playmates told blatant lies, got away with it,
and ours thought this to be a rather nice game. For a while we were quite
helpless. Restriction of privileges eventually brought the phenomenon
under control, but for a few years it was quite exasperating. The best way to
deal with it is not the way the Lord handled Cain. He knew what had happened to poor Abel. Nevertheless, he asked Cain, “Where is your brother
Abel?” Now I don’t want to give the Lord advice, but since He had not
written the chapter in His own hand, I would just ask the biblical narrator,
“What do you think Cain should have done? Say, ‘I killed the guy?’ ” Of
course he lied, who wouldn’t? It’s in the nature of the human race. To
avoid lies, don’t ask the child if he has done something bad or what he has
done when you know the answer perfectly well. Say instead, “Look, I saw
you doing this or that and this kind of behavior is not tolerated in our
family.” The kid gets the message that there are limits, and for that particular situation, lies have been avoided. This doesn’t work when one is
uncertain about the facts, but by and large it is a good technique.
As one may gather, life was fairly miserable in this dysfunctional
family, as it would now be termed, but there was a silver lining. Papa’s
additional hobby was hunting and for that he needed a dog. A young
German Shorthair named Era was procured, and immediately sent to obedience school for several weeks. When she came back, she was well trained
and the most delightful creature I had ever encountered. I immediately
adopted “Putzinka,” as we called her. Not only was it my job to take her
for her twice daily walks, but we roamed the neighborhood together for as
long as feasible. I loved that dog as only a child can love. Here was a living
being who didn’t give me any sass and who adored me. This happy state
lasted for a couple of years, then one day, when we came back from a short
trip, we were told that Putzinka was dead. She had been left in the care of
the janitor’s family who owned some mongrel. The latter developed
Staupe, i.e., distemper, and passed it on to Era. The mongrel recovered, the
purebred succumbed. I didn’t know it then, but there is in biology the phenomenon known as hybrid vigor, which had totally escaped the Nazis in
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their quest for racial purity. I was devastated, love doesn’t pay, they all die
on you!

The Civil War of February ‘34
School was relatively easy and I made average grades without exerting
myself. Apart from the chronically bad situation at home, nothing much
out of the ordinary happened until February 12, 1934. I came home from
school at noon and found that the trolley cars stood idly on their tracks,
abandoned by passengers as well as personnel. At home I was told that the
workers had proclaimed a general strike as a prelude to a socialistcommunist takeover of the government.
We didn’t leave the house the rest of the day. During the night, while
lying awake in bed, we listened to cannon and machine gun fire from the
neighboring 16th and 19th districts. It was all over in a couple of days, and
on Sunday we went on a pilgrimage with grandma to the Arbeiterheim in
Ottakring (the 16th district) and the Heiligenstädter Hof in Döbling (19th
district). While the Arbeiterheim was mainly pockmarked by rifle and
machine gun fire, the Heiligenstädter Hof, a huge communal housing project, had massive, gaping holes from the cannons which had been situated
on the Hohe Warte, a bluff above the main road, affording perfect visibility. The following Sunday we visited the Goethehof in Floridsdorf (21st
district) which had also seen some shelling.
These vast, communal housing blocks had always aroused the suspicion in the conservative part of the population that they served a dual purpose. The obvious one was, of course, to provide much needed, modern,
affordable housing for the lower income population. The other was that
they would serve as arms repositories and fortresses during the coming
civil war, which everybody expected. When the army tried to pulverize
these buildings, which were actually so huge that even American bombs a
decade later couldn’t level them, they had good reason, because rifle as
well as machine gun fire had indeed been returned from the inside.

The Dollfusz Murder
The murder of Chancellor Dollfusz – during the attempted Nazi Putsch
– on July 25, ‘34 was tragic. We had been fond of Dollfusz because, for us,
he represented political stability and his diminutive physical stature had
given rise to numerous jokes. For instance: Dollfusz’s wife is awakened in
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the middle of the night by a swishing sound coming from underneath the
bed. When she checks she sees him ice skating on the frozen contents of the
chamber pot. His size combined with his efforts at statesmanship had also
earned him the title of Millimetternich. Inasmuch as the Putsch had failed
and the transition to the Schuschnigg government had proceeded
smoothly, our lives were not directly affected. With grandma we did dutifully visit a Dollfusz memorial where we inspected the bloody clothes he
had worn, just as we had on another occasion visited the army museum
where the bloody uniform jacket of the assassinated Archduke Franz
Ferdinand was on display as well the car he and his wife were shot in.
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The major event of 1935 was the Aufnahmsprüfung into Mittelschule,
which provoked considerable fears and trepidations. I had been an indifferent student and wasn’t at all sure that I would pass this fairly stiff
entrance exam, but I did. Since Papa had no idea what I might be good for,
if anything, I was sent to the neighborhood Realgymnasium. Brother Erwin
was already attending the prestigious Realschule in the inner city from
which Papa himself had graduated.

Vacations in Gainfarn
The summer was spent, as usual, in Gainfarn. Apart from roaming
around on the scooter, there were other entertainments. Our parents had
made friends with the local county physician, who was burdened with the
rather unusual name of Verderber. Since this translates into ruiner or
spoiler it was not good advertisement for his practice. He was a very kind
and competent physician, however, who did his job well. The family had
three boys in our age range, and we now had playmates. The middle one,
Harro, was exactly my age, his birthday only one day later than mine, so
the two of us were practically twins. Next door to their home and office
practice was a large, palatial building called the Schloss, which belonged to
some aristocrat. It was uninhabited at the time, but in a good state of repair.
In the back of the building there was a huge park, full of trees and
meadows, which made an ideal playground for us kids. The entrance to the
castle and park was, of course locked, but walls have never deterred enterprising youngsters. We regularly climbed over them and literally had a
ball. It was a perfect place to get lost, play hide and go seek, or Indians and
Trappers.
Another attraction was the public swimming area in nearby Vöslau. As
everything else, it dated from monarchic times and was a genuine jewel.
Since then I have seen a great many public swimming facilities, but apart
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from one in Monaco, none can hold a candle to it. It was built along a hillside and on the lower level there was the usual rectangular pool where
competitions could be held. Further back came several waterfalls, which
descended from the second level, under which you could stand and get
splashed. You could then ascend some steps from which point you could
view a large landscaped pool with an island in the middle full of trees and
lawns. This lent itself to natatorial circumnavigation and endurance contests could be staged. The pool also boasted a huge water slide which produced the utmost delight. By the edge of the pool was a restaurant where
waiters dressed in immaculate white outfits served all the usual Austrian
meals. The bathers relaxed on lawns and on the island, which was connected by a bridge. A little higher up on the hill were the cabanas, which we
could only admire with our mouths hanging open. The cabanas were rented
by the season for a phenomenal price by the well to do who used to sit there
in their lawn chairs so that they wouldn’t have to mingle with the plebs.
Still further up the hill there was a park with trees brought from many different climates of the world, all properly labeled by species and country of
origin. There were also footpaths for walking tours and tennis courts.
Eventually one came to the wall built to keep intruders out.
Changing into bathing attire could be accomplished in one of three
ways, only two of which were legal. There were the Kabinen in which you
could change clothes and keep them for the rest of the day. The less expensive way, the Wechselkabine, was like the former except you got a hanger
for the clothes and a bag to put over them which was then given to an attendant who handed you a number. When you were ready to go home, the
process was reversed. For us, this was the usual way because Kabinen were
too expensive. I’ll never forget the hangers. They were made of sturdy
wood, emblazoned upon which one could read in big fat letters, “Stolen
from Thermalbad Vöslau.” An admirable idea, which deserves emulation
because theft was no longer a problem. In order to get some money to go to
the Schwimmbad, Erwin and I had opened a fruit stand in front of the villa
where we sold the plums from our trees, but business was not very good.
Therefore, on occasion, when really pressed for cash and the urge to go for
a swim was overwhelming, there was the third option. Who needs a
Wechselkabine when you have your swimming trunks on and can climb a
wall.
Finally, there was another source of entertainment for young boys: the
Jews. Vienna had a large Jewish population that essentially split into three
groups. One consisted of those who were assimilated, blended into the
populace and went about their business like everybody else. The second
one was recognizable on account of a Yiddish accent and mannerisms that
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gave rise to numerous jokes, but it was the third which really stood out.
Those were the orthodox, or in today’s parlance, the ultra orthodox. At any
rate, these were men, I don’t recall seeing women, wearing in the heat of
the day the traditional Israelite garb of black wide brimmed hat, long black
Kaftan reaching to the ankles, full beard and Peyes, sideburns which hung
down in ringlets. We did not come in contact with them in Vienna because
they lived in the second district on the other side of the Danube canal, and
little kids had no business venturing around the city on their own. They did
go to Gainfarn, however, because across the street from our Villa was the
Sanatorium Friedmann run as a spa by Jewish owners for the Jewish community. Non-Jews, especially kids, were not welcome so I never did venture upon the premises.
Anyone with a minimum degree of imagination might readily appreciate that these men from another world were not only something to be
stared at, but ridiculed. Children are not known for tolerance and anyone
who sticks out from the norm will suffer the consequences. This may sound
racist, but was not. Physically or mentally handicapped people were likewise mercilessly teased. Grandma had a brother who had suffered from
meningitis in childhood, which left him deaf mute, and he was also continuously subjected to the taunts of the neighborhood kids. It was the thing
to do. At any rate, while these men walked to the Friedmann for their daily
baths and treatments, a few kids usually danced around them chanting:
Jiddle, Jiddle hepp hepp hepp vom Schweinespeck wird’s Jiddle fett; Little
Jew, little Jew, hepp hepp hepp, bacon makes the little Jew fat. I had no
idea what hepp hepp meant, I thought it was just an exclamation like ha ha,
until decades later I read in a history of antisemitism that it had been the
battle cry of Christian mobs in the middle ages when they slaughtered their
Jewish neighbors. Kids didn’t know that and thought it was just a lark.

Realgymnasium
When the summer was over, Realgymnasium was an unpleasant surprise for this ten-year-old. The curriculum consisted of: Religion, German,
Latin, History, Geography, Biology, Mathematics, Art, Singing, and Gymnastics. Except for religion, which was abolished by the Nazis later on, the
change of singing to music, the addition of English and Physics in third
grade, and French and Chemistry in sixth, the curriculum stayed the same
for the eight years of Mittelschule but the individual subject matter became
increasingly complex. Previously there hadn’t been any fun at home, but
you could relax at school and now that was over with too. School had
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become the four letter word: work. On the other hand, the classmates were
pleasant and I soon found someone to whom I could unburden my heart of
the woes I endured at home. It seemed that the older I got, the worse it got,
but I had probably also become increasingly obnoxious.
In school we had become sophisticated in regard to world events. In
1935 when Mussolini invaded Ethiopia the little Emperor Haile Selassie,
the Negus Negesti, made a big impression on us. We sensed that there was
some injustice involved and admired him for his attempts to rally the
League of Nations against Italy. This went to the extent that one of our
classmates, who held an esteemed position in the hierarchy and had black
hair as well as a slightly darker complexion than the usual palefaces, was
promptly dubbed the Negus, a title he holds with dignity to this day. On the
other side of the world, Haile Selassie’s impact is also still felt today.
Marcus Garvey of Jamaica, the originator of the Back to Africa movement,
had prophesied in 1916 that a black king would arise in Africa. When in
November 1930 Ras Tafari, prince Tafari was crowned, assuming not only
the title of Haile Selassie, Might of Trinity, but also King of Kings and
Lion of Judah, some of Garvey’s followers were convinced that the
prophecy had been fulfilled and became the Rastafarians. Garvey, on the
other hand, was still alive when the Negus went into exile in London and
wanted no part of him any more because a King of Kings sticks it out with
his people. That his people later on, after restoration, would starve him to
death Garvey couldn’t have foreseen either. But when ladies, on vacation
in the Caribbean, have their hair braided into cornrows, they might want to
know the origin of that endeavor.

The Spanish Civil War
In 1936 Civil War broke out in Spain. We had not been very interested
in the earlier developments in China and Manchuria because if Japanese
wanted to kill Chinese or Russians, that was their business. With Spain,
however, we had affinities. There had been the Spanish line of the Habsburgs; the Imperial Ceremonial at court had been Spanish, and so was, of
course, the famous Riding School. The fact that Franco was a Fascist didn’t
trouble us. First of all, so was Mussolini and he had protected Austria in
1934. Secondly, when it comes to a choice between a Christian Military
Dictatorship and one run by Godless Bolsheviks, who crucified priests and
raped nuns, there wasn’t much question where one’s allegiance was.
Although Franco was the classic bête noire in America, this was not the
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case in Europe. Bolshevism was regarded as the greater danger. Even
Churchill’s sympathies were with Franco, as Ponting pointed out in the
biography. By the time the war was over, Austria had already been incorporated into the Reich. The Heroes’ Welcome the “Legion Condor” had
received at the victory parade in Berlin was shown in newsreels, but no
mention was made of Guernica, the little Basque town which had been
bombed by the Luftwaffe. When a foreign correspondent asked Goebbels
about the affair he simply branded it as a lie.

The Economy and Political Situation
Over the next year-and-a-half the national unrest, caused by Nazi agitation, began to spill over into our classroom. One day one of our more disliked classmates brought the forbidden swastika flag, which enraged me no
end. He had to put it away, but then started drawing swastikas to which, as
a follower of Schuschnigg, I responded with painting the Kruckenkreuz –
the emblem of the Patriotic Front. I was immune to Nazism. First of all we
were not that bad off economically, there was food on the table. It was not
extravagant, but sufficient. We had coal to heat the stoves and whatever
clothes we needed were also provided. There were, of course, no extras like
vacations or visits to the Opera or theaters. Hardly anybody had any money
and as Armin Berg, a favorite entertainer would sing:
Wer a Geld hat, der fahrt nach Abbazia
und wer kan’s hat der geht im Überzieher.
Wer a Geld hat der kann in’s Theater fahrn
Und wer kan’s hat der macht sich z’Haus an Narrn.
Mir is alles ans ob i a Geld hab oder kans.
Whoever’s got money can take a trip to Abbazia (exclusive resort on
the Adriatic coast), whoever doesn’t walks around in his overcoat. Whoever has money can go to the theater, whoever doesn’t can put on a show at
home. It’s all the same to me whether I’ve got money or not.
Sounds good, but it wasn’t true. Mr. Berg did make money, he could go
to Abbazia and the theater, and he was Jewish. The connection between
Jews and money was not lost on the underprivileged who felt that the joke
was on them.
Papa, the Herr Professor, did have an adequate salary, but it was of no
use to Muttl because she had to pay for all the household expenses from the
income she earned in the store. In view of the general lack of money it
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failed to prosper, and Muttl was barely able to make ends meet. Papa, the
aristocrat, had to dress most fastidiously. Suits, shoes, and even shirts had
to be handmade not just by anyone but the most renowned artisans of
Vienna. In addition, he turned the living room into a museum by purchasing antique furniture. For a Viennese to regard a piece of furniture as
“antique” it must not only be one hundred, or two hundred years old, but
also must be masterfully restored by experts. He was good with his hands
and enjoyed repairing minor flaws that made the articles appear brand new.
The money was evidently there. It was just a matter of distribution.
While we did not go hungry, fruit was not regarded as a necessity. In
adolescence my brother and I developed what is called Osgood-Schlatter’s
disease where the protuberance of the tibia which provides the insertion of
the quadriceps tendon began to separate from the rest of the bone. My case
was less severe than Erwin’s and he had to wear a cast on both legs for several months. This was during the summer while we were in Gainfarn. At
one time some ants got into the cast and the poor guy was utterly miserable.
When we were told that the disease was due to lack of vitamins in fruit, his
hatred for Papa increased proportionately. Meat appeared maybe once
during the week and on Sundays. Otherwise the main meal of the day, consumed at lunch as is customary on the continent, consisted of soup, followed by vegetables with potatoes or a “Mehlspeise.” The latter is
untranslatable, but delightful. Hungarian, Austrian and Czech cooking
have collaborated to provide a large variety of dishes from Mehl. Flour is
mixed with eggs, sugar, butter plus assorted other ingredients, for instance
marmalade, to make one’s mouth water. This was always a highlight and
on some special days Muttl, who had taken a cooking class in her youth,
stood by the stove herself to make Profritol. These are known here as
cream puffs, but unfortunately bear no relationship to the Viennese
product. Here they are usually stale, having been prepared God knows
when, God knows where, and are usually filled with some type of custard.
Over there, Profitrol are oven fresh, warm, filled with genuine whipped
cream rather than some ready whip, and topped with dripping chocolate.
American pastry cooks have much to learn from their European counterparts. The Bismarcks one gets here are aptly named after the Iron Chancellor and a poor imitation of our Faschingskrapfen, which are light and
fluffy. I am always reminded of a story about a visit by the Prince of Denmark when he was asked by a reporter what he thought of the U.S.’ Danish
pastry. “Oh it’s rather similar to ours“, was the reply, “but, of course, we
don’t make it out of cement.” Well said, Your Highness!
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Immunity Against Nazism
Another reason why we were immune to Nazism was Papa’s aristocracy. Ideologically he belonged to the Legitimists, who were still hoping
for a restoration of the monarchy. The last emperor Karl, who had succeeded Franz Joseph after his death in 1916, had never formally abdicated.
In contrast to Wilhelm of Germany or Nicholas of Russia, Karl had simply
turned the business of running the country over to the elected government,
its chancellor and president, and then withdrew to one of his castles in
Lower Austria. With revolutionary passions in the air, the British got worried and in their monarchic tradition, they did not want to see another massacre of an imperial family like the one that had taken place in the Soviet
Union a little while earlier. Under British military protection Karl was
finally persuaded to leave the country for Switzerland. But at the AustroSwiss border he declared once more that he had not abdicated, and from
these statements the Legitimists derived their name. They regarded themselves as the only legitimate political element in the country while the
others, especially socialists and communists, were simply usurpers of
power. The great help the British crown extended to the former “enemy” is
ably documented by Brook-Shepherd in The Last Habsburg. The German
translation is entitled Um Krone und Reich. Karl had died in the middle
twenties, but his son Otto, a very intelligent and personable young man,
who had obtained a doctorate in political sciences, was regarded by everybody as the legitimate heir to the vacant throne. Hitler feared a restoration
of the monarchy and soon after assumption of power ordered the Army
High Command to prepare invasion plans if there were an imminent threat
of that occurrence. The plans were called “Case Otto.“
Although, as is amply apparent, there was no love lost between Papa
and myself, I had absorbed by osmosis, monarchic tendencies. Otto was
the hero, not the upstart rabble-rousing scum from the gutters of Vienna
who had been an inhabitant of the Männerheim in the Meldemannstrasse.
A Männerheim is a hostel for unemployed or underemployed men where
for little money they find clean lodging. It might be compared to the
YMCA, if the Christian is omitted. Nevertheless, Hitler now held the cards
while Otto was merely a pretender to the throne. He played them well and
by the end of ‘37, agitation in Austria had reached intolerable proportions.
Papen, who had for a brief time been Chancellor of Germany and had actually helped Hitler to power in ‘33, was now German ambassador. He hailed
from the Rhineland, was therefore Catholic and as such, the Trojan Horse
who would deliver Catholic Austria into Hitler’s arms.
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While the Nazi Putsch of July 25, 1934 had had no effect on our family,
the Ides of March 1938 drastically changed our lives. After Schuschnigg
had come home in February from the ill-fated Berghof meeting with Hitler,
there was universal consternation, except for the Nazis who were now on
the proverbial high horse. Seisz-Inquart, a Catholic and a Nazi – the two
were not incompatible – was appointed as secretary for Internal Affairs,
Nazis were released from detention, and swastikas began to appear in some
lapels. As the agitation and Nazi provocations grew, especially in the provinces, Schuschnigg developed second thoughts and on Wednesday the 9th
of March he addressed the
crowd in his native Tyrol
with the words, “Mannder
s’ischt Zeit!” Men, the
time has come to stand up
and be counted. This had
been Andreas Hofer’s rallying call in 1809 when he
led his Tyroleans in an
uprising against Napoleon’s forces. A plebiscite
was to be held on next Sunday, the 13th. The essence
of the rather convoluted
question was: do you want
a free and independent
Austria? The Mannder in
Innsbruck were enthusiastic.
Schuschnigg
appeared on the cover of
Time magazine, which
Schuschnigg’s arrival in Innsbruck March 9,
reported also that in Paris 1938 before announcing plebiscite. ÖN
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Parliament had met on March 7 and declared with a vote of 439 to 2 that if
Hitler invaded Austria, the French would march into Germany. England
also made some reassuring noises. Mussolini was much less pleased and
commented, “É un errore,” it’s a mistake. If the outcome is a vote for the
government, it’ll be regarded as invalid; if it is against the government or
indifferent, it’s useless, he argued. The reason for the short notice on
Schuschnigg’s part was to catch Hitler by surprise and confront him with a
fait accompli before he could get organized. But Mussolini was right, it
was “un errore.” Austria had less than a week to live.

The Aborted Plebiscite
In school nothing much happened and the streets were essentially quiet,
except for trucks that urged a positive vote on Sunday and the massive litter
of propaganda leaflets. The government leaflets were in the national
colors, but there were also some others decorated with the swastika which
read, “National Socialists, vote for Schuschnigg, otherwise one realizes
how few we are.” When we discussed this in school, we were told that
these were fake and just a government ploy. Nevertheless, we were sure
that we would win the plebiscite because with at least 35% of the Conservatives (some had migrated to the Nazis in the past five years), 40% of the
socialists and 5% of the communists, it was simply no contest. Belatedly
the government had stirred itself into action in the beginning of March to
contact the outlawed Sozis and had started negotiations over a national reconciliation government, but it was too little and too late. Since the plebiscite would have been a major defeat for Hitler, it was not allowed to
happen.
Around 8 p.m. on Friday the 11th during supper came the disaster. The
regular radio program was interrupted and Schuschnigg spoke to the
country: Germany had issued an ultimatum to call off the plebiscite, had
demanded his resignation and replacement by Seisz-Inquart, otherwise the
German Army would cross the borders. He had complied, and ordered the
Austrian Army not to shoot in case of an invasion, because he did not want
a fratricidal war. He ended the brief address with the words, “We yield to
brute force, may God protect Austria.”
For the first time, at that moment, the family was united in stunned
despair and grief. We knew that life would never be the same again, that
bastard Hitler had robbed us of our country. The slogan coined by the brilliant but thoroughly mentally disturbed Samuel Johnson, “Patriotism is the
last refuge of a scoundrel,” is sometimes rather thoughtlessly repeated to
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make political points. Yes, there are some scoundrels who profess to be
patriots, but there is also a whole host of decent people who deeply love
their country and do not want it to be harmed. To know what your country
really means to you, you have to lose it; even if it is given back at some later
date, it just isn’t quite the same any more.

The Nazis Are In Charge
Later that evening the SA marched in seemingly endless columns
underneath our windows singing their triumphant battle hymns. As we
found out later, there weren’t really all that many, they simply kept
marching around the block to give an impression of huge numbers. In the
morning we awoke to the sounds of German air squadrons droning on and
on overhead. The Luftwaffe had arrived. The people on the street muttered,
“Can you imagine what would have happened had they come as enemies?”
If a Cassandra had prophesied that seven years hence, to the day, it would
be American planes dropping their payloads on the inner city – including
the Opera House which would go up in flames – and a few weeks later the
Red Army would be here with rape and pillage in its wake, she would have
been regarded as insane and promptly locked up.
Curiosity drove us to take a stroll to the inner city. I was appalled. Only
two days earlier an occasional swastika was to be seen in the lapels, now
nearly everyone seemed to sport one and street vendors made a hefty
profit. This was the first time I was confronted with the cowardice of the
human race. “Märzveigerln” was the name applied to that part of the populace. Transliterated it would be violets of March, but the sense lies in
“veigerl,” which when spelt with an “f” amounts to feig or cowardly. I was
deeply ashamed of my Viennese fellow citizens and thought for a long time
that it was just they who were gutless. Unfortunately, as I found out years
later, the phenomenon is universal. You just don’t swim against the current, you go with the flow, you adapt, and if you are really smart you collaborate. I never was smart. However physically and emotionally painful
my upbringing had been, it had taught me quite unequivocally that there is
a right and there is a wrong. What we witnessed on the streets was clearly
wrong.
In the evening we went with grandma to the city, again. Hundreds of
people were assembled near the University, listening to speeches and interrupting intermittently with enthusiastic shouts of Ein Volk, Ein Reich, Ein
Führer, one people, one nation, one leader. Eventually came Deutschland,
Deutschland Über Alles the German national anthem and the Horst Wessel
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song, the Nazi anthem. Everybody stood there with outstretched right arm,
in Nazi fashion singing most lustily. We neither raised our arms nor sang.
We were not there to celebrate but came merely as spectators. When we
returned home and reported on the goings on, including our act of civil disobedience, lightning struck. Papa informed us in no uncertain terms that
these demonstrations of defiance had to stop. Life had changed. To top it
off, grandfather had been a Jew and we were Non-Aryan!

Mischling
It was unbelievable, or as the Viennese say, Des derf do gar net wahr
sein, this isn’t even allowed to be true. What we knew of Jews were those
Kaftaned, bearded foreigners we had seen and mocked in Gainfarn and
those guys who talked funny. It couldn’t be true. Grandfather was the
kindest, most trustworthy, and hardworking person we ever had run across
in our short rather miserable lives. There must have been some mistake.
There wasn’t. He had, indeed, been born into a poor Jewish family in Hungary. When grandma and he fell in love and planned to get married, she
insisted that the children would have to be Catholic and he’d better convert. He loved her and did. That was fine, but for the Nazis it made no difference. For them, it was race that counted and that was firmly locked in the
chromosomes one carries around throughout life and passes on to future
generations. In their eyes, although now dead for years, he was a Jew,
which made Muttl in official terminology “Mischling” in the first degree
and my brother and I “Mischlinge” in the second degree, one quarter Jews.
Whatever minor degree of self-confidence I had managed to acquire was
now totally shattered. The family had nothing to offer but grief, now I
wouldn’t have any friends and my country was gone too.

Hitler Comes to Town
When Hitler came to town a few days later, we did go to the Ringstrasse
in the evening where in front of the Hotel Imperial, his residence, a huge
crowd was assembled. Some enterprising ones had climbed lamp posts to
get a better view and at short intervals chants went up, “Lieber Führer sei
so nett zeig Dich doch am Fensterbrett” dear Führer be so kind show yourself, if you don’t mind. Others were more demanding: “Wir wollen unsern
Führer sehn!” We want to see our Führer. Well, after a while he was so
nett and appeared, smiling graciously, greeting us with his usual, sloppily98
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raised right arm. Mission accomplished, people went home.
We had not gone to the Heldenplatz earlier in the day where he
had proclaimed that his historic
duty of bringing his beloved fatherland back into the Reich had
now been accomplished. At
least 200,000 others had been
there, so we were clearly not
missed.
When one looks at the newsreels, the published pictures,
and listens to the voices of the
commentators, one is led to believe that overnight the entire
country had lost its senses and
was now demonstrating its love
for Nazism. It pays to look at
the numbers. The Heldenplatz Crowd before Hotel Imperial to greet
is estimated to hold at maxi- Hitler March 15, 1938. ÖN
mum 250,000 people. This is a
sizeable crowd but it still amounts to only about 14% of a city of 1.8 million. Furthermore, not everybody present was a Nazi. Viennese are a curious, fun loving, gregarious lot. Here was history being made, and one
might as well be there so that at least one could tell the grandchildren about
it. The hoodlums who terrorized Jews in those days were also not necessarily Nazis in the ideologic sense. They were those denizens of society whom
the French call la canaille. The real Nazis – the Illegalen who had kept to
their convictions during the time when the party was outlawed – were, by
and large, too busy getting themselves jobs in the new administration to
mingle with the mob. Finally, the overwhelming reason for the ones who
were genuinely enthused was, as so succinctly put during the 1992 election
in this country, “It’s the economy, stupid!”
Factories, schools and shops were all closed for several days to allow
the citizenry to participate in all the rallies and to underscore the festive
historic occasion. People love a good show, “Panem et circenses” give
them bread and circuses, as the Romans said. The show even included the
opportunity to observe Jewish citizens washing off the plebiscite slogans
from walls and sidewalks with inadequate tools under the watchful eyes of
some self-styled overseer with a swastika armband. The official
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Above and below: Jews forced to scrub plebiscite slogans from streets.
March 1938. DW

explanation: the Jews had never done any manual work and had supported
the previous regime, let them now clean up the mess. Others who had suddenly discovered their love for Nazidom were even more enterprising.
They stormed Jewish shops and apartments, either just helping themselves
to the contents or taking over altogether. A revolution was going on, so one
might as well make hay while one could, before public order returned
again. All this took place in the most wonderful weather imaginable. The
sun was unusually warm for that time of the year, there was not a cloud in
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the brilliantly blue sky, and for the economically deprived it must have felt
that spring had finally come after decades of fall and winter. I have often
wondered, subsequently, if we would have seen this outpouring of emotion
during these Ides of March had it been, as is more commonly the case, cold,
rainy or snowy. Hitler was lucky with the weather, and this wasn’t the first
time. Most of his major coups occurred in good weather and it came to be
called “Führerwetter.” During the monarchy it had been referred to as
Kaiserwetter. As the Frenchman said after the revolution about how things
were going, “Plus ça change, plus c’est la même chose,” the more things
change, the more they stay the same.
The phenomenal welcome Hitler had received in Linz and Vienna surprised even him. It is said that he had not at all been sure within himself
beforehand how far he would go with the Anschlusz, but the reception as a
savior sealed the fate of the country. One can only guess as to what went on
in his mind in those days. Here he was back in the city he had entered with
such hopes in his late teens, and where he had been rejected, had to eke out
a meager living by painting pictures from postcards of famous Viennese
landmarks he then sold to Jewish merchants; and had left seven years later
disgusted with the cosmopolitan racial and ethnic mix. He was bound to
have felt some astonishment at the work of providence, as he was fond of
calling it, and immense pride. But he probably also despised those citizens
who were now fawning over him and from whom he had experienced
nothing but contempt twenty-five years earlier.

Heim ins Reich
Home into the Reich was the slogan of the day. That this wasn’t all that
it was cracked up to be became apparent within a day. Although SeiszInquart was made Reichsstatthalter, this was an empty title because the
power was with Josef Bürckel, the Reich Commissar for Reunification, and
he was from the Palatinate. As mentioned in Part I, he had earned Hitler’s
gratitude for having delivered a 91% yes vote during the Saar plebiscite
and would now see to it that the Ostmark would also fall in line.
When we finally got back to school, there were only some minor differences. There was a name change. We no longer attended a Realgymnasium
but the Oberschule für Jungen. Two or three classmates were missing, and
we found out that they had been Jews who were no longer welcome to
attend. My Mischling status remained unnoticed for the time being. Some
of the professors now had party badges on their lapels and, to my great surprise, my best friend also turned out to have come from a Nazi family and
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was thoroughly enthralled with the Führer. It may sound strange, but we
have kept up the friendship to this day. Schuss, as we called him because of
his rapid machine gun-like speech pattern, was a decent guy. He was aware
that I had been a Schuschnigg supporter, but made no issue of it. My
Non-Aryanism I kept to myself. We simply didn’t talk politics, and whenever the topic did come up, I kept my mouth shut and let him talk. This was
not particularly difficult because incessant talking with opinions on everybody and everything was his forte anyway.
The next thing that happened was that we were organized into the Deutsche Jungvolk, which encompassed the boys between 10 and 14 years. I
thus became a “Pimpf,” as the members were called, but I had no idea what
the word meant. Later on I looked up its etymology and found out that it
had originally been a rather derogatory term for young cowards, but later
on lost this connotation and became common in German Youth Movements. Within one month, the country was completely “gleichgeschaltet,”
i.e., absorbed into the Greater German Reich, and the plebiscite of April 10
merely ratified that fact.

Were There Some Decent People Among the Nazis?
Unbeknownst to us children, another incipient tragedy had befallen our
parents. A Mittelschulprofessor married to a half Jewess was no longer
allowed to teach, and Papa was retired on a small pension. To make matters
worse, a half Jewess was not allowed to keep a store which would soon be
Aryanized. Although grandma could keep hers because she was Christian
and grandpa was dead, the family nevertheless stared economic disaster in
the face.
Let me now digress and answer a question I was asked a few years ago
during a trip to Israel. Laura, the wife of our son Peter, had earlier been
friends with a Canadian college student who later on married an Israeli girl
and they now live in Jerusalem. Since he is Christian, they had to get married in Cyprus. When Laura heard that I was going to a Congress in Jerusalem, she gave me his address so that I could visit with them. They were
very pleasant people who showed me the outskirts of the city and even took
me all the way down to Jericho. It was about three months before the beginning of the Intifada and my Canadian host was clearly disturbed about the
treatment native Palestinians were receiving at the hands of the Israeli
occupying forces. He knew, from my accent and age, that I must have had
some contact with Nazis, so he asked me, “Tell me, you’ve lived there,
have there been any decent people among the Nazis?” First I was surprised,
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then an eternal truth dawned on me: the world is round and it keeps turning.
Fifty years earlier, a concerned Nazi might have asked, “Do you think there
are any decent Jews?” I won’t live another fifty years, but the world will
keep turning and my grandchildren will find out what the question will be
then. My answer was, “Yes of course, there were several. My best friend
was one of them.” This gets me back to our predicament in the spring of
1938.
Papa had a friend, Beyer, another Mittelschulprofessor who was not an
opportunist, but an Illegaler who had stuck to his convictions while the
party was outlawed. Soon after the Anschlusz he visited Muttl’s store and
found her dissolved in tears. He had always liked her, but had of course
been unaware of the tainted blood. She was the classic Nordic blonde,
blue-eyed beauty and nobody would have possibly suspected anything.
When asked what the problem was, she told him and ended up with, “I’ll
have to divorce Erwin.” Beyer immediately replied, “That’s out of the
question. I’ll fix it. Erwin will have to resign, that’s the law, but you two
stay married and you keep the store.” He promptly wrote a letter which she
had to hand deliver to Gestapo Headquarters in Berlin. Up there everybody
was very polite and courteous to her and she could keep the store. It was, of
course, a Godsend and our lifeline. There were other decent people in the
Nazi party, for instance, some hunting friends of Papa who did not let us
down during those years and who killed themselves at the end of the war.
My physics Professor was also a party member, but he had behaved himself very decently throughout the time I knew him. He was sacked after
1945, and when he needed a reference for possible reinstatement in the
middle fifties, he contacted me and I had no problem testifying to his good
character. Everyone knows, of course, about Oskar Schindler and, thanks
to Chang’s book on the Rape of Nanking, we are now aware of how John
Rabe saved the lives of hundreds of thousands of Chinese. Yes, the racist
ideology of the party was evil, but within the party not all members were
evil. They probably had the old proverb in mind that nothing is ever eaten
as hot as it is cooked, and they thought that the fiery rhetoric of the party
might give way to reason once power had been achieved. Unfortunately,
the proverb didn’t apply in this instance.
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As mentioned earlier, Papa liked to work with his hands so he installed
himself in the store repairing broken suitcases, handbags and other items.
There was even a mini economic boom. For the first time in decades, the
store was making some money and debts could be paid off. Along with the
soldiers and the Gestapo, a horde of German tourists had come also. There
was plenty of money in Germany but a dearth of consumer goods. The
opposite was the case in former Austria, we had all the goods but no
money. In a perverse way, Adolf Eichmann also helped indirectly since he
had been given the task of expediting Jewish emigration. At the beginning
of 1938, there were about 185,000 Jews in Austria with the overwhelming
majority concentrated in Vienna. Of these, approximately 125,000 managed to leave. Obviously Eichmann did his job well, which earned him the
gratitude of his superiors and made him eligible for further tasks later on.
In order to leave, one needed appropriate suitcases, and even steamer
trunks, which sold in Muttl’s store for the first time in ages.
Once the initial euphoria had blown over, the mood in the populace
began to change. People now saw that living in the Greater German Reich
was not all it had been cracked up to be. Vienna was no longer the center. It
had been relegated to just another provincial town. You had to click your
heels and say, “Jawohl” to any nonsensical idea, and if you didn’t there
was always a one way ticket to Dachau available. Hans Weigel, a journalist, who later on discussed Viennese antisemitism in his booklet Man
kann nicht ruhig darüber reden, one can’t talk about it dispassionately,
found himself out of a job with Hitler’s arrival. He was fortunate and managed to get a visa to Switzerland. In his reminiscences, he wrote that while
some acquaintances were getting their exit permits stamped, the official
looked up and said to them, “Und da soll ma kan Neid kriegen! Ihr fahrt’s
weg und wir müssn dableiben.” One shouldn’t feel envious, you’re leaving
and we’ve got to stay here. It wasn’t all milk and honey, of course, for the
people who had to emigrate, but neither was staying home, even if you
were not Jewish.
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Jews waiting for passports to emigrate. Summer 1938. BIZ
In school, when the Professor entered for class, no longer did we just
respectfully stand up, but we also had to raise our right arm and shout fervently, “Heil Hitler.” There was no way to avoid raising my arm but
instead of “Hitler” I said “Otto” under my breath. Although some of the
professors did sport Nazi party badges, they did not try to indoctrinate us.
One of the exceptions was the German instructor. He came from the Sudetenland, was blessed with the thoroughly teutonic name of Vodiçka and
spoke with a Czech accent. He had a point to prove. Another true believer
was the Biology teacher and headmaster, Schmidt, of whom more will be
said later. Yet even he showed a strain of decency. Our professor of history
and geography, Endres, was known as a Sozi and he never hid that fact.
Schmidt and Endres had been longstanding friends before the Anschlusz
and Schmidt protected him throughout the Nazi era. Endres could keep his
job, but Schmidt lost his after ‘45.
I was a very mediocre student. For what didn’t interest me, and that was
most of the subjects, I didn’t exert myself. What interests I did have were
German, English, and History. To put it bluntly, I was just plain lazy. I
always made passing grades, but on the other hand they were nothing to be
proud of. Nevertheless, school was a reprieve from the dreary family life in
which the only activity that was not forbidden was doing homework. Of
course one started cheating under those circumstances. Underneath the
school book were the adventures of Rolf Torring, a German explorer who
battled evil in the heart of Africa. Another even more favorite one was Jörn
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Farrow. His father was captain of a German submarine, who had refused to
turn the boat over to the Allies at the end of the war, and now roamed the
seven seas with his devoted crew, dodging the bad Allies while righting a
variety of wrongs all over the world. Where he got his fuel from was never
properly explained, as far as I can recollect. Then there was, of course, Karl
May with his tales of the Wild West and other assorted places like
Kurdistan and the sands of Arabia. It is quite possible that my interest in
roaming the world may actually stem from those days. When I got caught,
the obligatory Watschen resulted, but by then I was used to it and it had
become a “so what”. When the coast was clear, I returned to life of adventure in far away places.
About twice a week in the late afternoon there was, however, Dienst
service in the Deutsche Jungvolk or later on the Hitlerjugend, to which you
were automatically transferred at age 14. The Jungvolk days are sort of a
blur, because the most exciting things that happened were that we were
intermittently trotted out en masse whenever visiting dignitaries from the
Altreich, as it was called, arrived. For instance when Baldur von Schirach
as Reichsjugend Führer made his appearance, or Hermann Göring, the
portly Field Marshall. Hitler made only brief sorties to the city after April
10 and we were not given the opportunity to show our devotion to him. He
hated the place for good reason, too many bad memories. At any rate, there
we all stood lined up with military precision along the major thoroughfares
shouting “Sieg Heil,” to demonstrate our enthusiasm. There were, of
course, numerous jokes about the fat Göring’s vanity. Right outside the
city in the Vienna Woods is a nice, round little mountain called, from ages
immemorial, the Hermannskogel. When it was shown to him on his visit,
he said with mock modesty, “Oh but that wouldn’t have been necessary.”
Adolf Hitler and Hermann Göring Streets had, of course, popped up everywhere like mushrooms after a rain.
The entire country was now organized into some kind of National
Socialist organization. All the professional associations had to have the
obligatory NS in front of their name, and this extended also to what used to
be private clubs. For instance, instead of an auto or motorbike club, there
was now the NSKK, the National Sozialistische Kraftfahr Korps. The SA
also had its subunits for any and all variety of sports, for instance, the
Reiter SA for horseback riders. This became a cause celébre in the 1980’s
because Kurt Waldheim, former Secretary General of the UN and later on
President of Austria was an avid rider and had joined the Reiter SA in 1938
after the Anschlusz. The membership had nothing to do with sympathies
for the Nazi ideology, it was simply a way to keep up with one’s hobby
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when one didn’t have the money to buy and stable a horse. This led to the
Viennese quip afterwards, “He wasn’t in the SA anyway, only the horse.”
In addition, everybody who earned a living had to be in the Deutsche
Arbeitsfront under Robert Ley. Later on, during the war, his duties
included also the procurement of foreign workers who were imported from
occupied Europe. This landed him in the dock as a war criminal during the
Nuremberg trials. Smelser in Robert Ley: Hitler’s Labor Front Leader presented a detailed account which is topical because of the renewed interest
in the fate of the “slave laborers” and possible financial compensations.
While boys were in the Hitlerjugend, commonly referred to as the HJ,
girls were in the BDM, the Bund Deutscher Mädchen, and women were
organized in the Deutsches Frauenwerk with the subgroup of NS Frauenschaft. Motherhood was at a premium to combat the declining birth rates.
For having given birth to eight children, a Mother’s Cross in gold was
given, for six she received it in silver and for four she had to make do with
bronze. Marriage and children were in, abortions were out, and the
emphasis was on healthy offspring. Divorce was possible, but not particularly encouraged because the primacy of the intact family for raising
healthy children was recognized. Instead of trade unions, labor and management were organized in the Deutsche Arbeits Front to which everyone
automatically belonged. Since trade unions promote class struggle because
they pit employer against employee, the blue collar working class was
rewarded in other ways for the loss of their bargaining power. The state
would look after them. One of the means was the Kraft durch Freude
(KdF), strength through joy organization. Workers received paid vacations
in various resort areas, and even cruise ships were built for that purpose.
The key word was Arbeit, work. It was the NSDAP, the National-Socialist
German workers party after all, which ruled the state. Everybody was a
worker either of the Stirn, the intellect or the Faust, manual labor and there
were no class distinctions tolerated between the two. Outrageous salaries,
for film stars for instance, were banned and actually Karl Marx’s dictum,
“From everybody according to his abilities, to everybody according to his
needs”, was implemented. This applied to the populace at large. On the
other hand, the Goldfasanen, as the party higher-ups were called on
account of their ceremonial uniform caps, lived high on the hog, and corruption was not unheard of in those circles.
By the summer of 1938 the store had begun to make enough money that
bicycles could be bought for the entire family. Papa and Muttl did not have
much use for their bikes after a few outings, but it was a gift from heaven
for me. The old scooter was in Gainfarn, and I had outgrown it quite some
time ago. But now I had freedom, which allowed me to roam the Vienna
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Woods at every possible occasion. Distances seemed to have disappeared,
and those were genuinely happy hours.
Toward the end of the summer, the constant agitation over the Sudetenland – with the concomitant threat of war – had put a further damper on the
initial enthusiasm for the Anschlusz. In addition, taxes had been raised to
conform with those in Germany and the schilling had to be exchanged for
the mark at a rather unfavorable rate. The Germans were no longer seen as
brothers, but occupiers. They were now the “Piefkes,” which is untranslatable, but definitely not a term of endearment. While there had been doubt
about Austria’s viability as a nation before, people now felt themselves to
be Austrians. The more the official policy tried to stamp out any memory
of the former state, the more the nostalgia grew. As has been mentioned,
initially Austria was called the Ostmark, skipping about 1000 years of history and going back to Charlemagne who had established it as a bulwark
against the barbarians from the East. This, however, still smacked too
much of separatism, so we were renamed “Donau und Alpengaue,” districts of the Danube and Alps. The provinces of Niederösterreich and
Oberösterreich were now called Lower Danube and Upper Danube,
respectively. Customs dating back to time immemorial disappeared. For
instance, the time honored greeting of “Grüsz Gott” when meeting
someone or on entering a store was now regarded as subversive; it had to be
“Heil Hitler.” Every store and office had to display at least one picture of
the “heiszgeliebte,” the ardently beloved Führer. Even in Muttl‘s and
grandma’s stores, he stared at us. It was necessary because any one of the
customers or even employees could readily denounce you for lack of
appropriate national-socialist fervor. Not only were people at large not
happy about these developments, but even some of the old Illegalen were
disenchanted because this was not what they had aspired to.
Volksgemeinschaft was the official key word, which meant that we are
all one people and all equal without class distinctions. The Viennese are,
however, a special breed. Even if some of them hadn’t cared for Austria as
a nation early on, they did care very much for their city and its established
ways. Thus, Vienna soon became a hotbed of discontent. A few examples
may be helpful. A man stands in a crowded trolley car and mutters, “We’ve
got no new shoes, we’ve got no new clothes but we’ve got a Führer. As he
keeps up saying this, the conductor of the car tells him to shut up or he will
have to call the police. The man keeps on muttering; the police are called.
The officer asks the passengers to say what they had heard; nobody says
anything, and since the man is now quiet and the conductor doesn’t press
the issue, no arrest is made. When the trolley starts rolling again, the man
pipes up, “We’ve got no new shoes, no new clothes but we do have a
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a Volksgemeinschaft.” They had all stuck together and not denounced him.
This outcome was in no way guaranteed. A man went into a newspaper
store and asked for a rag, to which he added, “It can even be a Hitler paper.”
The other people in the store all smiled, except for one woman who immediately denounced him and the fellow was arrested.
Another vignette as to what happened if you spoke your mind can be
found in Vol. 2 of Portisch’s Österreich II. As described in Part I of this
book, there had been an evening mass at St. Stephen’s for students on Oct.
7, ‘38 and a subsequent raid by HJ hoodlums on the Archbishop’s palace
the following night. Hermann Lein had participated in the evening mass,
and when he heard the following evening that there was some commotion
at St. Stephen’s square, he hopped on his bike and pedaled to the inner city.
What happened thereafter is given in his own words here:
“It was a near ghostly situation: a peculiar silence had spread all across
the square. One saw the unlit Palace of the Archbishop, the windows
smashed. One also saw a crowd of people who tried to get to the palace and
was shooed away by the police. ‘Keep going, keep going’ they said. So, I
went also across St. Stephen’s square. Then I turned around and something
stirred in me. I was 18 years old at the time and my emotions got the better
of me. At any rate I started yelling: ‘Heil, to our bishop!’ This electrified
the masses, of course, and the officials took note of me. I sped away on my
bike across the Graben and noticed that I was pursued by a car.”

He was caught, arrested and after two months in jail transferred to
Dachau. Another year later he ended up in Mauthausen and jointly with
other convicts, had to build the infamous KZ. His entire crime had been a
“Heil unserem Bischof!” Those were the realities; small wonder that
people kept their mouths shut and tried to keep their noses to the
grindstone.
There was, however, one area of life the Nazis could not interfere with.
The Viennese love wine, women, and song and at every opportunity, but
especially weekends, there was, and still is, a pilgrimage to the
“Heurigen” in Grinzing, Sievering and Nussdorf. Considerable quantities
of new wine were consumed there to the accompaniment of traditional
Viennese music. The Germans couldn’t resist this joie de vivre either and
pretty soon a new song appeared in their honor. It suffers from translation,
but I hope the drift is apparent:
“What; you are not Viennese? Oh I’m so sorry for you, even if you’re
God knows who, wherever you come from, you’re not gonna cut any ice
with us. But what isn’t might still happen, so pay close attention to what
I’m going to teach you now: We Viennese are like little lambs, we are kind
but we do have some brains under our hats. And if the world trips us up
sometimes or if there isn’t any money that doesn’t bother us all that much
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because after such a fright we just drink another glass, we wash everything
down that comes our way, see that’s the Viennese patent.”

The word on the street was, “Just wait, we’ll corrupt ‘em.”
The difference between the Ostmärkischen Schlappschwänze, wet noodles, as we were affectionately referred to, and the real Germans was exemplified by another joke which began to circulate: A street repairman tries to
loosen a cobblestone with his pickax. He works and works at it, gently
nudging the stone which doesn’t want to move. A German who had been
watching this fruitless effort grabs the pickax and says, “Come on man, this
is the way to do it” and with one swoop the stone flies out of its socket. The
Viennese, far from impressed, just says, “Well, if you use brute force!”
With the Munich pact signed, people began to breathe a sigh of relief,
but even so, not everyone was enamored with the regime. In daily contacts
one immediately knew who was who. Those who spoke of “der Führer”
were clearly one group. Those who spoke of him as “der Hitler” clearly
belonged to the other. One had to be careful, however, because the country
swarmed with denouncers who would have loved nothing better than send
you to Dachau. Apprehension, if not outright fear, was the dominant mood
of all those who did not look at the regime with particular favor. You could
be denounced by any and everyone at any time. This even extended to
families. Parents could no longer trust their children because comments
made at the dinner table might be relayed to the Jungvolk or Hitlerjugend
Führer. Ours was clearly not the only dysfunctional family in Vienna.
There were plenty of others in which rebellious teenagers hated their
fathers. Nothing was easier than getting even now, especially when the
youngster was rewarded for it by his peer group that represented the state.

Concentration Camps and Kristallnacht
Everybody knew that a free one-way ticket to Dachau was readily
available, so most people kept their mouths shut. The existence of Dachau
was no secret, just as everybody knew about Wöllersdorf where the convicted Sozis and Nazis had been sent to in 1934. We knew that Dachau was
no place one would want to be, that there was hard labor, little food, and
that it might be a good long time before one would see the outside world
again. But to understand that for Austrians the abbreviation KZ did not
automatically mean a death sentence, it helps to look at numbers.
As a result of the February and July uprisings, there were 4990 people
in Wöllersdorf in November of 1934. One year later, in November of 1935
there were only 326 and in October of 1937 there were only 45 left; the rest
had been discharged. An additional 1207 people, who had committed
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criminal acts as part of political agitation, were sitting around in various
jails. When these numbers are totaled, they amount to about 0.02% of the
population. Every country has at least 1-2% of agitators. The Schuschnigg
regime can, therefore, hardly be called highly repressive. Furthermore,
Wöllersdorf was always open to international inspection and, although no
picnic, there were no systematic cruelties either. I mention this only to
convey the mind-set of the population when in Austria the word KZ was
used. The Nazi government never denied the existence of the camps and
merely pointed to the British as having set the example during the Boer war
in 1899-1902. We knew, of course, that the Nazi regime was given to much
tougher language against nonconformists than we had ever heard before,
but what really went on in their KZs remained locked up with the current
and former inmates.
The latter didn’t talk for good reason. I know this for a fact because the
son of our janitor had been a member of the Austrian police force. As part
of his duties, he had to arrest illegal Nazis who had run afoul of the law, and
he may well have wielded his rubber truncheon with some joy. Immediately after the Anschlusz, he was arrested and sent to Dachau. He returned a
couple of years later, but when one asked him what had happened, there
was only silence. It had been the condition for release, otherwise he would
have been returned for good. One other point needs to be clarified. Austria,
in her last four years, had an authoritarian government without political
parties and therefore without a parliament, but it was not a totalitarian one.
When Austrians welcomed Hitler, they thought they would merely
exchange one authoritarian government for another; they did not know
they would get a totalitarian one. The difference is that the latter intrudes
into every facet of life, while the former contents itself with the duties of
government to keep law and order and see to it that the economy runs well.
The two major totalitarian regimes the world has seen so far were those of
the Nazis and the Communists. Numerous authoritarian governments exist
and some, e.g., Singapore, are doing quite well by their citizens. They may
well be a necessity when social or economic chaos threatens and internal
party wrangling prevents adequate solutions.
The infamous Kristallnacht had passed relatively quietly in our part of
town, and all we knew the next day was that synagogues had been torched
and the windows of Jewish shops broken. A young Polish Jew had shot and
killed a German embassy attache in Paris. Herschel Grynszpan had wanted
to kill the ambassador, but since he was not available, Herschel had to
make do with Counselor Ernst vom Rath. The reason was personal, not
specifically against vom Rath but as a symbol of Nazi officialdom. The
Warsaw government, afraid that large numbers of Jews would return to
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Poland especially from Vienna, had decreed that Poland’s borders would
be closed to Jewish expatriates as of October 31 unless they had a special
entry permit. The Nazis in their eagerness to get rid of their Polish Jews
deported large numbers during the last days of October, among whom were
Grynszpan’s parents and sisters. When Herschel received a letter to this
effect, he swore vengeance. In retaliation for this murder, Goebbels turned
loose the SA to burn synagogues and smash Jewish stores as “the just
revenge of the German people.”
Since the shopkeepers all had insurance, a problem arose. If the insurance paid for the broken glass, it was coming out of the pockets of the
German people, and that was counterproductive. The ever-ingenious
Göring came up with the solution. Let the Jews pay. Not only did they have
to pay for the repairs themselves, but since Göring’s Four Year Plan was
chronically strapped for money, he demanded an additional indemnity of 1
Milliarde Reichsmark. This has later been estimated to have amounted to
about 20% of the total Jewish wealth in the country. As Goebbels wrote in
his diary, “That dead one is going to cost them dearly.” It also cost him
considerably more than he had anticipated. The backlash, especially in the
U.S., was furious and whatever credibility in that part of the world the
Nazis might still have had was irretrievably lost.

From Christmas to April ‘39
Nevertheless, with all those dismal events something good had happened to us during Christmas of that year. As mentioned, the store had
brought in a little money and the family spent the holidays at the Knappenhof, a lodge on the Rax, a six thousand foot mountain, which can be
reached by train in a few hours. Not only did we have a real vacation, but an
event was set in motion from which even our grandchildren profit today.
The whole family got skis! We learned this wonderful activity on a little
meadow in front of the lodge. While our parents dropped out after a few
attempts and Erwin after a few years, I was hooked. The skis were, of
course, wooden and the bindings consisted of a leather strap to hold down
the toes and another one to go around the heel. They were the invention of
Colonel Bilgeri of the Austrian Army and had seen their baptism of fire
during the fighting on the Italian front. These bindings were actually the
precursors of the ones currently used in Nordic skiing. There was no difference in those days between techniques; you strapped your skis on and just
went down the slopes. We returned every year for ten days of Christmas
vacation until, in 1941, the war caught up with us, and even these few days
of pleasure were gone.
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As far as the populace was concerned, the disappearance of
rump-Czechoslovakia and Hitler’s entry into Prague on March 15 of ‘39
passed rather quietly. It was shrugged off with the equivalent of “There he
goes again.” Goebbels, on the other hand was, of course, in high spirits and
wrote in an editorial on March 18 that people shouldn’t complain about the
shortage of coffee when they are allowed to live in such a heroic time.
Czechoslovakia, or rather Czecho-Slovakia, as he was fond of calling it,
this “artificial Versailles construct” had fallen apart on its own account.
Slovakia had become independent, the Hungarians had taken back lands
which had been rightfully theirs, and the Czech President Hacha had
“asked the Führer to undertake the protection” of the rest of the country
with the declaration that “he places the fate of the Czech people and
country trustingly into the hands of the Führer of the German Reich.”

Hitler’s Answer to Roosevelt and the Last Few Months of Peace
April 28 was a memorable day for us. At around eleven in the morning,
we were told that school was over for the day because the Führer would be
addressing the Reichstag, the nation, and the world at noon. We were
walked to the Kreuzkino, a cinema near by and sat there in hushed anticipation of the words from the man destiny had placed at the helm of the
German people. Eventually his guttural voice came over the loudspeakers
and, as usual, droned on and on. I never knew why people had been so
enthralled with his oratorical talents, but maybe he was past his prime in
this respect. Perhaps his best efforts had been during the Kampfzeit, the
time of struggle, as it was usually referred to. A boy not yet fourteen gets
bored rather easily, especially when he had already made up his mind that
he wouldn’t believe anything the fellow said. I had started to doze off when
I was suddenly awakened by hilarious laughter. He had reached point
number 18 of his answer to Roosevelt.
To understand what was going on requires some backing up. Roosevelt
had no use for “aggressor states,” i.e., Japan, Italy and Germany and
already in 1937 had demanded that they should be “quarantined” as one
does with people who have an infectious disease. Since Roosevelt had a
hostile, isolationist Congress on his hands, there was no action and inasmuch as the “aggressors” knew that, he was simply ignored. But he was not
one to give up easily. When Hitler had grabbed the rest of Czechoslovakia,
and subsequently on March 21 the tiny Memel area, which had also been
German prior to 1918, Roosevelt became quite perturbed. In addition,
Mussolini, who didn’t want to be left behind when it came to imperial
expansion, had taken over Albania on April 7. Therefore the president had
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sent a telegram to both Hitler and Mussolini on April 15 asking for guarantees that some 30 countries would not be threatened or invaded by their
respective armed forces. It is generally agreed that this was not his finest
piece of work, but Roosevelt felt obligated to get into the act. Mussolini
ignored the message, but Hitler took him apart.
In essence, Hitler told Roosevelt that the whole mess Europe found
itself in was America’s fault in the first place. If Wilson had kept his
promise with his 14 points, there would not have been a Versailles dictate
and therefore no necessity to rectify the absurdities which were committed
at that time. Hitler had not broken the Munich agreement in regard to
Czechoslovakia. That artificial country had fallen apart when the Slovaks
declared independence, and the Hungarians had occupied areas that contained their minorities. What was he supposed to have done with the rest of
Bohemia and Moravia which for about 700 years had always had close ties
with the Reich, with Prague having been the city of the first German University and the seat of some German emperors? He simply had to take
those provinces under his protective arms.
This was true as far as it went, but it was the usual half-truth. What he
didn’t say was that he had always wanted Czechoslovakia to disappear
totally because it was “an aircraft carrier” which stuck out into the heart of
Germany. That Prague had harbored the first German University was also
true, but that Charles IV who had been responsible for it, had been born in
that city and had been Margrave of Moravia as well as King of Bohemia
before he became Holy Roman Emperor were details better left forgotten.
Hitler went on to inform us that in as much as England had given Poland
the guarantee that in case of war, she would provide all possible assistance,
the previous naval agreement with England was now void, and so was the
nonaggression pact with Poland. Eventually he got around to the specifics
Roosevelt had mentioned in his telegram. Since Wilson had 14 points,
Hitler now made 21. As mentioned, it was point 18 that raised me from my
slumber. Very slowly and in a sarcastic tone, Hitler recited all the countries
he was not supposed to invade. Since they included Ireland, Iraq, Syria,
Palestine, Egypt and Iran, laughter was inevitable. He concluded the
speech by reminding Roosevelt that the latter had plenty of problems in his
own country in terms of unemployment and other social injustices to which
he could direct his energies, and that the Monroe Doctrine ought to work
both ways. Germany didn’t want anything from America, so America
should keep her nose out of Europe.
After two-and-a-half hours, the speech was finally over. We were
allowed to go home, which was good because we had gotten quite hungry
by that time anyway.
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During the summer of 1939 Goebbels’ propaganda machine was
working overtime. We didn’t pay much attention to Goebbels’ rantings in
the Völkische Beobachter, the party’s newspaper, but some of it spilled
over into the regular papers since they all had to follow the party line. We
were informed that the Poles had not only rejected the Führer’s sincere
proposals for settling the Danzig and corridor problem, but they had also
gotten markedly chauvinistic. They were all set to go to war, and upon its
conclusion they would redraw their western border to extend to the Oder.
For good measure they would in addition pocket East Prussia, Silesia and
the Lausitz area. This was, of course, regarded as absurd and we thought
that Goebbels had made it up to scare the populace. As events six years
later proved, it wasn’t his fantasy at all. The Oder-Neisse line which
encompasses all these territories is now Germany’s official eastern border.
We were also treated to Goebbels’ satirical diatribes against the British,
who had the gall to inform him that there needs to be morality in international conduct, of which Hitler was notably lacking. Who are the English to
preach to us about international conduct? How had they gained their
empire? Had they been invited into Africa, India, Afghanistan and all the
other places that comprised their empire, or hadn’t they come with the
sword? What was so moral in their conduct of the Boer war? Where was
their morality when they blockaded Germany even long after the war was
over so that innocent women and children had to starve? It is easy for the
rich to be moral because they don’t have to steal bread from their neighbor,
they have everything they could possibly want and therefore want to protect the status quo. Germany, on the other hand, had suffered severely, was
a poor country and was now finally in the process of giving her people the
place under the sun they deserved etc., etc. We were also kept informed
about England’s and France’s attempts to encircle the Reich, not only by
egging on the Poles, but also by trying to get Stalin to come aboard.
In August came the thunderclap that stunned not only us, but the entire
world. Hitler had made a nonaggression pact with Stalin. It was not only
unbelievable, it was inconceivable. After years of propaganda against Jewish-Bolshevism, the two of them buried the hatchet. It was, of course, a
temporary expedient by both sides. Hitler would get what he had wanted so
badly all along, namely a free hand in the east, while Stalin could gobble up
half of Poland. Of the two pseudo-partners, Stalin was clearly the smarter
one. He knew that if Germany invaded Poland, the British and French
would fight. Let the imperialists slaughter each other, he must have
thought, and he would pick up the pieces.
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On the last Sunday of August while we were with grandma at one of the
public swimming areas on the Danube, an announcement came across the
radio that rationing of all groceries, soap and clothing had been ordered,
effective immediately. Sunday, when stores are closed, was chosen for the
announcement to prevent hoarding of goods. Grandma quietly said, “This
means war.” She had been there twenty-five years earlier.
A few days later there was war first with Poland, and then England and
France. As far as the people of Vienna were concerned, they were stunned.
The adults, Nazis included, were uniformly depressed. This was not what
they had shouted for, a year and a half earlier. The youngsters, on the other
hand, were excited. It was a change from a dull routine. Apart from the
rationing, the fact that heavy black window shades had to be installed so
that the city remained dark at night, and that gas masks had to be tried on,
nothing much else happened. It was actually quite a disappointment. We
had been led to expect that poison gas or at least bombs would come
raining down from the sky; instead we had to go to school as usual.

The Hitlerjugend
By now I was 14 and had been transferred to the Hitlerjugend, the HJ.
Nobody had requested my certificate of Aryanism, which served as an
internal passport, and which had to be produced whenever one wanted
something from an official agency. The top row listed the names of the
grandparents on the father’s and mother’s side and their religion. The box
containing Muttl‘s father’s name carried a large, fat, black diagonal bar and
the word Mosaic. This happened to be my first major acquaintance with
Moses, because the Catholic religion had very little use for the Old Testament. The Gospels and church history were taught in religion classes. The
Old Testament was left to the renegade Protestants, of whom there were
few. The counter-reformation had done an excellent job in Austria during
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the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. I still remember the astonishment I
felt when one day I came across a Bible as translated by Luther in grandma’s apartment. How could a good Catholic have a book by that arch
heretic? It took me a while to get over it, but I never mustered up enough
courage to ask her because she was very much a no-nonsense type. My
own feelings toward the church had become somewhat ambiguous.
Sunday Mass bored me, and off and on I began to wonder if even the priest
believed what he was saying.
As the war progressed, Mass fell by the wayside because on Sundays
the HJ took over. I thought that I had a harsh upbringing, but I have learned
subsequently that nothing is so bad that it can’t get worse. The HJ can be
described best as the Boy Scouts with political indoctrination and harsh
pre-military drill. The scouting itself was ok. To the politics you can turn a
deaf ear, but the drill was something else. “Schleifen,” to grind you down,
was the key word. We didn’t have rifles, but with forced marches, running,
taking cover, jumping up, and running some more we were pushed to the
limits of endurance. There also had to be complete equality. We were not
with our classmates, because this would perpetuate class distinctions that
had to be erased. It was a thoroughly mixed group, and to further enhance
equality, the food was communal. The sandwich one had brought from
home was given to somebody else and one received another from a pile.
The result was that everybody brought a Schmalzbrot, a couple of pieces of
black bread with lard, which was the cheapest. According to the Führer the
German youth were to be “Swift like greyhounds, tough like leather and
hard as steel.” The little Führers in charge of us did their best to reach this
goal. While the official song was: Vorwärts, Vorwärts, schmettern die
hellen Fanfaren, Vorwärts, Vorwärts Jugend kennt keine Gefahren…. forward, forward, resounds the flourish of fanfares, forward, forward youth
knows no danger…, the unofficial hymn and not for public consumption
was much more descriptive. Sung to the tune of the Italian Giovenezza,
with Viennese dialect lyrics it doesn’t lend itself to proper translation, but
it went something like this: “Bloody red are our hands from the grind
which never ends. Over sticks and over stones those bastards are chasing
us. Jump up, on the double, down again they hound our tired bones. Bones
are creaking, Bonzen are laughing, that is our HJ.” Bonzen might need
some explaining. Although the Japanese Bonze is a priest, our Bonzen were
whoever was in charge, and they were thoroughly nasty fellows.
In the fall and winter the HJ had another duty. We were to roam the
streets with a tin box collecting money for the Winterhilfe. It was sort of a
roving Salvation Army to help get the poor over the worst of the winter.
For each equivalent of a quarter or so we dispensed a little ornament, which
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was actually quite cute and devoid of political significance. It could even
be hung on a Christmas tree. One had to accost everybody in sight clanging
away with the coins in the box demanding money. Most people gave, albeit
reluctantly, but one passerby just said, “I am Non-Aryan.” I was shocked
and ashamed because so was I. On the other hand, if you did not want to be
ostracized, and just wanted to get on with your life even under rather
adverse circumstances, your options were limited. Shut up and do as you
are told, is what they amounted to. A couple of years later we were even
taught how to ride a motorcycle, courtesy of the HJ, but at that point my
career in that organization came to a rather abrupt and ignominious end.
After the assassination attempt on Hitler in November, which had misfired, I was treated to one of Schuss‘s tirades against those criminals who
would dare to try harm the Führer, “the Greatest German of all time,” as he
was frequently referred to. As usual I kept my mouth shut, but one wonders
in retrospect what would have happened had the attempt succeeded.
Göring, Goebbels and some of the other Nazi bigwigs would have tried to
keep the party alive a while longer while making a strenuous attempt to
reach a settlement with the British and French. Göring especially, who was
the designated official successor to Hitler, had no use for the war and had
tried his best to avoid it. He even suggested that he would personally go to
England to negotiate some kind of arrangement, but Hitler nixed the idea.
He thoroughly enjoyed the good life and after he was taken prisoner by the
Americans in 1945, reportedly said, “Wenigstens zwölf Jahre anständig
gelebt,” at least I’ve lived well for twelve years. Regardless of the outcome
of those potential peace negotiations, there would not have been a Holocaust. That disaster was predicated on the Russian campaign, which Hitler’s successor surely would not have indulged in. The Führer’s early
demise would have been a definite blessing for the world.

Summer Vacation
The summer of 1940 brought one victory after the other, and people
began to think that Hitler might pull it off after all. The mood was upbeat
and even I began to wonder quietly on occasion, “Is it really possible that I
am right and everybody else is wrong?” The British were in bad shape after
Dunkirk and the invasion was expected any moment. However, our English professor warned us, “Don’t underestimate them, they might even
learn how to fight a war after a while.” He was right. This was also the first
summer when we did not spend vacation in Gainfarn. Instead, we went to
the Grundlsee in the Salzkammergut. It was a most beautiful spot, an alpine
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lake surrounded by mountains and the water temperature appropriately
cold. This would not have bothered us, but it rained 18 of the 21 days we
were there that literally put a damper on the spirits. In back of the Grundlsee there is another little lake, the Toplitzsee, totally surrounded by trees
and mountains without any habitation whatsoever. It acquired international renown after the war because the retreating Nazis were supposed to
have dumped loads of gold into the lake, but the most diligent searches,
authorized and otherwise, have failed to turn up any. I visited the Toplitzsee quite often playing around in some of the caves which also existed
there.
After a while the rain got on Papa’s nerves and the family relocated for
the rest of the summer to Edlach in Lower Austria. We were lodged in a
private home of a former Rittmeister, cavalry captain, of the AustroHungarian army who provided room and board to help make ends meet.
The area didn’t have a lake, but it did have a nice swimming pool with ping
pong tables in nearby Reichenau. Most importantly of all, I had my bike
with me and could tour the surrounding countryside down into the Höllental and up to the Semmering all day long. Papa busied himself painting a
stuffed owl, which turned out magnificently and I still have a photograph
that documents its emergence. I had obtained a small camera which had the
immense advantage that it folded up and could readily fit into a pocket. I
used it all through the war, and even subsequently in the U.S. until one day
it got wet, during sailing, and I had to get another one. I was quite sorry
because it had become a good friend.
On the radio we were inundated with the successes of the Luftwaffe over
England, but everybody kept asking, “Where is the invasion?” It never
happened, of course, because the Luftwaffe, in spite of Göring’s boasting,
wasn’t up to the task and the Navy didn’t have the wherewithal. Hitler
thought he could bomb them into submission, but that didn’t work. People
didn’t even get particularly angry; they took it as something to be endured
and to be survived. A little while ago I saw a TV documentary where a
reporter asked a London lady during the Blitz what she would do if a
German flyer parachuted down and landed on her door step. “I’d ask him if
he’d like a nice cup of tea,” was the answer. People don’t hate, by and
large, politicians do! The English and Americans made the same mistake.
They thought that by killing off the civilian population and burning their
houses down, people would rise up and throw the government out. Nonsense! People don’t like it, but they have no way of getting rid of a totalitarian government.
Nothing much happened for us in the fall and winter of 1940. We had
been told of Hitler’s meetings with Franco, Pétain and Molotov, but only
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very noncommittal reports came out in the press which was preoccupied
with the sinking of British ships and preparations for invasion. That those
were sham was, of course, a closely guarded secret.

Schikurs in Mariazell
The February of ‘41 provided a pleasant interlude in an otherwise rather
dreary existence. The entire class went on Schikurs, ski training to Mariazell, a well-known religious pilgrimage center in Lower Austria. We
didn’t go for the religion but the accommodations were cheap and, to our
surprise, coeducational. The girls from the Oberschule für Mädchen in the
Haizingergasse of our district were also there. Instruction was provided by
the gym teacher and an elderly gentleman by the name of Baron Slatin. As
we used to say in those days, he “skied like a Lord” in spite of his sixty
years of age and I envied him massively. If I could only ski like this when
I’m sixty, was my fervent wish. The Baron came from noble ancestry and
we were told his uncle had fought against the Mahdi in the Sudan during
the last two decades of the previous century. Since I admired our Baron
immensely, and there is a movie extant in which Charlton Heston plays
General Gordon defending Karthoum, I hope to be forgiven when I now
make a brief detour from Europe to late 19th century Africa.

A Side Trip to the Sudan

Mariazell February 1941.

A few years ago I found in the Library of the University of Utah the
book our Baron’s uncle had written
about his experiences entitled “Fire
and Sword in the Sudan.” It was dedicated to Queen Victoria. Originally
published in 1896 but reprinted in
1969, the book makes for some fascinating reading. To recount briefly the
most salient features: Slatin had been
traveling up and down the Sudan as a
17-year-old tourist during the 1870’s,
had learned the language and made
friends with the people. Local discontent then broke out over excessive
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Our class and the girls from the Haizingergasse during Schikurs: The
author in white sweater standing in rear center, Schuss “mugging” seated
below. Erich Kiesewetter seated in second row behind girl with glasses.
“Pedro” with whom the author volunteered for the tank corps seated in
third row on extreme left.
taxation and revolts started. Foreigners were advised to leave the country,
but before doing so, he had come to
the attention of General Gordon.
Slatin, who was by then barely twenty
years old, returned to military duty as
a first lieutenant in the Austrian
Army. He was busy pacifying Bosnia,
a chore which a hundred years later
has fallen to Americans, when he got a
letter from Gordon that asked him to
return to the Sudan. He finished his
year of duty, and as a reserve officer,
was then allowed to leave. He didn’t
know that it would take 17 years before he would get back. The Sudan
was at that time part of the Ottoman
Empire, but the British were in the Baron Slatin, the role model.
process of taking over Egypt, ostensibly to provide law and order. Since
taxes had been the problem, Gordon
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asked Slatin to inspect the rebellious provinces and make recommendations. Slatin soon found out that the complaints by the people were justified
and the tax collectors thoroughly corrupt. He reported back, was promoted
by Gordon to Lieutenant Colonel in the Egyptian Army, and made governor and commandant of the troops in Darfur, a province to the southwest of
Khartoum.
What had started as an economic problem soon turned into a religious
one. Mohammed Ahmed came from an undistinguished family in northern
Sudan, which for some reason regarded itself as descendants of the
prophet. As he grew older, he was severely humiliated on account of his
religious fervor by some of his elders and he swore revenge. A tribal war
broke out between rival clans and people began flocking to the young,
handsome, intelligent, charismatic and eloquent Mohammed, who in due
course of time proclaimed himself the Mahdi, the Muslim equivalent of the
Messiah, who would rid the country of foreign domination and the infidels.
Slatin, or Abdel Kader Saladin as he was called in that part of the world,
soon found himself in difficult straits in Darfur. In spite of personal
bravery and being liked by his troops, he suffered one setback after another
which the faithful attributed to his being an unbeliever. The situation
became critical; his troops were deserting right and left. In order to placate
them, he spoke the magic words, “I bear witness that there is no God but
God and Mohammed is His Prophet,” in front of his assembled troops. This
led to universal cheers by the rank and file, handshakes from the officers,
but no change in the fortunes of war. Vastly outnumbered, he had to surrender Darfur to the Mahdi but as a Muslim he was initially well treated
and had the ear of the chief. Things changed when, during the siege of
Karthoum, the Mahdi asked him to write a letter to Gordon demanding surrender of the city. Slatin wrote the letter, but not with the expected words.
Instead he asked Gordon to hold out and that the Mahdi’s forces were not
all that invincible, especially when confronted with crack European troops.
He thought he was safe by writing this heresy in German, which nobody
would be able to read. It was not to be. Somebody did translate. Slatin was
slapped in chains and after the fall of the city he was the first one to be
treated to a view of Gordon’s severed head. Not to belabor the point, in
1895, after 16 years of captivity, he finally managed to escape and return to
civilization. The Khedive in Egypt made him a Pasha and full colonel,
Queen Victoria made him a Companion of the Bath and Franz Joseph
raised him to nobility as a Freiherr. Later on he returned to Africa and
became governor of the Sudan up until WWI, which placed him as an Austrian on the wrong side of the fronts. He returned to Vienna and became
president of the Austrian Red Cross for the Aid of Prisoners of War. He had
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lived in full measure what his Muslim friends had taught him, “Be obedient
and patient, he who lives long, will see much.” Anyone interested in Africa
under native rule should read the book and not omit the pages that deal with
the local slave trade.

Back to 1941
His nephew, our ski instructor, never discussed his famous uncle, but
we didn’t ask either. We were much too much awed by his presence.
Unfortunately, my skiing was foreshortened because I failed to negotiate a
turn on a narrow trail through the woods and ran into what I thought was a
snow bank. It turned out to have been logs that were simply covered with
snow. When I withdrew the ski, the tip was gone. There was, of course, no
money to buy another set of skis and even the piece of metal that sometimes was shafted onto a ski to make it serviceable was not available
because we really were not in ski country. The local carpenter went to
work, but it took him a couple of days to repair the damage. In the meantime I was sidelined, biting my fingernails in anger over my clumsiness.
Soon thereafter the eczema I had suffered from in infancy returned in
full force. My head, arms, back, and buttocks were covered with oozing
pustules and the itching was gruesome. I had to be hospitalized and it took
about a month for the thing to subside. My head was shorn of hair so that
the various salves could be applied, and I looked rather weird. Steroids
would have taken care of it, in no time flat, but they hadn’t been synthesized as yet. When the time came to go back to school, Papa fashioned
some type of cap from bandage material. Since it was white in color, it
would get dirty right away, therefore another one of thin black cloth was
placed over it. The problem was that it now looked like an oversized yarmulke, which was not something you wanted to wear in Nazi times. When I
reported back to Dienst at the HJ, the leader immediately regarded it as a
provocation and ripped it off. When he saw my bald head and the scabs
which were in the process of healing, he realized that covering the thing up
was the lesser of two evils, but he didn’t want to have me in his group
either. I was excused until I could at least sport a crew cut. Eventually my
hair did grow back, but it was no longer straight with an elegant curl.
Instead it was rather kinky, which represented a further significant blow to
my pretty low self esteem.
In the beginning of April, while I was still excused from the HJ, I
thought I might learn something useful in my spare time and took a course
in shorthand and typing. I don’t know why I did this; nobody had pushed
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me but it came in very handy later on. While sitting there learning to type,
a Sondermeldung, or special news bulletin, came across the air that our
forces had entered Yugoslavia. This was rather surprising because only a
few weeks earlier Belgrade had signed a friendship treaty with Germany.
Apparently the crafty British and Americans had managed to undermine
the government, a military Putsch had taken place, and the ruling circles
were not only friendly to the Allies but considered also a treaty with Stalin.
For Hitler, it was obvious that this could not be allowed to happen, and he
had to secure his southern border. Within a few weeks it was all over.
Greece had to be occupied, too, because he had to bail out Mussolini who
was bogged down there and the British had already landed in the south.
Greece was, therefore, also dispatched, but since Hitler had a fondness for
Greek history and culture, the Greek prisoners of war were allowed to go
home. The entire African campaign was also a result of Mussolini’s bungling and Hitler was continually forced to bail out his friend. The much
vaunted Axis had actually become a millstone around his neck.
During late spring Erwin made his Matura and matriculated in the
Hochschule für Welthandel, College for World Trade and Economics, but
he couldn’t start for a while because he was immediately drafted into Labor
Service, the Reichsarbeitsdienst or RAD as it was known for short. This
was another one of the Führer‘s pet projects to abolish any class consciousness which might still lurk around in spite of the grilling the HJ had
provided. It was to be achieved by everybody performing six months,
which was reduced during the war to three months, of hard manual labor
such as building roads or working on other construction projects. More of
that later when it comes to personal experiences.
On the morning of June 22 I was awakened by the blaring of fanfares
from the apartment house across the street. It had been a warm night, the
windows were open, and now there was a “Sondermeldung.” We were
informed that since the early morning, our troops had forestalled a Russian
offensive and had entered the Soviet Union. Great, I thought, at last this is
the beginning of the end. It is ironic that the date was identical with that of
Napoleon’s invasion 129 years earlier, a fact that did not go unnoticed by
some of the more superstitiously inclined. What is more important is that
Hitler had violated his own concepts as laid down in Mein Kampf. One
might say what one wants about this historic document, but it was an
expression of his convictions and blueprint for his future course of action
to which, for the most part, he remained true. With regard to treaties, he had
written: “A treaty which does not encompass the intention of war is senseless and useless. Treaties are always made to fight…. Therefore a treaty
with Russia is the indication for the next war. Its result would be the end of
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Germany.” He was right when he wrote this in the early twenties, but I
doubt that any of the generals or politicians reminded him of his words in
August of 1939 or in 1941.

Muttl’s Diphtheria
A few weeks later Muttl developed a severe case of diphtheria and had
to be hospitalized. Papa was devastated. He told me that if she were to die,
he would commit suicide and it was my duty to see that the Adelsbrief,
namely the certificate of his nobility, would get into the hands of his
nephew, the only survivor of the dynasty. The latter actually had surprised
us quite a bit when he showed up one day in our apartment in SS uniform.
What would happen to Erwin and myself if he killed himself was obviously
none of Papa’s concern. His only priority was the Adelsbrief. Because of
the danger of infection I was not allowed to visit, although Papa spent all
day at the hospital. School was out so I had time on my hands and thought I
might as well learn how to play tennis. I wasn’t worried in the least about
Muttl. I knew that she would recover. To play tennis in Europe one
couldn’t just go in shorts and sneakers, one had to have long pants and the
only chest which was full of a variety of clothes belonged to Papa. I helped
myself to a pair of his slacks and off I went. Unfortunately, he found out
one day and practically had a stroke. Here mother is dying and this misbegotten offspring plays tennis, and in his pants on top of it. I was obviously
devoid of all feelings and needed to be taught another lesson.
With all the young people in the military, there was a shortage of farmhands. I was therefore ordered to volunteer for work on a farm to help with
the harvest. The regional board in charge of these affairs placed me in the
tiny village of Maigen in Lower Austria. The farmer had no idea what he
was to do with this city boy, and I was given a minuscule room. It was actually smaller than most prison cells, with dimensions of roughly five by
eight feet. It contained a bed, on the wall there was a nail to hang the
clothes, and that was it. I didn’t need a room anyway, because there was no
time to use it. From sun up to sun down there was work in the fields, and in
the evening there were more farm chores to do in the house and barn.
Misery had struck again. What made it even worse was that I was profoundly allergic to hay and sneezed my head off because antihistamines
were not yet available. After not quite three weeks the farmer had had
enough of me and sent me home, especially so since a soldier on furlough
had appeared to render my activities superfluous. I was deeply grateful, but
for Papa it was further evidence of my uselessness. Can’t even stick it out
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on a farm, he must have thought. Muttl had recovered from the diphtheria
itself, but suffered as a sequel from what is called Guillain-Barré syndrome which was accompanied by paralysis of the legs. The syndrome is
not uncommon after an infectious illness but fortunately usually has a good
prognosis.
When I returned, my parents were in Baden, a spa near Vienna, at the
rather expensive Hotel Sacher in the Helenental for her recovery. My parents had no place to put me, so I was allowed to stay at the Sacher and
enjoyed some weeks of relative peace and quiet. The hotel was near some
woods and when I came back one evening to my room, I saw that there was
something hanging directly over my bed. Then I realized that I had left the
window open and a bat had found its resting place. No way could I possibly
sleep underneath a bat, which might at any moment release its bladder or
bowel contents on me. That animal had to disappear. I grabbed a broom
and started chasing it. That was a mistake; it got agitated and went after me
like a dive bomber. Round and round it flew while I tried to chase it to the
window. Eventually it clicked. Turn off the light, I thought – and that did
the trick. Once it was dark I left it alone and it took off, none the worse for
the wear. Both of us had a good fright.

No More Lying
The fall and winter of that year led to permanent changes in my life. As
mentioned earlier, I had been a very mediocre student with no particular
plans for the future. One day in Latin class Schuss, who sat in the row
ahead of me, turned around and asked, “What are you gonna do when we
are done with this?” “No idea,” I said. Early on I had thought of a career in
the diplomatic service, maybe because of my Wanderlust, but that was
down the drain when Hitler came. A Mischling wouldn’t get in, and I had
no interest whatsoever, even if it had been possible, to represent the Third
Reich. Then I toyed with the idea of becoming an actor. My looks were
appropriate, but I knew it wouldn’t fly at home. The only thing I definitely
did not want to do was to work in Muttl’s store. I had done so intermittently, especially during the Christmas rush when extra help was needed. I
sold wallets, handbags, belts, and suitcases but my heart wasn’t in it. Not
only didn’t I have the gift of gab, I was also painfully shy. To extol the virtues of a given handbag and explain why the customer should buy it in this
particular store, rather than shop around some more at other competitors,
was beyond me.
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So when Schuss asked, I really didn’t know. He said, “I’ll be going to
medical school. Why don’t you, then we can stay together.” I hadn’t
thought of it but, indeed, why not? Let’s do it. A snap decision made in an
instant, and life flows into a new channel. Medicine is a noble profession
and I knew I wouldn’t get any hassle over it at home. So medicine it would
be.
During late fall I had another serious altercation with Papa. While he
took his regular afternoon naps, I frequently repaired to grandma’s apartment. She had moved into our building some time earlier and now lived
only one floor higher. Nobody was home during that time of day and I
could pursue my hobbies at leisure, all under the guise of being able to
work in peace and quiet. One day I happened to fall asleep and came down
just as Papa was leaving for his afternoon excursions to wherever. He saw
me coming down somewhat bleary eyed and asked,
“What have you been up to?”
“Homework,” I lied. He knew, of course, it was a lie but kept on,
“What have you been studying?”
“Math,” I said, “reciprocals.”
“What is a reciprocal?” he asked.
I was stumped. I had heard the word and was supposed to study it, but
hadn’t gotten around to it yet. By now he was thoroughly furious, “I’ll cure
you of this constant lying right this moment,” while vigorously dispensing
Watschen on my face. Using the front of his hand he yelled “direct!” Using
the back was accompanied by “reciprocal!” After a while he got tired and
gave up, but the point had been made. I vowed right then and there: no
more lying. In everyone’s life there are a few defining moments that profoundly influence future behavior. The sudden decision to study medicine
was one, and this was another that may even have helped save my life later
on.
In the beginning of December we were given a form in school on which
we were to list the contributions we had obtained for the “Verband des
Deutschtums im Ausland,” the society of Germans living abroad. We were
in high spirits that morning and Schuss – God knows what possessed him –
wrote on my form, “Mozart, King of Jazz, donates 5 pennies.” Others
wrote equal nonsense and Erwin, who had returned from Labor Service,
added, “A cop in slippers donates 1000 Pesetas” = 0.001 Reichsmark. It
was a lark and everybody had a good laugh. Ten days later we had to return
the form with the money we had collected. I was in a quandary and had no
idea what to do with my now worthless form. I could have lied and said I
lost it, but then I thought, no, you don’t lie any more. They’ll know that this
is a joke and it’ll be OK.
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It wasn’t OK. Nazis don’t understand jokes, especially when they come
from a Mischling. Unbeknownst to us, the “Final Solution” of the Jewish
problem was already under way. Furthermore, the war was going badly.
The Russian campaign had come to a grinding halt in front of Moscow and
a Soviet winter offensive had started. The war was supposed to have been
over within a few months and no provisions had been made to supply the
army with appropriate winter outfits. Now the troops were freezing to
death in their summer uniforms. The home front had to provide for warm
clothing, which included even women’s furs. The soldiers who survived
this ordeal received a special medal which was promptly named Gefrierfleisch Orden, frozen meat medal. Some bright soul decided also that the
troops needed skis, probably because of the example the Finns had set a
year earlier in their war with the Russians. So the skis had to be brought to a
collection point, never to be seen again. Whether they really reached the
front or sat around in some warehouse God only knows. Even if one didn’t
donate them, skiing was out of the question because one was not supposed
to have skis.
To complicate matters further, Hitler had also declared war on America
a few days earlier. Roosevelt was already involved in an undeclared naval
war with Germany and now Hitler would shoot back. In addition he hoped
that by doing so, the Japanese would open a Russian front in Siberia which
would relieve the pressure on the German troops fighting for their very
lives. The Japanese had no such plans and Germany now faced insurmountable odds.

Abscess on the Body of the German People
This was the political situation when this stupid young Mischling
turned in his collection form. Initially nothing was said, and I hoped that I
had gotten away with it. On December 19 the trimester was over, and the
day became a watershed for the rest of my life. When we were handed our
grades Schmidt, the headmaster appeared on the scene in the company of
the superintendent of schools, Petschenka. I was singled out, and in front of
the entire class, received a severe dressing down which ended with the
words that I constituted “an abscess on the body of the German people
which has to be extirpated.” I was forthwith expelled from school. So were
two others who had not participated in the lark. Unbeknownst to the rest of
the class, they also harbored that lethal genetic trait. That was when Schuss
began to have second thoughts about the regime. While the others
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remained in dazed silence and shunned me, he said on the way home, “That
isn’t right, we’ll stay friends.”
It was a complete catastrophe. I had lived in deathly fear of Papa all
along, and now this. He’d kill me, I thought. The disaster was compounded
by less than mediocre marks. In German I had received a five where six
represented total failure, for having messed up on punctuation in a key
essay. To make matters worse, the grade for English was “excellent.” This
clearly branded me a traitor to the German nation which, through no fault
of her own, was now locked in mortal combat against the forces of evil.
I was sufficiently convinced that Papa would, if not kill me, at least
beat me to a pulp so I might as well do away with myself by my own hands.
I thought, there is no future, let’s get it over with, life is just a pain anyway.
Papa had a variety of hunting guns on open display, but I had no idea where
he kept the ammunition. While I was poking around, my parents came
home and it was time to confess. Then the miracle happened. There was no
yelling and screaming, there were no Watschen, only dumbfounded
silence. It was a very sad Christmas for all of us. It had seemed that I had
just gotten on the right track. I had decided on Medical School, the family
had agreed and now this. No Matura, no higher education, I was destined
to be a nobody in a hostile world.
Papa rose to the occasion. He had a friend who ran a small business
which manufactured a variety of buttons. After the Christmas holidays I
was to report there and learn the trade. In addition, he sat down and wrote a
letter to the authorities expressing his deep regret over the unruly behavior
of his stepson. Would they please give him a second chance and admit him
to another school.
New Year came and I reported to the button boss, who took pity on me,
and after a few days sent me on errands for the company. Whether or not
Beyer, the old Nazi friend who had helped Muttl keep the store, assisted in
this calamity also, I don’t know. Papa’s letter succeeded. The application
was approved two weeks later, and I was ordered to report to the equivalent
school in the neighboring 17th district. During those few days when the
world appeared to collapse on me, I read a little book and found a sentence
which contained the wisdom of the ages, “Wenn die Not am Gröszten, ist
Gottes Hilf am Nächsten,” when distress is greatest, God’s help is nearest.
I sure hope so, I said to myself.

Back to School
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I was introduced to the class as being on probation, and for the first time
in my life I started studying, especially since the second trimester report
included the comment, “The advancement of this pupil to the next grade is
doubtful.” That clinched it. I became a model student who worked until
two in the morning. No longer was time spent with friends or on extracurricular activities and the HJ was also passé, of course. In those days I began
to appreciate Faust’s lament: Nur mit Entsetzen wach ich morgens auf, ich
möchte bittre Tränen weinen, den Tag zu sehn, der mir in seinem Lauf,
nicht einen Wunsch erfüllen wird nicht einen…. With awful dread do I
awaken every morning. Bitter tears I want to shed when I see the day which
in its course will not grant me one wish, not even a single one.
The school was in a blue collar area of town in contrast to where I had
attended before, and my classmates were not my kind of people. The HJ
evidently had not gotten rid of class consciousness. I wasn’t bullied, just
shunned. Now, I had only one thing going for me, namely a rather famous
name. Everybody knew of the great sculptor, who was regarded as the
modern Michelangelo, and I was constantly asked if I was related. I didn’t
think so, but there was hope. If I could honestly say yes, I would be a somebody. One day when there was no school for some reason, I wandered into
the Austrian National Library, the repository of all knowledge. Of course I
struck out again. The sculptor’s father had come from Normandy and his
mother from Alsace-Lorraine. Waiting rather dejectedly for the trolley to
take me home, the thought came, “Well, if you can’t be a descendant,
become an ancestor.” It provided some comfort. Another key sentence
came to mind from a book in which I had read the statement by a famous
man whose name I forgot J’ai vue q’avec du courage et de la science on
vient tout surmonter, I’ve seen that with courage and knowledge one can
overcome everything. Ok let’s try it, I thought. In retrospect I can say, the
man was right.
The professors were neutral until there was an outing to study botany in
nature, rather than just from books. The professor in charge of our group
had a little accident, he fell and there was some bleeding. My future
medical student instincts came to the fore. I immediately comforted the
patient, stanched the bleeding, which was negligible anyway, and the good
man was clearly impressed with my helpfulness. I was passed on to the
next grade and my good conduct was specifically commented upon in the
final certificate.
Although I studied very hard, I tried to take a break at five in the afternoon. A few years before the war Papa had bought a good radio which also
received programs from abroad. Listening to foreign broadcasts was punishable by death during the war, but that hardly deterred those of us who
130

The Early Years of the War

detested the regime. So I sat there, with the volume turned all the way down
and ear glued to the radio waiting for the words: Hier ist London mit der
Sendung für die deutsche Wehrmacht, this is London, broadcasting for the
German Armed Forces. Whatever propaganda the broadcasts contained
was subtle and the news did provide a picture of how the war was really
going. Occasionally I tried Moscow, but their propaganda was so crude
that it turned me off. Fortunately, my listening to the enemy was never
discovered.

A Hunting We Will Go
Since I had now shown diligence in my work and there was hope that
some good might come of me after all, Papa had relented and a truce was
established. There were no more Watschen. As mentioned, he loved to hunt
and had leased annually what was called a Revier, an area in Lower Austria
for his exclusive use. Hunting in Europe is quite different from here. You
don’t just buy a gun and a license, then ask the farmer whether or not you
can use his fields or woods for a few days during season. You have to pass
an exam in which you not only demonstrate your competence in handling
a firearm, but also show that you
know the special technical terms
hunters use, how to kill rather than
wound the prey and then properly
section the animal. It isn’t the
shooting that makes the hunt, but the
patient stalking for several days or
even weeks to discover the habits of
the prize buck and then dispatch him.
In the fall I took and passed the exam.
For the occasion Papa gave me a
small green leather-bound book
intended to serve as a log for my
exploits. On the first page he
expressed his feelings, which actually
amounted to a religious service. He
found it thirty years later in his library
and sent it to me. It now resides in
mine and the few sentences in superb Papa, the hunter, in a happier
penmanship, shaped like a pine tree, frame of mind. Summer 1939.
131

War and Mayhem

are worth quoting: Jagd ist Schauen, Jagd ist Sinnen, Jagd ist Ausruhen,
Jagd ist Erwarten, Jagd ist Dankbarsein, Jagd ist Advent. Jagd ist Vorabend, Jagd ist Bereitung und Hoffnung. The Hunt is observing, The Hunt is
meditation, The Hunt is relaxation, The Hunt is expectation, The Hunt is
gratefulness, The Hunt is advent, The Hunt is dusk, preparation and hope.
Those were his true sentiments. As a seventeen-year-old, I did not quite
appreciate them at the time, but when I reread them now, tears well up,
because he had meant well. The book had only half a dozen entries on my
part, covering the period from November 1942 to January 1943. They
recited the successes and, more commonly, failures of my participation in
rabbit hunting. Altogether I had shot five and missed eight. The last entry dealt
with shooting a cony (small European rabbit) at a distance of only ten paces.
This one I remember vividly because it had startled me by jumping out of
its burrow right in front of me. The poor thing was bounced into the air as
if it had been propelled from a trampoline. The event remained in memory
because of an occurrence a year and a half later. Although I had received
my own 12-gauge, double barrel shot gun for Christmas, I didn’t go
hunting after January. My heart wasn’t in it and more importantly, Matura
was around the corner.

Matura
Due to the pressures of the war, which required soldiers on the front, the
date was advanced from the traditional end of June to the end of February.
The winter was bitter cold and for 2-3 weeks we were given “coal vacation” because there wasn’t any to heat the place. At home we hardly had
any either, and walked around with overcoats, blankets, and gloves. On the
written exam, math was a serious problem. We were to solve celestial
trigonometric problems with formulas we were supposed to carry around
in our heads, without a slide rule or other artificial devices. It was catastrophic and I barely squeezed through. The other fields were easier and
the German essay a breeze. The topic was, “Walls or towers do not guard a
city, but men!” The reference was obviously to Stalingrad, which had just
demised. I chose to ignore it as too obvious. Instead I waxed poetic about
the heroic nationalist defenders of the Alcazar in Toledo, under General
Moscardó who for over two months had held off the onslaughts of the Red
hordes. Since I had just seen the movie a little while earlier and it had a
happy ending, at least as far as the Nazis were concerned, it was smooth
sailing.
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On the oral exam, Biology and as part of it, Genetics, was obligatory.
An additional topic was left to one’s choice. For a while I toyed with the
idea of taking English, because I was good at it, but since the British were
already winning the war, I thought it might be too provocative and chose
German instead. During the Biology exam I led the discussion skillfully to
the genetics of hemophilia and how the poor Czarevitch had inherited the
trait from Queen Victoria. Due to my social isolation, I had become a voracious reader and a biography of Rasputin, the rather high-living Russian
monk who had cured little Alexis from the constant bleeding whenever he
bumped himself, had made a great impression on me. Rasputin’s evil influence on the court has often been discussed but, on the other hand, had
Nicholas really listened to him, he would have stayed out of the war. The
monk had prophesied it would not only lead to a national but also personal
disaster. The Czar would lose his crown, if not his life. Rasputin was right
on both counts. I did not discuss this aspect with the examining committee
but dwelt instead on the family tree and how a recessive mode of inheritance works. For the German exam, I expounded on the virtues of Goethe’s
Faust, which was no problem. I knew by heart the first part, especially the
sections dealing with his depression and attempts to overcome them
because they had struck a responsive chord. The day was February 25 and I
had passed.
After Matura, students were customarily rewarded, in peacetime, with
a trip abroad to widen their horizons. In 1943, with Stalingrad having
already signaled the beginning of the end of the thousand year Reich, going
abroad was out of the question. Yet, Muttl had some business to conduct in
Offenbach, outside of Frankfurt, which was the center for the German
leather goods industry, and she invited me to come with her. Before going,
I had to make a decision. It was a given that I would soon be drafted into
Labor Service and immediately thereafter, into the Army. This meant that
one would in all probability be assigned to the infantry, a fate I wanted to
avoid at all costs. I therefore volunteered for the Luftwaffe. I had always
wanted to learn to fly, they were an elite outfit, and had the most attractive
uniforms. Although I wanted them, they didn’t want a Mischling and that
was that. Later on I learned that General Milch, Göring’s second in command, had also been a Mischling but due to his talents had become an Ehrenarier, Aryan honoris causa. As it turned out, the rejection was a blessing,
because by the time I would see combat, the Luftwaffe had few planes and
even less fuel, so the men were used for infantry.
Erwin had also had serious reservations about the infantry and Papa had
arranged – what are friends good for – that he was to be assigned to the
Eisenbahnpioniere, a corps of engineers whose task it was to maintain the
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railroad tracks in enemy country. The idea was that this would keep him
from actual combat, for which he had little stomach, and he would survive
the war. The downside was that it involved heavy physical labor, to which
my dear brother was profoundly averse. Since he felt that Papa had foisted
these tasks on him, his hatred received new impetus. To be truthful, it was a
tough job. Their task was to change the Russian wide-track to normal
European gauge. This they did, day in and day out, all the way to Maikop in
the Caucasus. In August of 1942 Erwin developed serious hepatitis, was
sent back, and another friend of the family, an internist, kept him in a military hospital for a year. During recovery he had plenty of time to think and
there was no way he would go back to fixing railroad ties. He was fluent in
French and English, and also had acquired a smattering of Russian and
Spanish. He therefore managed to get himself a desk job at the Abwehr,
counterintelligence, where Admiral Canaris was busily engaged in sabotaging Hitler’s war effort.
Fixing railroad tracks was not my cup of tea either. When I happened to
meet “Pedro,”an old friend from our previous gang at school, he said he
was going to the Panzer. That struck me as a good idea. It had its risks, but
that didn’t bother me. Seventeen-year-olds are notoriously immortal, and
the Panzer were sort of next best to the Luftwaffe. Everybody, friend and
foe alike, admired Rommel and what he had done with his tanks in Africa,
so we went and were accepted, but Labor Service had to come first.
The next item on the agenda was the trip to Germany. It was the first
time I had been outside of Austria’s borders and the Altreich, as it was
referred to, was foreign soil for me. The major impression was going on the
train through Mainz. The British had visited a few nights earlier and left
their mementoes in the form of collapsed apartment buildings. It was forbidden to take photos, therefore I sequestered myself in the toilet and
snapped a few pictures. In Frankfurt we had our first air-raid alarm. It was
broad daylight and I didn’t think that anything would happen, so I stayed in
the hotel room and watched the empty street. The all clear sounded soon
thereafter; it had been a mistake.
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On returning home, the induction notice to Labor Service was waiting. I
was to report at the Westbahnhof on the evening of May 16 with no destination given. For farewell a tray of Buchteln was baked to be eaten during the
trip. It was one of my favorite Mehlspeisen, which contained flour, eggs,
sugar, a little jam in the middle plus some yeast. They were prepared in a
hurry and still warm when I set off for the train station. Hungrily I gulped
down a few of them and they tasted absolutely delicious. Then the yeast
started to work in my gut. It distended to maximum size and I thought I
would die of pain. It was a miserable night and an appropriate overture for
things to come.
Around ten in the morning we arrived at a small village in Upper Austria, somewhere near the Bavarian border and were told to disembark. My
gut had managed to expel most of the gas, so I was in reasonable shape
again and looked forward to lunch in the barracks. They were nowhere in
sight. We were then marched through fields and woods on narrow footpaths for about three hours until we finally arrived at the camp.

Arbeitsmann
A huge parade ground formed the center and was surrounded on three
sides by barracks, one of which was nestled against a wooded hill. A three
hour hike should be no particular problem, but I had been stupid again.
Instead of a backpack, I had brought along a large suitcase. I was to be
gone, after all, for three months. It was filled with God knows what and felt
like a ton of lead. I cursed my idiocy, but it was too late. Most of the others
had not been any smarter either. We just didn’t expect the unexpected.
Once arrived, we were assigned to our quarters. There were about thirty or
so double decker bunks and everybody had a locker. As a stroke of good
fortune, one of my former friends from school, Erich Kiesewetter, was
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assigned to the same barrack so there was some companionship. He was
the son of a physician and I had always admired him for his good looks, self
assurance, and most of all his vacations on the Attersee, a lake in Upper
Austria, where the family had a sailboat. My Gainfarn summers simply
didn’t compare. As events progressed, we would need each other’s moral
support.
The uniforms were Nazi brown and sported the Nazi armband with the
swastika on the left sleeve. The hats, for ceremonial occasions, were particularly attractive. They looked like two halves of a bun molded together,
with a visor in front, and were promptly dubbed ass with handle. The leadership consisted of the camp commandant, the military equivalent rank of
captain, a couple of lieutenants, and half a dozen sergeants. To be a leader
in the Labor Service was practically tantamount to having failed in everything else in life.
On top of the Nazi hierarchy, as far as military or paramilitary organizations were concerned, was the SS, with the Waffen SS the crème de la
crème. They were the marines and green berets rolled into one. Where the
front needed to be held at all cost, or when there were special tasks which
could not be entrusted to the ordinary Wehrmacht soldier, the Waffen SS
stepped in. For instance, when Mussolini had been arrested in the summer
of 1943 and kept captive on the inaccessible Gran Sasso, SS contingents
under Skorzeny and paratroopers under Major Mors freed him. This was
the real life event of what later became the nucleus for the movie “Where
Eagles Dare” with Richard Burton and Clint Eastwood. What is also hardly
known is that today every army in the world wears one of their uniforms.
The Waffen SS were the first ones to use the camouflage khaki that now has
become ubiquitous. I am actually quite concerned about it, not on account
of politics, but how would I tell friend from foe when everybody is dressed
alike. It was hard enough to tell the difference sometimes, even then, as
will become apparent later on. A recent book, Loyalty Is My Honor captures the spirit of the Waffen SS as described by former members who had
participated in various campaigns throughout the war.
After the SS came the SA, but it had largely been emasculated during the
Röhm affair in 1934. There had been a power struggle within the party, and
in addition the Wehrmacht feared that the SA might be integrated and subvert the established order. Hitler had to decide. Should he please the Army
and sacrifice his old cronies, without whom he never would have achieved
the chancellorship, or stick with them and defy the generals. The army was
more important than old loyalties so he had the leaders of the SA, as well as
some other potential troublemakers, executed during the Night of the Long
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Knives. The SA continued as an organization, but henceforth served
mainly for ceremonial functions, rabble rousing or smashing Jewish stores.
On the bottom of the hierarchy was the RAD. If one wasn’t good
enough to achieve anything in the army or the other branches of Nazidom,
the RAD was one’s niche. It therefore attracted the dregs of society, who
were now in charge of Germany’s youth and could vent their sadism to
their heart’s content. The lower the rank, the worse the behavior and chicanery. As it turned out, the camp commander, a German, was actually a
rather decent soul, and when he was around the underlings kept their peace.
Unfortunately, most of the time he was away somewhere in Germany with
his family. As the saying goes, “When the cat is away the mice will play,”
and play they did.
The usual day started at 5 a.m. with a brisk half-hour jaunt through the
woods over rocks, roots, and branches to get the juices flowing. This was
followed by washing from a basin with cold water and there were no
showers. Each one of us had been issued his personal metal washbasin,
which actually served a dual purpose, as we later found out. After getting
dressed, the next joy of the day was to “build the bed.” This was both an art
and a science for which you received a grade. The bed sheet, blanket, and
pillow had to be just so with the corners sharp and the tucking in performed
to precision. Any tiny detail omitted would lead to rejection and you had to
start over again. Eventually there was breakfast, followed by Appell roll
call. Everybody had to line up on the parade ground in military formation
with the spade at his side for inspection. Thereafter came marching drills
and how to properly present arms when one doesn’t have a rifle but simply
a spade, the symbol of German labor. This went on for hours on end,
accompanied by violent curses and vilifications that were supposed to
remedy our ineptness. At noon came a brief lunch, and in the afternoon
forced marches or more parade drill. Late afternoon there was inspection of
our belongings. One day boots, on other days the canteens or the overall
appearance of the barrack. A speck of dust in the back of the locker would
lead to a tirade and another inspection an hour later. The same went for the
boots. Obviously the top and the seams had to be shiny but so did the bottoms and even the insides were most carefully evaluated. A minor blemish
would lead to a temper tantrum. The boots would be declared unsatisfactory and would have to be cleaned again. After we had diligently labored
some more, the second effort was also no good and only the third time,
when we had said to hell with it to ourselves and just let them be, were they
regarded as perfect. Just as an unsatisfactory Bettenbau in the morning led
to a shorter breakfast, so did these inspections reduce supper time. After
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the evening meal we were
kept in the mess hall, where
we were taught marching
songs.
The songs were of a considerable variety. Some
served to glorify the party.
For example: a Hitler regiment comes marching into a
little town at sunset with
somber songs because they
are burying one of their comrades who had fallen victim
to the Communists. Another
song was the more famous
one in which the tired bones
of the old world are creaking
from the horror of the Great
War, but for us it was a tremendous victory. We’ll
Labor service marching drills.
march on even if everything
comes crashing down around
us, because today Germany
hears us and tomorrow the entire world. At least that one was prophetic.
There was also a little play on words. The lyrics in the original German
were: und heute da hört uns (hears us) Deutschland und morgen die ganze
Welt. Some more enterprising souls were not satisfied with that and
changed it to: und heute gehört uns (belongs to us) Deutschland und morgen die ganze Welt. Well, that didn’t work out, it just stayed with the crashing. In another one: the flags should be lifted high into the East wind
because that is where they fly best and remind us of the blood our fathers
have shed, for centuries, to bring culture to the barbarians.
Most of the songs, however, were quite innocuous and devoid of
political significance. The one about the infantry reinforced my negative
feelings even further. Tired grey columns are dragging themselves along
over heath and sand. Marching in enemy territory, they can’t even look at
the pretty, blooming flowers by the wayside. The one about the tanks was
infinitely more pleasing. At least they roared along like a storm wind,
regardless of summer heat or winter cold. The faces of the crew may be
covered with dust or snow but they remain in indomitable high spirits.
There were, of course, numerous other ones about girls who had been left
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behind, that can be sung by any
army. One of them, “Lily Marlen“,
was such a hit that later on not only
the British, but even the Israelis
marched to it. Now that says
something about the brotherhood
of soldiers.
Although the day as described
above was the routine, there were
variations on the theme. These
consisted of guard duty, latrine
duty, kitchen duty and after a couple of weeks or so of basic drill,
construction tasks were added.
The washbasins had to be carried Guard duty. Facial expression clearly
reveals sentiments.
up the hill to a quarry, loaded to
the brim with rocks, and then carried down again twenty minutes or
so to the camp, where they were

Bringing rocks down from the The author brings up the rear.
quarry. Erich Kiesewetter first
rock carrier.
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supposed to be ground down further for the parade ground. Basin
empty, up the hill we went again
repeatedly for hours. The basins
were supposed to be carried on
the neck. The seventh cervical
vertebra sticks out from the rest
of its siblings which has earned it
the name prominens, and that one
got rubbed raw pretty soon.
Never mind, it will toughen you
up, that’s what you are here for.
The key word was again
schleifen, grinding down. “We’ll
grind you till the water boils in
your ass”, we were promised
every so often and the leadership
did their best to make it come
Parade ground fixing with smashed true.
The outstanding feature of
rocks.
that period was pure sadism.

Barracks are cleaned out “Ordnung musz sein.”
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Anything that could make life harder was gleefully done on purpose. During the marches when there were mud puddles from previous rain, we tried
to separate ranks a little to avoid them or at least step a little more gingerly.
No such luck. “Step right into the muck, it’ll yield,” we were encouraged.
The result was as expected. Not only were the boots splashed, but the rest
of the uniform, as well. They needed to be cleaned afterwards but only soap
and cold water were provided to make the process more laborious and the
inspection more ornery. When the barracks had to be scrubbed every so
often, everything had to be carried outside, which was reasonable. What
went beyond the call of duty was that the bedding had to be assembled in
precise order down on the parade ground. Fortunately the weather held or it
would have been a mess of the first magnitude. The drudgery was again accompanied by a stream of invectives.
On the plus side, I must admit that we were not physically beaten, just
ground down and driven to exhaustion. We even got paid. Twenty-five
Pfennig a day was the going rate. For that amount you could buy two first
class postage stamps. The food was no great shakes, but adequate. The fact
that the leaders, to promote equality, had to eat the same grub as the
draftees, obviously helped. As is common in Europe, lunch was the main
meal of the day and instead of grace, an encouraging thought was to be proclaimed by a volunteer, two of which remain in memory because they did
require considerable courage. One was Ich kann mich nicht bequemen, den
Spaten in die Hand zu nehmen; das enge Leben steht mir gar nicht an. I just
can’t make myself pick up the spade, can’t stand this narrow life. We were
amazed by the audacity but the fellow who had given us this verse was an
aspiring actor. He just smiled and added Goethe: Faust. There were no
repercussions. The other one was even more direct “The higher the
monkey climbs, the better you see his ass.” It also went unpunished for the
moment.
Just as the HJ had its unofficial song which had summed up the goings
on, so did the RAD. The tune was a traditional one about the North Sea, but
the lyrics were adapted to our circumstances, “Where the barracks stand at
the woods’ edge, where we exercise with our spade for hours and days,
where the leaders yell, ‘down, up, on the double and down again,’ there I
silently think you can kiss my ass.” It rhymes very well in German, has a
catchy tune, but was obviously not chanted in the open. Nevertheless,
singing it silently to ourselves kept us afloat and we actually looked forward toward the army, to get away from this stupid drudgery.
Fortunately there were, at times, some hours of rest where one could
forget the daily grind. As mentioned, the commandant was a relatively
decent soul, and since it was known that he liked to hunt, I brought to his
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attention that my father did also and that I had passed the exam the year
before. This pleased him and I was ordered to scout a couple of evenings a
week for the favorite feeding areas of the deer. This was, indeed, a
blessing. I could get away from the camp and its troubles for a few hours
and stroll around in the woods to spy on some deer. For some reason or
other I was not very successful and met up only with does rather than
bucks. It didn’t bother me much. I photographed them and reported back.
Later on, as the absences of the commandant became ever more frequent
and longer, I just plopped myself down in the woods and read the ghost stories of E.T.A. Hoffmann. It was a peaceful vacation-like atmosphere for
which one had to pay, of course, the next day and the rest of the week. Nevertheless there was a lesson. If you have some kind of a skill, you might
find a niche even in adverse circumstances. Those of us who knew how to
play a musical instrument were, of course, best off. They were formed into
a band, allowed to practice during the evenings and occasionally during the
day.
Even in Hell on Earth, which is the only term which can be applied to
the extermination camps like Auschwitz, having a skill allowed one to survive for some time longer. Some of the musicians were formed into a band,
the cobblers and tailors made shoes and civilian clothes for the SS, the dentists extracted the gold crowns from the corpses before cremation and the
goldsmiths turned some of it into rings and other ornaments for the brass.
When I first read about the atrocities that had been committed, I couldn’t
believe the stories, especially those about the dentists. We had been saturated to the gills with Goebbels’ propaganda so why should one believe
what the other side was saying? It just so happened that somewhat over
twenty-five years later, I rode a ski lift in Taos with one of them. He was a
very pleasant person, did what he had to at the time, survived and most
importantly, harbored no hate.
With today’s emphasis on college education for everybody, we are running the risk of producing a whole host of people who will be utterly lost
when the going gets tough and the computers are taken away. A masters
degree, or even a doctorate in the liberal arts, humanities or the law may
turn out to be utterly useless when disaster strikes. If you can produce
something with your hands, or have a skill which is of direct benefit to
somebody else, you have a chance in life, come what may.
One night we were awakened because a barn in one of the neighboring
villages had caught fire and it threatened some of the other buildings.
There was no fire department in that area, so we formed bucket brigades.
The work was exhausting, but at least it had a positive purpose and provided a sense of accomplishment. The barn burned down anyway. On
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another occasion we were marched for several hours back to the railroad
station, where we had to shovel coal from one car onto another. It was
rather dreary work, but it beat the eternal Hinlegen, Sprung auf Marsch,
Marsch; down, up, on the double. Fortunately, all things come to an end.
On August 11 we were discharged and ready for the army.
The next two weeks were vacation time. The weather was gorgeous and
I hung around my favorite swimming facility in Klosterneuburg. There
you could swim in the Danube itself rather than in some pool. The water is
far from blue. If you want to be charitable, you could call it silver gray. The
river has a good solid current and swimming against it is out of the question. In addition, it offers a degree of danger because there are numerous
whirlpools. If you are not careful and let your legs dangle, you can get
sucked into the depths of the river. Some people lose their lives every
summer, but I had become a thrill seeker and living on the edge was the
only way. Whenever I wasn’t in Klosterneuburg I went on my bike up the
Höhenstrasse, a scenic road which had been built during the depression era
as a public works project and connected Vienna with the nearby minor
mountains. My favorite route was from Grinzing to the Cobenzl, then on to
the Kahlenberg and down to Neustift am Wald. The goal was to get up the
mountain without getting off the bike – gear shifts did not exist in those
days – and coming down without hitting the brakes. Since the route, especially to the Cobenzl, was quite steep and had hairpin curves, it could not
be negotiated coming down full speed. The Neustift am Wald segment, on
the other hand, was barely feasible and provided a great deal of excitement.
Although the Höhenstrasse still exists, today’s youth is deprived of these
joys, because the car traffic is of such magnitude that it simply can’t be
done any more.

Panzerschütze

34

On August 27 it was time to report for duty to the Staff of the Panzerausbildung Abteilung IV in nearby Mödling. The barracks were again nestled against a wooded hill, which was graced on top by a ruined castle that
dated from the middle ages. In the center of the camp was the ubiquitous
parade ground for Appell and even a couple of Mark III tanks, left-overs
from the French campaign, stood around. Soon after induction we were
formally sworn in during a solemn ceremony on the parade grounds. The
commanding officer was flanked by the two tanks and we had to repeat, “I
swear this holy oath, before God, that I shall offer unconditional obedience
to the Führer of the German Reich and People, Adolf Hitler, Supreme
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The Wehrmacht’s oath of unconditional obedience to the Fiihrer is
administered.
Commander of the Wehrmacht, and that I shall be ready to stake my life at
all times as a brave soldier for this oath.” In those days an oath was indeed a
holy obligation, because there was a God and people had an eternal soul
which one was not ready to jeopardize. The insertion of Hitler’s name was
his doing, because previously soldiers had to swear only to be willing to
sacrifice their lives for “Volk und Vaterland.” Hitler knew perfectly well
that by inserting his name, he might not get more popularity, but would get
unquestioned obedience. It was this oath which prevented major conspiracies until the last year of the war.
The first few weeks were not particularly different from Labor Service.
We now had rifles instead of spades and were also introduced to the intricacies of the MG 34, the all-purpose machine gun, and those of the Walther
pistol. Another new wrinkle was the gas mask. With a certain degree of
trepidation we headed into a gas chamber, but the mask worked and a certificate to that effect was issued. Since sadism is a prevalent trait of noncoms, not only in the RAD but also the army, they came up with a new way
to hassle us. The Sprung auf Marsch, Marsch and Robben – dragging yourself along on your belly with rifle, or spade as the case may be, held in front
of you was no surprise, but now it had to be performed with gas masks on
which enhanced the stress considerably. Nevertheless, this was still understandable because you never knew whether or not a gas attack might materialize and what conditions might have to be overcome. When they started
to chase us up the trees with gas masks in place, and once up there the order
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came Ein Lied, a song, while hanging like monkeys, we failed to see the
relevance.
By November it had gotten quite cold and when one of us had forgotten
his gloves, the entire company had to remove theirs because uniformity
must prevail. When the hands were thoroughly frozen they were warmed
up again with vigorous “present arms” for twenty minutes. If you slapped
the rifle hard enough, circulation came back. I soon got tired of this continual grind and volunteered to take instructions in the operation of the
wireless system, including Morse code, which would qualify me as a
Funker, wireless operator in the tank. I passed the exam and got to proudly
display a little badge on my sleeve that sported a red lightning bolt to demonstrate to all the world my proficiency. This kept me indoors for a while
and I was at least accomplishing something useful.
After having passed, I received an order that I would have to report to
officer’s training school a week later. Now this was a serious problem.
Mischlinge were good enough for cannon fodder, but becoming an officer
was clearly a no-no. I was in a quandary. I could keep my mouth shut,
obey, and hope that nobody would ask for my certificate of Aryanism. On
the other hand, I could bite the bullet and own up to my deficiency. The
problem was compounded by the fact that the commanding officer, by the
name of Eder, although Viennese, had the reputation of being a rabid Nazi.
But what can you do, facts are facts and have to be dealt with. So with steel
helmet on, boots polished to a mirror glaze, I reported to his office. “What
do you want?” was the brusque question. “Herr Oberleutnant, I can not
become an officer.” “Why not?” he barked indignantly. “I am a
Mischling.” He looked at me with surprise, then got up from behind his
desk, put his arm around my shoulders, and said quietly, “Don’t worry, so
is my fiancee.” I was flabbergasted. The truth pays!
Not only was the order for officer’s training canceled, but I also
received a modicum of special privileges. Intermittently I was ordered to
go to Vienna to buy all sorts of things for the company, including theater
tickets for the brass. Somebody had to do it, so it might as well be me. Most
importantly, he kept me in Mödling while the others were sent to the
various fronts.
During next February, word got around that volunteers were needed for
mountain troop training. To my mind winter plus mountains equals skiing,
so I signed up immediately. We were sent to the Schneeberg, which
together with the Rax provides the nearest mountain experience for the
Viennese. We did, indeed, get skis before we started hiking up the 5500
feet or so. Since there was plenty of snow, it wouldn’t have been possible
without them. Unfortunately, the skis which were handed out to me were
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much narrower than what I was used to. They were not quite what we
nowadays call “skinnies,” but definitely in that family. They worked well
on the flat but negotiating turns in fresh heavy powder required greater
skill than I possessed. In addition, the bindings didn’t fit. This proved to be
a major problem because, even when walking uphill I had to stoop ever so
often to fix them and thereby lost contact with the group. Eventually we
reached the hut which had been assigned to us, but found it completely
deserted.
Austrian mountain huts have only a couple of private rooms with beds
for sleeping; the majority of the tourists use what is called the Matratzenlager. This is a large communal room with mattresses lined up on either
side where thirty or forty people can spend the night. After some improvised meal, we headed for the Matratzenlager and found to our dismay that
all the windows were gone and the wind was howling through. We only
had our regular uniforms without coats, because you can’t ski in them
anyway, so the cold became a definite problem. We tried to find some old
newspapers to stuff our clothes with, but there weren’t enough to go
around, therefore, we huddled as close to each other as possible to extract
some human warmth. Since the wind was ferocious, blowing in some
snow, it was one of some very memorable nights.
Next morning we started out on what we were supposed to do. Each one
of us was given a compass and we were sent off one at a time to retrieve a
backpack or some other item that had been deposited two-and-a-half miles
away and could be reached on a course of 135 degrees. Now there was a
challenge. How in all the world do you keep to a compass course on mountainous terrain? Some adept ones actually managed, but most of us
flunked, although we did make sure to keep the direction back to the hut in
mind. Luck was with us and the weather held, because it is a common
occurrence in the Alps that people freeze to death during blizzards within a
few yards from the warming hut. Since this exercise had not been a monumental success, the noncoms who were in charge of us reverted to the true
and tried Sprung auf, marsch, marsch only this time on skis. Fortunately,
we didn’t have to bring our gas masks for this trip so we were spared the
worst. After another night of freezing to the bones, even the brass thought
that this wasn’t any fun. We skied down the mountain and headed back to
Mödling on the train.
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Oberschütze
May 1st, I received a promotion, for no reason at all. The next step on
the ladder was usually corporal and Erwin had achieved that exalted rank.
As an aside I might mention here that this was also the rank our dearly
beloved Führer, as he was officially referred to, had achieved. In spite of
four years on the front and having received medals for bravery, including
the Iron Cross 1st class, he never did reach a higher rank. He was
immensely proud of his Iron Cross, but never mentioned that it had been a
Jewish Lieutenant who had recommended him for this award. The reason
why he was never promoted further was “a lack of leadership qualities.”
This sounds rather funny, in retrospect, but the army was quite right. Hitler
was a social isolate who, even in the trenches, did not form any human contacts with the other members of his outfit. On the contrary, he harangued
them with patriotic speeches.
I never did become a corporal and only made it to Oberschütze, i.e., private first class. In the German army this was no particular honor and the
insignia, a silver star on one’s sleeve, was commonly referred to as the “idiot’s” star. It didn’t bother me all that much because I hadn’t done anything
that would have warranted a promotion anyway.
The war had gone from bad to worse by that time. The army was
retreating everywhere. The editorial of a year earlier in the Völkische Beobachter where Goebbels had posed the question, “When or How?” in
regard to the war, had clarified itself. He had wanted to prepare the people
for a long, drawn out war. Never mind when it would end, the only question was how it would end and that had to be complete victory. It was
essential because, as he confided to his diary, defeat would lead to the
extermination of the Nazi ruling class: weil wir viel auf dem Kerbholz
haben, because we have much to answer for. The question as to how had
resolved itself; only the when remained to be determined and whether the
Allies would succeed with the expected invasion of France. The news of
June 6 was greeted with jubilation and champagne corks were popping in
secret. When it became clear that the Allies had a firm foothold, some of us
shook hands and said “see you in America.” The idea was that if we were
sent to the Western front, we’d put up our hands at the earliest possible
moment, say hello and be shipped across as POWs, courtesy of the U.S.
Navy.
For a while nothing changed. During my visits to Vienna I always used
the shortcut, hiking over the hill in back of the barracks and down to Maria
Enzersdorf where there was a trolley station. I usually sang quite lusty
tunes to myself during those nocturnal hikes on the way back. They were,
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however, of the English rather than German variety. I had quite a repertory
that ranged from “My Bonnie lies over the ocean,” through “It’s a long way
to Tipperary,” “We’ll hang our washing on the Siegfried line,” to the
“Donkey Serenade.” It was innocuous because at 1 a.m. nobody is around
anyway. When I arrived one night at the barracks, instead of finding everybody asleep apart from the guard who was usually dozing also, there was a
state of high alert. Fortunately, I had stopped my singing a while earlier and
was immediately placed on guard duty. It was the night of July 20 to July
21. We had no idea what was going on and only the next morning when the
alarm was called off were we informed that there had been an attempt on
Hitler’s life.
Years later I found out that the military Putsch had actually succeeded
in Vienna and Paris. It had, of course, failed miserably in the most important city of all, Berlin. The plotters had omitted cutting the phone lines
between Rastenburg, Hitler’s headquarters, and Goebbels’ office in
Berlin. As mentioned earlier, the army’s oath of loyalty was not only to the
country but also to Hitler in person, therefore the individual soldier, officer
or general was absolved of his duty only on Hitler’s death. When Major
Remer of the Berlin garrison came to arrest Goebbels in his office, the
latter just picked up the phone, called Rastenburg and when Hitler came on
the line, he barked at Remer, “You know my voice?” “Jawohl Mein
Führer!” Remer was promptly promoted to Colonel and ordered to arrest
the traitors. The Putsch was over, the army discredited, and the Home
Reserves were put under the command of Himmler. The normal military
salute was replaced by Heil Hitler. Since we had been garrisoned outside of
Vienna, we were not implicated in the coup and nothing much happened
immediately.
Three weeks later Eder ordered me into his office where the following
conversation took place:
Eder: “As you know, things have changed and I can’t keep you here any
longer.”
Rodin: “Jawohl Herr Oberleutnant.”
Eder: “I can give you a choice now. I can send you to France or I can
send you to Hungary. Before you answer, consider this: In France we don’t
have tanks any more and you’ll be in the infantry. In Hungary we are putting up a brand new Panzer Grenadier Division and, in general, it’s better
to be driven into battle than having to walk. Consider also that the retreat
from Hungary goes through Vienna.”
Rodin: “I’d like to go to Hungary, Herr Oberleutnant.”
Eder: “I thought so. The commanding officer, Kriegl, is a friend of
mine. I’ll give you a letter for him. Dismissed.”
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I clicked my heels, raised the right arm in the now expected salute, and
left. The time had come to be a real soldier.
As soon as I had a chance to get to Vienna I bought myself a Hungarian
dictionary to learn the rudiments of the language. Since Hungarian bears
absolutely no relationship to any of the common European languages, I
didn’t get very far. Previously I had tried to acquire a smattering of Russian
from a Czarist emigre lady, but never got much beyond the Cyrillic
alphabet and a couple of songs. At any rate, I didn’t think I’d need it any
more because the Russians were already on their way to meet us at the
Rumanian-Hungarian border.

To the Front

66
7

On August 31 I received my field blanket and was on my way to a little
village near Esztergom, about 30 miles west of Budapest as the crow flies.
Secure in the knowledge that my letter to Oberleutnant Kriegl would allow
me to continue my relatively privileged life, I looked forward to the new
experiences. Eder had been a Mittelschulprofessor in civilian life, as was
Kriegl and that was how they knew each other. When I reported for duty I
had no opportunity to see him privately, so I handed the letter over in front
of everybody else. He glanced at it, then tore it to shreds. So much for that,
I thought, and the grind and drill started all over again. Nevertheless, it was
different now. We did have tanks, brand new Panthers, the latest product of
Ferdinand Porsche’s ingenuity. The only problem was that since they were
brand new, they were essentially untested and something or other was
always wrong with them.
We stayed about a month in that village, during which time on account
of sheer stupidity, I got a dose of carbon monoxide poisoning. During the
night we had to pull guard duty on the tanks and since it was quite cold, I
thought I might as well sit inside for a while. It was cold and dark inside so I
turned on the auxiliary generator, to have some light. I didn’t want the light
to be seen outside, so I closed the hatches, having no idea that the generator
poured out carbon monoxide. When my watch was nearly over, I climbed
out and found that I could hardly walk. I stumbled around like an old drunk
and had to hang on to the walls of the buildings before I finally collapsed in
my bunk. Next morning the gas had worn off sufficiently that I could participate again in duties and since what I had done was actually illegal, I dissimulated as much as possible. Nevertheless, I had learned that closed
hatches can be a problem.
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The Panther.

Its wireless operator.

Inasmuch as I was the wireless operator for the staff, I was also taught
the arcane art of coding and decoding orders. This was not my forte and I
sure hoped that nothing important would come my way because I didn’t
trust my skills at all.
With training over, the tanks were loaded on flat cars and we accompanied them on freight cars. In Holocaust literature they tend to be referred to
as cattle cars, but this was the time honored way, going back to at least the
first world war, the army was transported in the field. The cars had the
inscription “40 men or 8 horses” as maximum capacity. When the Jewish
people were sent to the camps, nobody worried about the limit of 40 and
they just filled them chock-full. There simply weren’t enough cars to meet
the demand. When we went through Hungary in the fall, the major deportations had already taken place during spring and summer so I did not personally see any of these transports. What I did see later, and took
photographs of, were boxcars which were not only full to the gills inside,
but had people sitting on the roofs as well. These were Hungarian soldiers
who were intent on returning home when the Budapest government had
tried to make a separate peace with the Russians.
The tank crew consisted of five people: the driver, the wireless operator
who also had a machine gun at his disposal, the gunner, the fellow who
shoves grenades into the cannon and who, for good measure, also equipped
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with a machine gun, and
the officer in charge.
Since there were about
twenty tanks in our
transport, we lived in
relative comfort in the
three or four freight cars.
There was straw for bedding down, but full of
lice. Nothing could be
done about it. The oldtimers soon taught us
how to get a hold of them
and squeeze their guts
out between the two
thumbs. This was a losing battle since they
were clearly in the majority but it gave us
something to do on the
trip. The difference between the raw recruits
like myself and the old- To the front.
timers also became apparent in how they
tended to their beds. One
of them in particular fussed around forever before going to sleep. He arranged the straw, this way and that way, placing his backpack and bedroll
just so. I was quite amazed. I knew there was no sense putting much effort
into it because we’d soon be at our destination, so what if you have an uncomfortable night? That’s not how he saw it. It was already his third year at
the front, and when asked why he spent so much time on his bedding, he
just said, “It won’t get any better tomorrow and who knows, this might be
your last night.” It made sense.
We stopped briefly at the outskirts of Miskolcz, grandfather’s original
home, but there was no way of getting off the train. What would I have
done there anyway? For a German soldier to look for some Jewish relatives
didn’t make much sense. We rolled on and the next stop was Tokay, which
is famous for its wine. Our boys broke into the cellars and, even without
drinking all that much, came up again thoroughly inebriated. I can still see
them in my mind, draped around trees because their legs wouldn’t hold
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them, heaving their souls out.
If you are ever in the Austrian
Burgenland, you simply must
participate in a Kellerpartie
and you’ll know what I am
talking about. These are parties where you eat either
some bacon or ham with
black bread while sampling
the wine. The cellar is, however, so saturated with wine
fumes that very little needs to
be ingested by mouth to lift
the spirits. I had known of the
phenomenon from rabbit
hunting days and had therefore limited myself to some
aboveground consumption
of the rich Tokayer.
In Nyreghaza, near the
Hungarian troops trying to get home.
Rumanian border, we finally
unloaded and there was bad
news. We had been on the second transport and, by the time we arrived,
there were less than half a dozen tanks left from the first one. The rest had
been put out of commission by the Russians, who were armed with new
American anti-tank guns. The stories which circulated from the survivors
were sad in the extreme. The armor was insufficient and the tanks simply
exploded. To communicate with each other inside the vehicle, we had
throat microphones and people had been seen trying to get out of the tank
with their clothes on fire but getting hung up by the microphone wires
while being burned to a crisp. That was what we were in for, but of course
these things only happen to others, or so I thought.
We then headed south through Hajdunanasz, from where I have some
of my favorite photos. There was a gypsy camp outside of town and I’d
never seen a sight like that. Small mud huts, thatched with straw had just
one room where naked children romped around on mud floors. Furniture
was nonexistent except for a little old kitchen stove. The other occupants of
a hut would be some chickens and a goat. It was so amazing that I took a
series of photos, because you simply don’t expect this in civilized Central
Europe, even during war conditions. It had nothing to do with the war; this
was how the gypsies always lived. Although there were some women who
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did wear dark traditional
peasant clothes, I didn’t
see any men. They must
either have been drafted
for forced labor or had
been sent to the KZs where
they were low man on the
totem pole, even below
Jews and Poles.
Decades later I had a
chance to visit Egypt and,
on the way to Saqqara, the
taxi driver pointed out a
“pharaonic village” on the
banks of a branch of the
Nile. He implied that this
was still the way the
people who built the pyramids lived. My curiosity
aroused, I took an extra
day and went for what I affectionately remember as my $50 cup of tea. The
village was identical to what I had seen in Hungary and the people were

Gypsies in Hajdunanasz October 1944.
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“Pharaonic village” Gypsies in Egypt April 1984.

indeed gypsies. The single room of the mud hut again devoid of furniture
was shared with the animals, but technology had made inroads because a
cassette recorder was lying around in one of them. My driver, who had
lived for some years as an engineer in California, was fluent in English. He
introduced me to the head man who was a very pleasant and dignified
person, with absolute authority. The women were his servants and when
time came for tea, which was brewed over an open fire outside, the wife
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poured water on his hands so that he could wash them to some extent. A
whole host of children was gathered round and I took some memorable
photos. Had there not been the pyramids of Giza in the background, one
might have considered this as an elaborate déja vu. Ten dollars went for
their hospitality and forty for the driver.
From Hajdunanasz we went further south to Debreczin where I had my
first opportunity to stare death in the eye. From one of the lampposts of the
city dangled a rotting corpse with brown-black tongue sticking out. He carried a cardboard sign which said, in Hungarian, “A Russian Spy.” We left
him there and went our way. As it turned out, this was just the first of several public hangings we would see.
We were stationed on the outskirts of town, where we had our first
experience with the Russian Air Force. A lone plane of apparently World
War I vintage appeared. Its pilot leaned out of the open cockpit and
dumped a mailbag of little incendiary devices on us. It was so ridiculous
we couldn’t quite believe it, but he kept coming back for several days. We
called him the Leukoplast bomber because the fragile craft seemed to be
held together by adhesive tape. In defense of the Russians, I must say that
they did, of course, have modern planes, but they were never used against
us. I guess the fellow who visited regularly was just there for reconnaissance and as long as he was flying over our lines, he might as well drop
some bomblets.
We twiddled our thumbs for a few days. Rumor had it that we were
about to go further south to Szeged, but that was called off because the Russians had already encircled the place. Instead, we were shipped off by rail
to another sector of the front. This became the pattern. Hanging around for
a couple of days or a week in one place, making sorties to where we
thought the enemy might be, most of the time not finding him, back by train
to another sector with hopefully better luck next time. At one point my
cryptographic talents were seriously challenged. I received encoded
orders for our group and tried my best to decipher them. Unfortunately, I
was under time pressure and couldn’t make head or tail out of the message.
I couldn’t declare incompetence, so I used my imagination and handed in
something I thought was at least reasonable and the tanks went off to God
knows where. In those early days I was still a member of the staff rather
than tank crew, so I stayed behind wondering and worrying about what, if
anything, I had accomplished. Eventually they returned none the worse for
the experience and everybody seemed satisfied.
Leaving me behind had been Kriegl’s way of complying with Eder’s
request to take care of me in the letter he had so ostentiously torn up at our
first meeting. But when there is a war going on, and you are nineteen years
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old, how long do you want to
stay on the sidelines? It was
like in the movie, “The
Longest Day,” where a
couple of paratroopers find
themselves in the middle of
nowhere and one says to the
other, “Let’s find ourselves a
war.” It is true that this was
Hitler’s war and not mine. It
is also true that I wanted him
to lose that war, and the
sooner the better. But it is furthermore true that at least the
Eastern front made sense.
The longer we could keep the
Bolsheviks at bay the better
the chance for the Allies to
reach Germany and Austria
Waiting for call to action.
from the West and South. So
I went to Kriegl, who had
been going out on these sorties, and asked him if I could
come along. At first he didn’t
quite believe that I was sincere, but when I insisted he
had to say OK.
Now I was full-fledged
member of a tank crew at last.
My responsibilities were that
of wireless operator and machine gunner. I sat next to the
driver with only my equipment between us. In essence,
I had my own private bunk.
The driver, Graham, was a
genuine character. In private
life he was an auto mechanic
who thoroughly enjoyed
Might as well do the laundry while you’re driving this brand new Porwaiting.
sche. Whenever he got a
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chance, he put the pedal to the metal, as the saying goes, and we roared
along with speeds of up to 30 mph. This doesn’t seem much nowadays, but
try it in a tank. It was quite exhilarating. Graham liked to drive his tank and,
although not a Nazi, he didn’t like the Russians. One day we were driving
through some woods, knocking over trees, when we came upon a Russian
tank. It was the new version of the T34, which we called the T43, although
the official Russian name was KV for Klementi Voroshilov. We were
evenly matched and tried to fire our 75 mm cannon, but it was a no go. The
gun had chronic problems. When Kriegl saw that we couldn’t shoot, he
yelled at Graham, “Back Graham, back.” Graham couldn’t care less and
kept plowing along. Kriegl’s stern voice came over the intercom again,
“Graham, I order you to reverse.” Graham gave gas and it was obvious that
he intended to ram that sucker. Then came from the turret a plaintive voice,
“Graham, I beg of you, go into reverse.” Well, OK, Graham thought. He
put the gears in reverse and nothing further was said. In the meantime the
Russian tank had just sat there and, for all I know, had actually been
abandoned.
Apparently Kriegl had had his fill of war by that time, and with the
respect of the crew somewhat diminished, he transferred to another sector.
We now got a real gung ho first lieutenant, in his early twenties from a
small German village who was bound and determined that we would win
for him a Ritterkreuz, Knight’s Cross. Things were getting serious. Whenever we were not on rails, we were looking for Russian tanks but hardly
ever finding any. In view of what we had been told in Nyreghaza about our
comrades burning alive because they couldn’t get out of the tank in time, I
vowed that wouldn’t happen to me and therefore did not lock my hatch.
Theoretically this was dangerous because an enterprising Russian could
have jumped up on the tank, opened the hatch and thrown a grenade at me. I
considered this possibility remote, felt considerably safer, and also made
sure that my mike would come off at a moment’s notice.
Most of the time we just went for target practice, shooting at whatever
seemed to be a reasonable landmark. The Hungarians were our Allies but
as the Russians were fond of saying, “Nitsche wo wojna,” never mind it’s
war or “C’est la guerre,” as the French put it. One day, however, I had a
real shock. We were hunting for Russians in a wooded area and suddenly,
quite unexpectedly, came upon a group of soldiers in olive colored uniforms. I immediately let go with my machine gun and hit one of them. I’ll
never forget the sight because he was propelled into the air just like the
cony I had shot a year and a half earlier. I was sure I had killed him. What
was even worse, they were not Russians but Hungarian Honvéd, our allies!
It was an accident and accidents happen when a nervous nineteen-year-old
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sits behind a machine gun, expecting only the enemy in front of him. We
didn’t stop, but kept on driving and not a word was said, although I felt
deeply disturbed. The relative similarity of the uniforms with regard to
color had deceived me, and I can’t help wondering how many of our and
other troops are going to be dispatched by “friendly fire” when everybody
is wearing the same camouflage outfits. How do you know who is who? It
will be a definite problem in the next war.
For the most part, life wasn’t all that strenuous and a definite improvement over the senseless schleifen we had been exposed to in home quarters.
The major physical chore was to keep the Panther supplied with grenades
and fuel. The latter had to be hand delivered in rather oversized jerry cans.
But even here there was a silver lining because, for a while, we had a HIWI
(rhymes with pee-wee). He was a Russian prisoner of war who had no love
for Stalin and had wisely opted to help us as Hilfswilliger, willing to help,
rather than starve in a prison camp. He was a bear of a man obviously used
to hard work and those grenades and cans were just like toys for him while I
labored mightily under their weight. He was quite taciturn and fraternization was not permitted, so I never did find out more about him. With our
constant moving around from one end of the front to the other, he was soon
lost sight of.
One evening we were dog tired and just wanted to sleep in a bed again
for a change. We drove into a farm house where the entry to the yard was
flanked by two pillars. They were set too close for the Panther to enter, so
they just had to be flattened. Graham parked us at the front door and we
headed straight for the bedroom. Only an old woman was left in the house;
everybody else had fled from the approaching Russians, and she was thoroughly frightened. We told her we weren’t Russians, wouldn’t rape her or
steal her belongings, all we wanted was a good night’s sleep in a real bed. It
was to no avail. All night long she sat at the door step muttering: “Istenem,
istenem, joi joi istenem, istenem istenem,” God, God dear dear God, God,
God. When we left in the morning without breakfast she was still busy with
“Istenem, istenem.”
Through the grapevine we had become aware of the Russian’s encouragement to desert. The message was beamed over loudspeakers to our side:
“Comrades, you don’t want to die for Hitler, come over to us, warm food
and regular sexual intercourse are guaranteed, bring your coats and mess
kits.” The Russians didn’t have many takers, but some of our boys thought
that intercourse was not a bad idea, so we trooped off to the nearest whorehouse. It was a sight to behold and never to forget: a small two-story
building with a dark, dirty corridor from which rooms opened on either
side. At the end there was a staircase which led to an upstairs with
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presumably more of the same. There was a long line in the corridor and on
the staircase where the boys patiently waited for the call, “Next,” by one of
the “beauties.” It was just like the line in front of the toilets at the airport
when a flight has just arrived. The ladies of the night were middle-aged to
elderly, covered with shabby morning coats, flabby, and not just plain but
plain ugly. I looked at the scene and said to myself the equivalent of, “No
way”, and went back to my tank.
By now it was late fall and the weather had become dreary. The seals of
the hatches didn’t work well and rain dribbled in. Anybody who has had a
chance to race or cruise on overnighters in a sailboat which isn’t watertight, knows how it felt. In addition, two special events occurred on the
political front. The Hungarian government had decided that the war was
lost and asked the Russians for an armistice, whereupon the individual
Hungarian soldiers promptly started walking home. The German High
Command couldn’t allow this because our entire army would have been
trapped. Hitler, therefore, immediately installed the Salaszi regime in
Budapest and the war went on. The Hungarian soldiers couldn’t have cared
less about what Budapest said, they were going home. Our valiant tank
commander couldn’t stomach such disobedience and cowardice. He
pointed into the direction of the front and told some stragglers that’s where
they were expected. When one of them was not impressed, our little lieutenant jumped off the tank and put a pistol to his head. This seemed to have
the desired result. I’m sure the Hungarian had said to himself, “To hell with
you bastard,” and changed course again as soon as we were out of sight.
The other event was that I became a member of the SA; rather a paradox
for a Mischling, but life is full of paradoxes. In order to inculcate us with
the proper National Socialist spirit, our entire Panzer Grenadier Division
was subordinated to the SA Standarte Feldherrnhalle. Now we no longer
had just a number, but we were the Panzer Grenadier Division Feldherrnhalle. American readers will not readily appreciate the profound meaning
of the word Feldherrnhalle for the Nazi world. It is not just a monument, in
the center of Munich dedicated to the dead of various wars, but it was also
the place where Hitler’s Putsch in 1923 had come to a sudden end when the
police fired into the marching column and left sixteen dead and several
others wounded. Thus, the Feldherrnhalle and the Nazi martyrs had
become the Holy of Holies. Every year on November 9, a secular memorial
service would be held there with Hitler in attendance. He only stopped
coming in 1943 because the war was not going to his liking, and he had run
out of excuses with which to cheer up his old comrades.
To document that we were now members of the SA, we were given a
narrow brown armband with the word Feldherrnhalle, which had to be
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stitched to the lower part of the left sleeve. Word immediately got around
that the Russians had a head price on the wearers of this band. We therefore
stitched it very loosely so that it could be ripped off at a moment’s notice.
To ensure that we became good Nazis, we also received a NS Führungs
Offizier, the equivalent of the Russian Commissar. His task was to sniff out
any defeatist attitudes and confirm us in our unbounded love for the
Führer, as well as our determination for final victory.
One morning it was my duty to sweep the kitchen in a farmhouse we
had requisitioned while the lieutenant and the Führungsoffizier had a chat
in the adjoining living room. The door was open and I heard the Nazi say,
“If it ever becomes known what we are doing in Poland, then may God help
Germany.” That was all I heard. I was surprised and asked myself, “What
in all the world are we doing in Poland that is so terrible?” I had no idea but
had no business asking, as I wasn’t even supposed to have heard what had
been said.
In spite of the dreary weather, and the sense that we were not really accomplishing anything worthwhile, we tried to make life as liveable as possible. In addition to his other talents, Graham knew how to play the
harmonica and was also a
tolerable cook. Whenever
there was an opportunity,
we grabbed a chicken from
the road or some yard, rung
its neck, plucked the feathers and, presto, had chicken
dinner. My few words of
Hungarian were also put to
good use as I went foraging
for our immediate crew. My
first introduction was always, “I’m from Vienna,”
which predictably led practically to embraces as the
old Austro-Hungarian monarchy they had lived and
prospered in came to their
minds. I was one of them
and not some foreign German occupier. When I said,
in addition, that I had Pengö
Graham in a lighter mood.
to pay for whatever was
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needed, there was pure joy. My Hungarian impressed them, “Tud magyarul,” he speaks Hungarian, was always the surprised reaction and I had to
caution them with “Kicsit,” just a little.
These pleasantries led, however, to near disaster one day. I have always
loved the Viennese dish of Palatschinken, one of the previously alluded to
Mehlspeisen. Graham promised he’d make some if I would just bring the
appropriate ingredients. I started for the little town and when I came back a
couple of hours later with the goodies, the tanks were gone. I was panic
stricken. I was now AWOL and that meant court martial. I had to find my
tank, come what may. We had been at the outskirts of the place so I headed
toward the open fields, asking each passer by “Nemetül Panzelos, Nemetül
Panzelos?” where are the German tanks? They kept waving me on, and
pretty soon I found myself in the trenches of our infantry. They were in
their foxholes and on the other side were the Russians in theirs. I just stood
there in plain sight, asking, “Where are the tanks, where are the tanks?”
Fortunately, the front was quiet that day and the comrades pointed to the
right. I had started walking, when they yelled at me, “Are you crazy? It’s
all mined!” What was I supposed to do? I was completely obsessed, and
had to find my tank, so I walked most guardedly, lifting my feet very carefully before setting them cautiously down. It must have looked ridiculous,
and I bet our boys as well as the Russians had a good laugh, and not a shot
was fired from either side. Eventually I made it to a command post and was
told the tanks had been there, but had left again without a forwarding
address. By that time it was midafternoon. I had no idea what to do so I
started walking back. Lo and behold, there were the tanks just as I had left
them in the morning. They had just gone on a routine outing. No big deal
for them but panic for me. We did not get Palatschinken after all.
Just as I had had no fear when I was walking in that mine field, there
was another occasion when danger simply didn’t register. As usual, we
were parked at the outskirts of a village, and for some reason or other I had
to get something done in the village itself, although it was already under
fire. I remember walking along main street with bullets flying from all
directions. I saw a dead German soldier with his head blown off, lying in a
door sill and thought, “Hm, he’s dead.” There was no fear or any other
emotion, just a statement of fact. The idea that I might be next simply
didn’t arise. I finished my business and returned unscathed. Years later,
during my professional life, I found out there’s a name for this. It is called
dissociative reaction. One’s body is there but the mind has divorced itself
from the horror around. Whenever we can’t explain anything we give it a
fancy name, but why it happens on certain occasions and not on others,
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nobody knows. This dissociation occurred a third time under different circumstances, which will be recounted later.
I must admit, however, that we didn’t always pay for what we took. On
one occasion we entered a village and broke into an abandoned jeweler’s
store. Since the village was a small, poor one there were no jewels to be
found, just a variety of watches, most of them having been brought for
repair. Nevertheless, we helped ourselves to some of them and I was no
exception. Subsequently, I have often thought about the power of a uniform. It removes individuality and one may do things that one would have
never dreamt of doing in civilian life. Watches, especially, seemed to have
held a strong attraction for soldiers. Not only were the Russians inordinately fond of them, but even American soldiers sported on occasion an
armful.
Looting was forbidden in our army, but in war, or when civil authority
breaks down, it is commonplace. It was a serious problem during the
London Blitz, but not in bombed out Germany. Looters were either shot on
sight or immediately executed when caught and brought to trial with the
resulting obligatory death sentence. Not only looters were immediately
“liquidated,” but so were people who refused to serve in the army and
“saboteurs.” This applied even to senior members of the SS. Höss, the
camp commandant of Auschwitz about whom more will be said in Part III,
had a friend who had been ordered to arrest a communist with whom he had
been acquainted for several years. He allowed the man to return briefly to
his apartment for a change of clothes and to say goodbye to his wife. While
the arresting officer made small talk with the wife, the man to be arrested
fled through the window and escaped. The SS officer was immediately
arrested himself and, in spite of pleas to Himmler by other senior SS officers, was executed the very same day. Humanitarian impulses were not to
be tolerated; SS men had to be hard, and an example had to be made. Thus,
the death penalty did have a significant deterrent effect when promptly
applied. On the other hand, if execution is delayed for years or decades
while the various appeal processes run their course, the only one deterred
from future crimes is the condemned prisoner.
What the military situation was like can be gleaned from an excerpt of
the “Budapester Neueste Nachrichten” of November 22, 1944, which I
found several years later at home. How it got to Vienna I have no idea, but
the article is of interest not only because of the language of heroic pathos,
but it also referred directly to us. The Headline was: “Nameless Fighters.
Stable defense position south of Gödöllö.” It went on:
“The air is cold and wet. The fog which covers the ground allows visibility for a few meters only. We have grey nasty November days. In the
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main front line east of Budapest, crouch for weeks, day and night, German
and Hungarian soldiers in their fox-holes. They lie by their grenade
launchers and cannons, wade through muddy trenches or form for battle.
They throw the Soviets and their Rumanian helpers from their positions,
close incursions, counter-attack and regain lost territory. They are tired and
worn but the eyes in the unshaven tough faces show firm determination.
Uniforms are often wet and dirty and the mud-caked boots hang like lead
from their legs, but over and over again these nameless fighters are ready
for renewed action. It is a heroic battle which is fought before the doors of
Budapest yet, these men do not feel themselves as heroes. They fulfill their
duty as a matter of course.”

Apart from the heroic rhetoric it was true and amply justified my disinclination for joining the infantry. But the “nameless fighters” also included
our outfit.
“A most successful battle was fought by the troops of the Panzergrenadier Division Feldherrnhalle. They pushed forward to the enemy and
destroyed machine gun as well as cannon positions. Under the protection of
thick fog the Soviets had succeeded on November 20 to move into a gap in
the front – but on the 21st they were already thrown back….”

Well, that was the hope
anyway. In reality the front kept
getting pushed back and by late
November we were already in
the vicinity of Budapest. Our 75
mm cannon had been a chronic
problem with a mind of its own.
It must have been a pacifist
because ever so often it refused
to fire when it was supposed to.
By now we were down to three
tanks and were supposed to head
off a Russian spearhead. Even
our brave lieutenant voiced concerns because the cannon was
definitely out of commission
and could not be fixed right
away. We were ordered to head
out anyway to provide “moral
support” and the Russians
wouldn’t know that we had a Destroyed Russian tank.
useless gun. Thus started one of
the most memorable days of my
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life. We set off on narrow, winding country roads with our tank, for unfathomable reasons, in the lead. All of a sudden, in the early afternoon, we
were met by a T43 that had just come around a bend in the road. There
couldn’t have been more than about forty yards between us and both of us
stopped in our tracks. We had no gun and he was bound to shoot. Shoot he
did, and missed. How he could have missed at that distance is beyond me. I
remember sitting there, waiting for him to reload and praying to the Holy
Virgin that I didn’t mind getting killed but please don’t let me be crippled
for life. There was no second shot from the Russian. Apparently my
guardian angel had taken charge. I yelled at the lieutenant, “For heavens
sake, do something,” but there was no answer. I yelled at Graham and there
was only silence. To my amazement, I then found out that I was alone in the
tank, the others had taken off. It made no sense to just sit around, so I
climbed out of the hatch. While I stood there on the tank, surveying the
situation, a terrific blast knocked me down into the ditch. Our second tank
had come up, gotten into position, and finished off the Russian. My ears
were ringing from the blast, I was stunned, but otherwise ok. The rest of the
crew was also in that ditch. They had bailed out when the Russian appeared
because we were defenseless.
Once the T43 was knocked out, a council of war was held. We didn’t
know how many other Russian tanks were behind that curve, so it was
decided to send one of us ahead with a bazooka to spy out the lay of the
land. There was no bazooka available. A volunteer went anyway and came
back with the information that there were at least two others. Then the gallant decision was taken that we would just sit there until nightfall and when
the Russians came around the curve, during darkness we would dispatch
them. We sat, it got dark and it was my job to head out into the field, and
when I heard them coming around the bend, I was to fire a flare so that one
of our tanks could take aim and get rid of them. Easier said then done. The
night was pitch black, no stars, no moon, and there I am by my lonesome.
Intermittently one could hear some engine noises but visibility was nil.
How would I know when they were around the bend? I had only one flare.
If I fired too early I would give myself away, if I fired too late they would
be on top of us. The Russians were not going to have only tanks. There
would be some infantry coming along any moment, theirs as well as ours,
and I would be in the middle. Those were my thoughts as genuine fear
gripped my whole body, to the extent that my knees were shaking uncontrollably, while prayers went up to heaven, “Please get me out of this!”
Never again have I been as afraid as on that particular night. Prayers were
answered, I was called back and a flare went up from the vicinity of our
tanks. One of the Russians had already come around the corner and was
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promptly knocked out. The road was now clogged with two of them. We
declared victory and went home. For this act of heroism, we were rewarded
a few days later with the Iron Cross 2nd class. I really didn’t think that I had
merited the decoration, but by this time it was pretty nearly true what the
Russians said, “Every German soldier has an Iron Cross and every Russian
soldier a grenade launcher.” Actually I would have preferred the Panzersturm Abzeichen, a medal one received for having taken part in a specified
number of sorties. It was rather pretty, showed a silvery tank with some
crew and was worn on the chest rather than just the black-white-red band in
the lapel. I also felt it would have been more appropriate because there was
no act of valor whatsoever displayed on my part during that particular day.
On the other hand, the rest of the world didn’t know how I had felt, so perhaps it didn’t hurt to have some outward recognition for participation in
battle.
Since the front was by now already at the outskirts of Budapest, we
decided to celebrate our heroism by going to the best hotel in town, the
Gellert. Eight of us piled into a VW Kübelwagen and headed for the city. I
was surprised no end. There was Hannibal ante portas but in the city itself
you didn’t get the slightest inkling. Some time ago I found the actual letter I
had sent home on November 28 and was surprised that the military censors
hadn’t bothered with it. Since it is a first hand account rather than as retold
more than fifty years later, I’ll translate it here:
“My dear Muttl:
Yesterday we shifted positions again and are now in the vicinity of
Budapest, that is one can regard our place as being actually on the outskirts
already. In so doing I had the first opportunity to see Budapest, since we
had to cross through it with our tank. As a matter of fact I had imagined the
bomb damage in the city to have been considerably greater. In the center
itself there is only occasionally a damaged house while the outlying
districts look much worse. Especially where we are quartered now there is
only every third house intact. At any rate one finds the most unusual
circumstances here. The front is only 15 kilometers away and in the city life
goes on in the most normal fashion. Even the theaters are open and perform
as usual. Then there is, for a change, now and then an air raid alarm (a
signal quite unknown to us at the front). Furthermore we have phenomenal
quarters here. Everyone has his own bed or couch in the villa of a
Hungarian officer and everything else is also most comfortable.
Last night we had scarcely bedded down when the Russians lobbed
some shells at us while the radio played dance music. But the funniest
aspect is that the infantry, up forward in their bunker, has radio, gramophone and whatever else one might want. This is surely a rather odd war we
are carrying on down here.
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Our tank is still kaput. It can be driven but is otherwise useless. Today
we were again in the city, this time with a VW. Unfortunately, we didn’t
have much time because we spent two hours in the bath. You’ve been to
Budapest before, dear Muttl, and you probably know the Gellertbad. It is
the most beautiful indoor swimming facility I’ve ever seen. We, a sergeant,
Graham and I went only to the steam bath in order to get properly cleaned
up after a long time. First one takes a warm shower, then one walks slowly
through three chambers which can be properly called sweat chambers. The
first one has a temperature of 40-45 degrees [104-113 F], the second 45-50
[113-122] and the third 50-60 degrees [122-140]. One remains in there
until the sweat drips out from all pores and then ambles back through the
same sequence. Afterwards one finds two small pools, symmetrically
arranged. The water, is in the one 40 degrees and in the other 30 [ 86].
Everybody then gets a bath towel, a hand towel as well as slippers and one
has the chance to check one’s weight. I found out that I had actually gained
three kilos. All in all, the entire affair cost us 3 Pengö. There isn’t much of
anything else you can buy and the food situation doesn’t amount to much
either. For lunch we paid 30 (!) Pengö and walked away hungry. It
consisted of a carp, which swam around in a paprika soup and afterwards
cold rice with a smattering of cocoa powder on top. You know how much I
love paprika, but one gets used to that too. Unfortunately, I have to quit
now, until next time many Bussis and greetings also to Papa. Your Ernstl.”

I bet our lice had quite a surprise when exposed to those more than
tropical temperatures in the sweat chambers for the first time in their lives.
On December 15 I wrote another letter which showed that the good times
hadn’t lasted long.
“My dear Muttl:
Thank you so much for your three packages which arrived yesterday and
today. I was delighted, like a little kid, especially since I hadn’t heard for
more than a week about what’s going on at home. Well, this Christmas we
won’t be able to be together, because we are rather busy with a stabilization
of the front. Leave or an official trip are out of the question.
Here everything is about the same, only the steady rain does get on our
nerves. Today it snows which equals rain inside the tank, only that the cold
makes it worse. Now what’s happening with Papa? Is he still in the hospital
or is he already an honorary member of the Volkssturm?
After a four hour interval I can now continue. In the meantime we
reached some quarters and at long last we’re sitting in a warm room. We
even can get washed, and it’s high time for that. If you could see me now, I
doubt that you would even recognize me. At any rate it’s going to be better
now, and I hope that we’ll have some peace and quiet for a little while.
Now, dear Muttl, once again many thanks and best greetings from your
Ernstl.”

Eventually the higher ups became convinced that it didn’t make any
sense to send us into battle for moral support when we had nothing to
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provide support with. Therefore, for the next week or so we just loafed
around while the experts tried to fix the recalcitrant 75 mm. One problem
after another popped up and I never saw action again.

Ordered Back to Mödling
Der Mensch denkt und Gott lenkt,” man thinks but God guides is an old
proverb and it came true again. It was a few days before Christmas when
the order came that Oberschütze Rodin was to report “directly and without
any delay” to his old company in Mödling. I was dumbstruck. What was
this all about? Why me and nobody else? I should have been jumping for
joy, inwardly, but what I actually felt was sadness and a sense of leaving
my buddies in the lurch. We knew that the good times were over and the
real battle for Budapest was only days away but we were more than friends.
It was a comradeship which only shared danger can forge and which had
nothing to do with Hitler, patriotism or any of that. I packed my gear, we
said good bye, and the only other Viennese in the outfit, Mende, gave me
his address to let his folks know that he was all right.
I went to the train station and caught the first one to Vienna. For some
reason or another, maybe the tracks had been blown in an air raid, it didn’t
quite make it much further than the border. A truck was hailed and it
dropped me off at the intersection of Landstrasse and Rennweg. It was the
forenoon of December 23 and I suddenly found myself a mere five minute
trolley ride away from Muttl’s store. A decision had to be made. Should I
take the 71 trolley that went down to the center of the city and connected
with others to Mödling, or the F down the Landstrasse? I thought to
myself, What’s the harm? Take the few minutes, say Hello, don’t worry,
everything is fine and then go on to Mödling? Or should I stick to the order
which included the words: “without any delay?” The temptation was great,
but I was a good boy, did what I was told and hopped on number 71. Upon
arrival I was ordered into Eder’s office and his first question was, “Does
anybody know you are here?” “No Sir.” “OK. You’re staying here for the
rest of the day, tomorrow get yourself deloused and in the evening go home
for a few days, but don’t contact your family first.“
It was Eder’s long arm that had reached down to Budapest and pulled
me out a few days before the encirclement had been completed by the Russians. In all probability he had saved my life. Budapest became a slaughterhouse, just as Stalingrad had been. Each building was fought over and by
the middle of February, when the city finally surrendered, hardly a house
had been left intact. Whoever wasn’t dead had been taken prisoner and
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shipped to the East. With two exceptions, all of my buddies perished in the
maelstrom. One was Mende, of whom more will be said later. He was uninjured but the other one had lost a leg and was prematurely released from a
Russian POW camp. How did Eder get away with removing a Pfc from the
front? The answer I found out many years later. It was my Jewish grandfather who had been at work. Eder – the apparent super Nazi – had convinced
his higher ups that a Mischling has absolutely no business in the SA and has
to be removed from that elite outfit lest he infect the fighting spirit of the
others.
Next evening I went home and, since it was Christmas Eve, Muttl
worked late in the store. When she eventually arrived, she couldn’t believe
her eyes. Eder had called to let her know that a soldier from Hungary had
come with news from her son and she had obviously expected a stranger. I
was Eder’s Christmas present for her and would have spoiled it had I taken
the F trolley to the store instead of the 71 directly to Mödling. Sometimes it
does pay to obey orders, even if you don’t know what they’re all about.
After Christmas, life continued as usual in the barracks, mainly
marches and defense drills in the woods. There was also a small Concentration Camp nearby and while we marched in one direction towards our exercises, the inmates marched in the other to the Seegrotte. This is a cave in a
nearby mountain which also contains a small lake and is a favorite tourist
destination in peacetime. The KZlers, as they were called, didn’t go there
for the scenery but were put to work, out of reach of the U.S. bombers,
assembling aircraft parts.

The USAAF Over Vienna
Bombing of Vienna and its environs had become a habit of the U.S. Air
Force. The first raids had already started before I was sent to Hungary, but
they were limited to strategic targets, including oil refineries, on the outskirts. I remember sitting at the Cafe Bastei one day and the owner, a
hunting friend of Papa’s but a dedicated Nazi who killed himself when the
regime collapsed, parroted the Goebbels line of “Terror Attacks” against
the city. I told him that this was not terror, those were military targets and
pointing across the street to the University building said, “When they
bomb the University that’s terror.” I was only off by a couple of weeks.
The bombing of the inner city, full of cultural treasures and entirely devoid
of significant military installations, started on September 10. It went on
unabated until the Russians came in April of next year.
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In contrast to the British, the American bomber crews apparently relished a good night’s sleep and leisurely breakfast. This meant that we had
only daytime raids whenever the sun was shining. Given a choice, we
would have opted for daylight raids anyway. Everything is always worse
during the night and chronic sleep deprivation is no joy. When the weather
was good, we knew that by 9:30 or 10 a.m. the call of a cuckoo would come
over the radio, which meant that the planes were in the air. The flight path
was still unclear, but within fifteen minutes or so, the announcement would
come: strong enemy Kampfverband, bomber squadron, approaching Reich
territory. Another few minutes later when the direction was clear, warnings
were issued for Lower Austria and Vienna. A little while later came the
sirens. It was all utterly predictable; nobody lost any sleep over it and lunch
was eaten earlier, because it didn’t pay to be hungry when you had to clean
up the mess afterwards.
The propaganda machine was, of course, working overtime. The big
deal, which would turn the war around were the new Wunderwaffen,
miracle weapons, which were about to be perfected. Nobody believed it.
When the Volkssturm was called up, which consisted of all males between
16 and 60 who had not already been drafted, the more ingenious citizens
painted on the freight cars, they went to the front in: Wir alten Affen sind
die neuen Waffen, we old apes are the new weapons. There was also a little
doggerel in circulation: Zwischen Graz und Steinamanger, fliegt ein
Kampfverband ein langer, links ka Jäger, rechts ka Flak, plötzlich bricht
sich einer’s Gnack, übergetitelt: der Wunderwaffe. It was a takeoff on a
favorite Hungarian imaginary character Lodzi, who was always doing
something weird and whose German was somewhat deficient. Rendered
into English, it went something like this: Between Graz and Steinamanger
(cities in Styria and western Hungary) a long bomber squadron flies. To the
left, there’s no fighter, to the right no antiaircraft fire. Suddenly one of
them breaks his neck. Superscript: the miracle weapon.
If I happened to be in Vienna on errands for the outfit during a raid, I
usually went home and we sat in the cellar, where everything shook intermittently and the lights flickered when there was a hit nearby. One
morning I decided I had to see what was going on. So I went up to the flat
roof of the building and watched. It was impressive and something one,
fortunately, doesn’t see every day. There they were, silver pencils leisurely
flying along, emptying their bomb hatches and not all that much bothered
by the flak. That day they flew somewhat to the West of our district and
since they didn’t deviate from their course, we didn’t have any trouble.
March 12 was the worst for the inner city. Since it was the 7th anniversary
of Hitler’s takeover, people felt that this was not pure coincidence but
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Bomb damage to the Parliament. DW

Bomb damage to the University. DW
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punishment for the euphoria of
that day. Most of the inner city
including St. Stephen’s square,
the Imperial castle, the University and above all, the world
famous Opera house, was in
flames. People left their own
ruined houses on a pilgrimage to
the Opera – the symbol of Austrian culture and heritage –
where they watched with tears in
their eyes as the noble building
was gutted by fire which lasted
for two days.
Eleven years later my wife
Martha and I bought our first
house in Ann Arbor. When we
introduced ourselves to our next
door neighbor, he asked as
usual, “Where are you from?”
“Vienna” I said. “Oh, I flew over
it during the war.” “Yeah, I saw
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you.” He then went on to
say how heavy the AA fire
was and how they didn’t
like the run. I explained that
16-year-olds had been
drafted for the defense, and
when you give an adolescent a cannon, he’ll fire to
his heart’s content. Since
the topic was a little touchy
for both of us we dropped
the subject and went on to
other matters. It was still a
little bit too close in time to
explore in more depth how
he had seen the situation.
We had been fortunate,
our apartment house was
never hit. Others were not
so lucky and some people
seemed to be actually pursued by bombs. They were

The burning Opera House. DW

Bomb damage on the Schottenring. DW
171

War and Mayhem

ausgebombt, or “dehoused” as the process was called by the Western
Allies, and had lost all their belongings twice or even three times. Obviously, even those of us who had no use for the Nazi regime didn’t like the
bombing. The raids hit friend and foe alike and we resented especially what
we called the “carpet bombing,” or “area bombing” as it was referred to by
the Brits and Americans. This no longer concerned itself with military
objectives but the planes merely flew along dropping their payloads in a
broad swath and for whoever was below, it was just tough luck. He’ll
flatten Germany from one end to the other was the promise made by Sir
Arthur Harris, or “Bomber Harris” as he was called by his own people. In
Vienna one third of all houses were destroyed or severely damaged. The
toll was much greater in smaller cities as will be discussed later.
During the preparation for this book I tried to find out the reason for the
switch from strategic bombing to area bombing, and was quite surprised to
find that the relevant books seemed to soft-pedal area bombing by the
USAAF. It was all strategic! In relation to the November 2, 1944 raid by
the 15th USAAF on Wiener Neustadt, which housed Messerschmidt factories Verrier wrote:
“What is really so interesting about the raid of 2 November is that
despite a missing rate of approximately ten per cent (112 B17s and B24s
sortied, 11 were lost in combat), there was little doubt… that attacks from
Mediterranean bases on targets in southern Germany offered a better
option… than the 8th’s endeavour to blast its way across the intensely
defended center of the Reich…. Throughout 1944 the 15th continued to
attack a wide variety of targets, from aircraft factories to bridges, its
commander had no need to resort to area bombing in order to prove the
efficacy of air power.” [emphasis added].

The author went on saying that the Mediterranean based bomber forces
were
“used as required by the Supreme and Army Commanders, and not in
accordance with theories of air power which called for the elimination of
major cities or posed the destruction of an enemy’s war economy by attacks
on his industrial centers.”

In Bombs Cities and Civilians it is stated that on March 1, 1945 a new
bombing policy was issued.
“It emphasized that only military objectives could be attacked and was
especially restrictive about attacks in occupied areas. As the number of
strategic targets continued to diminish, operations became more and more
of a tactical nature, designed to help keep the break-throughs rolling.”

If that was indeed the plan it was obviously not communicated to the
boys flying their bombers.
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One also reads in The Strategic Bombing of Germany, 1940-1945:
“The fact that even visual bombing was never quite so accurate as the
AAF had liked to claim, and that radar bombing was even less accurate was
becoming understood by 1945. And this lent itself to the supposition that
the Americans were deliberately carrying out area attacks. This was not
really true [emphasis added]. Although they had become more callous
about casualties among enemy civilians, as the strafing attacks of February
14 showed, they were little closer to a policy of deliberately bombing civilians than before. They might exploit a British operation with fighter attacks
bound to kill civilians, but directing a major bomber operation for that
purpose made no sense to them.”

The author went on to say that the emphasis was instead on hitting oil
production centers and refineries.
“Three more missions, on March 12, 15 and 19 finished off Vienna’s
oil production before the Soviets arrived on April 10.”

The February 14 date referred to the attack on Dresden and the March
12 raid on Vienna has already been mentioned. If this was a strategic one to
hit oil production, then the crews had either exceedingly poor training or
were totally incompetent, neither of which is very likely. This raid, as well
as the others that hit the inner city, seemed to us at the time as area attacks
pure and simple.
And how did the boys up there in the sky feel? The following quote
comes from Yanks over Europe:
“I didn’t hate the Germans… They were just the enemy and when I
toggled out a load of bombs it was with no more emotion than trying to
powder a clay target on the skeet range. The target was only a far-away
pattern of buildings and roads and checkpoints five miles below. And when
I leaned forward to watch the bomb strike it was to see if the bursts were in
the right part of that pattern. I never had any mental pictures of bodies
flying through the air, or people screaming or houses burning.“

Not everybody was as nonchalant. Captain Ardery, who was over
Wiener Neustadt, wrote:
“As I looked out on that hell of shellfire I think I felt as much terror as I
ever felt in an airplane. I was more frightened than I had been over Ploesti. I
can’t explain it unless it had seemed to me that this was a raid that would be
costly without reasonable results to compensate. Somehow we had no
adequate purpose on this raid to bolster up our courage.”

Forged In Fire tells a little story about Colonel Smart who was also on
one of the missions over Wiener Neustadt:
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“Flak was particularly heavy and accurate, and the defenses were the
toughest the Fifteenth had yet encountered. Thirty seconds before ‘bombs
away’, Smart’s aircraft took a direct hit and exploded.”

He was given up for dead and recommended for the Distinguished
Service Cross to be awarded posthumously. This sentiment was premature.
He was blown clear of the exploding plane and, although wounded in back
and legs, managed to land
“…in a soggy meadow, but when he tried to stand up, the wind caught his
chute and he was dragged over a slimy expanse of water. In shock, half
drowned he knew his wounds would be infected, and he tried get his
first-aid kit open. It was too much, and his next thought was escape. To do
that, he decided, he must rest first. He managed to get out of his chute
harness and crawl under some bush in a ditch, where he either passed out or
fell asleep. It was not until three hours later that he was awakened by some
German soldiers from a nearby flak battery. The noncom in charge, seeing
that the American was badly injured, opened Smart’s first-aid kit and
poured iodine on his wounds, brutally painful but necessary. Jack Smart
would live to fly another day and come home to his wife and three
children.”

There is another interesting item about an attitude which
“…disturbed American leaders: the feelings of AAF airmen about the
enemy. Bombardment crews in Europe did not seem to hate the Germans
enough… Surveys showed that almost three-quarters of heavy-bomber
crews harbored no vindictiveness toward the German people and wanted
only to punish their leaders…. A commander wrote in an after-action
report: ‘Like every American who flies to Europe for combat duty, I
regretted my failure to get the desired crack at the Jap. I failed to possess
any real enmity toward Jerry and sensed a certain repulsion to European
bombings where non-combatant Axis life might be involved.’ ”

He claimed that he “soon learned to hate the Hun, but others did not.”
This is especially interesting because it shows that the war elicited different emotions in the participants, depending upon which theater of operations the soldier or airman had been assigned to. What “the Jap” was for
Americans, were “the Soviet beasts” for us, and the same soldier would
behave differently depending on whether he had been sent to the Eastern
front or to fight against the Western Allies. It also shows that Americans
were not immune to propaganda. The commander had to “learn to hate the
Hun” which obviously included people like my family.
Goebbels had tried valiantly to inflame the population against these “air
pirates” and “murderers” and had recommended that if they were captured
they were to be shot on sight. But as is apparent from the foregoing, soldiers by and large don’t hate only politicians and newspaper hacks do. I
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was therefore quite glad to read that Col. Smart had been treated right and
eventually got back to his family. After all he and his comrades were also
“just following orders” and c’est la guerre.
The previously mentioned documentation, Österreich II, also has interesting comments about the air war. Good weather was required not only to
see the targets more clearly but also to prevent collisions with neighboring
planes. If a given target was hidden by clouds or too heavily defended by
AA fire an alternate smaller one was attacked which accounted for the inordinate destructions. The entire bomb load intended for a big city had to be
dumped on smaller ones, most of which had already been wiped out in previous raids.
The book also provides an alternative explanation for the carpet
bombing which took place. Anti-aircraft defense had to rely, at this stage of
the war, largely on AA fire because fighter planes were hardly available
any more. The goal of the AA batteries was, however, not as one might
naively assume to knock down individual planes, but to lay a Sperrfeuer,
protective barrage, over vital military targets. Since the planes couldn’t get
to the targets they wanted, they had to get rid of their loads somehow and
that was over the undefended civilian population.
Finally the book also presents an account of a very well known
American politician and presidential candidate. Senator George
McGovern flew several raids over Austria and he recounted some of his
exploits before the video cameras. Here is a re-translation from the German
text into English:
“Linz was heavily defended. Especially towards the end of the war
there were a great many AA batteries around Linz. My mission against Linz
was the worst of my entire tour of duty. It was my last one in the war but it
could easily have been my last hour too. My plane was hit by 110 Flak
splinters. Two engines failed, the hydraulics were shot to pieces and we
had to land without brakes. Our wings looked like a sieve. It was a miracle
that we survived this raid. In an earlier raid we were supposed to hit the oil
refineries in the vicinity of Vienna. There was bad weather, so we went
instead for Wiener Neustadt. We hit this little town rather severely. Flying
home we noticed that one of the bombs had gotten stuck in its shaft. This
was highly dangerous, because we had to loosen the bomb. We succeeded.
As we followed the course of the bomb to the ground we saw that it hit a
house standing all by itself. We had just dropped thousands of bombs on a
city but to see how a single bomb destroyed a small house, and probably
killed all the people in it, affected me greatly. As we landed a telegram from
the U.S.A. awaited me. My wife had just brought into the world a little girl,
our first child. I thought: here a very precious little child has been born and
how many people have we just killed, maybe somebody’s little girl too.”
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McGovern commented subsequently that he was still concerned about
this event but there is a postscript.
When the film was aired Mrs.Victoria Fischer called the station and said:
“Can you contact this American? I want to set his mind at ease. It was
our house which was hit by his bomb. Everything is exactly correct, the
Americans came from Wiener Neustadt. The raid was already over when
this single bomb came down. It hit our house and destroyed it completely.
But, no one was home, we were at that time in Vienna because my father
was hospitalized. It was here that we heard the bad news. It was a great
shock for us when we stood later on in front of the totally destroyed house.
My father tried to rebuild it after the war, but there wasn’t enough money.
Maybe it was good anyway because we could subsequently sell the property for a good price.”

The station did contact Senator McGovern and relayed the information.
This really contains the essence of war in a nutshell. We can’t feel anything
about mass destruction, especially when we are under fire ourselves, but an
individual house, one person or family can affect us profoundly. I had the
opportunity to discuss this with Senator McGovern and he verified the
story.
Rauchensteiner in his Der Krieg in Österreich ‘45 also discusses the
raid of March 12, which was the most disastrous one for the inner city. He
stated that the objective had indeed been the oil refineries in Floridsdorf,
but it is obvious that most of the 225 B-17’s and 522 B24’s which participated in that raid dropped their loads, so to say en passant, over the inner
city before they ever got to Floridsdorf. It is also noteworthy that as far as
American sources are concerned, the raids on Wiener Neustadt were
supposed to eliminate a Messerschmidt factory. But that “strategic”
bombing left at the end of the war only 17 houses undamaged in a city of
about 30,000 inhabitants.

Before the Collapse
It was a sad time, with worse to come. The people knew it and a laconic
letter a German wife had written to her husband at the front was often
quoted: “Alles Scheisze Deine Emma,” everything’s shit, yours Emma.
The refrain of a popular song that winter went like this: Es geht alles
vorüber, es geht alles vorbei. Auf jeden Dezember folgt wieder ein Mai;
doch zwei die sich lieben die bleiben sich treu, everything passes, everything goes by, each December is followed by May, but two who are in love
remain true to each other. That was the official version, the more popular
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one was: Es geht alles vorüber, es geht alles vorbei, zuerst geht der Hitler
und dann die Partei, everything passes, first goes Hitler and then the party.
After having finished off Budapest, the Russians were advancing into
the Burgenland, the easternmost of Austria’s provinces. Reports had
reached us about how they had behaved in Königsberg, East Prussia, the
first German city they had captured. Women, young and old, were systematically raped, homes were plundered, men deported. It wasn’t all propaganda, it was the truth. Germany was now fighting for bare survival. The
insistence on unconditional surrender had given Goebbels his best propaganda weapon. In addition there was the Morgenthau plan, hatched in the
U.S., to destroy Germany’s industry and turn the country into a pastoral
landscape. The fact that Morgenthau was Jewish and Roosevelt’s secretary
of finance did not go unnoticed by Goebbels, who now felt vindicated. It
was the Jews after all who wanted to destroy the German people.
Even if we didn’t quite believe that the “Amis” (“A” pronounced like in
Papa instead of Dad) as we called them, would go to such extremes, the
reality we faced with Communism at our doorstep was bad enough. Two
major differences existed between the Nazis and the Communists. One was
that the Nazis respected private property, as long as one was not Jewish, the
Communists did not. As grandma had told us early on, the creed of communism is simple, “What’s yours is mine and what’s mine is none of your
business.” It took Americans a long time to grasp this elementary fact and
there are some who still don’t believe it. The other difference was the treatment of Jews. We know how they fared under the Nazis, but in the Soviet
Union they were not only not discriminated against but some were leaders
in the party and various state organizations including the secret police.
They were also represented to a considerable extent among the political
commissars in the army. These people were of course not Jewish in the
religious sense – as they had all converted to atheism – they simply came
from Jewish backgrounds. In later years when Stalin got really paranoid,
he unleashed an antisemitic outburst under the guise of the doctor’s plot,
but before then there was no major problem. On the other hand if you
wanted to be ornery in a state which is officially atheistic and try to practice
religion you would, of course, be punished regardless of whether you were
Jew, Christian or Muslim. Nationalistic leanings, whether they were
Jewish, Ukrainian or whatever were also anathema. And if that wasn’t
enough, one’s life was also in jeopardy by being designated a Kulak or
whatever group Stalin wanted to get rid of at a particular time.
I mentioned that the mood in Vienna was quite somber, but it was also
one that comes when you expect the end of the world. Everything we had
known and loved was being pulverized and in the end we would be killed
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or deported. Therefore, there was also a lust for life. My noncom superior, a
thoroughly decent person who was devoted to his wife in distant Germany,
fell in love with a local girl. He confided to me that if both were here he
would be unable to choose between the two and if bigamy weren’t illegal it
would have been the answer. He was caught in a spiritual dilemma that
never would have happened to this kind of man were not the world disintegrating for all of us. As far as I was concerned, I spent as many evenings as
possible in the Burgtheater on the fourth gallery. This was standing room
only, therefore cheap, and visited mainly by students and other young
people who yearned for culture without the money to buy a seat. I met an
aspiring young actress there and we started dating. My inordinate shyness
had lessened considerably, especially since I saw myself already as a medical student, although there was no way to realize this fantasy under the circumstances. She went by the name of Goltermann, which sounded tainted
to me, but you don’t go around asking your date for her certificate of
Aryanism. She was rather stuck up, regarded herself as a Diva, so nothing
came of that affair. Especially since, soon thereafter, the Burgtheater also got
hit by bombs and cultural activities came to a grinding halt.
While some of us lusted for life, others couldn’t care less about what
was about to befall us. The drill sergeant, Zavadil, although Viennese was a
thoroughly unpleasant SOB of the first order. In spite of the fact that the
Russians were about to make an appearance, he kept up the grind and the
accompanying invectives as if we were in boot camp. In early February I
decided with Emmo, a friend of mine, that we would do our part to liberate
the real fatherland. He also came from a staunch Austrian family who
never had any use for Hitler. We would join the Austrian Brigade which
was fighting with Tito’s partisans in Yugoslavia. Never mind that Tito was
a communist, we’d sort that out later. For now it was important to show
one’s allegiance to Austria. We managed to get fake orders, from a staff
sergeant, to report to a German outfit in Slovenia. We then intended to
make our way across the lines to the partisans. Fortunately, the plan came
to naught. In all probability we would have been caught and hanged from a
lamppost, which was the favorite way of dealing with the internal enemies
of the Reich at that time. The day before we had intended to take our leave,
the British bombed the Semmering, the only railroad connection to the
south, and all traffic had been halted.
So if it wasn’t meant to be, it wasn’t meant to be and we settled back
into barrack life where the major entertainment was to catch the superabundant mice, twirling them by the tail in a circular motion and when enough
velocity had been attained, sending them with a splash to the ceiling. It may
sound cruel now, but was great fun then. War had left its marks.
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At the end of March and beginning of April, it was obvious that the
battle for Vienna was just a few days off. Schirach, the previous
ReichsjugendFührer and now Gauleiter, had declared the city a fortress.
Placards were displayed recommending that women and children leave.
Some malcontent promptly scribbled over one of them, “Where to?”
Where is one going to go when Vienna, devastated as it was, is your home
and the only place in the world you know? Schirach, of course, knew
where he’d go. He had already packed up his family to the safety of the
Alps and would soon join them there.

Attempted Discharge from the Wehrmacht
For Eder, this was the time to discharge himself from the Wehrmacht.
He called me into his office and told me, in confidence, that he was leaving
during the night and I should also head home to my family. Well, if that’s
what you are told, that’s what you do.
Early in the morning, before dawn, I hopped on my bike – my favorite
means of transportation between Mödling and Vienna – and presented
myself to the parents who were still in bed. I told them that Eder was gone
and I was no longer required to defend Hitler and his cronies. I had thought
that this idea would be welcomed, but quite the opposite was the case. Papa
got out of bed, trembling with fury, and ordered me to return immediately
before my absence was discovered. Didn’t I know that deserters were
hanged. On top of it there was Sippenhaftung, which meant that the immediate relatives would likewise be held responsible! This was true, but I was
convinced that I could hide somewhere during these last few days of
Nazidom and argued to that effect. It was to no avail. Muttl cowered in bed
while Papa and I yelled at each other. Eventually I agreed to go back. I was
absolutely furious. This coward was sending me to my death just to save
his own skin, I thought. I surely hoped that I would get killed, or at least
179

War and Mayhem

severely wounded, so that he would have me on his conscience for the rest
of his life. Those were my sentiments as I pedaled back to my outfit. I
arrived just before roll call and nobody had noticed my absence. Nothing
was said about Eder’s disappearance, but that was also the last day I went
to see my family as a member of the German Wehrmacht. I hated and
despised them, so let there be war! I at least was not a coward.

Retreat Through the City
During the afternoon of April 4 the Russians were approaching from the
Hinterbrühl to the Vorderbrühl, where we were located on the outskirts of
Mödling. Machine gun fire was heard from the very area where we had
practiced defensive strategies for months on end. Surely, we would now
head out there and help our infantry, I thought. Nope. The order came that
we were to board trucks and head the other way to Maria Enzersdorf, out of
harm’s way. I told the group I would catch up with them there, mounted my
bike and went instead the usual back way up the hill and down again to the
valley. As I began pedaling, I heard some shots that sounded different and
came from the direction of the Concentration camp. The thought floated
across my mind, “Aha, the SS is shooting the KZlers.” There was no emotion attached to it. It was merely a fact like, “Oh it’s raining outside.” That
murder was going on, didn’t register. Even if it had, there was precious
little I could have done about it. This was another dissociative reaction and
I now believe it is actually the common mode of dealing with unpleasantness in war. I also know that peacetime civilian standards of behavior
simply do not apply in war, especially when your own life hangs in the
balance.
Some years later I read Victor Frankl’s account of his experiences in
Concentration camps. More about him will be said later. Let it suffice now
to quote briefly from his book, Man’s Search For Meaning:
“I spent some time in a hut for typhus patients who ran very high
temperatures and were often delirious, many of them moribund. After one
of them had just died, I watched without any emotional upset the scene that
followed, which was repeated over and over again with each death. One by
one the prisoners approached the still warm body. One grabbed the remains
of a messy meal of potatoes; another decided that the corpse’s wooden
shoes were an improvement on his own, and exchanged them. A third man
did the same with the dead man’s coat, and another was glad to be able to
secure some – just imagine! – genuine string. All this I watched with
unconcern.”
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He went on to tell how the body was eventually taken outside and
continued:
“My place was on the opposite side of the hut, next to the small, sole
window, which was built near the floor. While my cold hands clasped a
bowl of hot soup from which I sipped greedily, I happened to look out the
window. The corpse which had just been removed stared in at me with
glazed eyes. Two hours before I had spoken to that man. Now I continued
sipping my soup. If my lack of emotion had not surprised me from the
standpoint of professional interest, I would not remember this incident
now, because there was so little feeling involved in it.”

“Precisely!” is all one can say. Our circumstances differed, but the
feeling or rather lack of it was identical. Peacetime standards of emotion
simply do not apply. A propos incongruity. A little while ago my brother
gave my a copy of Ernst Jünger’s book: Im Stahlgewitter, where the author
describes his experiences on the Western front during the first world war.
One vignette struck me especially. They were going over the top charging
the enemy lines during ferocious shell and machine gun fire when his
buddy next to him suddenly stopped, shot a rabbit which had just come out
of its burrow, then continued his advance.
As promised I joined my outfit in Maria Enzersdorf, where we spent the
night. In the morning, instead of heading for the front, we retreated another
five miles or so to Hietzing, one of the westernmost districts of Vienna
proper. Everybody else went by truck while I rode my bike again. By now
it was clear that I had to store the bike somewhere for the duration of the
war. Since we were in the vicinity of Mende’s home I asked his family to
keep it for me until I might be able to get it back some day. They had not
heard from him since my Christmas greetings but promised to do me the
favor. Later during the day we looted an army warehouse which was chock
full of goodies we hadn’t seen in years. There were brand-new mountain
boots, ski parkas, chocolate, etc. The boots and parka to which I helped
myself were especially useful and served me well for many years during
ski vacations in Austria and later on in this country.
Any idea that we might actually be called upon to face the enemy was
dispelled the next day, when we were removed to Grinzing on the other
side of the city. The trucks were loaded to the gills and I stood on the running board. We went along the Gürtel, went left into Gentzgasse, then right
into Edelhofgasse and on to Grinzing. It was unbelievable. Not only was
this home territory, but our apartment house was on the corner of
Gentzgasse and we turned right in front of it. I could easily have jumped off
and vanished but Papa had said no, so I hung on full of rage. Our three
trucks came to a stop in a small street that ran east-west bordered by larger
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thoroughfares in the north-south direction on either side. We bunked down
in one of the abandoned villas for the night, but Emmo and I had no intention of leaving the city and decided we’d abscond as soon as it got dark. We
had a surprise coming. The north-south streets were full of Waffen SS and
there was no way of getting through. We were trapped. Next morning it
was back up on the trucks and across the Danube to Lower Austria. On and
on it went until late afternoon, when we came to a halt in Döllersheim, a
military training ground. This was again one of the saddest days of my life.
I had not wanted to leave Vienna. Although I had serious disagreements
with my parents, I loved the city. There was no way of getting back and all
this would be Russian pretty soon. Once they had something they would
not give it back willingly, was the general feeling.
How in all the world did we get out of Vienna without firing a shot? It
was clearly a matter of sabotage. Hitler had ordered a fight to the last man,
but the local Army High Command ignored him and simply proceeded
with an orderly retreat. We were part of that retreat. When it is said that
Hitler became paranoid at the end and felt himself surrounded by traitors,
he had every reason to be. Most of the generals in the field who had any
sense ignored him and did what seemed most appropriate under the
circumstances.

The Attempted Surrender of Vienna
Years later I found out what had really happened in those early April
days, as far as the larger picture was concerned. The documentation is contained in Andics’ book, 50 Jahre unseres Lebens as well as Rauchensteiner’s Der Krieg in Österreich’45. There was actually considerable
confusion, at least until April 7 as to who was in charge of Vienna’s
defense. Officially General von Bünau was Festungskommandant but he
had hardly any troops to command when he took over on April 3. Therefore Hitler appointed on April 6 General Rendulic as Chief of the Army
Group South. He knew full well that Rendulic was Austrian but banked on
his loyalty and intimate knowledge of the local terrain. Rendulic immediately realized that the order to defend the city made no sense whatsoever
and in concert with like-minded others, did his best to sabotage the plan
and proceeded with an orderly retreat which would not endanger the front
in Lower Austria.
Unbeknownst to Bünau and Rendulic there were also within the Army
command, Austrian officers who wanted to spare the city the fate that had
led to the destruction of Budapest. Chief among the Austrian underground
182

The Red Army Arrives

was Major Szokoll, who had been involved in the July 20 Putsch which had
worked flawlessly in Vienna but failed in Berlin. He had been able to elude
the Gestapo in the subsequent purges and was determined to do whatever
he could to save the city. In order to understand the enormity of the enterprise, one has to put oneself into the mind set of March-April ‘45. The surrender of the city to the Western Allies would have been the proverbial
piece of cake. Most everybody wanted to be rid of the Nazis and have
peace again. But these were not Westerners with whom one could meet and
parlay. These were the Soviet beasts, the subhumans, the hordes from the
steppes of Asia against whom we were defending Western Civilization. To
negotiate with them was practically unthinkable. On the other hand, what
choices were there? Although the army had hardly any equipment left with
which to put up an adequate defense, there was still the 6th SS Panzer Division of the Adolf Hitler Leibstandarte – his personal Praetorian Guard –
under the leadership of Sepp Dietrich, a thorough fanatic. Vienna was to be
the Russian’s Stalingrad. The city had withstood a siege by the Turks in
1529 and again in 1683; why shouldn’t it be possible in 1945? In addition,
Hitler had promised him another two SS divisions from the area of BerlinFrankfurt/Oder.
These were the realities with which Szokoll and his friends were confronted. The twenty or so co-conspirators agreed that there was no choice,
somebody had to talk to the Russians. But who? It had to be a volunteer, of
course, and Szokoll’s adjutant Käs, a sergeant major he had known from
Austrian Bundeswehr days, stepped forward. He would go. It was absolutely ludicrous. A sergeant major would negotiate with Russian generals
the surrender of the second largest city of the Reich! Only in Austria could
thoughts like these be born and take root. Ludicrous it was, but stupid it
was not. Not only was Käs thoroughly reliable, but he was also the best
man for the job. As a result of his service in the old Austrian Bundeswehr,
he knew the field of operations inside out. This would not only help him get
through the German lines but, would also prove to the Russians that he
knew what he was talking about. He and his driver managed to get to the
Russian lines somewhere near Gloggnitz. They were then handed steadily
up the ranks to headquarters, which were in the little town of Hochwolkersdorf. The Russians had no idea what to do with these two fellows. They
thought that they were bound to be impostors sent to mislead them. Why
would the Austrian resistance, if there was any such thing, send a sergeant
major? He certainly must be a highly placed officer and the whole thing
must be a trap. Fortunately, the Russians had one of their own Air Force
officers in attendance who spoke excellent German. When Käs unpacked
all the details of the German positions, which they could verify through
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their own intelligence sources, General Sheltov smiled. They shook hands
and on their own maps Käs showed them how they could enter the city
from the West, where the Germans least expected them. In return he asked
the Russians to leave the aqueduct that brought all the water into the city
intact, to discharge Austrian prisoners of war, and tell the Americans to
stop their bombing raids. It was a deal! When the Russian troops were in
position to take over the city, they were to send some planes to shoot flares
over the inner city which would be the signal for Szokoll’s men to take
over and arrest the remaining Nazis.
Käs returned safely, mission accomplished, and the plans were set in
motion. Only one problem remained. Absolutely reliable people had to be
selected for the arrests. Obviously, they had to be Austrians, preferably
Viennese with high stakes in the survival of the city. In addition they must
want to remain, regardless of Russian occupation. That is where a mistake
was made. One of the selectees didn’t want to stay in a city where Russians
were in charge. He wanted out and blabbed. When the Russian planes
appeared with their flares on April 6, the major leaders of the insurrection –
with the exception of Szokoll who couldn’t be found – were arrested and
court-martialed. Two days later three of them were publicly hanged.
When the Russians entered the city and were greeted by some sporadic
fire, they knew something had gone wrong and sent their planes to strafe

Failed surrender of Vienna. Capt. Huth and Major Biedermann hanged
publicly. The cardboard signs read: I have consorted with the Bolsheviks.
April 6, 1945. BIZ
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Sepp Dietrich’s tanks. The columns were withdrawing through the inner
city to the other side of the Danube where Dietrich hoped to link up with
the promised two divisions. The incendiary bullets did little damage to the
tanks but did hit the houses around St. Stephen’s square. They burst into
flames, which soon spread to the Cathedral itself. The fire engines had
already been ordered out of the city and there seemed to be no effective
way to check the impending disaster. The clergy in charge of cathedral
maintenance, some women from the neighborhood, and foreign workers
imported for the war industry, valiantly tried to stem the flames by forming
bucket brigades, but it was a hopeless enterprise. In the midst of despair, all
of a sudden the sirens from a couple of fire engines were heard. Their crews
had seen what was happening from the other side of the Danube, disobeyed
orders, jumped on their trucks, and came back to save Vienna’s most
sacred cultural landmark. You have to be Viennese to understand the
degree to which we love this church, our most cherished heritage. They put
out the fire before major damage had been done. The Burgtheater was not
so lucky that day. It caught fire and, similar to the Opera, the charred walls
were all that remained. In the next two days the Russians occupied the relatively undefended city to the banks of the Danube canal. From St. Stephen’s flew the white flag of surrender. For the SS on the left bank of the
Danube, it might as well have been a red one and they started to shell the
inner city. The Russians returned the compliment, and in the ensuing artillery duel the cathedral caught fire again. This time there was no help. The
roof collapsed, the Gothic interior was reduced to ashes, and the big bell in
the church tower, the aptly named Pummerin for its deep resonant sound,
came crashing down breaking into hundreds of pieces. Miraculously the
tall Gothic spire survived the onslaught.
After Andics had presented this account of how St. Stephen’s was
destroyed, another version gained currency as reported by Rauchensteiner
and amplified by Portisch and Riff. It is stated that there had been widespread looting of stores and warehouses and the perpetrators subsequently
put them to the torch to “hide their activities.” The fire then spread to the
cathedral which had previously suffered only relatively minor shell
damage. According to this opinion it was not war itself which had
destroyed the church, but the concomitant mayhem. The cover and frontispiece of this book shows the burning roof of St. Stephen’s, and in the foreground Russian soldiers. It comes from Soviet archives as unearthed by
Portisch and Riff, and the picture was taken by Capt. Stojanowski of the
Red Army who was fatally wounded soon thereafter.
Since Portisch and Riff, in their otherwise superb documentary series
accepted this latter version it is likely to become official history. Yet there
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Soviet troops enter the Mariahilferstrasse. April 1945. ÖN
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Soviet troops on the Ringstrasse – above ÖN and below DW
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Intersection Opernring-Kärntnerstrasse April 1945. DW
are some problems with this theory,
from a human behavioral point of
view which seem not to have been
adequately addressed. There is no
doubt that extensive looting took
place in the interval between the
withdrawal of the German troops and
the arrival of the Russians. As mentioned earlier I myself have participated in the looting of an army
warehouse in Hietzing. But we did
not torch anything because there was
no reason. Of whom were these
looters of the inner city supposedly
afraid that they had to “hide their
activities?” There was no police and
no judiciary. The Germans were gone
and the incoming Russians couldn’t
have cared less. Furthermore, looters
Red Army Officers in front of grab whatever they can and then run.
destroyed St. Stephen’s Cathedral There were no trucks to cart away
April 1945. ÖN
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stuff and neither was there gasoline available with which to set the fires. It
seems to me rather unlikely, that the destruction of the entire Kärntnerstrasse, the Graben, Stephansplatz and Rotenturmstrasse could simply
have been due to the actions of plunderers. In addition when one looks at
the cover picture, it is apparent that the roof of the cathedral is just beginning to burn while Russian troops are already present. I might also mention
now, as will be amplified later, that Muttl’s store on the Landstrasse was
thoroughly plundered but the house itself was not torched! Although the
full truth as to what caused the final disastrous fire will probably no longer
be ascertainable it would behoove us to take the “looter” version with the
proverbial grain of salt. But as far as outcome is concerned, it really doesn’t
matter which version is correct. War and mayhem are Siamese twins joined
at the hip. Once there is war, mayhem is unavoidable.
The bridges across the Danube canal, which had previously been
mined, were blown. and so were the bridges across the Danube itself. The
surrounding homes were destroyed and so was the Prater. The old trees
were gone as well as all the rides and inns. The giant Ferris Wheel, another
landmark of the city, lost all its wagons and there was no more Hochschaubahn either.
By April 13 the entire city, on both sides of the Danube, was in the
hands of the Russians and the second ordeal began. Szokoll became the
first Police Commissioner, but it was just a title without authority and there
was no regular police force. To stem the atrocities which were taking place,
Szokoll sent on April 12 an urgent petition to the Soviet High Command
but, needless to say, there was no answer and the orgies by the Soldateska
continued. Twenty years later a Russian military journalist, Colonel Malachov, wrote an article for the Viennese newspaper Wochenpresse in which
he expressed his ideas about what went on after the Soviet troops had
entered the city. Excerpts of that article deserve to be quoted. The translation reads like this:
“The Soviet troops, filled with genuine friendship and sympathy for the
Austrian people, crossed the border and approached Vienna. Their goal
was the annihilation of Fascism, the liberation of the Austrian people from
Fascist occupation and the creation of conditions in which they could
decide for themselves the fate of their country. Moreover: Soviet tank
crews, infantry and artillery conquered street after street, district after
district, endeavoring to avoid unnecessary destruction. Many Viennese
experienced how Soviet soldiers and officers entered destroyed or burning
buildings to save children, women and old men; how they saved from
destruction cultural treasures at the peril of their own lives.”

“Terrific,” one can only say; but wherever the good Colonel had been in
early April of ‘45 it is not likely that it was Vienna. While individual acts of
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kindness did occur, the bulk of the Red Army went on a rampage. Instead
of saving women and children, they raped them even down to the age of 11,
if they happened to be girls. Old age likewise made no difference when the
liberators were drunk, which was the rule in the first few days. Vienna is
surrounded by vineyards, therefore there was plenty of wine. Although the
vintners had tried to empty the casks so that wine was literally flowing in
the streets, there was just too much of that good thing available. As far as
saving precious cultural values is concerned, the Russians busily helped
themselves to whatever they could lay their hands on. Not only did the officers not restrain the Soldateska, they participated.
One particular tragedy needs to be especially remembered because it
was so egregious, but yet so typical. Lieutenant Colonel Bartl had served
with distinction in the Austrian Bundeswehr. He had been the personal
adjutant to Chancellor Schuschnigg and even had accompanied him on that
fateful trip to Berchtesgaden where Schuschnigg experienced his comeuppance. Immediately after the Anschlusz, Col. Bartl was sent to Dachau and
later on to the KZ at Mauthausen. Two years later he was released on probation, with orders to report regularly to the Gestapo and he was given a
small pension. He hated the Nazis and didn’t believe a word about the
atrocities the Soviet troops were committing in the cities they conquered.
As far as he was concerned, this was just Goebbels’ propaganda. When the
Russians were about to enter the little village where Bartl lived with his
wife, he invited a friend with his wife and their two daughters for a liberation party. In addition, there was a young woman in the house, daughter of
an Austrian general from Salzburg, who had been working as a telephone
operator in nearby Klosterneuburg. By the evening of April 6, four Russian
officers in a jeep stopped before the house, they liked it and were warmly
welcomed by the colonel. The Gestapo was gone, he was an officer among
officers, victim of Nazi persecution, who spoke a little Russian from WWI
days and it was time to break out a bottle that had been saved for the occasion. The women cooked dinner, the men celebrated the demise of the
Nazis, and the Russians got drunk. Then one of them wobbled to the door
and called to the soldiers who were camping outside, “Wine and Women.”
Seventy men then gang-raped the five women, one of whom was an 11
year old child. The screams were heard throughout the village, but what
could one do? In the morning after the liberators had moved on, the distraught colonel couldn’t face the consequences of what his good will had
wrought. He shot all five women, the friend and himself, after leaving a
suicide note to document what had happened. The English translation of
that note reads as follows:
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As the last one remaining I am shooting myself. The reasons were
these: All of us have been antifascistic always. I myself have been severely
persecuted by the National Socialists. For nearly two years I was at the
Concentration camps of Dachau and Mauthausen. It was the toughest I
have ever had to endure. I never wanted to serve in the German Army. I was
discharged with 40% of the retirement pay due to me, as penalty. My only
wish was to live long enough to witness the just punishment of the National
Socialist criminals. We therefore welcomed the arriving Soviets as friends
and liberators; I myself as a burning antifascist and Austrian, Mr. Neudl as
Social-Democrat and worker – thoroughly socialist oriented. When I heard
of the arrival of the Soviets, I had tears of joy in my eyes.
“Be more sensible!”
Our suffering, especially that of the women began soon: in spite of the
fact that I translated repeatedly and continuously showed my discharge
certificate from the Concentration camp. This did not prevent any of these
Soviet beasts from raping repeatedly the women under threat of shooting
them, to plunder us and torture us with all conceivable threats. Have we,
who were always the most strenuous opponents of National Socialism,
always have been and always would have remained so deserved this? I
believe neither one of us has deserved this. I request, that if possible, these
lines be published someday. Austrians be more sensible in the future, than
in the years 1918 and 1938.
Viva Austria. Georg Bartl

He had been an idealist. The shame as well as guilt over what his kindness had led to was just too much for him to bear. Even chronic liars sometimes speak the truth when it serves their purpose. Goebbels had obviously
hoped that the broadcasts of the atrocities committed by the Soviet troops
would stiffen the will to resist even among people who were not friends of
the regime. Next day, when neighbors had loaded the coffins on a horsedrawn cart to take them to the cemetery, the horse was liberated by passing
Russians and the people had to pull the cart themselves.
Yet, there were also decent people among the “Soviet Beasts.” Mia
Herzmansky described her first encounter with the assault troops to Portisch. She had sat with husband and son in the cellar:
“…and that’s how it was: All of a sudden the Russians appeared and we
were terrified. They were very friendly, they even gave my son some
chocolate and one of them explained his rifle to him. One was a grammar
school teacher who spoke a little German and said to my husband, ‘Papa,
you disappear with wife and child, vanish, tomorrow ‘they’ come and not
good for woman’. When he said ‘they’ he pulled his eyelids flat to imitate
slit eyes. In company of the Russian we then went to a friend’s cellar. The
Russians guided us all the way.”
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This difference in behavior between some front-line troops and those
who brought up the rear was attested to also by others including Eder, as
will be recounted later.

Anarchy
While the conduct of the Red Army has been reported on occasion,
similar accounts about how some of the Viennese behaved in the week of
April 6-13 are not easy to come by. I had received Andics’ book as a
Christmas present some time during the seventies, and since there was a
footnote reference to a report by Leitner and Andics entitled Heim aus dem
Reich, Home from the Reich, I asked Muttl to get it for me. She did, and it
turned out to be a series of articles from the Viennese journal Express am
Wochenende. Forty-two installments between October 29, 1960 and
December 23 of that year were published. Although the information is
clearly of profound historical interest, it apparently has never been published in book form. It seems that even the publishers may have felt shame.
This can be gleaned from the fact that from the second installment on, the
information was for the most part relegated to a back page that also contained movie and TV advertisements. Just as the full story of the rape of
Nanking had to await Iris Chang’s documentation, no one wanted – or
probably still does not want – to hear what went on in a city as civilized as
Vienna while the German army was retreating and the Russians took over.
Yet this is the counterpart to the amply commented events of the Ides of
March 1938 and bears directly on the theme of how usually ordinary
people can behave in extraordinary circumstances.
By the sixth of April, while we were retreating to Grinzing, civil
authority had ceased to exist. There was no more electricity, no gas, no running water, no food, and no police. The majority of the populace hunkered
down in the cellars of their houses, awaiting with dread the end of their
world. Others, however, driven by greed and hunger braved shell fire, were
unimpressed by the unburied corpses lying around on the deserted streets,
picked up crowbars and headed for the grocery stores. The stores were
broken into and thoroughly plundered, so were the restaurants and taverns.
When the wine was carried off in buckets, there was such jostling that it
spilled and the mob started wading in it, intermittently slipping and falling,
with others trampling over them. Apartments, not only those of known
Nazis, but also of those whose owners had simply fled to western Austria
in order to avoid the Russian takeover, were broken into and looted.
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The worst scenes took place at the slaughterhouses in the district of St.
Marx. The name, by the way, has nothing to do with the better known Karl.
Hordes of people went after the bellowing cows, oxen, calves and pigs in
their pens. The mob fell upon them with clubs, knives, hammers, whatever
was handy and slaughtered them right on the street, tearing off their limbs.
With blood on their clothes, faces and hands, they headed home with the
booty on their shoulders, bicycles, or prams. Whatever they lost was immediately picked up by latecomers, when word had spread as to what was
happening. One group that arrived when all the animals were already dead
didn’t want to believe it and forced its way into the cold storage facilities.
Without electricity these had become useless and the bloated, stinking carcasses and other hunks of meat had to be left by the retching and nauseated
would-be plunderers. How many were involved in these actions is impossible to ascertain. Leitner and Andics merely stated: “hundreds, thousands,
went on these rampages in the slaughterhouses and storage facilities,
maybe even tens of thousands.”
On the other hand, we have to put these numbers into perspective.
Assuming that the city had at that time 1.5 million inhabitants (exact numbers are not available but to compensate for the manpower that had been
sent to the front, a labor force had been brought in from occupied Europe).
Fifteen thousand people would represent 1% of the total. Even if as many
as 30,000 had plundered, they would still amount to only 2%. The vast
majority of decent people also needs to be remembered. Some grocery
store owners voluntarily handed out to their neighbors whatever food they
still had on their premises. Bakers continued to try make some kind of
bread and some people shared whatever meager rations they had. Physicians also remained at their posts, caring for the sick and operating around
the clock in the cellars of the hospitals.
While this occurred on the right side of the Danube canal, which was in
the process of becoming Soviet territory, the left bank was still under SS
control. In Brigittenau and Leopoldstadt, traditionally the sectors of town
most heavily populated by Jews, the third Reich was still in charge. Some
Jews, mainly those who were married to Aryan partners who had had the
phenomenal courage not to divorce them, were still alive. Some others had
managed, as “U boats,” to evade the authorities, living with forged papers
on God knows what, spending their nights on occasion with former friends
who passed them on from one address to another.
As an aside I might mention that vignettes about some of these “U
boats” can be found in Portisch’s Österreich II. An especially glaring
example is provided by the Felsenstein family. They lived in the village of
Weiten in Lower Austria and the Mayor, as well as the local gendarme,
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protected them. The irony is that across the street from the Felsenstein’s
lived Hitler’s sister Paula guarded by the Gestapo. She had withdrawn to
this little place to assure her brother that she would remain invisible and not
give him any problems.
During Vienna’s shelling the few remaining Jews huddled in the cellars, like everybody else, when an SS patrol came by. They were not
looking for Jews, but deserters. When the SS men found a group of people,
cowering in the flickering candle light, at the far end of the cellar, they
ordered everybody up to the street in order to check their papers. Obviously, nobody wanted to move because grenades were exploding everywhere but when a machine pistol is directed at you, choices are limited. Up
everyone came and there were indeed ten Jews within the group, six
women and four men. Once they had been identified, the rest were allowed
to return to the relative safety of the cellar. The Jews had to remain. One by
one they were gunned down, with the exception of an old woman who
pleaded fervently that her sons were at the front (Mischlinge) and tried to
show the letters from them to the SS men. One of them, who was not
impressed, merely cursed, “Shut your dirty Jew snout,” and made ready to
shoot her. His buddy, who had a spark of humanity left, pushed the barrel
down and said to the poor wretched woman, “Beat it!” At first she didn’t
comprehend, but when he yelled at her again, “Scram, get out of here!” she
started to run away. In back of her the shooting continued. She was the only
survivor. For rape and plunder, by the victorious Soviet forces, the people
of these districts still had to wait a few days.
There were two worlds during those days, equally hideous, separated
only by a canal of less than a hundred yards wide. When one reads this and
considers the other atrocities which still take place all over the world, one
is reminded of Schiller’s verses in his ballad, The Song of the Bell:
“Gefährlich ist’s den Leu zu wecken, verderblich ist des Tiger’s Zahn.
Doch der Schrecklichste der Schrecken ist der Mensch in seinem Wahn. It
is dangerous to awaken the lion, ravaging is the tiger’s tooth, but the most
terrible of all terrors is man when gripped by his delusion. Schiller wrote it
in regard to the French revolution, two hundred years ago, but at the end of
the twentieth century it is obvious that the human race still has a long way
to go before it becomes humane.
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Döllersheim
All of this was still unknown to us as we sat around in Döllersheim. The
area was actually the region where Hitler’s family had come from and his
father Alois had been born. Alois’ name wasn’t Hitler at that time because
he was the illegitimate son of Anna Schicklgruber. Somewhat later his
mother married Johann Georg Hiedler, but Alois remained a Schicklgruber
till he was 39 years old. By that time his mother and her husband were dead
and he succeeded in having his birth certificate amended to make him the
legitimate son of Georg Hiedler. Furthermore, the spelling was changed to
Hitler. This was probably about the only act of his father the son Adolf was
grateful for. A “Heil Schicklgruber” simply wouldn’t have worked and
“Heil Hiedler” would also have been too soft. Hitler with a “t” at least had
bounce to it. The irony of all of this is, of course, that had he been an ordinary Austrian citizen in 1938, he might have had difficulty in procuring a
valid certificate of Aryanism because his maternal grandfather was in fact
unknown. There were rumors that he may have been Jewish but these are
now regarded as unfounded. Nevertheless, the Führer surely did not
qualify as “Aryan” in the original sense of the word. It comes from Sanskrit
and means “noble!” There are a great many adjectives that can be applied
to Hitler’s personality structure, but noble would not readily come to mind.
His father’s premature death at age 66, when Adolf was 13 years old,
turned out to have been a tragedy not only for his mother but the world at
large. Alois, who had no compunction about physically disciplining his
unruly and lazy offspring, would not have tolerated Adolf’s dropping out
of school and then bumming around in Linz and Vienna. He would surely
have beaten sense into his wayward son, which his indulgent and loving
mother could never be expected to have done.
At any rate, Hitler had no use for the ancestral villages and had them
razed to create an area for military maneuvers. That was the place we ended
up when the trucks had finally stopped. There were, however, no longer
any organized activities. Nobody cared anymore. We were left to our own
devices. Gone was the grinding, the singing while wearing gas masks. The
war was over for us. We sat around, played cards, and consulted an improvised Ouija board. The main topic of conversation was that the Americans
would see reason. After they got rid of Hitler and his gang in Berlin, we
would close ranks with them, head back into Russia to do away with Stalin,
and the world would finally be at peace. The fact that democracies couldn’t
shift gears this way didn’t occur to us because it seemed so logical. It was a
nice fantasy anyway.
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Occasionally Emmo and I took little walks. Nobody cared, but we
couldn’t stray too far from the compound because the SS was still around,
and from lanterns hung soldiers with cardboard signs affixed which said,
“This swine betrayed his fatherland in the hour of greatest peril.” Their
crime? They just wanted to go home and had left their outfits without
appropriate papers. Our walks around the neighborhood were therefore
rather limited.
Toward the end of the month, Emmo and I decided it didn’t make any
sense to just sit around and wait for the Russians who would send us to a
POW camp somewhere in the East. If anybody got us, it would have to be
the Americans. The question was how to get to Upper Austria, where they
were about to enter, without getting hanged in the meantime. The problem
was solved with the help of the friendly sergeant who had previously given
us papers for Slovenia. This time we were supposed to report to Linz, the
capital of Upper Austria. By means of a variety of transportation, we got to
the vicinity of St. Florian when we heard that Linz had already been taken
by U.S. forces. Well, this was it. We would stay put, especially since
walking on roadways was dangerous because American planes strafed everything in sight. Let the Amis come and roll over us.

Goodbye Wehrmacht
Next afternoon, in a farmhouse, we discharged ourselves from the
Wehrmacht. We had no civilian clothes, but our black trousers, which actually looked like ski pants, would be all right. Why we thought that ski pants
in the beginning of May, in farm country, with no mountain in sight would
be appropriate clothing is a mystery, but who cared about details. Nevertheless, the jacket had to be replaced with a civilian one. A Ukrainian farmhand gave me his in exchange for my pistol after I had drilled into him “No
shooting, war is over!” Emmo organized a coat from somewhere else and
we headed for the hayloft in the barn of another farmhouse nearby where
we spent the night.
We didn’t know what to do, but felt relatively safe because no one was
aware that we were hanging out there and munched on parts of our iron
rations, which we had saved for just some such emergency. In the middle
of next morning we met our first American. He was a huge black fellow
accompanied by a shorter white one. They snooped around a little, but
didn’t bother to climb the ladder to the loft. I have always had a great deal
of trouble with hay fever, usually sneezing uncontrollably, but in these difficult circumstances my nose knew better and didn’t explode. They left,
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but not before reading a proclamation to people who must have been
assembled outside, but couldn’t be seen by us, to the effect that all males
between 16 and 60 had to report to the village square by 2 p.m. Now the die
was cast. We had no intention of going to some POW camp, even if it was
an American one, now that the war was over. This resolution was facilitated by the awareness that the Yanks no longer sent the prisoners to the
U.S. but handed them over to the French, and that was not a fate to be
desired. Just as the French had no love for the Germans, they didn’t care for
Austrians either. The Germans were called “les boches,” the pigs and Austrians which translates into “les Autrichiens,” were referred to as “les
autres chiens,” the other dogs.
We sat around for a while, deliberating about the best way to proceed. I
had no relatives or friends anywhere in Austria, except for Vienna, but
Emmo had an aunt in Steyr which was located on the American side of the
Enns river. The river itself became the border between the U.S. and the
Soviet Union for the next ten years. We spent another night at the loft and
then started out for Steyr, which was about 20 miles to the south. To demonstrate that we were just innocent farmhands, I picked up a scythe, Emmo
a rake and we were off, wandering across the fields avoiding open roads.
Occasionally someone took pot shots at us, but we ducked into some
woods and kept on. Nights were spent in farmhouses, whose owners also
supplied us with meals.
In my backpack, which I soon left at a farmhouse so I would not be
identified as a former soldier, I had Goethe’s Faust as well as a pocketbook
edition of Damon Runyon’s Guys and Dolls. When I bought it in Vienna
the previous year, I had no idea that it dealt with stories about gangsters in
Manhattan. I had just picked it up because it was from the U.S. and I
wanted to practice my English. When we got into the neighborhood of
Steyr – where there were Americans galore – Emmo egged me on to give
them “a big Hello” in Damon Runyon fashion, but I had become sufficiently prudent not to tempt fate. On the way to his aunt’s house we were
also passed by a truckload of freed KZlers in their blue and white striped
pajama outfits who were yelling and shouting obscenities at passers by.
Not all inmates had been political prisoners, some were criminals, and now
they ruled the roost. Frankl also had interesting words to say about the psychology of prisoners after the liberation.
At our destination we were in for a surprise. Auntie was delighted to see
us, but the house had been requisitioned and was swarming with American
soldiers. Here were these two young Austrians, obviously in good health
with weird pants in the middle of a dozen or so GIs, who said that somehow
or another they had managed to stay out of the army. The fact that we spoke
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English was a big help, but even more important was the fact that the war
was officially over by that time and they couldn’t have cared less about us.
They wanted to go home, too.
Initially the bridge across the Enns was closed, but after about a week or
so the Russians opened it for a couple of hours twice a day. We were in a
quandary. We couldn’t stay with auntie indefinitely. We wanted to get on
with our lives, but neither one of us knew anybody in Western-occupied
Austria. On the other hand, Emmo’s parents lived in Seitenstetten, a small
town, only about ten miles to the east, and although it was in Russian
hands, that’s where we’d have to go.
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We said good bye to Emmo’s aunt, thanked her for her hospitality and
with fears and trepidations left America for Russia. It was a drizzly day, but
nobody stopped us at the other end of the bridge and we just kept on
walking. The road was quite deserted, but after a couple of hours a horse
drawn cart appeared with two Russian soldiers sitting on it. One of them
had a stolen, woman’s plastic cape draped over his shoulders against the
drizzle. I stared at him in amazement because he looked so ridiculous for a
soldier. This was a mistake. They stopped the cart, yelled at us in Russian
which we didn’t understand and my “Njet ponimayu po Russki” aggravated them even more. How one can say in Russian that “I don’t understand Russian” was hard for them to fathom. They frisked us, took our
cigarettes, but didn’t find my watch, which I had hidden in my handkerchief, and they left us our few German Mark. There was, however, a
moment of considerable danger. When the fellow put his hand in the chest
pocket of my jacket, he found an open dagger. This was my old HJ knife,
from which I had the insignia removed several years earlier, and the handle
had been replaced by deer antlers to make it into a hunting knife. I had carried it with me throughout the war as an all purpose knife but had lost the
sheath somewhere so that the blade was now exposed. It drove him wild.
He obviously thought it was meant to stab Russki Soldat, and we thought
he would use it on us at any moment. Grandma, from whom I had learned a
few words of Czech, saved the day. “Chleb” I kept repeating. It’s used for
cutting bread, demonstrating with my hands all the time how I’d do it.
Eventually he calmed down, threw the knife into some bushes, then the two
of them boarded their cart and were off. We sent a prayer of thanksgiving
to the powers above and in the afternoon reached Seitenstetten.
Emmo’s parents were overjoyed to have their son back from the war
unscathed and I stayed with them for a few more days. On Saturday the
Russian occupiers put up a “friendship” soccer game between a team of
their soldiers and the locals. On our side, there was not much friendship. It
was war, continued by other means, until the home team finally won, to
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great applause. Only then was there friendship. Seitenstetten is about seventy miles from Vienna and nobody had heard any details about what had
happened. Rumor had it that the city was a heap of rubble and burned to the
ground.
Again, what could one do? I had to get there; it was home. Then we
heard that next morning a train would be coming through, headed for
Vienna. I had to be on it. Goodbye Emmo, thanks to the family, and I’d be
in touch again as soon as I could. The train had come from God knows
where and was stacked chock full of women, children, old men, and their
meager belongings in suitcases, cardboard boxes, backpacks, and prams.
They had fled from the Russians and were now going back.
The train rumbled along peacefully until it came to a sudden halt in an
open field. This was ominous. The reason soon became apparent. Russian
voices yelled in German to the passengers, “Raus, Raus, Frau mit Kind
Raus,” get out everybody, woman with child get out. It was obvious what
they wanted, slave laborers and the goodies. I had no intention of leaving
the train under these circumstances and had locked myself in the toilet
moments earlier. The window was too opaque for me to see anything, but
on the other hand I couldn’t be seen either. A Russian came, rattled the
door that said occupied, but fortunately he couldn’t read German. He must
have thought it was stuck and went on his way again. A decision had to be
made. Although dressed in semi-civilian clothes, I had no ID papers apart
from my army Soldbuch. This pictured me in a black uniform with a skull
on each lapel, which was the characteristic outfit of the tank troops.
Although it clearly said Panzerschütze, the Muschik wouldn’t be able to
read that; his brain would short circuit to the skull and crossbones of the SS,
and that would be the end. I agonized, do I send the Soldbuch down the
toilet or hang on to it for sentimental reasons? I decided to keep it. One
never knew what it might be good for. So I just sat down on “the throne”
and waited. After a few hours people began to board again and lo and
behold, the train continued on its eastward journey. After it was safely in
motion for a while, I unlocked the door and tried to get out. Easier said than
done. The train seemed even more full than before and the door was thoroughly barricaded by assortments of property. The people stared at me as if
they had seen a ghost, but soon comprehended and made some room. There
was another delay, but no search at St. Pölten, and by next morning we
were at our goal, the Westbahnhof.
It surely was a sad sight. Some of the charred walls and some of the
tracks were relatively intact, but nothing else. At any rate I was there, and
had to see what was left standing in the Kutschkergasse, our street. The
Gürtel, a main thoroughfare circling the city, was a shambles. There were
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burned out houses, abandoned trolley cars, and in one spot even a dead
body. Later on I learned that coffins were unobtainable in the city and had
to be bought on the black market. There was no public or private transportation and whoever had business on the street, walked. It would take only
about three quarters of an hour to get to my neighborhood and nobody was
interested in me. With less than ten minutes to go, an old woman coming
from the opposite direction stopped me and said, “Don’t go to that intersection, the Russians are rounding up people.” We still had a Volksgemeinschaft. I thanked her, took some small side street, and continued. This was
home territory, after all. The suspense grew by the minute. Was our house
still standing, so many others were not; were my parents there, had they
been hurt? Turning the final corner, I saw – there it was all in one piece.
The one next to ours, one or two across the street, and some in the
Gentzgasse had gotten their share of damage, but #44 was in pristine condition, not even the windows were blown out.
When I tried to open the heavy door to the house, I found to my surprise
that it was locked. It had always been kept open during the day and only
locked at night. Throughout the war I had kept the keys to the house and the
apartment with me so it presented no problem. On opening the door to the
apartment I heard noises from the kitchen and there was Muttl fussing with
pots and pans. She was flabbergasted. Here I was, all in one piece, and the
only injury I had suffered was a blister on one heel from the ill fitting rags
we had to use instead of socks. The war was finally over and my guardian
angel had done a yeoman’s job.
A little while later, Papa came back from some errand and I bet he was
rather relieved to see me healthy because our last conversation must have
been quite hard on his conscience. We never mentioned it again.
Now to the news. “How did it go when the Russians came?” In the last
days of Nazi rule Papa had suddenly succumbed to a rapidly spreading,
highly infectious disease that put him in the hospital. The illness caused
absolutely no physical signs and carried the apt name, invented by a
medical student, “Nihiloma,” a tumor of nothing! Everybody who had a
friend in the medical profession asked to be hospitalized. It prevented
people from being drafted into the Volkssturm, provided relative safety,
and as has been apparent, this was one of his major concerns in life. Dozent
Boller, his friend who had previously kept Erwin unduly long in the hospital with his hepatitis, was called again and earned his laurels. Muttl and
grandma were left to shift for themselves. During the shelling everybody
lived in the cellar, which was regarded as the safest place. It protected from
shells but not from the marauding Russians because people were trapped
and rape was the order of the day. As a result of the bombing, some of the
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cellars of apartment houses were now interconnected on purpose. Houses
had collapsed over the people in the cellars, there was no way out and they
had suffocated. Alternate routes to the outside world were therefore essential. When the scream, “Russians” went up, Muttl escaped into the backyard and hid there. In her fright she forgot the satchel that not only
contained the essential necessities, but also all her jewelry. When the raid
was over and she went back, the satchel was gone. A lifetime of family
valuables had vanished in an instant. When she tearfully reported this to
grandmother, who had stayed in her apartment because she thought she
was too old to be bothered, she only asked, “Did they hurt you?” “No, but
all the jewelry, even what grandpa gave me, is gone,” she cried. “Never
mind” grandma said in her ever practical way, “you are all right and that’s
all that counts.” As mentioned previously, the store had also not fared well.
It was looted from top to bottom. How much was due to the Russians and
how much to the local citizenry is an open question. Once store windows
had been smashed, everybody helped themselves. As usual, Muttl had
shown foresight and hidden some of the more valuable items. These had
survived and became the nucleus for recovery.
After the first week the Russians had made a door-to-door search for
weapons. When they saw the antique furniture and museum pieces Papa
had collected over the years, their jaws dropped open and all they kept
saying was Kultura, Kultura. Poor boys, they had never been confronted
with good taste before. Fortunately, they had been so impressed they didn’t
even open the drawer to my night stand, the contents of which would have
surprised them. Unbeknownst to my parents, I had deposited there a while
ago some extra bullets to my service revolver and they were in plain sight.
The hunting rifles had already been given up on order of the
Kommandantura.
The big wave of rapes and looting had occurred in the first few weeks
when it seemed that the whole Russian army had gone on a binge. By the
time I returned incidents continued, but on a more sporadic basis. Nevertheless, this was the reason why the heavy door to the house was kept
locked at all times. Apart from having hardly any food, the most annoying
aspect of that period was that people kept disappearing. If one ventured
across major intersections in the forenoon, one stood a good chance of
being kidnaped by the liberators. One never knew what would come next.
One could merely be deputized to wash some barracks or peel potatoes,
and then be allowed to return home in the evening. Or one could find oneself on a train going East. There was no rhyme nor reason to it, just the personal likes or dislikes of the individual soldier who had the absolute right
to life or death over you.
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Another surprise was that there were hardly any Nazis in all of Vienna.
In March of 1938 everybody seemed to have become one overnight. Now
nobody had ever been a member of the party. “But I have seen you wearing
the party badge,” one wondered “Oh no that wasn’t a real one, just a lookalike. I was only an applicant to the party;” was the lame excuse. There
were, however, others who faced the facts. A wave of suicides occurred in
the early days, just as some Jewish people had killed themselves in 1938.
As another analogy, apartments and stores of suspected Nazis were broken
into by local “Communists” and expropriated. It was Aryanization a
second time around. There was no official sanction, but there was also no
law to be enforced. All power rested with the Kommandantura and it was
totally arbitrary. Anybody who felt like it could put either a Red or RedWhite-Red armband on his sleeve, and presto, he was an auxiliary
policeman with absolute power unless the Russians interfered, but they had
no reason to. As mentioned there were no Nazis in those days, but plenty of
“Communists” and they were now lording over the populace. This phase
ended when the real Communists came back from Moscow, where they
had weathered the storm in exile, and from Yugoslavia where they had
fought with Tito.
In another analogy to 1938, known Nazis were now rounded up and put
to work clearing the rubble from the streets. It was poetic justice, first the
Jews had to remove plebiscite slogans from the streets under the watchful
eyes of some Nazis, now Nazis had to pick up, for several months, the
rubble the Führer had left us with.
When I came back, Austria, or at least the Russian-occupied part,
already had its own government with Renner as its head. As previously
mentioned he was an old – both in years and convictions – socialist who
had been the first chancellor of the newly proclaimed Republic in 1918.
The Soviets thought that the old man would be putty in their hands. He had
even known Lenin, but there had been no love lost between the two.
Renner was a strict constitutionalist and Lenin a revolutionary. At the
dinner following the installation of the government on April 27 some
boxes of cigars were sitting on the table. Renner, an ardent smoker, helped
himself to one of them. This created universal consternation since nobody
had expected this impudence. The boxes had labels that identified them as
coming from the former Austrian tobacco monopoly so Renner just smiled
and said, “The expropriaters have to be expropriated.” It was Karl Marx’s
dictum and everybody laughed. Renner got along well with the occupiers,
but the government had no power to stop the abuses. The power lay with
the Kommandantura, and it was responsible to no one. The members of the
provisional government had come from the Austrian underground,
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returnees from various KZs, and emigration. The proportion of cabinet
posts held by Conservatives, Socialists and Communists reflected the military situation rather than public opinion. For obvious reasons, the Communists were over-represented and this is why the western Allies refused to
recognize the provisional government.
For me, after a good night’s sleep, the first order of business was to head
for the inner city and see what was left. Major intersections had to be
avoided because of the Russian’s search for unwilling labor, but there were
enough side streets that couldn’t be patrolled. The city was in shambles. As
one walked along the Ringstrasse one saw that the University had portions
missing, the Burgtheater was a burnt-out shell, the Rathaus had no roof
and the Parliament had also taken hits. The ministry for education was
graced by a huge, beaming Papa Stalin and underneath, in big Cyrillic letters, “Kommandantura.” The Imperial castle was damaged, but standing,
the Opera house ruined. The traffic at the intersection of Kärntnerstrasse
and Opera, the major hub of the city, consisted essentially only of some
Russian trucks and a few pedestrians. It was regulated by a buxom Red
Army lass who cheerfully waved her little flags up and down and from side
to side. The houses on Kärntnerstrasse were standing, but consisted of
facades only. The same went for St. Stephen’s square and the cathedral
itself. Standing before the ruins of this church, the spiritual center of
Vienna if not all of Austria, I could not help but weep. It had endured for
more than six hundred years. It had survived the Turks, the plague, Napoleon, Austria’s fatal defeat by Bismarck in 1866, the Great War, even
Hitler to the very end, only to be destroyed in the final days of an unnecessary battle. The Pummerin was gone but the spire was undamaged, a glorious monument to Gothic art and the faith of the people. Everybody
looking at it knew immediately that we would rebuild this magnificent
church. It would be the top priority. The second priority would be the
Opera, proper housing for the bomb victims would have to wait.
I did not go down the Rotenturmstrasse to the Danube canal that day,
but went instead: Graben, Kohlmarkt, Michaelerplatz, Herrengasse to the
Schottentor. It was the classic route tourists take when they visit the city,
except that there were ruins wherever one looked. In the center of the
Graben stands a baroque monument erected in gratitude by the citizenry
when the plague had finally run its course. There is a story that at the height
of the plague, a man by the name of Augustin had fallen down drunk on a
street. He was assumed to be dead from the plague and thrown with other
victims into an open pit. When he came to, he crawled out and started
singing, “Oh du lieaber Augustin, alles is hin. ‘S Geld is hin, ‘S Gwand is
hin, Augustin, oh du lieaber Augustin alles is hin.” Oh my dear Augustin,
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everything’s gone, money is gone, clothes are gone, oh my dear Augustin,
everything’s gone. Life for Vienna had come full circle and the liebe
Augustin was right again. Nowadays one reads from some emigrés about
the harsh fate that had driven them from their homes and into exile. Their
resentment is fully understandable. Just as grown trees cannot be transplanted, adults forced against their will from their homes cannot readily
take roots on foreign soil. Nevertheless, for those of us who had to endure
two “liberations” within seven years, it was certainly no picnic either. All
of us were victims of this lunacy.
The next day I had to find out what had happened to my bike. I walked
over to Mende’s villa in Hietzing. It was intact and so was the bike. His
mother and sisters had hidden in a crawlspace underneath the roof and thus
escaped unharmed when the Russians came. The bike, since it represented
irreplaceable property, had been stored out of sight. I also learned that
among young women another highly infectious epidemic had broken out
quite suddenly, the Powidl disease. You will not find Powidl in a GermanEnglish dictionary. It is a typical Viennese term for a jam, nearly as thick as
molasses, made of prunes. Innovative young ladies dabbed some Powidl
on their faces, put powder over it and now looked like they suffered from
some loathsome skin disease. Ivan, Pyotr, or Vassily wanted no part of that
and withdrew on the double.

Refugees with their only remaining property. DW
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Having my wheels again
was a great bonus. Now I could
pack a couple of handbags and
wallets, which Muttl had rescued from the store, into my
Rucksack and ride out into the
surrounding countryside to barter for some food. Nobody
wanted money. The only way to
trade was: you give me what
you have and I reciprocate.
Hard bargains were driven, but
we survived. Muttl had also
hoarded canned goods to the extent possible, through the war
years, and there were enough
sardines to get us over the worst
period. For several weeks after
the collapse of the Nazi regime,
The Aftermath. Temporary bridge there had been no regular food
across the Danube Canal. Spring 1945. supply whatsoever. To celebrate May Day the Red Army
donated a cache of potatoes and
peas. The latter had plenty of
worms, so the meat ration was
included. This was touted as a
magnanimous gift for the starving population, but when it
came to sign the final treaty that
formally ended the occupation,
ten years later, the Soviets insisted on reimbursement.
On May 27 food rations
were increased. Workers engaged in heavy manual labor
were allowed 450 grams of
bread per day, other workers
400, employees 300, and children or other nonworking members of society 250. The daily
Temporary bridge across the Danube. rations for barley were 80, 60,
Spring 1945. BIZ
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Lord, what have we come to?
Vienna, summer 1945. DW
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40, and 30 grams respectively. Those for meat were 50, 45, 35, and 20
grams, while fat was distributed at a level of 50, 10, 10, and 7 grams. There
was also a tad of sugar and Ersatz coffee per month. When one considers
that 28 grams make one ounce, it is obvious that this diet amounted to
clearly less than even minimal nutritional requirements. It prevented immediate starvation, but was totally inadequate for any length of time.

Nazi and Soviet Propaganda
Since those weeks of transition from Nazism to Communism were
rather unforgettable, I asked my mother several years after the war, while I
was already in this country, to send me from the Austrian National Library
the last dozen issues of the Nazi paper, the Völkische Beobachter, and the
first dozen of the Österreichische Zeitung, which was published by the Red
Army. I simply wanted to compare the propaganda used by these two
rivals. The papers contain some rather fascinating tidbits that Americans
might not be aware of, therefore, I insert a few here.
The Nazi propaganda with references to the “beastly trio Stalin-Churchill-Roosevelt,” is quite well known and can be omitted except for one
editorial by Wilhelm Weisz on March 25, 1945. It appeared under the
headline “The Betrayal of Europe” and discussed a speech by the British
Foreign Secretary Anthony Eden before the House of Commons. To the
question why there had not been a treaty with the Soviet Union in 1939, he
answered that the Soviets had demanded the right of passage for their
troops to which the Poles were not willing to accede. Mr. Weisz regarded
this as clear evidence that the Soviets had wanted to destroy Germany all
along anyway. Of greater interest and considerable surprise was the
following:
“At Yalta the nations of Europe were handed over to the Bolsheviks.
They are not protected by the British government as shown by the maltreatment of the nations who had capitulated trusting London’s guarantees. An
iron curtain [italics added] has descended over all of Eastern and Southern
Europe behind which the most brutal enslavement and butchery of the
peoples takes place without anyone in Western Europe making the slightest
noise.”

He went on to say that even if they wanted to, the Westerners couldn’t
accomplish anything because they had given “Stalin a blank cheque in
regard to the fate of the people who were conquered by the Bolshevist
hordes.” It had been decided at Yalta that Germany was to be occupied for
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fifty years. He doubted that the Americans would stay that long and
continued:
“While the international Jewish press applauds like crazy, the advance
of the Asiatic hordes proceeds unmolested with the destruction of Western
culture. If the conquest of Europe were not to run aground on the valor and
resistance of German soldiers, history would only have to record that the
road to the third world war – if London were to have the courage and
strength by then – went via Yalta.”

Well, Mr. Weisz didn’t envision NATO, but he did create a memorable
phrase. Since the British Foreign Service also read the VB they may well
have brought it to Churchill’s attention. Not quite a year later Churchill
said in his Westminster speech:
“From Stettin in the Baltic to Trieste in the Adriatic an iron curtain
[italics in the original] has descended across the continent. Behind that line
lie all the capitals of the ancient states of Central and Eastern Europe.
Warsaw, Berlin, Prague, Vienna, Budapest, Belgrade, Bucharest and
Sofia, all these famous cities and the populations around them lie in what I
must call the Soviet sphere, and all are subject in one form or another, not
only to Soviet influence but to a very high and, in some cases, increasing
measure of control from Moscow…. The Russian dominated Polish
government has been encouraged to make enormous and wrongful inroads
upon Germany, and mass expulsions of millions of Germans on a scale
grievous and undreamed-of are now taking place. The Communist parties,
which were very small in these Eastern states of Europe, have been raised
to pre-eminence and power far beyond their numbers and are seeking
everywhere to obtain totalitarian control. Police governments are
prevailing in nearly every case, and so far, except in Czechoslovakia, there
is no true democracy.”

Mr. Weisz would have applauded and said I told you so, but why didn’t
you mention my name? For the Czechs to join Moscow’s control, Churchill would have to wait only two more years.
The Red Army paper was also an eye-opener. The first issue appeared
on April 15 and contained mainly the proclamation by Marshall Tolbuchin
that the Soviet troops are our friends and liberators who need to be fully
supported by the populace, and everybody ought to go back to work. The
population was also encouraged to fight against the remaining Germans in
Austria and informed about the death of Roosevelt. That was all nice and
good, but under a headline “From the Soviet Union” one could read among
other items dealing with the “grandiose reconstruction of the economy”
that “The Soviet microbiologist Sinaide Jermolenja has discovered a new
drug – Penicillin…” It pays to read the Red Army paper because the world

209

War and Mayhem

had always been led to believe that the British and Americans had been
responsible.
The language with regard to the Nazis was flowery, to say the least.
Instead of Soviet hordes we now had “Hitler creatures and their criminal
agents,” “the black swastika spider has been crushed,” “the fascistic vampire has been ground into dust.” The comment about Goebbels was so
poetic that it has to be given in the original German first because the translation may not quite do it justice “Zwölf Jahre…hat er einen Giftstrom in
den Körper des Volkes gelenkt und alle sittlichen Werte mit einer ätzenden
Lauge übergossen,”for twelve years he directed a poisonous torrent into
the body of the people and drenched all moral values with a corrosive lye.
The little propaganda minister, had he still been alive, would have said,
“Fantastic, why didn’t I think of that?” One also had to be vigilant against
any possible reemergence of Nazism because “…even the smallest rootlets, when they have not been torn out, have to be annihilated and rendered
harmless because even they contain deadly poison.“
So much for invectives, but there was also more serious news. Hitler’s
death was “obviously a new fascistic trick… to give Hitler the opportunity
to retire from the world stage and go underground into illegality.” One also
learned that the Lenin library in Moscow held in 1941 more books than the
Library of Congress and was as such the biggest one in the world:
9,200,000 vs. 9,019,000 to be precise. As to the cause of the war, one was
told, “Fascism could grow and throw humanity into the abyss of war
because it succeeded to split the democracies in prewar Europe. The governments of the European countries did not want to listen to the steadfast
call of the Soviet Union to unite against fascist aggression. History has
abundantly confirmed the correctness and farsightedness of the policy of
the Soviet Union.” Well, that was partially true. Litvinow, foreign minister
of the USSR, had indeed suggested a tri-partite pact between Britain,
France and the Soviet Union, but Chamberlain had dragged his feet
because he didn’t trust the Soviets and had regarded Hitler as the lesser of
the two evils. In addition, as mentioned previously, the Poles had to be consulted and they came back with a firm “no.” That Stalin subsequently
turned around and made friends with Hitler, which was the immediate
cause of the war, was rather embarrassing and therefore omitted from the
article.
Under the headline “From liberated Europe” one found “The new Bulgaria strides rapidly along the way of progress…. The provisional government of Poland enjoys broad authority by all the people” who have
“received large democratic liberties.” Furthermore:
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“The provisional government represents the overwhelming majority of
the Polish people and knows how to gain its confidence, through a democratic interior policy, through creative activity in all areas of economic and
cultural life, a reasonable foreign policy of friendship and close cooperation with the Soviet Union and the other democratic powers. As a result of
the brilliant victories of the Red Army, Poland finally gains broad access to
the sea. The ancient dream of the Polish people of reunification with the old
slavic areas which had been conquered by German robbers long ago is
being fulfilled.“

For American readers who are not fully familiar with the maps of central Europe of 1939 and 1945, as far as Poland is concerned, it needs to be
pointed out that in 1945 the entire country was picked up and moved a
couple of hundred miles to the West into territory which had been German
since the middle ages. This had been the dream of Polish chauvinists in
1939, which now found its fruition in the Oder-Neisse line. What the Poles
had not anticipated in 1939 was that they would lose the eastern half of
their country to Stalin, who had no interest in returning Hitler’s present.
This was Churchill’s point in the previously quoted Westminster speech.
When one talked about East Germany after the war it really was central
Germany because the true eastern part of Germany had become Polish.
Under the headline, “Moral and Political crushing of Fascism” one
could find:
“Humanity has reached dizzying heights in science and technology. In
centuries of agonizing wars nations have gained great democratic rights.
But in the Soviet Union the dream of the best of humanity’s minds has been
realized: the social order of society. It guarantees the people full freedom in
their state and national affairs… The Soviet ideology is based on the principles of equality, friendship and voluntary union of the peoples, on the principles of respecting the rights and independence of foreign countries and
the constant readiness of the Soviet people to live with them in peace and
friendship.”

Obviously, the Messianic Age has finally dawned and one is reminded
of Goethe’s Faust: Die Botschaft hör ich wohl, allein mir fehlt der Glaube.
I hear the message but I just can’t muster the faith.
Under the headline “The Soviet People a people of Heroes” one could
read:
“But the dreams of the Nazis, the enemies of mankind, remained
dreams of insanity. The Soviet people have through the price of greatest
efforts and sacrifices through unparalleled heroism stopped and driven
back the fascist hordes. It inflicted on fascist Germany severe and decisive
defeats and thereby saved the civilization of Europe from the Pogromheroes. Such a titanic act of heroism could only be accomplished by the
Soviet people.“
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This was again only the partial truth. It is clear that Russia had suffered
tremendous losses and Overy’s book: Russia’s War presents the chilling
details. But the contribution of the $11 billion lend-lease program, as well
as the liberation of Western Europe by the Americans and British, might
have deserved at least a footnote. Three more vignettes are of interest. In
1943 the ever practical Marshall Stalin had convened a bishop synod of the
Russian Orthodox Church to harness it for the good cause. The writer of
the article pointed out that good relationships between church and state had
always existed in the Soviet Union, especially so because:
“As a result of the liberation from the limiting and utterly cramped tutelage, as was the case under Czarism, and now placed on her own feet and
under the laws governing the church, she received full opportunity to
develop her own strength and to maintain her prestige through moral
authority… In September of 1943 the wish of the religious to put a patriarch at the head of the church found complete support from the head of
Soviet government Josef Stalin…. The church called for sacrifices from the
entire populace, as demanded by war.”

Over 100 million rubles were raised which went for tanks, aircraft, and
other defense related items. Some leftovers were directed to the care of the
wounded and to children whose parents were at the front. The second item
deals with the Viennese:
“The pressure and terror of seven long years of demeaning slavery has
now been taken from them, they are free human beings in a free Austria.
Their posture is again erect and secure, their faces relaxed, their movements light and loose, their eyes glow again with new joy in life.”

In fact, the Viennese felt like saying “a plague on both your houses,”
meaning Nazis as well as Soviets. They were hoping against hope that the
liberators would pack up and go home, the sooner the better.
This brings me to the third and final item, namely excerpts from a radio
address by Churchill on the fifth anniversary of his becoming Prime Minister, as reported in the May 16 issue. After the expected statement, which
he probably didn’t even believe himself any more: “The British family of
nations and the British Empire are today more united and more powerful
than ever in her long history,” came the surprise, and I really don’t know
how it slipped through the Soviet censors. I now must apologize to Churchill because I have only a German translation that needed to be retranslated into English and therefore cannot catch the true Churchillian prose,
but it is the content that matters and that comes through loud and clear.
With regard to the future he said:
“I wish I could tell you that all hardship is behind us and all the trials
have been overcome. But this is not the case. We have to make sure that the
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clear and honorable goals for which we went to war are not heedlessly
pushed aside on the European continent. We have to create a guarantee that
the words freedom, democracy and liberation don’t lose their true meaning
and that they will continue to be understood in a way as we understand
them. Of what use is it when one punishes Hitler’s fellow travelers and
there is no justice, what use is it when instead of the German aggressors
other totalitarian governments or police states take over…”

I have presented these vignettes to show that one was truly dealing with
two peas in the same pod. The language of the Nazis and the Soviets was
the same, and so was the abundance of their lies and distortions. Anyone
who still believes that the Cold War was America’s fault, and unnecessary
is either ignorant or a deliberate liar.

213

9
Medical School Years

By the beginning of June a rumor circulated that the University might
reopen in the near future. It turned out to be true. On June 16, I was able to
attend my first lecture as a full-fledged medical student. If somebody had
told me so two months earlier, I would have smiled and said, “Keep on
dreaming.” Medical school, like all education in Austria, was essentially
free except that you did have to buy your own books. One also had to pay
some small fees for various and sundries, but most importantly you had to
pass regular, rather stiff exams to prove not only that you had the mental
wherewithal but also the diligence to continue with the rather rigorous program. The mail had started working again to some extent within the Russian zone, and as soon as I was sure that the University was really opening,
I contacted Emmo so that his life would now also finally go into the desired
direction. At first there was a problem at home when I confronted my parents with the fact that Emmo could use Erwin’s bed, whose fate was still
unknown. Concerns were uttered that we didn’t have enough to eat as is, so
how could we feed a stranger. I was no longer the patsy of previous years
and became adamant.
Emmo’s aunt and parents had taken care of
me, fed me, and it was
time to reciprocate. To
soften the blow, I hinted
that his parents lived in
the country and might
even be able to supplement our meager diet.
Emmo moved in and
we attended lectures together. The Anatomic
Institute had been seBomb damage to the Anatomic Institute. DW
verely damaged, but the
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lecture hall was usable and Dozent Ehmann was the daily lecturer. It was
rumored he had been a Nazi, but if all of them were thrown out right away,
there would have been no teaching personnel left. Therefore, the ones who
had just stuck to their work and had merely sported the badge were retained
in their jobs. Pernkopf, on the other hand, whose three volume Topographic Atlas of the Human Body was a masterpiece and held in high regard even in the U.S., had to go because he had been Dean of the Medical
School during the war. Two memorable events occurred. Next to the lectern hung a cadaver from some hooks and the facial features were quite
Asiatic. In all probability he had been a Russian soldier who was killed
during the fighting. Some posses must have scoured the streets because the
vaults of the institute were exceptionally well stocked with cadavers. There
was no dearth of teaching material. Why the fellow had to hang there, day
after day as an exhibit, was not clear to us. It might have been to get us used
to cadavers, but it also might have given our Nazi friend a degree of pleasure to finally have his hands on the enemy. Nothing was ever said about the
display; it was just accepted. The other item was that, as the saying goes
nowadays, Ehmann was rather full of himself. He never strayed from the
topic at hand, but could not refrain from impressing us ever so often with
his vast store of knowledge. To do so, he kept repeating the phrase “and if
you ask me why this is so, this I do not know, this nobody knows,” all the
while rolling his eyeballs toward the ceiling. In spite of this, he was a good
instructor and we learned our anatomy. The semester lasted only one
month, but it was counted as a full one. Another piece of good news was
that for every two years of service in the war, one semester was remitted. If
one applied oneself, the entire ten semesters which ordinarily took five
years, could be finished in four provided that all the interim exams had
been passed satisfactorily.
During the summer the students were supposed to help clean up the
rubble which still littered the streets. I have always had an aversion to
manual labor, which had been further enhanced by the RAD, so I thought of
another way to make myself useful. I volunteered to work in the Institute
for Bacteriology, which proved very satisfactory. It not only kept me off
the street, but also taught me how to deal with bacteriologic specimens and
how to grow cultures in Petri dishes. An additional advantage was that I
was given a special certificate, which declared me an essential member of
the work force, so that hopefully the Russians, in their search for unwilling
labor, would leave me alone. Ironically, I received a similar pass somewhat
over twenty years later during the Detroit riots.
Emmo had gone home for the summer and would return in the fall for
the second semester. One day while walking to my job I saw sergeant
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Zawadil, the bully, on the other side of the street. He was now a mail man.
For a moment it didn’t register who he was, but both of us recognized each
other and we passed without exchanging a word. What was there to say?
His days of glory and vicious lording over others were irretrievably gone,
while I was, at last, on the way to make something out of my life.
Other comrades also began to show up, each one with his personal tale
of adventure. One of them was Mende. He had been captured during the
fighting in Budapest and the Russians had given the prisoners a choice:
Comrades, we know you have no love for Hitler, join us and the war will be
over that much sooner. Well if the choice is to go West with the Russians to
Vienna or East into some camp in Siberia it is rather easy. Mende joined
up, got himself entangled with some female sublieutenant, and was promoted to that rank himself. Once they reached the vicinity of Vienna, he
discharged himself from the sublieutenant and the Red Army because he
was home, after all. The Russians didn’t see it that way. They listed him as
a deserter. When they caught him he found himself on a train bound for the
limitless East. At some point the train with the prisoners was halted and on
the other track stood a train with wounded aboard heading West. He managed to switch trains and got back to Vienna. This time, hopefully, for
good. Mende had not been in my tank, but all of my buddies including the
little lieutenant were dead. There was actually a sad story behind it. Not
only didn’t he ever get his Knight’s Cross but the entire crew had gone on
another looting spree. They were observed and since shooting didn’t make
any sense in encircled Budapest, the lieutenant was demoted to private.
Schuss also showed up. He had been wounded on the Russian front. A
grenade splinter had found its way into his heart, but that faithful organ
kept pumping anyway. Heart surgery was nonexistent in those days and he
was told that as long as the splinter didn’t get ambitious and start wandering around hitting the nerve supply, it wouldn’t bother him. It didn’t
and he is still alive five decades later. His father had not been so lucky. He
was drafted into the Volkssturm and fell for Führer, Volk und Vaterland at
the Austro-Hungarian border. In a way it was better, he wouldn’t have survived very long the collapse of the 1000 year Reich in which he had
believed so fervently.
In the early summer Eder arrived. His had been quite an experience too.
When he left the Wehrmacht he had expected the Russian offensive to continue in Lower Austria, but that was not to be the case for some time. He
found himself in no man’s land between the German and Russian lines.
After several days he ran out of provisions and during the night headed for
the Russians. The front line troops were very jovial, “War over, go home,“
they told him. He should have heeded that advice, but as an officer of the
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Wehrmacht he felt he needed a piece of paper to make it official. Therefore,
they sent him to the rear where the reception was much less cordial and he
was herded into a POW camp. Fortunately, the Russians were quite sloppy
and the camp was poorly guarded. The barbed wire surrounding the camp
was also sufficiently above ground to allow one, with some determination,
to crawl underneath. He found a roll of roofing paper, put it on his shoulder
to demonstrate his membership in the working class and started walking to
the nearest village. Trude, his fiancee who had somehow been able to keep
track of his whereabouts, was waiting. So was the village priest. They got
married on the spot and for their honeymoon they trekked to Vienna.
When Eder and I met again in the summer of 1945, he was in great
spirits and we went intermittently to the Ressl Park, near the Karlskirche
where the Red Army kept up a flourishing trade with the local population.
It was illegal, of course, but in the early days when everybody was hungry,
nobody cared much about it. The best articles for barter were watches.
Urra, Urra was the password, but Ivan had become sophisticated. He had
learned that watches run on jewels and the more “rubies”, the more valuable the watch, or so he thought. The astute Viennese promptly painted
rubies with marking pens onto cheap watches and Ivan was happy. These
timepieces were, of course, old and hardly worked at all, so people began
to develop a nervous tic with their left arms, to shake the thing into action
for the ten minutes or so it took to consummate the exchange for flour,
bacon, etc. I can vouch for the truth of this information, having personally
participated with Eder painting rubies into the old watches I had helped
myself to in Hungary. You couldn’t repeat that sort of stunt too often, however, since Ivan might learn and then the game would be up.
Austria is, as has been mentioned repeatedly, a Catholic country and to
perform an abortion was a criminal offense. By the time summer rolled
around, there were numerous pregnancies that had resulted from the orgies
the “liberators” had indulged in. What was one to do with those constant
reminders of intense disgust and shame? The church and state looked the
other way while the University Clinics were terminating these pregnancies
on an unprecedented scale.
On the financial side, bank accounts had been frozen and the German
Mark was exchanged for the Schilling at a rather unfavorable rate, so
nobody had any money. Since everybody was in the same boat and there
was nothing to buy anyway, it didn’t matter too much. One morning, while
walking to the University, I was greeted by a phenomenal stench coming
from the Votiv Park. Soldiers from both sides who had been killed during
the fighting had been dumped into shallow graves and the time had come
for a definitive burial. The sight as well as the smell of the decaying bodies
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defies description. Nevertheless, it had to be done in order to restore a
degree of normalcy to the city.
In Germany the Nuremberg trials had started, but to tell the truth we
couldn’t have cared less. Not only was the outcome for the first batch of the
top Nazis a foregone conclusion, but when we heard that the Soviet Union
provided the prosecutors for crimes against humanity, even those of us
who had hated Hitler and his gang had to laugh. We regarded this as either
blatant stupidity or callousness by the Western Allies. Stalin pleading for
humanity was just too hard to swallow. It discredited the entire proceedings in our eyes. Even the dropping of the atomic bombs on Hiroshima and
Nagasaki didn’t make all that much of an impression. OK, it was more efficient, one bomb would accomplish what had taken hundreds before and in
addition to people getting killed and burned, they also got radiated. For us,
who were living in a ruined city from conventional bombs, it didn’t really
seem all that much fundamentally different. It was just the scale that had
changed.
September was a big month because, at long last, the Westerners
arrived and Vienna was divided into four occupation zones. They couldn’t
agree who should get the inner city so control was rotated on a monthly

Removal of corpses from public parks – summer 1945. ÖN
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basis and this led to the proverbial “Four men in a jeep.” Luck was with us
and we ended up in the American sector. Food was still scarce, but otherwise life began to normalize. The worst abuses were over, although some
still occurred on a weekly basis. Initially the newspapers reported incidents
where Russian soldiers had fleeced and maltreated civilians. We did have a
free press, or so we thought. The Kommandantura stepped in and forbade
such vile insinuations. Subsequently the newspaper reports read “men in
Russian uniforms.” This was also not satisfactory. It had to be changed
again to “uniformed men.” Still no good, therefore the final version was
“unknown men in what might have been regarded as uniforms.” The Kommandantura gave up.
In October the next semester began and there was now an abundance of
students. More than 2000 students were enrolled. The reason for this massive influx was the end of the war. Those who had been able to start before
or during the war couldn’t continue in spite of the fact that the government
had promoted medical studies for obvious reasons, and in addition there
was the whole host of Mischlinge who didn’t have a chance in the first
place. It was amazing how many of us there actually were and surprised
grins with “What, you too?” were commonplace. I also found out that we
actually had a name. It was none too flattering, but hit the nail on the head.
“Oh wie gut dasz niemand weiss dasz ich Rumpelstilzchen heisz,” how
good it is that no one knows that Rumpelstiltzkin is my name, sang the
dwarf in Grimm’s fairy tale. At least a third of the student crop was female.
Some of them exceptionally good looking, and a love life of sorts began to
sprout. My eyes were on Itta, as she called herself, a pretty little thing, but it
didn’t last because she lived in the British zone and soon found herself an
officer who could offer her infinitely more than this poor Austrian. She
actually married him a couple of years later. I had to make do with her
sister who, although not bad looking, was considerably more plain.
One day in the fall, out of the blue, Erwin showed up. He had avoided
being taken prisoner by immediately asking the Americans if somebody
needed an interpreter. His considerable language skills had proved a definite asset. He was promptly delegated to the CIC and helped with the
de-Nazification program in Germany. Eventually he accompanied his
command to Paris, where he lived high on the hog for a few months.
Although there was no love lost between him and our parents, one couldn’t
continue like that forever. He therefore returned to resume his studies at the
Hochschule für Welthandel.
The most surprising aspect of our family life was that absolutely
nothing had changed apart from the fact that Papa had been reinstated at his
school. There had been a war. Instead of Hitler there was now Stalin, but in
219

War and Mayhem

this apartment in the Kutschkergasse, time had stood still. Erwin and I were
supposed to click our heels and say, “Jawohl Papa,” as if we were still ten
or twelve years old. This didn’t wash with Erwin at all and the two of them
had shouting matches, which could be heard down the block. He tried to
enlist my help, but I was fed up and concentrated entirely on medical
school. I had become obsessed with the thought,: “I have to get out of here,
finish as fast as possible and then out, out, out!“
November of ‘45 was another highlight for Austria’s fledgling
republic. With the Western Allies firmly entrenched, free elections could
be held on the 25th. The Nazis were not allowed to vote and the rest of the
population had three parties to choose from: The People’s party, the
Socialists and the Communists. The People’s Party, which represented the
conservative and Catholic element, won 85 seats in Parliament, the Socialists 76 and the Communists 4. While the ballots were being counted, the
two major parties became immensely concerned that the Communists
might be locked out altogether. What this would have provoked from the
Soviet occupation forces could readily be imagined. The final outcome
was bad enough for them, but reflected the realities. It had been a free and
fair election, and the Russians had to accept the result. It wasn’t that the
Communists hadn’t tried hard enough, but a population which had first
hand experience with their rule simply had no use for them.
Interestingly enough, the results were nearly the same as the last free
elections in 1932 and truly represented the social structure of the country –
in spite of Hitler. As far as the Nazis were concerned, in 1930 before Hitler
came to power in Germany, they had received 100,000 votes and as such,
no seat in parliament. By 1932 the number had increased to 336,000. With
the inevitable influx of opportunists joining the fray when there is hay to be
made, there were 523,000 registered party members in 1945, which constituted about 15% of the voting public. Thus the overwhelming majority of
the country wanted nothing to do with the Nazis despite the apparent
frenzy during the Ides of March 1938.
Christmas ‘45 was a somber affair. Survival was the task of the hour.
Figl, the chancellor said in his radio broadcast, “I can’t give you anything
for Christmas. I cannot give you any candles for the Christmas tree, if you
have one at all. Not a piece of bread, not coal for heating…We have
nothing. I can only beg of you: Believe in this Austria.” We did and prayed
for a better future.
Although I am not a joiner by nature, I did become a member of two
organizations that winter. One was the Committee of University Students
who had been disadvantaged by the Nazi regime and the other the Austro-American Society. The first one was a given for Mischlinge and for a
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few Schillings membership fee, we were provided with some extra soap
and once in a great while a CARE package. The other one offered, with one
exception, no material benefits; it merely demonstrated solidarity with the
principles the U.S. stood for. The exception consisted of an invitation to a
dinner party, given by the U.S. High Commissioner General Mark Clark. It
was fairy land; plenty of food and daughters of highly placed U.S. military
personnel to dance with. Although my dancing was atrocious, due to lack
of opportunity during adolescence, the evening was a full success. Even
more memorable was the ride home. We were escorted in an immensely
long Buick whose shock absorbers worked overtime. We were swaying
around like in a waterbed, which impressed me to no end, because I
thought that this was what American cars were supposed to be like. It was a
once in a lifetime event and I guess they just went through the membership
list and one got a check mark for having been entertained already.
In the summer of 1946 I didn’t want to go back to the Bacteriology
Institute, but thought I could get some employment at the American Army
Hospital, which was only a fifteen minute walk from home. This was to
have had a dual purpose. I thought I might learn something useful, even if I
was just an orderly, and I would get decent food. As usual in life, expectations exceeded reality. Instead of having some patient contact, I was relegated to kitchen help in the basement. My duties consisted of washing pots
and pans for 12 hours per day. Although I could eat ad lib, and had my first
acquaintance with doughnuts, fourteen days of that convinced me that
there had to be a better way to earn one’s daily bread.
I went to the U.S. employment office and when they asked what talents
I had, I offered my war experience as wireless operator. They were not
impressed. “Can you type” was the question. As mentioned earlier, I had
taken a typing and shorthand course in ‘41 but hadn’t seen a typewriter
since. Nevertheless I eagerly answered, “Yes.”
“Do you know how to run a teletype machine?”
“No.”
“OK, sit down by that machine and type: “now is the time for all good
men to come to the aid of the party.” I typed.
“OK, now type: “the quick brown fox jumped over the lazy dog’s tail.”
I did.
“OK, keep practicing.”
After an hour or so of typing these profound messages, I was deemed
ready to report next morning to the Provost Marshal’s office in the Palais
Auersperg, which had actually been the seat of the Austrian resistance
before the Russian takeover. I assumed my duties among four young ladies
who clearly had things other than work on their minds. The superior officer
221

War and Mayhem

was Capt. Barry Sullivan, and what impressed me most was the leisurely
way the GIs treated him. When he entered the office they just kept sitting
around doing whatever or nothing. A “Hi Cap” was the only acknowledgment
of his presence. This clearly would not have worked in the German army.
Sullivan did, however, keep an eye on me. A little while later, when he was
apparently not too thrilled with the performance of his female civilian
employees, he asked me to assume supervision. I was honored. From
kitchen dishwasher to supervisor of the teletype station of the U.S. Provost
Marshal in a little over three weeks, was quite a jump in prestige. A routing
slip, which is still among the mementos in my desk, was made out to
inform the ladies:
1) Mr. Rodin is responsible for your efficiency, conduct, hours of operation + any other matter that affects you + the operation of the teletype
system.
2) You will take orders from Mr. Rodin until otherwise notified.
3) Any complaints will be taken up with Capt. Sullivan.
Capt. Sullivan
Asst. PM
In the army we had a saying when people were goofing off: die müssen
auf Vordermann gebracht werden, they have to be made to close ranks.
The lassies were taught to close ranks in no time flat. The office hummed
and “Cap” was pleased. Food was plentiful and I regretted leaving when
the fall semester started. Capt. Sullivan gave me an excellent letter of recommendation and it had been an all-around good experience.
The winter of 1946-47 was, again, tough. It was the most severe one in
ages and there was no coal or other fuel. Snow fell early in large quantities,
and the city sank between snow and ice. Electricity failed because of coal
shortage, public transportation came to a standstill and with it industry.
The newspapers announced that there would be no electricity between 7
a.m. and 5 p.m. In addition the food situation was critical. Although we
were entitled to 1500 calories per day, frequently only 700 a day were
available, which amounted to a starvation diet. UNRRA, the United
Nations relief organization, tried to step in but the efforts were inadequate
and raised the daily allowance to only 900 calories. The Communists tried
to hold the government responsible and organized hunger demonstrations.
But, what could the government do apart from appeals to the West for
relief. Barter, and the black market where the main currency were Chesterfields, took over again and we survived.

222

Medical School Years

By June of ‘47 Emmo and I had finished the Basic Science part of our
studies and had passed the exams with excellent marks. After the last test I
remember sitting down on one of the benches on the Ringstrasse near the
University and said to him, “Now Emmo, we’ve finished our exams, even
got excellent marks, but what do we really know? For my part, I don’t
know anything that’s useful. Can you imagine if we have to say this twoand-a-half years from now when we graduate?” It was obvious that I am
not the type who can benefit from lectures and I needed hands on experience. As a matter of fact, I believe that in most instances, lectures are a
waste of time and money because after about fifteen minutes or so, one
starts to daydream or even to fall asleep. There is only one way to really
learn anything and that is apprenticeship, regardless of the field involved.
As a result of this insight I decided to change the course of my studies.
There would be no more lectures, unless absolutely necessary. I would participate in the required Praktika, which were hands-on and patientoriented, but for the rest of the time I would start my own rotating internship. There would be six months of Internal Medicine, four months Surgery, and varying periods for Ob and Gyn, Pathology, Dermatology,
Pediatrics, and Neurology-Psychiatry. During the day I would be around
patients and in the evening read up on the conditions I had seen. At the end
of the tenth semester I would hit the books like crazy and just study for the
dozen or so exams, which had to be passed, in as rapid succession as
possible.
This would probably not work in the States, but in Austria you were
treated as an adult in medical school and even referred to by the faculty as
“Herr Kollege.” The attitude was: as long as you had the knowledge to
pass the stiff oral exams, appropriately called “Rigorosum,” it didn’t matter
how it was acquired. Work became the order of the day, as well as night. I
started with the Internal Medicine department of the University Hospital.
Dozent Hueber, a very pleasant person who had spent the war years in
Boston, was in charge of my ward. He was married to an American lady
and I couldn’t fathom why he would want to come back to war-ravaged
Vienna. It didn’t quite sink in when he told me the reason: “In America you
are a nobody, here you are somebody.” Now I know what he was talking
about. In Austria I am referred to by anyone who is not friend or family as
Herr Doktor or now as Herr Professor. In the U.S. tele-marketers or clerks
in the supermarket who have never seen me before call me Ernst. The fact
that I resent it is probably still class consciousness which the Führer had
tried to eradicate, but it is also basic civility. People do have last names,
even if one is not interested in their academic achievements. I realize that
this new custom, it wasn’t as pervasive when I first arrived here, is
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probably meant to denote friendliness. I am old fashioned, however, and
think that automatically addressing everybody by their first name is inappropriate. It erodes respect and the lack of it is part of the reason why our
country finds itself in a moral crisis.
But it wasn’t all work during those years in Austria; there was some
play. When travel to western Austria became possible again, we used the
Easter and Christmas vacations for skiing and were amused by the ineptness some American occupiers displayed when they tried to get down a
hill. There is no doubt that they have learned since and nowadays the
average American skier does at least as well as his Austrian counterpart.
Skiing was quite a bit different then. As mentioned, there was no distinction between Alpine and Nordic. Everything was Nordic and everything
was Alpine. In the morning you strapped seal skins, if you were affluent, or
canvas if you were not, to the bottoms of your skis and the group you were
assigned to, based on ability, would start climbing up a mountain. After
three or three and a half hours you were on top, rested for about half an
hour and then skied down. After lunch we’d loaf for a couple of hours in
the sun and then spent two or three hours on the training hill. We’d walk up
the hill for twenty minutes or so, come down in two and repeat the process.
We were not sufficiently affluent to afford seal skins and had to make
do with the canvas strips. The problem was that one could never get them
tight enough and snow kept accumulating between the ski and canvas.
After a while you were walking on stilts, had to stop, take the skis off and
clean out the mess. By the time one was done, the group was far ahead and
you had to hustle to catch up. Coming down, the options were snowplow,
stem turn, and telemark. I never did master the telemark properly but am
pleased as punch that my boys are experts at it. Later on the stem Kristiania
was introduced which evolved into the Kristiania and I did manage to learn
that. They were the precursors of the modern technique, predicated on the
boot being rigidly fixed in the binding. The skis were obviously of wood
and hickory was tops. Again, we could only afford ash and every so often
one broke the tip, which then had to be shafted. The big debate was whether
one should have metal-edges and the purists were dead set against them.
The idea that there should be special boots for skiing rather than the regular
hobnailed mountain boots was, of course, unthinkable and I succumbed
only after several years in this country when the bindings had irreversibly
changed.
As far as romance was concerned, Itta’s sister had fallen by the wayside
and my Burgtheater girlfriend had indeed made it to the stage under the
name of Mangold. She was so stuck up, however, that there was no use pursuing the relationship. At any rate, the great love of my life had appeared.
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Erika was also a medical student. She was good looking, intelligent and
companionable. Her only defect was that she didn’t ski. Everything else
was perfect. We became inseparable and planned on marriage as soon as
we could make some money.
The summer of ‘48 was spent in the little village of Seeboden on Lake
Milstatt in Carinthia. Originally I had planned on only a three week vacation with the University’s student association that offered markedly
reduced prices. Quite near our lodge was a small hospital, right on the lake,
which intrigued me. I loved the beautiful scenery of the area and thought if
I could get some type of job at the hospital, I’d stay on till the winter
semester started. Erika had gone to relatives in Bavaria and there was
nothing to keep me in Vienna. It worked out very nicely. I could watch in
the operating theater, but mostly did blood and urine analyzes in the lab.
The surgeon came twice a week, and once there was what one would call an
“oops.” The preoperative diagnosis of that young woman was myoma of
the uterus, but when the abdomen was opened and the uterus exposed, the
tumor turned out to be a baby. The surgeon realized his mistake, closed her
up and there was no harm done. How he explained it later to the patient, I
have no idea. There are things one does not inquire about. There was no
room to stay at the hospital, but a small one was available for a pittance in
the immediate vicinity. Food was provided by the hospital, so I was all set
and had one of the best vacations of my life up to that point.
There was also some entertainment one evening in the form of a traveling hypnotist who put on a show. I went with a couple of girls from the
hospital, and we were all bent on exposing the fellow as a fraud. He called
for volunteers and had them undergo the usual tricks. They meowed like
cats, sang like canaries and danced with imaginary partners. I was disdainful and, when he asked for the next set of volunteers, went on the stage
with the firm intent of showing him up. He did his tricks with the others but
when he came to me he said that I would not able to speak my name. What
happened next was quite interesting in retrospect. I was fully aware and
said to myself “Of course I can say my name, the fifth cranial nerve innervates the masseters to open the jaw, the twelfth cranial nerve wiggles the
tongue, the eleventh provides phonation through the larynx. All these
things work, there is no reason why I shouldn’t be able to say my name.”
While going through these mental processes I was, of course, mute and the
hypnotist quit while he was ahead. He had won and I was embarrassed in
front of the girls because he had in fact succeeded in putting me under. It
was a serious blow to my self esteem, because I had thought that with my
will power, there was nothing he could accomplish.
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Everything comes to an end and everything has a price. After returning
home I found that Erika had changed a little. Although the indications were
subtle, there clearly was something wrong. Diligent inquiry led to the revelation that she had had a fling with a U.S. officer and was in the process of
getting over it. We patched up, swore eternal love, but it wasn’t quite the
same any more. Nevertheless, she was indeed faithful from then on, which
led to a rather funny incident. While both of us were doing externship at the
Ob-Gyn Clinic, Tassilo Antoine, the Professor and Chairman, who was
well known for his interest in good-looking young ladies, asked her one
day if she wanted to accompany him to a performance by the Vienna Philharmonic of Beethoven’s Missa Solemnis. She blushed and then said, “I
would be honored Herr Professor but can Kollege Rodin come along
also?” He was amazed at that boldness, but knew we were always together
even on chores in the hospital, so he gave her the two tickets and we went to
the Missa. We were bored stiff because it went on forever and ever in seemingly endless variations of Kyrie, Gloria and Sanctus. Not only were we
not in the mood for being pious we were also saturated with classical music
and ached for more modern entertainment. Only after coming to this
country did I notice how much I missed it. Now, the Missa is one of my
favorite CDs on Sunday mornings and always brings with it that fond
memory of bygone days. Although Professor Antoine did not show any
overt hostility to us thereafter, we did think it would be wiser not to have
him examine us when the time came for the Rigorosum. Since there were
two Ob-Gyn University Clinics, we went to the other one headed by Prof.
Zacherl who didn’t know us.
In the fall, elections were held for student government in the main university building. When I showed up, there was a huge throng of people
milling around on the outside and on the ramp leading to the entrance. It
didn’t sink in what was going on, but as I squeezed myself through the
crowd on the ramp a large red flag appeared from one of the windows
above the entrance. This was absolute anathema for me. The university
belongs to all the people, and the only flag that is allowed to fly from the
building is the Austrian red-white-red. I literally saw red and reacted like
the bull towards the matador. That was not allowed to remain there, and I
yelled, “Colleagues, let’s get rid of that rag.” I was sorely mistaken. These
were not colleagues all around me, but comrades who had been trucked in
from the outer districts to prevent the elections. They immediately grabbed
me, hit and kicked me to the ground while yelling, “Bringt’s es um de
Nazisau,” kill the Nazi pig. By the time the police got hold of me and put
me in “protective custody” my eyes were swollen shut, but no ribs or other
bones had been broken. In the company of others, I spent the rest of the day
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and early evening behind bars but was released later on. Word had gotten
around through arrestees that other places had opened for voting and would
remain so during the night. Before going home and nursing my bruises, I
fulfilled my civic duty. Any lingering inkling that I might vote for the Reds
at some point had been beaten out of me permanently. A few years earlier I
had been “an abscess on the body of the German people” that had to be
eliminated; now I was a “Nazi pig” that had to be killed. I had not changed;
the times had and with them, political correctness. It was a lesson for life
and all one can do is to echo the man on the cross, “Father forgive them,
they know not what they do.”
A misconception exists that forgiving and forgetting are synonymous.
This is far from the truth. One should never forget, but one should forgive
and move on with one’s life or else it turns into a festering sore. This was
taught to me, not in words but by the living example of Victor Frankl
whose lectures on neurology I attended at the Polyclinic. As remarked earlier, I don’t like lectures, but these consisted of interviewing patients and
demonstrating their physical signs. One of the patients, a young lady, made
an indelible impression. She had suffered from headaches, but appeared to
be otherwise in perfectly good health. During the examination Frankl
showed us in passing a black mole on her back. After the patient had been
dismissed from the auditorium, Frankl startled us with the statement that
this seemingly healthy young woman had only a few more months to live.
It was not just a mole on her back, but a malignant melanoma which had
already metastasized to the brain.
Not only were his lectures exemplary, but even more so was his personal life. When I met him he was in the process of becoming the founder
of what has been called the Third Viennese Psychoanalytic school. The
first one was Freud’s which had emphasized repressed sex as the root of all
evil thoughts; the second, Adler’s, with Nietzsche’s Will to Power and the
resultant inferiority complex when power could not be attained. Frankl felt
that both of these schools of thought neglected the spiritual dimension of
the human being and that the lack of meaning in life is one of the main
determinants of some neurotic behavior.
The book which made him famous later was still in manuscript form
when the Nazis had sent him to Auschwitz for being a Jew. Once arrived,
he was stripped of all his belongings and the manuscript, which was more
important to him than any other material possession, was also confiscated.
He had sunk as deep as any human being can possibly sink and practically
overnight. Life was over, hell had started. Others despaired, killed themselves by running into the electric fences, or at least engaged in mental
orgies of hate and revenge. Not Frankl. He had written a book about how to
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extract meaning from life’s events, which now no longer existed, except in
his head. The thought came to him, “You have written words, now live
them!” Even in hell he would prove to himself that meaning could still be
found, if not immediately, surely later. By not falling victim to hate and
doing the jobs he was assigned, he managed to survive spiritually intact.
Eventually he not only published the rewritten book, but also achieved the
highest honors the City of Vienna can bestow on a person.
Apart from politicians who had been incarcerated and subsequently
achieved notable success, there were also two Viennese Jews who rose to
international fame after their return from the camps. They might even be
regarded as antipodes. Frankl is one. He continued life as a physician with
understanding and forgiveness. Simon Wiesenthal, the other, became a
Nazi hunter to bring about justice – if not revenge – and as such has become
known the world over. Frankl is also known in some circles around the
world, but his name has not become a byword as has Wiesenthal’s. To me,
this is a sad commentary on our civilization. In pursuit of “justice” we tend
to perpetuate hate. “Vengeance is Mine”, said the Lord, but He is not
obeyed in this respect – as well as in so many others. Frankl never mentioned KZ in his lectures, and the details of his personal life noted above
came from his previously cited book that describes his experiences in the
camps. It is a most eloquent human testimony. Not only can it be highly
recommended, but should be a “must” for reading, especially when one is
interested in the Holocaust.
Material conditions had improved to the extent that by January 1949
flour and bread were no longer rationed and the total calorie allowance was
upped to 2100 per day. It had hovered around 700, consisting mostly of
bread and potatoes, when the Russians were in exclusive charge. As a
result of UNNRA and later on the Marshall plan, the daily ration was
increased in 1946 to 1550 and in 1947 to 1700 calories. The economy was
also gradually getting back on its feet, although the second financial
reform had brought considerable hardships. One hundred and fifty Schillings could be exchanged on a one-to-one basis; the rest of one’s money
was exchanged at the rate of three to one. In other words, with a stroke of
the pen, the people had lost practically two thirds of their assets. When one
realizes that for one Schilling you got four first class postage stamps, the
severity of the measure is apparent. But there was no way out. In their
occupation zone, the Soviet Union had taken over all the major industries
including the oil fields in Zistersdorf. The output did not benefit Austria,
but went straight East. In addition the Austrian government did not receive
any tax revenues. The official explanation was that this had been German
property and was, therefore, regarded as reparations for the damage the
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Wehrmacht had caused on Russian soil. Especially during the first few
months of occupation the Red Army had systematically stripped factories
of their machines and shipped them East. Returning POWs found them
lying abandoned and rusting near railroad yards, so they didn’t even
benefit the Russian people. Whatever aid the Western Allies provided in
the first couple of years was the proverbial drop in the bucket that, in addition, had a big fat hole in the center. It was the Marshall plan which had
turned things around. Austrians were fully aware who their true liberators
were, and are to this day eternally grateful for the 1 billion dollars the U.S.
had pumped into the country during the occupation. It saved us from communism which had, in the meantime, been installed in Hungary and
Czechoslovakia. When the latter country fell in 1948 we were sure we
would be next on Stalin’s menu, and the local Communists did their best to
help him along. Only the presence of the Western Allies and their economic policy saved the day for freedom.
Leopold Figl was chancellor of Austria at the time and presented with a
very unprepossessing image. There was nothing heroic about him. One of
the jokes was, “Why is Figl’s mustache so red?” Answer, “Mark Clark has
hemorrhoids.” Nevertheless, he was a shrewd diplomat. Not only did he
manage to steer Austria into calmer waters, but eventually he was also a
major force in obtaining Austria’s State Treaty in 1955 which formally
ended the war and the occupation. In 1949 there was, however, no hope in
sight of getting rid of the occupiers. Negotiations on the treaty were held
regularly, but they got nowhere and the public mood toward Figl was
similar to that of Americans toward Truman. For us, in Austria, Truman
was a hero of the first magnitude. He had stopped the Communists in
Greece, had given his OK to the Marshall plan and was an all-around good
guy. To my great surprise, this was not the impression the U.S. citizenry
had of him as I found out immediately during my internship in Staten
Island in the fall of 1950. There was the thoroughly anomalous situation in
which the Austrian visitor had to defend the U.S. president against his own
countrymen. The mood of the American people was perhaps best exemplified by a graffiti in one of the papers, after Truman had fired Mac Arthur,
“Who the hell does Harry think he is? The president?”
By the summer of ‘49 I had finished the prescribed courses, and now all
the clinical exams had to be taken. The timing was left up to the candidate,
but a certain sequence had to be followed. All exams were oral and held in
public. It was, therefore, our habit to sit in on the exams to get a feeling for
the professor and the questions he tended to ask. Pharmacology was especially feared because the examiner, who hailed from the north of Germany,
was renowned for his sarcasm. When one hapless candidate was
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floundering he said, “Well Herr Kollege, imagine the following: there is a
crowd of people and suddenly the call goes up, ‘Isn’t there a doctor anywhere?’ What are you going to do then?” The candidate had no idea what
to say, so the Herr Professor continued, “You will look over your shoulder
and say: ‘Where the heck is he’? and then see to it that you get away as fast
as possible.” All this in a precise, clipped, North German accent, made a
hilarious impression. Needless to say, the Herr Kollege had just flunked.
The Professor for Forensic Medicine, on the other hand, was greatly
liked because he always told nice little stories that came his way in the pursuit of his gruesome job. One went like this: A man had been sufficiently
annoyed by his wife that he axed her one fine day. He then buried the body
in the back yard, placed a nice little bench over it, and there, “He often sat
in the evenings enjoying the peace and quiet while fondly thinking of his
dear wife.” The story of a man who had been run over by a trolley car and
sawed in half also made a great impression. I had once nearly suffered
serious injury when, during bike riding, I had inadvertently hit the groove
of the tracks and was thrown off. The trolley arrived immediately thereafter. The bike required major surgery, but apart from the usual bruises I
was unscathed.
December 22nd of 1949, eight years and three days after the Nazis had
thrown me out of school, was the big day. Schuss and I graduated and we
were now full fledged Doctors of Medicine. Since June, I had literally
worked like a beaver. There were no more vacations, no fooling around,
just sitting in on the exams and then hitting the books till two or three in the
morning. Erika, Emmo, Bobby, and others I had started with in ‘45 were
left behind because they couldn’t see what the frantic rush was all about. I
didn’t either, there was simply something inside that drove me on to
Finish! Finish! Finish! Hard work had paid off. Eight years earlier I had
been ready to kill myself because life seemed to be over and now, at last, it
was really starting.
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After a ski vacation over the holidays, I applied and was accepted at the
University Clinic for Neurologic and Psychiatric Disorders. I was to be a
Gastarzt, which meant that I would be allowed to work, the time served
would be counted for training towards specialization in the area but there
would be no pay. Food was provided, but no board. I had to continue to
stay with my parents and was even dependent for pocket money on Muttl.
In those days, Neurology and Psychiatry were still one field. The psychoanalysts, who had mainly been Jewish, had emigrated to either England
or the U.S. and had founded psychoanalytic schools there. They deeply
annoyed their organically-oriented colleagues with their theories which
had to be taken as gospel truth. If you objected, the cause was not a potential problem with the theory but your inability to face the truth. It reminded
one of the sayings during the Nazi era when something went wrong, “Wer
is schuld? Der Jud! Warum? Weil’s wahr is.” The Jew is at fault. Why?
Because it’s true. The psychoanalysts had the truth and if you didn’t worship at their altar, there was something profoundly wrong with you. By the
end of the ‘40’s psychoanalysts had by and large taken over the field of
psychiatry in the U.S. and for this reason the neurologically, organically
oriented members of the profession opted out and established their own
specialty. This development, although unavoidable, was quite unfortunate
for the patients. Serious mental illness does not arise ex vacuo, it finds its
origin in the brain and it is the neurologist who is trained in the diagnosis
and treatment of illnesses resulting from brain dysfunction. The distinction
between what is “organic” and what is “functional” used to be handled by
one specialist. Now there were two who operated under completely different mental frameworks, and patients were misdiagnosed. The concept
that Neurology and Psychiatry might become two separate specialties was
alien to us and I was attracted to the combined field because with all that
had gone on in my life I wanted to find out why people do what they do.
Since it was obvious that the brain controls behavior, one had to study the
brain to the maximum extent possible.
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It was recognized, of course, that significant differences between the
two fields existed, but it was also recognized that there are conditions
which overlap them. The five year training program in the combined specialty could be divided into two years of neurology and three years of psychiatry, or vice versa, depending on one’s final choice as to which
disorders one wanted to treat later on. With a minimum of two years in the
reciprocal field, a thorough grounding in differential diagnosis was
assured.

The Daily Routine
Professor Kauders, the head of the Clinic, had died of a pulmonary
embolus a few months earlier. He had been President of the Austro-American Society, had visited the U.S., but during the long plane ride
home had developed thrombophlebitis which caused the embolus. The
Clinic was temporarily run by his First Assistant, Dozent Reisner, a thoroughly pleasant person. It was organized into several wards and I was
assigned to A2, which happened to be one of the neurologic ones. During
the first hours of the morning all the injections had to be given, of which
there were plenty. The theory was that intravenous, intramuscular and subcutaneous injections were infinitely more effective than just pills or powders. Shots were the rule rather than the exception. Thereafter came rounds
with the Oberarzt, who happened to be a very knowledgeable and competent Jewish lady by name of Weingarten. How she had survived the war
was unclear, but it was not our business to ask her. The other physicians
were Petsche, who has become a life-long friend, Becker, and Jech. The
latter was a bon vivant. He spoke with a heavy Czech accent and was a
great deal of fun. His medical accomplishments were adequate, but they
were not his first priority anyway.
Becker, on the other hand was a serious person and budding psychiatrist. He told us about the experiments with LSD they had carried out the
previous year. The drug had come from Switzerland and was being investigated in 1949 for its potential therapeutic use in the treatment of psychiatric conditions. No money was available to pay for volunteers, so the
physicians themselves tested their reactions. When one lady had jumped
from the roof of the building and killed herself after ingesting the stuff, the
experiments were stopped. The results were published with the conclusion
that it was not only worthless as a treatment modality, but also potentially
highly dangerous.
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We thought that this was the end of the LSD story, but America had also
gotten wind of it and ten or so years later, a Harvard psychologist tried it
and became enthralled by its “consciousness expanding” properties. His
name, of course, was Timothy Leary, who became the guru of psychedelics. He has an entire generation of young people on his conscience
whose lives he ruined. LSD and the other hallucinogens do not expand
consciousness, they simply send the brain on a wild goose chase, removing
all control over the mind until the drug wears off. No doubt, some of the
effects are pleasurable, but pursuit of pleasure to the exclusion of life’s
tasks is profoundly destructive. The goal of life should be to gain control
over the vagaries of one’s mental processes so that they can be used to the
benefit of others. The drug culture is nothing but a form of mental masturbation. Leary was not stupid; he must have known this and one must
assume that he was simply evil.
The Clinic also experimented with another drug at the time. It had come
from France under the name of Largactil. It worked amazingly well with
some schizophrenic patients who stopped their uncontrollable yelling
which severely tested everybody’s nerves. Eventually it came across the
Atlantic as Thorazine and was the first of a long line of tranquilizers. The
other treatment modalities for schizophrenia were electroshock and insulin
shock. Disturbed patients were kept in so-called Gitterbetten, which may
or may not have existed in this country. A regular bed was encased by
strong string netting on all sides and on top. The patient could stand up, but
could not get out. One morning while making rounds on the psychiatric
side, I got the shock of my life. Here in one of the Gitterbetten was a nude
creature, confusedly crouching around. In spite of his desolate appearance
I recognized him as one of our colleagues from medical school. He had
always been a little odd, so we had not become friends but we certainly
knew each other. He had become floridly schizophrenic and was now
recovering from the insulin shock he had received earlier in the morning.
This was the first time that I was confronted with the mortality of the mind
rather than the body.
Lunch was taken in the physician’s dining room and one of the towering figures, basketball player size, was Count von Solms who was a true
blue blooded aristocrat and communist. How that came about is a mystery,
but I think he simply intended to be ornery. He wanted to create dissension.
For instance, one day when the conversation came around to the mountains
he spouted forth, “I can’t stand these ugly warts of nature.” Chances are he
didn’t really feel that way, but just wanted to be contrary. In the afternoons,
histories had to be taken and physicals performed on the newly admitted
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patients and twice a week we had to practice our psychotherapeutic skills
with neurotic outpatients.
Several evenings a week Petsche and I went to the Neurologic Institute
where Professor Hoff was in charge. He was an impressive figure in terms
of knowledge. He made us draw the nuclei of the medulla oblongata, the
brainstem, and diencephalon, rightly insisting that this was the only way
we would remember them. He was Jewish, had returned from New York a
couple of years earlier, where he had weathered the war, and was clearly
hustling for the vacancy at the University Clinic. He gave lectures on a
wide variety of neurologic topics, every other month or so, before the
Viennese Society of Physicians and everybody was greatly impressed by
his erudition, depth of knowledge and the beauty of his slides. He did get
the job a year later when I was already in the States. I remembered especially a talk he had given on shoulder-arm pain, and there is no way to
describe my surprise, when leafing through the Medical Clinics of North
America in the Hospital where I interned, I found that lecture with the identical pictures. He had translated the article, lifted the figures and although
he didn’t explicitly say during his presentation that it was his own work, he
surely left that impression. In the Vienna of 1950 he could get by with it
because American medical literature was unavailable, but my previously
held high opinion of him dropped a few notches.
Another person who impressed me stood in the hallway of the Neurologic Institute. He was no longer alive and it was only a stone bust that
greeted us. The striking element was the inscription Ignoramus et Ignorabimus. It was the image of Dubois Rémond who was the first to demonstrate that the nerve impulse is propagated as an electric current. The quote
came from one of his lectures, which he had concluded with the words,
“We can learn a great deal about how the nervous system works but when it
comes to really understanding how mental activity comes about, we must
humbly say, ignoramus et ignorabimus.” While I could go along with ignoramus, we don’t know, I could not agree with the “ignorabimus,” we will
not know. I was young, I was bright, give me the wherewithal in terms of
research equipment and we would figure it out, was my not so humble
opinion. More than a century from the day Dubois Rémond had uttered that
memorable phrase, after a lifetime of working in the field, using the most
modern equipment this country has to offer, reading what everyone else
has produced, and seeing the difficulties if not impossibilities I must sadly
conclude that the master may well have been right. This is not pessimism, it
is the fundamental mind-brain problem. We know how chemistry is transformed into electricity to make the nervous system function properly. We
know some physical concomitants of thought and dreams, but we have no
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idea how a thought or a dream is produced by the brain. The question is not
even raised in the neurosciences because we have no means of investigating it.
As previously stated, in the mornings, before rounds, we had to give
shots, but ever so often one had to be perform lumbar punctures. This was
done either to obtain spinal fluid for diagnosis, or to put air into the spinal
canal which would subsequently fill the ventricles of the brain so that
X-rays would show tumors or atrophy. On account of my clumsiness, I had
no idea how I would find my way with a long needle into a patient’s spinal
canal. I was terrified and didn’t want to hurt the patient with endless poking
around before I found the entrance between the appropriate vertebrae.
Nurse Prisca came to the rescue. She was in charge of the station and an old
hand at dealing with neophyte, incompetent physicians. With calm reassuring words, she guided the novice to success. I am still grateful for her
patience, but never did get to like spinal taps. The clumsiness had actually
been another reason for choosing my specialty, because apart from spinal
taps, no other manual dexterity was required. The only other specialty,
unless one liked to work on cadavers, would have been dermatology,
which needed even less dexterity, but didn’t interest me. Another way for a
neurologist to get ventricular rather than spinal fluid was the so called cisternal puncture. This one I refused to do because I was sure I’d kill the
patient. The needle had to go in at the base of the skull into the fourth ventricle of the brain. If you went too deep you could damage the medulla
oblongata with all the vital centers for respiration, heart rate and so on.
Fortunately, this could be left to the experts and more intrepid souls.

Freudian Psychoanalysis
Twice a week in the afternoons we had to do psychotherapy for
emotionally-disturbed patients. By that time I had read Freud’s Introduction to Psychoanalysis and his Interpretation of Dreams. The latter
annoyed me on account of what I regarded as exaggerated, unproven generalizations. Freud insisted that all dreams are wish fulfillment and pretty
near all of them are sexually determined. No doubt many dreams are, but
when it comes to all, “It ain’t necessarily so,” as in Gershwin’s opera. That
was my fundamental problem with Freud. If he had said that some people
want to kill their fathers and sleep with their mothers, it would not have
been great news and would not have brought him the renown he was after.
No, it had to be “all” and one of his visits to the
Burgtheater was
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responsible for the world being blessed with the universality of what he
called the Oedipus complex.
Since no one could have expected the tremendous cultural changes
Freud’s ideas would bring to the United States, including their influence on
international relations as will be shown in Part III, it is necessary to briefly
describe their origins and validity. The ubiquity of psychoanalytic thought
in this country, regardless of its demonstrable absence of proof, is a superb
example for the power of propaganda and the gullibility of the human race.
By 1896 Freud had become convinced that hysteria is always caused by
sexual seduction during early childhood. He gave a presentation to this
effect before the Viennese Society of Psychiatry and Neurology which was
received with stony silence. The doyen of sexologists, Krafft-Ebing told
him, “It sounds like a scientific fairy tale.” Freud was furious and vented
his anger in a letter to his friend Fliess in which he called the membership
of this organization, “Esel… sie können mich alle gern haben,” the translation of the real feeling behind it would be “idiots who can go to hell.” He
never did give a scientific presentation before that group again. A little
while later his father died at the ripe old age of 81 years, which caused a
profound conflict in Freud. It shouldn’t have. Freud was already forty
years old, his father had been ill for some time and death was not only the
normal course of events but also release from illness. But for Freud it was a
profound trauma and as he said to Fliess, “I feel now quite uprooted.” In the
Interpretation of Dreams he wrote, “the father’s death is the most significant event, the most decisive loss of a man’s life.” For him it was, but does
this mean that the sentiment has to be the same for everybody? Especially
when one is already an adult and has a family of one’s own?
There were very personal reasons for this feeling because Freud had
been quite conflicted with regard to his parent. The friction was not necessarily oedipal in nature but had to do with his Jewishness and his father’s
attitude toward it. The latter had been religiously observant while the son
had turned to atheism. This caused the father a great deal of anguish. In
addition there was an episode which young Sigmund had interpreted as
cowardice on part of his father. This resulted in considerable loss of esteem
for the previously highly regarded parent. His father told him that one Saturday while he was taking a walk in Freiberg, the little town in the Sudetenland where they used to live, a man accosted him for unspecified
reasons and threw his brand new fur cap into the mud with the comment,
“Jew off the sidewalk.” His father just picked up his cap and went on his
way again. It made quite an impression on the son, who vowed that if this
were to happen to him, the outcome would be quite different. In later years
Freud wrote to his fiancee how he had acted in a somewhat similar
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situation. The letter is contained in a chapter written by his son Martin in
the book “The Jews of Austria.” It is quite long, therefore only the essentials will be mentioned. Freud had been on a train to Leipzig, felt hot and
opened the window. It was winter and the other passengers didn’t like it.
An altercation arose; Freud was the recipient of an antisemitic epithet and
he challenged the other fellow to a fistfight. The latter declined and eventually the situation simmered down. Freud was quite proud of his having
stood up to the antisemite. Interestingly enough, he had never given any
thought to the feelings of the rest of the passengers, not in the heat of the
argument and not when he wrote the letter. In Europe it is customary, if one
wants to open the window in a train compartment, to first ask the other
occupants whether or not they mind. Freud didn’t do so, and the whole
altercation could have been avoided had he been courteous in the first
place.
At any rate his father’s death upset him greatly and that was the time
when he became serious with self-analysis by studying his dreams. These
led him to reject infantile sexual trauma as the cause of neuroses in favor of
the newly discovered Oedipus complex. Since this became the cornerstone
of classical Freudian psychoanalysis to which one had to subscribe or leave
the fold, the question arises as to whether the phenomenon is indeed universal or has cultural determinants – especially within the Jewish family?
Berkley’s book Jews gives a hint that the latter may indeed be the case. He
cites a study by Landes and Zobrowski, who investigated patterns of
behavior in East European Jewish families living in America. They
observed that “display of endearments between husband and wife were
being frowned upon in the families they studied, but such displays were
permitted between mother and son and, in fact, were encouraged by the
mother.” Their conclusion was, “It seems to us that, though the marital
obligations are fulfilled with the husband, the romance exists with the
son.”
Freud was conflicted not only in regard to his father, but also his
mother. He rarely spoke of her and his son Martin described his grandmother as “a typical Polish Jewess, with all the shortcomings that that
implies. She was certainly not a ‘lady,’ had a lively temper and was impatient, self-willed, sharp witted and highly intelligent.” Gay, who quoted
these statements, continues:
“What is more she visibly, and audibly worshiped her first-born calling
him, as legend rightly has it, her ‘golden son.’ The presence of such a
mother would be hard to escape, even after the most thorough-going selfanalysis. In fact there is no evidence that Freud’s systematic self-scrutiny
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touched on this weightiest of attachments, or that he ever explored and tried
to exorcise, his mother’s power over him.”

In a footnote Gay quoted a letter from Schur to Ernest Jones, “There are
many evidences of complicated pregenital relationships with his mother
which perhaps he never fully analysed.” When his mother died at age 95
after a painful illness, Freud did not attend the funeral because, as he said to
his brother Alexander, he really didn’t feel well and he “did not like ceremonies.” It is thus apparent that their relationship was not a very cordial
one.
When one also considers that Freud’s living arrangements in infancy
and early childhood were quite cramped, to say the least, premature exposure to sexuality was unavoidable. Schur’s book is important in this respect
because it sifts facts from fancy and also points out how memory of early
events cannot be relied upon. Amalia, Freud’s mother, was the third wife of
father Jakob and they lived in the house of a locksmith. The main floor was
taken up by the workshop and the rest of the house contained only two
rooms on the second floor. In one of these lived the family of the locksmith
and in the other father Jakob with wife Amalia and progeny. Within a year
of their marriage in 1855, Sigmund was born. A year later came brother
Julius who died within a few months, and in 1858 sister Anna arrived. The
four of them remained in those confined quarters until somewhat prior to
Sigmund’s fourth birthday, when the family moved to Vienna and was able
to obtain more suitable accommodations. Thus, the boy, as Schur pointed
out, was introduced to sexual intercourse, pregnancy, birth and death considerably earlier and far more intimately than is commonly the case. These
aspects of his life are important because from them the feelings, sentiments
and theories originated. Specific, rather unusual, circumstances were not
only falsely remembered, but also transformed into what he regarded as
universal truth.
By 1897, Freud had parted ways even with Breuer, his erstwhile friend,
mentor, and financial supporter. He, therefore, needed another physician
on whom he could test his ideas. This became the role of Fliess, a well
regarded Berlin otolaryngologist who was also interested in sexual themes,
specifically the bisexuality of human beings. The friendship, on account of
the distance maintained mostly by correspondence, was initially very
fruitful for Freud, but by 1901 it began to fall apart. The disenchantment
was mutual because neither one believed in the other’s flights of fancy any
more. Freud objected to the rhythm theory, which was supposed to govern
all aspects of life while Fliess was concerned that “the thought reader,
reads in others only his own thoughts.” Fliess’ biorhythm theory hit
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America belatedly around the 1960’s and created a temporary stir at that
time.
Since Freud had given up on reaching his Viennese professional colleagues, who shunned him for his outlandish ideas, and had struck out with
Fliess, he now aired them at meetings of the B’nai B’rith which he had
joined in 1897. When that organization honored him at his 70th birthday he
acknowledged in his reply
“that it was only to my Jewish nature that I owed the two qualities that have
become indispensable to me throughout my difficult life. Because I was a
Jew, I found myself free of many prejudices which restrict others in the use
of the intellect: as a Jew I was prepared to be in the opposition and to
renounce agreement with the ‘compact majority.’”

Freud was originally quite aware that his efforts did not meet scientific
standards and said at one point, “The case histories I write read like
novellas and that they, so to speak, lack the serious stamp of scientific
method.” In a letter to Fliess on February 1, 1900, which is reprinted in
Schur’s “Freud: Living and Dying” he wrote:
“For I am actually not at all a man of science, not an observer, not an
experimenter, not a thinker. I am by temperament nothing but a conquistador [emphasis in the original], an adventurer, if you want to translate this
term – with all the inquisitiveness, daring and tenacity characteristic of
such a man.”

By that time the dream book had been published, there was no turning
back to scientific respectability and he thoroughly enjoyed aggravating the
philistine establishment of Vienna. Nevertheless, he was rather disappointed that he never received the Nobel prize. In defense of the Nobel
committee, one must say that dreams and free associations can lend themselves to a great many interpretations and it becomes optional which one is
to be regarded as the final truth.
Freud had produced ingenious theories, but there was no measurement
and no experiment to either prove or disprove them. He had basically
invented what one may call the “secular confessional.” In the Catholic
Church the penitent kneels before the priest, who is hidden by a screen, and
then pours forth his innermost thoughts. In Freud’s case he obviously
couldn’t have the patients kneel. He did the next best thing; he had them lie
down. He may have been already doing this when he had used hypnosis
initially, but now he no longer sat in front but behind the patient so that he
remained just as invisible as the priest. He rationalized this arrangement
with the statement that he couldn’t stare into his patients’ faces all day
long. In addition he secularized the Catholic Trinity of Father, Son and
Holy Spirit. Borrowing from Nietzsche’s Übermensch (superman),the
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father became the Überich (superego), the Son was the Ich (Ego) and the
unruly spirit the Es or Id to denote its undifferentiated infantile sexual
nature.
Since Freud had to make a living, he couldn’t rely on charity, like the
church, and had to charge. Inasmuch as he could see only a few patients at a
time his services were, for the most part, not particularly cheap. The clientele, therefore, came mainly from the upper crust and his treatment efforts
were directed to the neuroses of what may be called “the idle rich.” In addition, since most of the patients were Jewish, ideas derived from their
analyses also had a certain cultural bias and thus reinforced Freud’s own.

Schopenhauer and the Unconscious
Where did the fundamental idea of the unconscious and its influence on
the intellect come from? We are indebted to the book by McGrath “Freud’s
Discovery of Psychoanalysis. The Politics of Hysteria,” which has brought
a great many hitherto disregarded facts to light, especially how the philosophical climate of Vienna and the political turmoil around the turn of the
century impinged on the development of the theory. Let it be stated quite
unequivocally: Freud did not invent the concept of the unconscious and its
powerful effect on the intellect in health and disease! The idea had already
been proposed by Schopenhauer about 80 years earlier. Freud had initially
considered obtaining a dual doctorate, namely in medicine as well as philosophy, and therefore attended the lectures of Brentano, who was the foremost philosopher of the time in Vienna, as well as those of Meynert. The
latter, a neurologist, neuropathologist as well as neurophysiologist and a
personal friend of Brentano, also tried to bring about an understanding of
mental phenomena through investigation of the nervous system.
Since Schopenhauer’s ideas were the common link and they are not
fully appreciated in this country, it may be useful to present some relevant
examples. It should be pointed out, however, that – in true Germanic
fashion – his sentence structure is complex and a given sentence may take
up half a page. To render them as such into English would be a disservice
and I have therefore introduced periods where there are commas or semicolons in the original. Since the translation is my own it will differ in some
details from other official ones, but I feel it captures the spirit of what
Schopenhauer had tried to convey. Most of the quotes come from his main
work “Die Welt als Wille und Vorstellung.” It was first published in 1818
with subsequent editions in 1848 and 1859. In the chapter on “Association
of thoughts” Schopenhauer wrote:
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“The presence of thoughts in our awareness depends just as much on the
law of causality as the motion of bodies…. It is impossible that a thought
can enter consciousness without a reason [emphasis added. This is the
basis for the free association technique]. This may be external, from sense
impressions, or internal, namely through another thought by means of
association [emphasis added]. The inner thought process is not simple…
We may compare our consciousness with a body of water of some depth.
The clearly conscious thoughts are merely the surface. The mass, however,
consists of the indistinct, the feelings, the aftereffects of views held and
experienced coupled with the mood of our will which is the nucleus of our
being…. Rarely is the entire process of our thinking and deciding on the
surface – namely the interlinking of clearly thought out judgment –
although we aspire to it… but commonly there occurs, in the dark depth,
the rumination of material which has impinged from the outside and is
formed into thoughts. This proceeds nearly as unconsciously [emphasis
added] as the metabolic change of food into the humors and substance of
the body…. Consciousness is the mere surface of our mind. Just as in the
case of the earth, we know only the outer shell… The initiation of associations resides in the will, which drives its servant the intellect.”

In the subsequent chapter entitled “Imperfection of the Intellect” he
stated, “Thoughts do not proceed in space, only in time. They are successive. One has to be dropped for the other to occur but although it is currently not present, it is like warmth in cold water latent [emphasis added].”
While these ideas established the importance of unconscious processes
for day-to-day activities in the normal individual, Schopenhauer went further and discussed their relationship to mental illness. In “Appearance
Independent of the Proposition of Cause,” he wrote:
“The fact that intense mental suffering, unexpected terrible happenings
frequently cause insanity, I explain to myself in this way. Each such
suffering is, as a real event, limited to the present, therefore temporary and
as such not necessarily excessively difficult to bear. The event only
becomes overwhelmingly great when it turns into enduring anguish. As
such it is, however, merely a thought and resides therefore in memory
[emphasis in the original]. If such distress, this painful knowledge or
memory, becomes such a torment…that the individual is about to
succumb,…it falls into the only available salvation madness [emphasis in
the original]. The tortured mind tears up, so to say, the thread of its
memory, fills the gaps with fiction, and flees from the mental anguish
which is too much to bear into madness – just like when one has to amputate a gangrenous limb and replaces it with a wooden one.”

In a later chapter “On Insanity” he elaborated further.
“This becomes more understandable when we consider how we dislike
to think of things which are markedly injurious to our interest, pride, or
wishes. How difficult is the decision to subject them to exact and serious
investigation. How easy it is unconsciously to jump or slink away from
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them. On the other hand, how readily do pleasant events come to mind and
when shoved away return so that we hanker after them for hours on end.
This reluctance of the will to let the repulsive [Widrige] come into the light
of the intellect is the line where insanity can break in upon the mind. Each
unpleasant event has to be assimilated by the intellect. That is, it has to
receive a place, based on our will and its interests regardless of whatever
satisfactory elements it has to repress [emphasis added]. As soon as this is
accomplished it hurts much less, but this operation is often very painful and
takes place, for the most part, rather slowly and reluctantly. As long as this
is accomplished properly, the mind remains sane. If, however, in some
instances the resistance and bristling of the will against the acceptance of
recognition reaches such a degree that this operation cannot be properly
accomplished, when certain events or occurrences are completely
suppressed from the intellect because the will cannot tolerate facing it, the
gap will be filled in some way or another and madness ensues. The intellect
has given up its nature to please the will. Now the person imagines what
does not exist. The madness which has ensued is now the Lethe for unbearable suffering; it was the last resort of the tortured nature, i.e. the will.”

The Parerga und Paralipomena contain in the chapter “Attempt
regarding the Seeing of Ghosts” a detailed exposé of his views on dreams.
He concluded that the dream has an unquestionable similarity to insanity.
Dream consciousness differs from waking consciousness by the lack of
continuity of memory. “The dream is a short insanity, insanity a long
dream. Nevertheless the law of causality still prevails... All thoughts and
imaginings have to be brought forth into consciousness either through an
external sensory impression or through the laws of association from a preceding one, otherwise they can not occur.” Ergo dreams are potentially
meaningful.
In view of Freud’s later work on jokes and their relation to the unconscious, it is interesting to note that Schopenhauer also had a chapter, “On
the theory of the ridiculous,” in his main work.
Freud must have been exposed to these ideas in his student days, but
when confronted with some of the material by his pupil Otto Rosenfeld,
who later on became known under the name of Otto Rank, Freud appeared
surprised, denied previous knowledge and claimed not to have been well
read. This is highly unlikely. He had read Schopenhauer because he listed a
few isolated sentences from the chapter “On Seeing Ghosts” in his dream
book, but without discussing their importance for his own work. It appears
probable that he had, in fact, internalized these ideas during his student
days. They had remained “latent” in his subconscious while he was
engaged in his initial work as a physiologist in Brücke’s laboratory. They
reached consciousness again when he started working with mentally ill
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patients. By that time he had “repressed” or forgotten their true author, felt
that the ideas were his own and it was too painful to state otherwise.

Nietzsche’s contribution
Nietzsche, who further elaborated on Schopenhauer’s thoughts, while
giving him full credit, is also notably absent from Freud’s publications.
This may well have alienated Vienna’s professional philosophers. Freud
said that he had not been aware of Nietzsche’s work, but this is also highly
unlikely. In the 1890’s Nietzsche was the talk of the town just as much as
Wagner, and there simply was no way of getting around him in intellectual
circles. In addition, one of Freud’s friends was personally acquainted with
Nietzsche and Lou Salomé, Nietzsche’s erstwhile love, became one of
Freud’s most ardent disciples. Here are some examples of what Nietzsche
had to say:
“It is false to say I think [emphasis added]. More correctly one should
say it thinks [emphasis added],” “Es denkt” the “Es” became the id in the
English translation of Freud’s works. Nietzsche continues:
“All of psychology has up to now been hung up on moral prejudices
and fears. It has not dared to enter the depth. The force of moral prejudices
has deeply penetrated into the mental sphere. A genuine PhysioPsychologist has to fight with unconscious resistances [emphasis added] in
the heart of the investigator, it goes against the grain. Even a doctrine of
good and evil desires brings misery and weariness, so much more so if a
doctrine derives all good drives from evil ones...Wherever one not only
sees, but wants to see hunger, sexual desire and vanity as the original
driving forces of human actions there the lover of insight should listen to
very carefully.”

Freud assumed the task Nietzsche had laid out by systematizing psychic
phenomena and introducing new terminology. As mentioned, the title of
Schopenhauer’s major work was “Die Welt als Wille und Vorstellung.”
The German word Wille presents no problem in translation; it is simply
“the will.” Vorstellung, however, has a great many meanings. It can be
regarded as imagination, idea, appearance, presentation or concept. Nietzsche deleted the Vorstellung and retained “the will” which he later on
directed specifically to power. Freud changed “the will” to “libido” which
translates not only into violent desire and longing but also sexual lust. It
was the latter interpretation which became the dominant driving force for
psychoanalytic theory. The Germans rejected it as the end all and be all
because it neglected the spiritual aspects of the human being, but Jews
embraced it. It seems rather curious but goes to the heart of the matter.
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Freud’s Disciples
There were two reasons why Freud’s ideas found such resonance
among some of his people. The first one was that Freud’s early followers
had also left the ancestral religion and had become not merely agnostics
but atheists. The difference is that an agnostic simply professes ignorance
as to the presence or absence of God because the human mind can neither
produce firm proof nor can it adduce evidence to justify absolute denial.
The atheist, on the other hand, firmly and militantly rejects belief in a Deity
as contrary to reason. As atheists, Freud’s early followers were therefore
no longer concerned with any spiritual component the human being might
be heir to.
The second reason involved the role of sexuality in psychic life. Is it
one aspect, or the main factor? Otto Rank wrote a short article in 1905 entitled The Essence of Judaism in which he stated: “the essence of Judaism is
its stress on primitive sexuality.” This may or may not be regarded as the
true essence by other Jews, but it does explain why Freud’s ideas were not
rejected by his audience at the B’nai B’rith and why his initial disciples
were, with one exception, all Jewish. This concerned him greatly and is the
reason why he was so upset when Jung, the Swiss pastor’s son, broke away
and left the fold.

Political Aspects
In addition to these contributions from philosophers, political events
also helped to shape Freud’s ideas and choice of language, especially
repression and censorship. In the fall of 1897 Austria was on the verge of
revolution over a question Americans are quite familiar with today, namely
bilingualism. In the Austrian part of the monarchy, German was the official language, while it was Magyar for the Hungarian part of the empire.
Friction always existed between the German and Hungarian parts which
had been papered over by the Ausgleich in 1867 and the creation of the dual
monarchy, but the treaty came up for revision every ten years with new
demands surfacing all the time. This was the case in 1897. The Prime Minister Badeni, who actually came from Polish Galicia, thought he could
enlist the help of the Czechs in his negotiations with the Hungarians if he
gave them a present. Without consulting parliament, he ordered on April 5,
1897 that by July 1901 every civil servant in Bohemia and Moravia had to
be bilingual, i.e. fluent in Czech as well as German. In lawsuits the language of the plaintiff was to be used at all levels, from magistrate decisions
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all the way up to the supreme court. Although this may sound fair it was, in
fact, discriminatory. Bohemia and Moravia encompassed the large
German-speaking population of the Sudetenland and they became highly
incensed. Czech officials were already bilingual but the Germans had no
use for the Czech language. Unless they learned quite rapidly they would
be out of a job within four years. Well, you can learn Czech if you have to,
worse things have happened in the world, but that was obviously only the
beginning this devious Pole had in mind, they argued. Are we also going to
have to learn Ruthenian, Polish, Slovene, Italian and what not to be able to
run our own country? No way, was the reply! In Parliament pandemonium
erupted, inkwells flew around, on the streets rioting broke out and martial
law was proclaimed in Bohemia. In order to restore peace, Franz Joseph
had to ask for Badeni’s resignation on November 28 of that year. Mark
Twain was in Vienna at the time and described in graphic detail what went
on. His little essay, “Stirring Times In Austria” shows how the events
looked to an American and his subsequent piece “Concerning The Jews,”
which resulted from questions a reader had raised, is also rather interesting.
It is obvious that Jews took Mark Twain’s suggestions to heart and can no
longer be faulted for not bringing their influence to bear on political life.
The parliamentary turmoil which Mark Twain describes did not stop in
1897. Ten years later young Adolf sat in the visitor’s gallery and he must
have thought that this is not the way to run a country.
These were the external circumstances in the year Freud delved into his
dreams to discover hidden psychic realities. Early on in life, even before he
had wanted to become a philosopher, he had planned to make his name in
politics, but subsequently decided that he would attack the establishment
through science. He would show the clay feet society rested on and the
cover of his magnum opus the “Interpretation of Dreams,” which was to
establish his reputation once and for all, uses a passage from Virgil’s
Aeneid: “Flectere si nequeo superos, acheronta movebo.” If I am unable
to bend the rulers above, I shall move the lower world. The dual meaning is
obvious. As McGrath noted, Freud was not the first one to avail himself of
the quote. It had been used by Lassalle, the founder of Germany’s socialist
party, for his political treatise and Freud had become aware of it in that
connection.
The demonstration that the external laws which govern society mirror
the internal ones that rule the mind was to be achieved by interpreting the
symbols used in dreams and in the work the mind performs through repression and censorship to hide their message. There was an additional very
personal reason for Freud to elevate censorship to its prominent role. Since
the dream book rested to a very large extent on Freud’s own dreams, he
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could not publish them and their complete analysis in toto because of the
offense they would cause. He therefore had to censor the most important
personal details prior to publication. Although he was fluent in French, the
proverb, les songes sont des mensonges, dreams are lies, did not provide a
serious obstacle to his quest and the subsequent acceptance of his findings.
Since repression of sexual desires was regarded as a key element in
symptom formation, their free expression was favored if not strongly
encouraged. This leads us directly to our current American society. The
country has become obsessed with sex in all its forms and we are systematically being turned into a nation of voyeurs through TV and the movies.
If there is a beneficial effect to the individual or society at large, it has
failed to materialize. The proponents of the theory favoring total freedom
of sexual expression have also disregarded the old French proverb,
l’appétit vient en mangeant, the appetite comes with eating. The more you
feed the instinctual urges, the stronger they become.
When one then combines the attitudes toward sex with Freud’s insistence that religion is not only a delusion but “a serious enemy,” psychoanalysis has left the field of medicine not only for philosophy but even
more so for politics. The physician in his capacity as healer and comforter
of the sick knows of no enemies, only of patients who are to be helped to
the best of one’s ability. Freud’s feelings become understandable when one
does not see psychoanalysis as mainly a therapeutic procedure, which
Freud stressed had not been his first priority anyway. It was to be a means
of understanding the human mind and by ridding it of emotional biases
usher in the messianic age. In the “New Introductory Lectures on PsychoAnalysis,”published in 1932 he wrote, “You are aware that I have never
been a therapeutic enthusiast and there is no danger of my using this as an
opportunity for ringing the praises of analysis in this respect.” This
reflected the reality for the physician; the political visionary, on the other
hand, could still believe that “Intuition and inspiration...if they
existed...can safely be counted as illusions and fulfillment of wishes.” He
seemed to have forgotten how hard he had labored in the late nineties and
the distress he had felt when his intuition intermittently failed him. Had he
been consistent in his thoughts he would have had to regard by 1932, the
entire edifice he had erected also as illusion and wish fulfillment. The
mental and physical torment he underwent during the years his theory took
shape is documented in the previously mentioned book by Schur who was
his personal physician. Freud went on to write, “Our best hope for the
future is that the intellect – the scientific spirit, reason – should in time
establish a dictatorship over the human mind.” The French revolution had

246

The Budding Neurologist

been fought in the name of reason. It brought the guillotine and then Napoleon, “the scourge of Europe.”

Sublimation
The theory that undesirable instincts would melt away in the light of the
sun of reason reminds one of another utopia, namely that the state will
wither away when the proletarian revolution has been achieved. The result
of that “scientific” idea, as it was called in its time, is well-known. Unfortunately, sublimation is a concept derived from inorganic chemistry where it
applies to a very specific instance and has no counterpart in the biochemical arena. Effective permanent sublimation of instinctual drives
seems to have been accomplished rather rarely in psychoanalysis where the
therapeutic sessions tend to get mired in ruminations over events which
may or may not have happened in the distant past. Inasmuch as Freud himself had considerable neurotic aspects to his personality, one might have
hoped that his self-analysis would have taken care of them but this was not
to be the case. The most glaring problem, an addiction to cigars, remained
with him. It may have caused his cancer of the hard palate which produced
about a decade and a half of intense suffering and eventually killed him. As
an effective therapy for the majority of mental illnesses psychoanalysis
must be regarded a failure, but Freud did succeed in creating a theory of
mental mechanisms and popularizing them.
Freud had started from chemistry, but what he really pursued was
alchemy. The base had to be transmuted into the noble. The idea didn’t
work all that well for the alchemists and the long-term results were not very
much better for Freud’s patients including the famous Anna O. whose case
had given rise to the entire theory. The fact that long term follow-up failed
to show the cure, which is touted even today by Freud’s partisans, is
“repressed” by his followers.

Dream Physiology
The “royal road to the unconscious,” as Freud called it, was to be the
interpretation of dreams. Inasmuch as he did succeed in finding meaning in
some apparently nonsensical dreams, he assumed that they were therefore
causally related to the symptoms the patient complained of. Furthermore,
since he observed a great deal of sexual symbolism in the dreams, he
assumed that sexual desires were the cause. He can be forgiven because the
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physical concomitants of dream states entered the scientific literature only
in the 1950’s and 1960’s.
We now know that dreams occur most commonly in what is called the
REM (rapid eye movement) phase of sleep in which the subject’s brain
waves reflect a pattern that is neither typical of the waking state nor of what
one tends to find during an afternoon nap, for instance. The REM stage
occurs after several hours of sleep and becomes most prominent and longer
lasting prior to awakening in the morning. This electroencephalographic
pattern is usually accompanied by rapid side-to-side eye movements, suggesting a scanning of the dream pictures. In addition there occur – in the
male – penile erections. We are now confronted with the chicken and egg
problem. Does the dream content cause the erection or does the erection
influence dream content? The mind-over-matter adherents would favor the
former, but is this necessarily correct?
In the early fifties while I was undergoing training in electrophysiology
of the brain under Dr. Bickford at the Mayo Clinic, we had a fascinating
experience. The patient had epilepsy which had not responded to medication. She was therefore evaluated to determine whether or not an area of the
brain could be found that would trigger her seizures, the removal of which
might render her seizure free. Electrodes had been implanted in some parts
of her brain and when certain contacts were stimulated electrically with a
small amount of current, she predictably rubbed her hands together as one
would do while washing them. When Bickford, in my presence, asked the
patient why she was rubbing her hands, she said, “I don’t know, I just feel
like doing it!” She had no idea that her action was our doing, rather than her
free will, and she made excuses for something that she was not responsible.
When the stimulus was slightly increased in strength the motions of her
hands became of a violent slapping or throwing type and only then did she
became aware of this being abnormal and uncontrollable. The thought hit
me “My God, this is the difference between neurology and psychiatry.” A
minor degree of stimulation leads to a symptom that if it were to recur
spontaneously, repeatedly and could not be stopped by the patient would
be regarded as a compulsion and the psychiatrist would be consulted. The
result of the more marked stimulus, when it occurred continuously rather
than intermittently, would be called ballismus and the patient would be
sent to a neurologist. Both symptoms originated in the same part of the
brain and the only difference was the strength of the stimulus! There was
no bad thought which had been repressed, there was just bad electricity!
The intellectual reservations I had about Freud’s theory even in 1950
would not necessarily have prevented me from experimenting with the
method to see if patients can indeed be helped. This was not feasible. Freud
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himself had stated, “As a rule psychoanalysis either possesses the doctor
entirely or not at all.” To use psychoanalysis would have required several
years of personal analysis before one could see patients, each one of whom,
in turn, would have to lie on a couch for years in order to come to terms
with his neurosis. It would be a full-time job and would have nothing to do
with medicine any more. Furthermore it had all the trappings of a religion.
Even Freud had alluded to himself as Moses. You had to believe what the
master said and your resistance would be punished by more hours on the
couch. Since I already had a religion, I didn’t need a second one. Finally
there was evidence that the treatment didn’t really work all that well and
sometimes even made patients worse. The chapter on Hysteria in the major
textbook “Nervenkrankheiten” by Oppenheim had this to say in the 1908
edition:
“The method recommended by Freud and Breuer to awaken through
hypnosis or intensive dialogue the events which through their effects on the
psychic life had produced the illness, has not proven its worth as far as
other authors are concerned. According to my latest experiences I have to
join those (O. Vogt, Jolly) who do not regard this treatment method as
unobjectionable.”

This was the verdict of the medical profession and nobody could have
foreseen the enormous cultural effects Freud’s ideas would produce in the
United States. It is another irony of history that a country he despised
would be the one which embraced his theories so enthusiastically and
cemented his fame.

The Fundamental Error
The fundamental flaw and error of psychoanalysis is that adult thoughts
are being projected back into childhood as if the child had indeed experienced certain events in the manner an adult would. Yet, the child is not a
little adult but sees the world in his experiential framework which varies
considerably from that of the adult. The same situation is viewed quite differently by the child as by the adult. Let me illustrate this with what Freudians like to call the primal scene. Our dinner table faced a screened porch
which had, among other pieces of furniture, a table next to our window.
One evening during dinner our cat, whom we had disingenuously named
Puddy, was cohabited by a tom on that very table in plain view of myself,
my wife and our 5 year old Eric. Martha and I looked at each other and
thought, “Why do they have to do this right here during dinner?” Then Eric
noted what was going on and shouted with delight, “Look Mommy, Look
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Daddy, Puddy is playing choo-choo train.” This is how a child’s mind
really works! It is, therefore, a major error to retroactively ascribe adult
reactions to it and so is the idea that unfortunate events in childhood have
to be endlessly ruminated over in order to come to terms with them. There
is absolutely no evidence that this does any good. On the contrary; it fosters
an obsession with the past which can prevent one from coming to grips
with the present. This holds true not only on the personal level but now
includes also the attitude towards entire nations as will be shown in Part III.
In view of my misgivings I was, therefore, very pleased to see Torrey’s
Freudian Fraud and more recently Crew’s Unauthorized Freud which
present further details.

Victor Frankl’s Logotherapy
Freudian psychoanalysis was not the way to go for me in my efforts to
help neurotic patients during the outpatient psychotherapy sessions. Adler
didn’t have much to offer either and with Jung I was unfamiliar. It was
Frankl who struck the responsive chord. Not only must there be some
meaning to all of this but he had also found that some neurotic symptoms
disappear when the patient actually wills them to occur. This paradox
could be used for instance in patients who suffered from uncontrolled
blushing when confronted with a minor embarrassment. Frankl told the
patient to try to blush as hard as possible in situations such as these and by
concentrating on the symptom it actually disappeared. It was the anticipatory fear that caused most of the problem. In Logotherapy, where patient
and physician honestly face each other, the goal was to let the patient talk
about current problems, rather than repressed childhood experiences
which may or may not have occurred. By talking about the possible
meaning of what was happening now the patient might get the “aha sensation”, the sudden insight – “oh that’s what it is all about” – and then mend
his ways. It was a practical approach which did not require unverifiable
assumptions and this appealed to my very practical mind.
I did not know it then, but in his last book entitled Was nicht in meinen
Büchern steht Frankl describes how Logotherapy might have bought him
an extra year from the Gestapo. He was supposed to report to headquarters
on a certain day at a certain hour and when he asked whether or not he was
to bring a change of clothes, which meant deportation, he was told “yes!”
At Gestapo headquarters he was interrogated by an SS officer in regard to a
person who had emigrated and supposedly been engaged in espionage.
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Although Frankl knew that individual by name he had no further information and the real reason for the interview became apparent subsequently:
“Then I was asked: ‘you are a psychotherapist, how does one treat fear
of open places?’ I explained it to him. ‘You know I have a friend who is
afraid of open places. What should I tell him?’ I replied: ‘Tell him, that
whenever the anxiety arises he should say to himself: I am frightened I
could collapse on the street? Fine, this is precisely what I want: I shall
collapse, people will crowd around me, I’ll have a stroke, and a coronary on
top of it etc. etc.’ In a word I instructed him how to use the logotherapeutic
technique of Paradoxical Intention [emphasis in the original] in the case of
‘his friend.’ I had of course realized immediately that he had been talking
about himself. At any rate, this (indirect) Logotherapy must have worked.
Otherwise I have no explanation why – thereafter – my old parents and
myself could remain in Vienna for another year and were not (yet) sent to a
Concentration camp.”

Once when I had a particular recalcitrant patient who drove me up the
wall, I went to my supervisor Dozent Ringel and asked for help. “Hypnotize him” was the brief answer.
“But I don’t know how.”
“Here is a book” and that was it.
This was the man who would later become famous for having written a
dissertation on the Austrian Soul. He didn’t do all that much for mine.
Well, ok I was to become a hypnotist. That it could do something I had
already experienced myself.
I tried it and had some success. I was amazed that the patient even followed posthypnotic suggestions. I was experimenting and told him to get
on a certain day on a specified tram, get off at a designated place, buy some
small item and then go home again. It was rather complex but I wanted to
know what would happen. He did it, had no idea why and reported it spontaneously as a rather unusual circumstance at the next visit. Having gained
confidence in my mastery of the method, I subsequently concentrated on
therapeutic suggestions only. To what extent there were long term successes I really can’t tell because my stay at the Clinic lasted only six
months.

On to America
During the latter part of spring I was approached by a representative of
the physician’s section of the People’s Party to join ranks because this
might eventually lead to a paying position. As a result of the coalition government between the People’s Party and the Socialists, an unspoken
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agreement existed. When one academic job was given to a member of the
People’s Party the next one had to go to the Socialists and so on. If you
didn’t belong you were odd man out and it would be a long while till the
powers in charge might get around to you. I hated the idea. I was fed up
with all parties of whatever color, red, black, brown or what not, so I
stalled. The decision to postpone was made easier since there was hope that
I might be able to get to the U.S. Unless you had a relative or friend in the
States this was a forlorn hope. There were strict quotas and the one for Austria was negligible. Even for a temporary visitor or student visa you had to
have an affidavit of support, which required a U.S. citizen to vouch that
you would not become dependent on federal or state assistance. From the
U.S.’s point of view it was an eminently sensible rule and protected the
citizens from letting tax burdens into the country. When one looks back at
this situation in the ‘90’s with the massive problem of illegal immigration
and free social services to whomever sets foot in the country, one can only
marvel at what has happened to our society. There are, of course, no
“illegal” immigrants any more they are just “undocumented” aliens!
Small things and chance acquaintances can have big consequences.
During the early spring of 1950 Muttl made a trip to a trade fair in Zurich.
It’s a rather long and arduous train ride which takes all day, so she took the
night train and booked into a sleeping car. She shared the compartment
with a Jewish-American lady, Mrs. Davis. Her husband was a cardiologist
in Brooklyn and they had just come from Hungary where he had been
looking for relatives in Miskolcz. This, of course, had been grandfather’s
original home and an immediate bond was forged. They talked all night
and in the morning Dr. Davis asked Muttl if she wouldn’t want to come
visit with them in New York. “Thanks, but no thanks,” mother said. On the
other hand, she had a son who was a physician and would dearly love to
come. “No problem,” Dr. Davis said, “We’ll send the affidavit.” It was
more than just manna from heaven, it was the chance of a lifetime.
Obviously we didn’t know whether this was merely talk or the affidavit
would actually materialize since it did involve some bother for the Davis
family. In June a registered letter arrived from Brooklyn that contained the
priceless document. Here was a chance for freedom, at last. I wouldn’t
need a political party to push me along, I would be able to make it on my
own. The necessary formalities took another month and since I knew I’d
have to work hard once I got to America, I took one last vacation.
When it came time to say goodbye to my colleagues at the Clinic the
Korean War had just broken out and everyone expected that the USSR and
the USA would be at each others throats in the near future and that in the
long run the Chinese would be the winners. The Viennese are fond of
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macabre jokes and one of them went like this, “Question: What is the difference between an optimist and a pessimist? Answer: The optimist learns
Russian, the pessimist learns Chinese.” When I told Jech that I was leaving,
he said, “What, you really want to go to New York, now? Stay here, we’re
already behind the front.” Then he continued, “Well, if you have to go to
America get yourself at least a little cottage somewhere in Colorado.” It
took me forty years to follow his well meant advice and it turned out to be
in Utah rather than Colorado. The other piece of advice came from Professor Hoff, “Yeah, I’ve been to America too, but remember that they also
merely cook with water over there, only that the water is more expensive.”
There is a sequel to my acquaintance with Hoff. Two years later I returned to Vienna, with my American wife Martha, and paid a visit to Petsche at the Clinic. He filled me in on what had transpired in the meantime.
Hoff had been made Chairman and had developed an irascible temper,
which kept most everybody on their toes. He had also decreed, “One does
not die in my hospital.” Well, sometimes sick people do die. One day when
he made his rounds and found the bed of Mrs. X empty, he asked where she
was. “In the bathroom, Herr Professor,” was the answer. It was true but she
was waiting to be taken to the Pathology Institute for an autopsy. Since I intended to see Hoff, I asked the secretary as to what the best time would be.
“Oh, the Herr Professor is very busy, he just won’t have time.” I insisted I
was here from America and was sure that he’d like to see me again. “No,”
she said, “I’m afraid it’s quite out of the question.” Then I asked Petsche
where Hoff might be found in order to bypass his guard dog. He was doing
“Sleep Therapy,” I was told. “What is that?” I asked. “Oh he gives them a
shot of amytal, lets them sleep the rest of the day and collects 1000 Schillings (the equivalent of about $50, which was a phenomenal sum in those
days). He does it right down the hall. If you don’t mind waiting you might
catch him when he leaves.”
I didn’t mind and after about ten minutes he appeared.
Rodin: “Grüsz Gott Herr Professor, ich bin auf Besuch hier aus
Amerika.”
Hoff: “Ah Rodin, ja wo sind Sie denn jetzt?”
Rodin: “An der Mayo Clinic.”
Hoff: “No, da werden’s ja dort bleiben, lassen’s mir alle schön
grüszen.” He walked off and that was it.
“Where are you now?” “At the Mayo Clinic.” “Well, you’re gonna stay
there, give everybody my best regards.”
There was no way to give everybody his best regards because the
people in the Neurology Department at Mayo had, of course, never heard
of him.
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The last few weeks were filled with running from one office to the next
in order to get the necessary entrance and exit visas, as well as the ones for
transit through Switzerland and France. Travel was complicated in those
days, especially for an Austrian. At the French legation something funny
happened. While I stood in line patiently waiting for the official to stamp
passports, a burly man pushed by me and wanted to get ahead in the line. I
don’t like antics of that kind so I told him that he could wait just like everybody else. He became livid, “Where are you going to?” he asked. “New
York,” I said. Then he let loose: “Ich bin Auslands Österreicher, ich kann
Ihnen viel schaden,” I am an Austrian living abroad and I can do you much
harm. There was only one word that came to mind which is basically identical in English and German A..hole. Later on I learned that what I now like
to call the little people, those who really don’t amount to anything in the
world, are the ones who throw their weight around the most.
The evenings were spent at the Heurigen in the company of old friends
including Erika. We had an understanding that I would go first, get a foothold, and as soon as possible would find someone who would send her an
affidavit too. It didn’t quite work out that way. Although I had made the
acquaintance of a Viennese physician a few weeks after my arrival here
who promised to send her the affidavit, she declined the offer. The
American officer was on the docket again and she would marry him. In her
letter she said, “It will be better this way.” She was right because on the
first weekend of internship I had met the girl whom I really was supposed
to marry and who would become the mother of our children.
When it came to say goodbye to Schuss‘s mother, she grew quite sad.
Although a Nazi, like her husband, she was a good, kind person who had
always liked me and had treated me as a second son. “But you are going to
the enemy,” she exclaimed in shock. I had to explain that for me the Americans never had been the enemy; mentally I had always been on their side on
account of the principles they stood for. She wasn’t quite convinced. They
were the people who had showered bombs on us, regardless of lofty ideals
and that made them the enemy.
On the final morning, when I had to get out of bed at six to catch the Arlberg Express to Zurich, I remember not wanting to get up. I had hoped for
this day for so long and for a few minutes it was actually a let down. This
feeling didn’t last long, but as I stood by the open window and all the old
familiar landmarks rolled by, tears came to my eyes. When would I see
them again? We passed St. Pölten, then the place where everybody had
been ordered off the train and then Seitenstetten, without stopping. Five
years had passed since I had traveled in the opposite direction and what a
difference! Reality took over at the Enns bridge again. The train was
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stopped for over an hour to give Ivan a chance to go over everyone’s papers
and throw you off the train if he liked. He didn’t want to and eventually the
train moved across the bridge to the American occupation zone. All nostalgia had disap- peared. With forty greenbacks in my pocket and an M.D. degree in the suitcase I was looking forward to hard work, high adventure and
the long hoped for FREEDOM.

Dr. Davis and family whose kindness gave a total stranger a new lease on life.
Brooklyn, August 1950.

My Bonnie was indeed
over the ocean.
Martha, Staten Island,
NY, October 1950.
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Austria’s nightmare finally ended in 1955 when, as a result of the State
Treaty, the occupying forces left at long last. Stalin had died and Khrushchev wanted to achieve detente with the West. In spite of his shoe banging
at the U.N., he was a good man and the world still owes him a vote of
thanks for not having escalated the Cuban missile crisis into a full scale
atomic war.
When the Russian troops left, they stripped their living quarters of everything that was movable so that only the bare walls, floors and ceilings
remained. A memorable picture was printed in one of Vienna’s newspapers. It showed a totally empty room except for a lonesome light bulb on
the ceiling in its socket. The caption was, “They have forgotten it.” The
Russian zone of Lower Austria and the Burgenland was in shambles. Our
villa in Gainfarn had been occupied by the liberators and turned into such a
pigsty that Muttl had to get rid of it for a pittance, because restoration costs
would have been prohibitive.
Nevertheless, the Austrians and Viennese did not look back in anger but
went to work for their country with renewed energies. When you visit
Vienna today, which I would strongly recommend, you will see a modern,
vibrant, clean and cultured metropolis. St. Stephen’s Cathedral was
meticulously restored, the new Pummerin hangs in her accustomed place,
the Opera house and Burgtheater have been rebuilt and the soot which
blackened official buildings as well as private houses is steadily being
removed. The only reminders of the war are the “Flaktürme,” huge concrete structures which housed the antiaircraft guns and had been built to
last an eternity. The people are again at the Heurigen, which unfortunately
have suffered from the tourist boom. Bus-loads of visitors keep arriving
from all quarters of the earth, which has changed the individual service one
used to receive to cafeteria style. America has left her mark. On the other
hand, it struck me as rather funny a few years ago when sitting next to a
table of Japanese tourists we were all singing Wien, Wien Nur Du Allein...
together.
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St. Stephen’s cathedral restored.
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In the seventies Austria was fondly called the “Island of the Blessed”
because in spite of some governmental scandals living was good especially
when compared with the neighboring “successor states” of the monarchy,
namely Yugoslavia, Hungary, Czechoslovakia and Poland which languished as “People’s Republics” behind the iron curtain. Austria had a
Jewish chancellor, Bruno Kreisky, who although a Sozi, was well liked by
the populace. Since he was a statesman, rather than just a politician, he had
foresight and was the first head of government to receive Yassir Arafat in
the hope of being able to bring peace to the Middle East. He was severely
criticized by Western leaders, as well as by Jews but I bet he would have
smiled, rather bemused, had he been able to witness the famous handshake
on the White House lawn between Rabin and Arafat with a beaming President Clinton in attendance. antisemitism was not a problem and official
Jewry in Israel or the West had to tolerate his antics because Vienna was
the first transit station for Jews who were allowed to leave the Soviet
Union. Nevertheless, he was not forgiven in some circles and neither were
Austrians for their apparent prosperity and their attitude of glücklich ist,
wer vergisst was doch nicht zu ändern ist, happy is he who forgets what
can’t be changed anyway, as expressed in Johann Strauss’ Fledermaus.
They had put the Nazis, war, Russians behind them and thought they were
done with it. This was not to be, as the events of the eighties and nineties
proved. The Hitler years were not allowed to be escaped from that easily.
The reasons, and how Hitler’s legacy will continue to affect not only Austria but also the United States, will be discussed in Part III.
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Modern Consequences of Old Ideas
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1
Can Hitler Be Understood?

Ideas, right ones as well as wrong ones, give rise to public actions.
People die but their ideas live on. The word does become flesh and every
action has consequences which outlast the individual by centuries, if not
millennia. Unless we look for the fundamental assumptions that govern
policies, we will continue to stumble from one crisis to another, while
blaming the adversary for ill-will. The main problem of the world is not
deliberate evil, but ignorance. If we knew the outcome of our actions we
would surely abstain from rash conduct. Even Hitler would not have acted
the way he did had he known the eventual results of his policies. He had
wanted to give the German people more living space. They now live in a
smaller country than before 1937. He had wanted to smash Bolshevism and
brought the Soviet Union into the heart of Europe. He had wanted to
destroy the Jews but the revulsion over the barbarities committed helped to
obtain recognition of the State of Israel by the U.N. As a prime example of
dismal failure, his basic underlying ideas and motivations deserve to be
studied and the lessons need to be drawn from his life.

Nazism’s Infernal Logic
One may think that Nazism is dead and over with, so why bother? Yes,
Hitler is dead, but the forces which caused what I like to call the “Hitler
phenomenon” are to some extent still with us and will impact on our lives.
The tragedy is that we cannot write it off as “temporary insanity” of a given
nation, but must recognize that it was “logical” as Mister Spock of the
original StarTrek series would have said. All one has to do is subscribe to
the initial precept, namely, that there are superior and inferior races or
nations and that it is a law of nature for the superior ones to rule. With other
words, Darwin’s principle of Survival of the Fittest, applied to politics.
Everything else flows automatically and logically. Since the notion
appeals to the pride of a given group, it is quite seductive.
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When there is no moral law other than what the state decrees, expediency will rule. You think your country needs more living space; you take it.
You need hospital beds and food for the productive population; you kill off
the unproductive ones. You don’t want to feed millions of your most hated
enemy, so you gas them. Since they are going to die anyway, you might as
well learn something beforehand and conduct medical scientific experiments that might be of use to the fighting troops. For instance, finding out
how long a person can survive in ice cold water; how to protect pilots when
they have to parachute from great heights; how much, if any, seawater one
can drink when marooned on the ocean; what vaccines might or might not
work against typhoid fever etc.etc. You are strapped for raw materials so
you shave the heads of people who are condemned to die and use the hair
for mattresses. You are short of gold, so why waste the gold crowns from
the teeth of the condemned? You need soldiers to replace the killed and
wounded; you produce more babies. For the best of the best, i.e. the SS,
facilities will be created where they can mate in peace and comfort with the
best of German maidenhood and the germ plasm is preserved. It all flows
naturally from an official doctrine which proclaims, “The individual is
nothing, the nation is everything.” Himmler’s Lebensborn, wellspring of
life, had the additional advantage that his SS men didn’t have to go to
brothels where they would be exposed to venereal diseases which would
impair their fighting qualities. A little vignette from the last days of Berlin
might also highlight what I am trying to say. A couple of soldiers had been
ordered to let the waters of the Spree river into the subway tubes so that the
Russians couldn’t come through. Since the tubes were filled with frightened civilians who would be drowned, one of them objected and said in
essence,
“I can’t do that, I can’t take this responsibility.”
“What are you talking about” said the other, “it’s an order, what
responsibility?”
“Before God”, said the first one.
“Bullshit,” was the reply, “he doesn’t exist anyway.”
That is the real tragedy and the reason why we are potentially in for
more problems of this type. It’s all so terribly logical and the result of the
absence of a Divine Moral Code.
Nazism was the words of Machiavelli, Nietzsche and even Moses,
having become flesh within the person of Hitler. To simply label him a
paranoid psychopath misses the point. He was an atavism, a throwback not
only to the Middle Ages, but to the sands of the deserts of the Sinai,
cloaked in modern garb.
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Machiavelli’s and Nietzsche’s Contributions
Machiavelli provided the political framework for how a ruler should
wield and retain total power. Nietzsche lent the moral justification for the
party program. Let me just quote a few key sentences and you will understand what I am talking about. In regard to medicine Nietzsche wrote:
“The sick individual is a parasite of society. Under certain conditions it is
indecent to continue to live. To continue to vegetate in cowardly dependence upon physicians and medications when the meaning of life and the
right to life have gone, should be deeply despised by society. The physicians, in turn, ought to be the communicators of this disdain – not prescriptions, but every day a new dose of disgust!”

This was the justification for Hitler’s Euthanasia program.
In regard to moral values Nietzsche raised the question, “What is
good?” The answer was, “to be valiant!” He also wrote:
“There are no moral facts, they are judgments, which like religion
believe in realities that do not exist. There exists a master morality and a
slave morality. The Romans had master morality the Jews and Christians
have a slave morality. The free human being is a warrior and the free spirit
tramples down that despicable type of well being which Christians, cows,
Englishmen and other democrats dream of. Whoever wants to be a creator
has to be first a destroyer and crush values. Evil therefore belongs to the
highest good which is creation itself. All values have to be reassessed and
changed.“

In regard to the danger which confronts the Great Man he wrote
“If by some stupid accident the creative act is not accomplished a
terrible zest for destruction becomes paramount. There is no compromise
in these souls and they may have to will with satanic lust the destruction of
all they loved the most.“

This was the blueprint for Hitler, including his last orders to totally
destroy the German industrial plants when defeat had become inevitable.
Western politicians never understood the man. Their mental framework
was the “slave morality”, the “Judeo-Christian” heritage, which he had
thrown overboard. Most thought, up until 1939 anyway, that he was
playing by the commonly established rules. He was not. Had they really
read Nietzsche, they would not have dismissed Mein Kampf as lunatic ravings of an immature bully, they would have been forewarned. The entire
Nazi program, including the constant repetitions of: ruthless, merciless,
inexorable, relentless, hard, tough etc. can all be found in Nietzsche.
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The Moses Factor
The war was truly one of “Weltanschauung” between two different philosophies of how the world should be run. Nevertheless, these two aspects
of Hitler’s political creed were shared with Lenin as well as Stalin. Most
facets of Nazism were actually just copies from Communism with a
German nationalistic flavor. Only when one adds Moses’ claim that the
Jews are the Chosen People of God, and interprets it in terms of material
benefits rather than spiritual values, does one have the full program and the
seeds for catastrophe. There cannot be two chosen people who will inherit
this earth, it’s either them or us. The earth, according to Hitler, is like a perpetual trophy (Wanderpokal) that is awarded to the strongest who deserves
it the most. He would make sure that it was Germany which would be the
recipient and he would beat the Chosen Race with their own weapons. He
failed; his opponents were the stronger ones.
The Jewish people call the first five books of Moses the Torah and that
translates into Teaching or Law. What did the Law say in regard to warfare? Sections of Deuteronomy 7 and 20 are the most important in this context. For the sake of more modern wording, the following is quoted from
the New English Bible:
“When the LORD God brings you into the land which you are entering
to occupy... and you defeat them you must put them to death. You must not
make a treaty with them or spare them. You must not intermarry with
them.... this is what you must do to them: pull down their altars, break their
sacred pillars, hack down their sacred poles and destroy their idols by
fire...”(Deut 7:2,3,6) “...When you advance on a city make an offer of
peace. If the city accepts the offer and opens its gates to you, then all the
people in it shall be put to forced labor and serve you. If it does not make
peace with you but offers battle, you shall besiege it and the LORD your
God will deliver it into your hands. You shall put all its males to the sword
but you may take the women, the dependents and the cattle for yourselves
and plunder everything else in the city...In the cities whose land the LORD
your God is giving you as a patrimony, you shall not leave any creature
alive. You shall annihilate them...“(Deut. 20:10-14, 16-17).

Apart from the ten commandments, the above was also the Law. Small
wonder that the Israelites were not welcomed with open arms by the
indigenous populations they encountered and that the order to destroy everything that is sacred to others had led to profound resistance. The ban on
intermarriage and the rather strict dietary ordinances further served to set
them apart from the rest of the world.
Hitler took a page from Moses’ book on how to deal with the “stiffnecked” people. When he and many others had come back from the Great
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War they found that everything they had believed in and suffered for,
honor, country and even God were now dragged into the mud. The whole
country seemed to be dancing around the Golden Calf and Jews were in
charge. Remember what Moses did when he came down from the mountain? He ordered a massacre. “Arm yourselves each of you, with his sword.
Go through the camp from gate to gate and back again. Each of you kill his
brother, his friend his neighbor.” The Levites obeyed and “about three
thousand of the people died that day” (Ex. 32:27-29). Hitler would follow
the example. The Germans were to be the chosen people now and the
country had to be cleansed from top to bottom. It was not Mammon who
was to reign supreme, but work by everyone and everybody. No more parasitism from ill-gotten stock market gains or other speculative enterprises.
Only what you earned by the sweat of your brow was to be yours. There
was to be no more intermarriage which dilutes the racial stock and there
was to be “no sodomite” in Germany. Those with physical health, which
leads to strength and beauty would take precedence over sickly bookworms. The SS would be the Levites, and just like them they were to be of
pure blood, physically perfect and absolutely reliable. Their motto was to
be “My Honor is Loyalty!”
Compare the previously mentioned biblical quotes in regard to conduct
of war with excerpts of an order issued by Field Marshal von Reichenau to
the troops under his command in October of 1941. The SS and the “Einsatztruppen” had started to murder the Jewish population of the conquered
territories and the ordinary soldier was not used to these sights. Therefore,
the need was felt to stiffen the army’s backbone. The quote comes from
Nazism Vol. II by Noakes, J. and Pridham.
“There is still a lot of uncertainty regarding the behavior of the troops
towards the bolshevist system...
The main aim of the campaign against the Jewish-bolshevist system is
the complete destruction of its forces and the extermination of the asiatic
influence in the sphere of European culture. As a result, the troops have to
take on tasks which go beyond purely military ones. In the eastern sphere
the soldier is not simply a fighter according to the rules of war, but the
supporter of a ruthless racial (völkisch) ideology and the avenger of all the
bestialities which have been inflicted on the German nation and those
ethnic groups related to it.
For this reason soldiers must show full understanding for the necessity
of the severe but just atonement being required of the Jewish subhumans. It
also has the further purpose of nipping in the bud uprisings in the rear of the
Wehrmacht which experience shows are invariably instigated by Jews...
Apart from any political considerations affecting the future, the soldier
has two duties to perform:
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1. the complete destruction of the Bolshevik heresy, of the Soviet state and
its armed forces.
2. the merciless extermination of degenerate treachery and cruelty, thereby
ensuring the security of the Wehrmacht in Russia.
Only in this way will we fulfill our historic duty of liberating the
German people once and for all from the Asiatic-Jewish threat.”

What happened during the infamous Kristallnacht when the synagogues burned? The SA and other assorted hoodlums just followed Moses’
orders: They pulled down their altars, they broke their sacred pillars, they
hacked down their sacred poles and destroyed their idols by fire. The same
goes for the book burnings, which involved mainly Jewish or Philosemitic
authors. About 3000 years had passed and ancient hatreds reappeared in
new uniforms.
When I wrote these pages originally, the book by Ron Rosenbaum,
“Hitler Explained” had not yet been published. It deals with the explanation of Hitler’s personality structure by a number of authors. These range
from his supposed Jewish grandfather, the beatings by his father, supposed
malpractice by the Jewish physician who had treated his mother, the
supposed absence of one testicle, an assumed sexual perversion, and
Christianity to – what has been called – the “German eliminationist antisemitism.” Every one of the quoted authors has tried to find the proverbial
“smoking gun” the one aspect which would explain everything. I believe
this to be a fruitless endeavor because human behavior is always multifactorial in origin. Nevertheless, I was surprised to read that, unbeknownst to
me, the above-stated thesis that the Israelite religion was an important
factor in Hitler’s racism had also been proposed by George Steiner in his
novel The Portage to San Cristóbal of A.H. Briefly: Hitler had escaped to
the jungles of South America, where he was captured by Israeli commandos but couldn’t be brought back to civilization because he was too old
and the entire rescue party suffered from poisonous insect bites. They,
therefore, had to try him on the spot. Speaking in his own defense, Hitler
declared that whatever he was and had become, he had learned from the
Jews and he merely adopted Aryan superiority for that of the Hebrews.
Rosenbaum wrote that Steiner was severely and mercilessly criticized for
this view by his Jewish colleagues but nevertheless it does make sense and,
as mentioned above, I had independently reached essentially the same
conclusion.
Finally one must not underestimate the power the Protocols of the
Elders of Zion exerted over Hitler’s mind. Although it had already been
established at the time he wrote Mein Kampf that the “protocols” are a
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forgery, this did not deter him from believing in the essential truthfulness
of the material. All the more so, since the political-economic situation he
saw in Germany and Russia seemed to conform to the principles enunciated in that document. Cohn’s Warrant for Genocide provides the data on
how the “protocols” served as a concrete model for Hitler’s dictatorship. A
discussion why this piece of plagiarism enjoys even today some popularity
in certain circles is beyond the scope of the present book. But since the
essential portions of the “protocols” are based on a fictitious dialogue
between Machiavelli and Montesquieu, the thoughts expressed can apply
to any “leader” or group of people who enjoy wide ranging power.

The Failed Hitler-Churchill Meeting
Although Hitler knew no fear under fire in the war, he was a coward
with a profound inferiority complex in civilian life. Ernst Hanfstängl, who
came from a renowned German-American family, had met him during the
early years of the party in Munich and had fallen under his rhetorical spell.
It was he who had introduced Hitler to high society and had tried to “civilize” him. In 1932 Churchill was in Munich and had expressed the wish to
meet with Hitler over dinner. Hanfstängl was delighted at the chance to
bring the two of them together but when he informed Hitler he ran into a
stone wall. He was simply too afraid to meet somebody of substance he
couldn’t shout down. The fascinating details of the meeting which never
materialized are described in Hanfstängl’s book.
When one reads Ponting’s biography of Churchill, one is impressed
that in his political opinions he had actually a great deal more in common
with Hitler than is generally appreciated. Both felt that destiny had chosen
them for transforming the world. Both loved war, both practiced some of
their speeches before a mirror, and both were addicted to monologues
going into the wee hours of the morning to the distress of their listeners.
Both hated Bolshevism and admired Mussolini. Both wanted to preserve
the British empire so that the colored races, be they yellow, brown, or black
could be kept in their places. They also were convinced of the necessity for
eugenic efforts. By 1910 Churchill had already wanted to breed a better
British race by sterilizing the feebleminded. He also advocated in a 1911
speech before the House of Commons, that “as for tramps and wastrels
there ought to be labor colonies where they could be sent for considerable
periods and made to realise their duty to the state.” This was likewise the
goal for Hitler’s Concentration camps in the thirties, but for good measure
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he included political enemies and Jews, who automatically fell into that
category.
In addition, both were vainglorious gamblers Churchill even in the literal and not only the political sense. His ill conceived Gallipoli adventure
in 1915 was characterized by Lloyd George, the then Prime Minister, as:
“…the Nemesis of the man who fought for this war for years. When the war
came he saw in it the chance of glory for himself, & has accordingly
entered on a risky campaign without caring a straw for the misery and hardship it would bring to thousands, in the hope he would prove to be the
outstanding man in this war.”

Humanitarian concerns were not a priority for Churchill. Bombing
civilians was eagerly advocated even during the first war. In the second
one he felt that bombs which carried poison gas and anthrax should be used
on German cities to make them desolate. He actually approved the manufacture of 500,000 of these bombs in March of 1944. He was also wholeheartedly in favor of the Morgenthau plan to turn Germany into a pastoral
society. When one considers these views, one can only wonder what would
have become of him had he had the unlimited power of government in an
autocratic state as was exercised by Hitler. This was denied to Churchill in
a constitutional monarchy where he had to play by parliamentarian rules.
Thus, Hitler and Churchill would have had plenty to talk about had they
met that evening in Munich. The major point of contention would have
been the treatment of the Jews because Churchill, the pragmatist, held no
strong antisemitic convictions. On the other hand, he was all in favor of
getting the Jews out of Europe and agreed with Zionist plans for immigration of 3-4 million Jews into Palestine. The native Arabs were of no interest
to him because they belonged to the inferior races anyway. Also, as far as
the make up of government in England was concerned, he felt it advisable
that there should not be too many Jewish members at any given time.
Despite these similarities on a fair number of opinions, it is likely that
Hitler would have stomped out of the meeting after a little while. The teetotaler, non-smoking Adolf would have been repulsed by the whisky and
champagne that flowed quite freely as well as the cloud of cigar smoke
hanging over the table but, most of all, neither side could stand to be lectured to.
There is another little item in Hanfstängl’s book which is quite fascinating, namely Harvard’s unwitting contribution to the Nazi party. Hanfstängl grew up in America and had gone to Harvard, where he had also
gotten to know Roosevelt. What had intrigued him most, however, were
the pageants during the football games. Hanfstängl was an excellent piano
player and after returning to Germany in 1921, he played one afternoon
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“some of the football marches I had picked up at Harvard. I explained to
Hitler all the business about cheer leaders and marches, counter marches
and deliberate whipping up of hysterical enthusiasm. I told him about the
thousands of spectators being made to roar ‘Harvard, Harvard, Harvard,
rah, rah, rah in unison and of the hypnotic effect of this sort of thing.... I had
Hitler fairly shouting with enthusiasm, ‘That is it, Hanfstängl, that is what
we need for the movement, marvelous,’ and he pranced up and down the
room like a drum majorette...... Rah, rah, rah! became Sieg Heil, Sieg Heil!
but that is the origin of it and I suppose I must take my share of the blame.”

The “Uncanny” in Hitler
While the above-mentioned aspects of Hitler’s ideas can be understood
intellectually, there is an additional domain which defies logic. For lack of
a better word it might be called demonic in the sense the ancient Greeks
used it. His life bears an uncanny semblance to that of Cola Di Rienzi, who
lived in Italy in the middle of the fourteenth century. He had been the son of
a tavern keeper who had come to the attention of the Church, rose to high
honors as tribune of the people, and was hell bent to rid Rome of the graft,
corruption and general lawlessness which had permeated the city as a
result of the rule of feuding aristocratic circles. He would restore Rome to
her former glory and even the German Emperor would have to pay
homage. Overreaching himself in this manner, the Church – and with her
the people – turned against him and he died at the hands of a mob while the
building he stood in was consumed by flames. This is actual recorded history, which can be found in the Encyclopedia Britannica, for instance.
Wagner had taken the theme and it became his first successful opera,
Rienzi. It is no longer performed; only the overture can commonly be
heard on classical radio stations or CDs. The reason is not that the music is
all that bad but the audience would be repelled by what they would regard
as glorification of Hitlerism. Wagner kept fairly close to history in his
libretto, except that he had to add a love story between Rienzi’s sister and a
son of one of the nobili. He also had Rienzi die with the sister at his side in
the flaming Capitol of Rome.
In his book “Adolf Hitler Mein Jugendfreund,” Kubizek describes what
had happened to the seventeen year old Adolf when the two of them saw
the opera for the first time in Linz. In the chapter entitled “The Vision” he
wrote:
“It was the most impressive hour which I experienced with my friend. It
has remained so unforgettable, that even the most irrelevant details, the
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clothes which Adolf wore that evening, the weather which existed, are
present to such an extent as if they were outside of time altogether.”

During the opera they watched with fascination Rienzi’s rise from
nowhere, his refusal of a crown, his dedication to the law for plebeian and
nobleman alike and with horror as the masses turned against him and how
in the face of certain death he had defied the mob, “What is this Rome?
Wretches unworthy of this name! The last Roman curses you! Cursed,
eradicated be this city! Rot and wither Rome! As your degenerate people
want it.”
The two friends left the theater and, instead of going home, Adolf
walked towards the Freinberg with “Gustl,” as he called him, in tow. Ordinarily he used to criticize whatever they had seen but not this time; he
simply walked in total silence. When Kubizek asked him what he had
thought of the performance, “He looked at me nearly like at a stranger and
practically hostile... ‘Shut up!’ he yelled rudely.” When they had reached
the top of the mountain
“We were no longer in darkness alone because above us glittered the stars.
Adolf stood in front of me. He grasped both of my hands and held them
tight. A gesture which I had never before seen in him. From the pressure of
his hands I felt how deeply moved he was. His eyes were feverish with
agitation. The words did not as usual flow smoothly from his mouth but
they erupted raucously and hoarse. In his voice I noticed even more how
deeply this event had affected him...I became aware of something entirely
strange in this hour, which I had never previously observed when he had
talked to me excitedly: It was as if someone else where talking from inside
him, with whom he was as much enraptured as myself. It was not at all, as
one says of a gifted orator that he intoxicates himself with his own words.
On the contrary! I had much rather the impression, as if he was experiencing with astonishment, yes with reverence, what poured out of him with
such elemental force. I can’t pass judgment on this observation...Like a
flood which breaks through dams the words erupted. In magnificent,
enthusiastic pictures he developed for me his future and that of his people.
Up to now, I had been convinced, that my friend would become an artist,
painter or possibly architect. There was no question of this any more in this
hour. There was something higher which I could not completely comprehend. I was very much surprised by it, because I had thought that the
profession of artist had seemed to him the greatest and most desirable goal.
Now he spoke of a charge he would receive some day from the people to
lead them from the bounds of slavery to the heights of freedom.”

Eventually they came down from the mountain, Kubizek went home,
while Adolf kept wandering off into the distance. “I want to be alone,” was
all he had said. They never spoke about it any more until the summer of
‘39. Hitler had not forgotten his friend Gustl and had sent him some tickets
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to the Bayreuth festival. During that time he reminded Adolf of that night
and found that the latter had also remembered all the details and seemed
glad to have his memory verified by another observer. Later they told it to
Frau Wagner, whose guests they were and as Kubizek wrote “Unforgettable has the word remained with which Hitler closed his narration to Frau
Wagner. He said with seriousness, ‘In that hour it began.’ ”
Hitler’s end in the ruins of the Reichskanzlei is often likened to
Wagner’s Götterdämmerung. Rienzi is actually more appropriate, with the
faithful Eva Braun taking the part of the sister. Just as Kubizek said, I can’t
pass judgment either on what had transpired that night but maybe “there is
more under heaven and earth Horatio than are dreamt of in your philosophy.” Something had happened to young Adolf in that night and whatever it was it goes a long way to explain his repeated references to
“providence” which had raised him from nowhere to become master of
Germany. It also sheds light on his phrase that he pursues his course with
Nachtwandlerischer Sicherheit, somnambulic certainty. He wasn’t really
in charge; destiny drove him on. He learned too late that somnambulism is
not necessarily a practical or desirable way to handle international politics.
Was the man insane? Using common parlance, one would be inclined to
say yes. In the legal sense of being able to distinguish right from wrong, he
was not. In his private life he adhered to bourgeois morality. He treated his
secretaries well, stipulated in his will that his sister should receive a small
pension and he did marry Eva Braun to reward her for her fidelity. In the
public arena bourgeois morality did not count. If one wanted to pin a psychiatric diagnosis on him, it would be what the French call an “idée fixe.” It
was this idée fixe where the Jews come in. They were the modern “nobili”
who were exploiting and enslaving the people. He would obsessively
adhere to it until the very end.
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2
Antisemitism

Since the Jews were for Hitler “Public Enemy Number One,” antisemitism, which reached such disastrous proportions in the Nazi era, needs
to be discussed. The problem is quite complex, engenders for obvious reasons a great deal of emotion and thousands of books have already been
written, including several dealing exclusively with Austria. Nevertheless
there are some aspects which deserve further elucidation above and beyond
what has been published. Antisemitism is a reaction but very few modern
publications deal with what is being reacted to. Lindemann’s Esau’s Tears
is a notably exception because it considers the issues from the Gentile as
well as Jewish side.
First, there ought to be clarity of language. The term itself is a bad one.
Arabs are Semites and have certainly not experienced the persecutions
which have been showered on the Jews throughout history. It also leads to
the linguistic absurdity of antisemitic Arabs. Antipathy against, or dislike
of Jews would be more appropriate. Dershowiz suggested that the word
antisemitism should be replaced by “Judeopathy.” In Chutzpah he wrote
“It suggests a pathological hatred of Jews and clearly puts the onus on
those who hate rather than on those who are hated.” As mentioned I agree
that antisemitism is the wrong term and should be abolished. On the other
hand “Judeopathy” will not do either. I don’t believe Dershowitz wants to
indicate that it is indeed Jews who are diseased. Yet this is what the term
would really mean. When we talk of arthropathy for instance we mean that
a joint is sick, retinopathy is disease of the retina, neuropathy that of a
nerve and so on. If one wants to introduce a medical term it might be
Judeophobia. Dershowitz had considered but rejected the expression
“since it suggests fear – rather than resentment of Jews.” Nevertheless, it is
indeed fear which is the underlying motive. Fear of being taken advantage
of, fear of not being able to get the position one desires, and most of all fear
of “Jewish Power” if Jews were to become too numerous in certain
branches of industry or government. That these fears are largely irrational
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doesn’t matter. They are real feelings for a number of people and cannot be
eradicated by protestations to the contrary or by calling them names.
Regardless of the label the concern is a very real one and at this point it
may be useful to distinguish between political antisemitism, Christian
antisemitism, and personal dislike of Jews.

Political Antisemitism
Political antisemitism has the removal of Jews from a given nation as its
goal and goes back to pre-Christian times. Pharaoh said, “These Israelites
have become too many and too strong for us. We must take precautions to
see that they do not increase any further; or we shall find that, if war breaks
out, they will join the enemy and fight against us, and they will become
masters of the country.” (Ex. I: 9,10). The problem is, therefore an ancient
one and has plagued the Jewish people since the beginning of their
nationhood.
To blame the Christian church exclusively shows ignorance of the
Bible because similar anti-Jewish sentiments are expressed by Haman in
the book of Esther. In view of the antiquity of the material and the clear
relevance to the topic it will be quoted at length. The story deals with the
Persian king Ahasuerus and his beautiful young wife Esther who had not
revealed that she was Jewish. Her uncle Mordecai who had been instrumental in arranging this union also had some ill defined position at court.
The king subsequently promoted one of his chief officers, Haman, to the
equivalent of Prime Minister and
“so the king’s attendants at court all bowed down to him or do obeisance,
for so the king had commanded; but Mordecai did not bow to him or do
obeisance. Then the attendants at court said to Mordecai, ‘Why do you
flout his majesty’s command?’ Day by day they challenged him but he
refused to listen to them; so they informed Haman, in order to discover if
Mordecai’s refusal would be tolerated, for he had informed them that he
was a Jew. When Haman saw that Mordecai was not bowing down to him
or do obeisance, he was infuriated. On learning who Mordecai’s people
were, he scorned to lay hands on him alone, and looked for a way to destroy
all Jews throughout the whole kingdom of Ahasuerus, Mordecai and all his
race.” (Esther 3:2-6)

In order to achieve this end Haman went to the king and told him:
“’There is a certain people, dispersed among the many peoples in all the
provinces of your kingdom, who keep themselves apart. Their laws are
different from those of every other people. They do not keep your
majesty’s laws. It does not befit your majesty to tolerate them. If it please
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your majesty, let an order be made in writing for their destruction; and I
will pay ten thousand talents of silver to your majesty’s officials, to be
deposited in the royal treasury’.” (Esther 3:8-10).

Since Ahasuerus had no reason to refuse this generous offer the edict
for history’s first recorded attempt at genocide was issued. Mordecai
donned “sackcloth and ashes, and went through the city crying loudly and
bitterly.” Esther was informed and in turn started to fast and then confronted the king with the fact that she also belonged to the despised race.
Ahasuerus, smitten with love and remorse, repented. The order was
rescinded, Haman and his ten sons were hanged. Mordecai now took his
place and
“the Jews united in their cities in all the provinces of king Ahasuerus to fall
upon those who had planned their ruin. No one could resist them, because
fear of them had seized all peoples... So the Jews put their enemies to the
sword, with great slaughter and destruction; they worked their will on those
who hated them.” (Esther 9:2-3, 5)

All told in Susa, the capital, the Jews killed first 500, subsequently
another 300 and in the provinces 75,000. The event is still joyously celebrated as the feast of Purim.
Yet, one may ask had all of this really been necessary? What had prevented Mordecai from paying respect to the established authority as all the
rest of the population did? This is the question the book of Esther leaves
unanswered and seems not to be asked by Jewish writers who call Haman
the first antisemite. One Bible commentator wrote that Haman wore a
medallion on his chest which had the picture of a local god and Mordecai
could therefore not perform the required obeisance. This begs the question.
The Jewish religion did not only not allow “bowing down” to foreign gods,
it also prohibited intermarriage and this aspect is being ignored. Mordecai
knew very well what he was doing and selective adherence to the Mosaic
law depending upon circumstances has been a common feature in Jewish
history. There is no evidence from non-Jewish sources that these events
really took place but as one wise rabbi once said, “It doesn’t matter what
really happened, what matters is what people believe has happened.”
To understand modern anti-Jewish sentiments one should not start with
the eighteenth or nineteenth century. They go all the way back to antiquity.
Lazare’s book Antisemitism: Its History And Causes, published originally
in Paris in 1894 but reprinted in 1995, is of great interest in this as well as
other respects. It antedates the Holocaust and highlights the problems Jews
have had throughout their history, wherever they have lived. More recently
Feldman’s book Jew&Gentile in the Ancient World provides extensive
documentation about the mixed feelings Diaspora Jews aroused in the
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Roman Empire. The book is also important because it points out the “vertical alliance” between influential Jews and the ruling circles in Rome
which could be relied upon when danger to the Jewish community existed.
The alliance held even after the destruction of the temple by Titus as well
as the subsequent Diaspora revolts (115-117 A.D.) and the disastrous BarCochba uprising in Judaea (132-135 A.D.) which finally devastated the
country and forced the Jewish people permanently into exile. This “vertical
alliance” has continued to serve the Jewish people well ever since and
broke down only in Hitler’s Germany.

Christianity and Judaism
Difficulties between Christians and Jews date back to the beginnings of
the Church when she separated herself from Judaism. The hatred between
mother and daughter was mutual, as the stoning of St. Stephen and St.
Paul’s life testify to. For the Jews of the first and second century A.D.,
Christianity was rank heresy and a considerable danger. At that time
Jewish missionaries were exceedingly vigorous in their attempts to convert
the pagans of the Roman Empire to their belief system. These efforts
achieved considerable success because the old Greco-Roman gods had lost
a great deal of luster since the days of Socrates and Plato. An insubstantial,
purely spiritual Deity held, therefore, considerable attraction. The major
deterrent for joining the religion was Halakhah “The Way.” It consists of
the ritual laws which govern not only religious services but also every
aspect of every day life. To the written laws of the Torah, (first five books
of Moses) an oral tradition that was also attributed to Moses had been
added. It was called the Mishna and eventually collected as part of the
Talmud.
The driving force came from the Pharisees. Initially they were a
political party which represented the ordinary people, while the Sadducees
were the party of the aristocracy and supplied the priests for the temple
cult. The major philosophical difference between the two groups was the
Mishna. For the Sadducees, only the written word was truly the word of
God. By the time of Jesus, the Sadducees had lost considerable power
especially since they were identified with Roman occupation. The Pharisees and their militant subgroup, the Zealots assumed control of the hearts
and minds of the people and enforced the rules of the oral tradition.
Halakhah can be regarded as an excellent example of what happens to a
good idea when confronted with the reality of human behavior. The intent
of the Pharisees and their successors the Rabbis was to fulfill the Lord’s
274

Antisemitism

commandment “... you shall be unto Me a kingdom of priests, and a holy
nation.” (Ex. 19:6). The goal of all the rules and regulations they imposed
on the most mundane tasks of every day life was that everyone would
thereby be constantly reminded of God and His goodness. Jews were to
live every moment of their lives in what one may call “God Consciousness.” I have borrowed the term from the Baghavad Gita where the same
intent is expressed as “Krishna consciousness.” The problem is that the
average human being while involved in the cares of this world is not
capable of living up to this noble idea. When we are not engaged in activities that demand full concentration, our brains run on automatic pilot and
the mind wanders off into daydreams or obsesses on undesirable aspects of
life. This is what really happens, rather than what ought to be.
While people in Judaea did adhere to Halakhah, to a greater or lesser
extent, the rituals became perfunctory and the Pharisees laid themselves
open to the charge of hypocrisy that led to the well known invectives
against them in the New Testament. Jesus intended to return people, whose
lives had become too complicated, to the essence of religion namely the
worship of God through goodness, mercy and gratitude. When he said that
the Sabbath was made for man and not man for the Sabbath and “I am the
way...” this was nothing less than blasphemy and a declaration of war.
Halakhah was the Way and the Law. Thus, Jesus’ teachings, which were
compounded by his physical attack on the temple’s money changers, represented heresy and a mortal danger. Crucifixion was supposed to have
solved the problem.
In the Diaspora, where the majority of Jews lived, even prior to the
destruction of the Temple, Halakhah was still more difficult to follow
because it clashed with the norms of the rest of the population. The efforts
to convert the non-Jews of the empire were therefore beset by difficulties.
Nevertheless, they were surprisingly successful especially among women
who did not need to be circumcised. Men tended to draw the line there in
most instances. Thus, complete conversion to Judaism was limited but a
larger group of so-called “God-fearers” came into existence. These were
individuals who accepted the basic tenants of the faith, met on the Sabbath
with Jews in the synagogue but did not fully convert. One can readily
imagine how the faithful must have felt when a renegade Pharisee, who had
changed his name from Saul to Paul, insisted that entrance to the elect of
God no longer required adherence to The Law i.e. Halakah. The door was
now open for anyone who underwent baptism and exhibited a firm,
unshakable belief in Jesus of Nazareth as the Messiah and risen Christ. For
a devout Jew this must have been anathema and could not be tolerated. It
was, therefore, essential for Jewish survival, especially in the Diaspora,
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that this new sect be eliminated. Paul’s missionary success may well have
been due to the “God-fearers.” Immersion in water is considerably less
traumatic than circumcision, the onerous restrictions on daily living were
lifted and they would no longer have to sit on the sidelines but could form
the nucleus for the new Christian congregation.
The Christian Church, although ultimately victorious, also had problems. The idea that a man crucified by the Romans was indeed the son of
the Almighty and had risen from the grave was profoundly unbelievable. A
“mischievous superstition” as Tacitus would call it. The answer, “Credo
quia absurdum est” I believe because it is absurd, would not have swayed
many intellectuals of the era. On the other hand, the claim to the divinity of
Jesus must be seen in the light of the first century A.D. Human beings were
deified at an unparalleled rate. Caesar became a god, Augustus became a
god, and Tiberius as well as Claudius were deified also, after their deaths.
These emperors had been great statesmen but their personal lives were far
from divine. In the case of Jesus, it was the opposite. His outward political
achievements were nil but he set the example for the godly life and that was
the decisive factor. Not politics, but inner purity and sanctity lead to godliness, was the message.
The other difficulty the Church experienced was the relationship to the
parent Judaism. Early on, the church fathers felt that Jews deserved the
respect due to a parent. On the other hand, the Church regarded the appearance of the long prayed for Messiah as the culmination and goal of the
Jewish religion which had fulfilled its purpose. Jews were now no longer
bound by the Law and, therefore, ought to join the Church. The “Old Testament,” although of historical interest, had outlived its practical usefulness
and the Jewish religion was obsolete. A new generation had arrived and
would take over.
This notion did not pan out. Not only are Jews not known for giving up
their basic ideas very readily, but by keeping the “Old Testament” as part
of the Church’s tradition it also kept Judaism alive. Jerome translated the
Bible into Latin and over the centuries it was translated into every language
on earth. Christianity and not Judaism made this book a bestseller. Nevertheless it is a book written by Jews for Jews and had simply been usurped,
as far as the faithful of the “old” religion were concerned. Marcion, the
second century Gnostic foresaw the difficulties, if not the impossibility, of
harmonizing the gospels and Paul’s letters with Jewish biblical traditions.
He argued that only the former be admitted into the canon of the new
Church, but he was promptly expelled as a heretic in 144 A.D. One of the
reasons why the Church may have done so resides in the notion of
antiquity.
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Today, whatever is new is not only good but better than what has
existed yesterday. Capitalism thrives on it because old products can be
repackaged, re-labeled and sold as new and improved. The same happens
to ideas. This was not the case in classical times. The older an idea or
religion, the more venerable it was. Judaism had been accepted as an
ancient religion in Rome. The fact that the Romans had serious troubles
with the Jews did not influence their judgment in regard to the religion. It
was established, officially sanctioned and Jews had been granted special
privileges so that their duties to the state would not conflict with the ones
required by religion. This was official policy. Of course, the non-Jewish
public at large resented their special status within the empire and frictions
intermittently boiled over into pogroms. Nevertheless, Roman law protected the Jews. If Christianity had not been able to point to this long
standing heritage, the Church would simply have been regarded as a new
sect. It would have lacked legitimacy and would not only have encountered
ridicule but maybe prohibition by the authorities. These were the facts the
Church fathers were confronted with and which contributed to their decision. The result was that the fundamental problem between Judaism and
Christianity, with the resultant animosity by both sides against each other,
has never been solved. It has been carried over into our time.
As long as Jews had the ears of the Roman authorities they harassed
Christians and when the tables were turned by Constantine, the Church
reciprocated. Although religious reasons for resentment of Jews have persisted through the past two millennia there were also potent economic
ones. Inasmuch as there were no political parties in earlier centuries which
could be harnessed to the cause, the mob used other excuses. In the middle
ages “Christ murderers” was the most popular one. Although the Catholic
Church did not officially order pogroms, there is no doubt that it did not
look with favor at Jews. The Church felt that they really ought to convert
and integrate into the main stream of society.
The Spanish Inquisition is often cited as an example of the persecutions
that emanated from the Church, but it should be pointed out that the
authorities were not after Jews who openly professed their religion. The
inquisition hunted down the Conversos, also called Marranos. These were
Jews who had, on the surface, converted to Christianity in order to keep
their positions in the state, but still practiced the ancient religion in secret.
The situation had become acute because some of them had achieved high
offices at Court and in the Church. The Moriscos, Muslims whose conversions were suspect, also found themselves confronted by inquisitors.
Behavior of this type could not be tolerated by the Church nor the State. In
addition there is no doubt that individual priests would have regarded
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persecutions as the deserved fate for the “stiffnecked” people who stubbornly refused to acknowledge Jesus as the Messiah.
Protestantism was less dogmatic than the Catholic Church. Luther
denied the authority of the Pope and instead relied on the Bible as the
“word of God.” This made Protestants, especially in the English speaking
countries, identify more closely with the Jews of the Old Testament
without recognizing that the problem of authority had not been solved by
this stratagem. Luther had merely pushed it back some 2000 years into the
hands of biblical writers and editors. Initially he harbored the fond hope
that the Jews would give up their ancient ways and join his new church.
When this was not the case, he became rather infuriated and issued vicious
diatribes which were the delight of the Nazis. Since Protestantism was negligible in Austria, the people had no reason to identify with Jews and their
particular concerns. For Austrian Catholics, the New rather than the Old
Testament was literally gospel truth. Nevertheless, the Catholic Church, as
an organization, had less difficulty with religious Jews because they at
least believed in a common God and there was the possibility of a dialogue.
When the dead of the 1848 revolution were buried, a Catholic priest, a
Protestant pastor and a Jewish Rabbi officiated side by side.
Thus, religion was, and is, not the main problem in regard to antisemitism. Pope John Paul II has made every effort to achieve conciliation
between the Church and representatives of the Jewish people as well as the
State of Israel. While his efforts have met with favorable reception by
some, he has been rebuffed by others for not having gone far enough. The
gulf between the two religions is indeed too wide to be readily bridged and
I agree with Leibowitz who wrote in Judaism, Human Values and the
Jewish State, “For the Jew who regards Judaism as embodied in Torah and
Mitzvoth, there can be no coexistence of ideas ( in contradistinction to a
factual coexistence) between Judaism and Christianity and no place for the
‘Judeo-Christian dialogue.’” The fundamental religious issues are indeed
unresolvable but that does not mean we have to hate each other. What we
can do, as rational human beings, is to agree to disagree on matters of theology. This leaves us free for the much more important task of addressing
how to combine forces to meet the greater danger for our society, namely
the war on all religious values.
With the beginning of modernity many influential Jews, especially in
Germany and Austria, had become atheists who vigorously attacked the
Church over its influence on the minds of the populace in general and the
education of children in particular. It was this segment of the Jewish population which represented the threat to the Church that had to be met.
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Bruno Kreisky, a secular Jew who became chancellor of Austria during
the 1970’s, recounted a nice little story which circulated in his family and
highlights the situation. A great uncle, Joseph Neuwirth, had been suggested for the position of Finance Minister which had to be approved by
the emperor. When the list of candidates was presented to Franz Joseph and
the answer to the question of religion was: konfessionslos – not belonging
to any religious denomination – Franz Joseph asked, surprised, “Ja was ist
denn das?” What in all the world is that? After he had been appropriately
informed, he removed the name from the list with the comment, “Da wär’
mir schon lieber, er wär’ ein Jud”, I’d have preferred it if he were a Jew.
To deny one’s Judaism, without joining either the Catholic or Protestant
fold, was not regarded as good form.

Viennese Anti-Jewish Sentiments
Although Viennese are gregarious and fun loving, a fair number of
them don’t like Jews especially when they act as a pressure group and push
their particular agenda. Several books exist already which deal specifically
with the Viennese situation for instance, Fraenkel’s The Jews of Austria,
Berkley’s Vienna and its Jews and Wistrich’s The Jews of Vienna in the
Age of Franz Joseph, as well as Pauley’s From Prejudice to Persecution. I
can therefore limit myself to some aspects which have, so far, either not
been adequately commented upon in the English language literature or
have actually distorted the degree of anti-Jewish persecutions prior to Hitler’s takeover.
Anti-Jewish sentiments have a long history in Vienna, with Jews
having been expelled from the city at least twice in previous centuries. The
first recorded “Kristallnacht” occurred on November 5, 1406. The synagogue was put to the torch, mobs broke into homes and plundered whatever they could lay hands on for an entire three days. This was the
precursor. On May 23, 1420 Duke Albrecht of Austria ordered the confiscation of all Jewish property and expulsion of the poor while the rich were
kept as hostages. Ten month later on March 12, (what a date!) 1421, the
210 hostages were publicly burned alive on a meadow outside the city
proper. The excuse in 1421 was that the Jews had collaborated with, and
sold arms to, the insurgent Bohemian Hussites during the war which was
then raging. In addition, there was a scandal involving the supposed desecration of the holy sacrament. The real reason was, as usual, money. The
Jews had it, while the masses were impoverished as a result of the war. In
addition the people were deeply in debt due to usurious practices of Jews
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and a considerable proportion of Vienna’s real estate was mortgaged to
them. Expulsion, confiscation of property, and burning at the stake solved
all these problems for the time being.
But Jews are tough and rulers greedy. Although the Jews had to promise
in June of 1420 never to return and the duke made the same promise to the
populace that he wouldn’t let them back in, this promise was broken within
the short space of 17 years. Duke Albrecht made an exception for Mr.
Isserlein who was cleared of all suspicion and bad morals. Tietze’s book
from which this information was obtained “Die Juden Wiens,” was published in 1933 and the subsequent sentence is indeed prototypical for Viennese behavior which obviously hasn’t changed in five hundred years.
“Inasmuch as they [the Jews] did not form a community [Gemeinschaft]
any more, Austrian bonhomie was again inclined to deal with the few individuals in a humane manner.” This is the problem in a nutshell. As long as
there are just a few, all is well. But when Jews multiply as in olden days in
Egypt, ancient as well as modern Pharaohs have a problem. The indigenous population feels threatened and strikes out.
By 1451 the edict was rescinded with a special dispensation from the
Pope and Jews were allowed to return. They did, and in spite of occasional
pogroms prospered to an extent that by 1670 all Jews were again expelled
from the city for similar reasons as 250 years earlier. This time they were
allowed to take their property with them. Some of them went to Berlin and
formed the nucleus of a Jewish community in that city. Within a few years
it became apparent that Jewish money was badly needed, and by 1673
some individual Jews were allowed to participate in country fairs in Lower
Austria. More importantly, the “Court Jews” Oppenheimer and after his
death Wertheimer, became in essence responsible for the finances of the
empire. This opened the doors again to a moderate influx of friends and
relatives. The numbers admitted were, however, strictly regulated and
remained quite small. The situation changed in 1772 when as a result of
what has been called “the first partition of Poland” between Prussia, Russia
and Austria a sizeable number of Jews ended up within the borders of the
Austrian empire. The “tolerance edict” of Joseph II in 1782 was supposed
to lift the most onerous sanctions against those members of the crown, but
real emancipation came only with the revolution of 1848 and the subsequent constitution of 1867.
The 1848 revolution against the absolutist regime as personified by
Metternich is important in this context. Jewish students and intellectuals
had not only prominently participated but were regarded as instigators.
Since some recent English language publications, especially Weiss’s Ideology of Death, minimize Jewish involvement, I shall quote from the
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previously mentioned book by Tietze who was not only Jewish but a
genuine authority on history and art as well. He had to leave in ‘38 but continued with an illustrious career in this country. Inasmuch as his discussion
is extensive I shall limit myself to key aspects and the translation is not precisely literal but reflects Tietze’s intent. Since popular opinion held that the
Austrian 1848 revolution was brought on by an even greater proportion of
Jews than had been the case in Germany Tietze discussed to what extent
this was justified:
“Without question every observer has to note the large number of Jews
as speakers, writers and active participants. They are among the leaders, the
victims and they play a role which is clearly out of proportion to their
numbers in Vienna and even more so to their hitherto standing in the
political life of the city. Nevertheless, they did not directly initiate the revolution but they had taken over the movement which had begun independently and made it to a certain extent into what it became... The Polish Jew
Abraham Cheises supposedly had held inflammatory speeches, even prior
to the revolution, which were full of socialist ideas from France and
Germany. The Viennese workers, lacking their own leadership had to rely
on German agitators and the proffered hands of Jews [die sich ihnen anbietende jüdische Führerschaft].
The bourgeoisie [Bürgerschaft], likewise, had neither training nor
program for the expected and predicted revolution. The dynamic of the
events burst through the dykes and, as usual, the less rooted nonindigenous population assumed leadership...The unqualified manner in
which the Jews had made the people’s concerns their own was regarded by
the Jews as confirmation for having become full-fledged citizens... In addition to the lack of indigenous leadership the Jews were also helped by their
special intrinsic attitudes [Wesensart], their rationalizing mind and the
impulsiveness of their reactions which gave the signal for action in the
decisive moments.”

In essence, although Jews had not initiated the revolution, they immediately adopted it, led it and gave it their imprint. Initially the events of
March 13, 1848 were a huge success for the revolutionaries. Metternich
had to flee the country with money borrowed from the Rothschild family;
freedom of the Press was granted, a militia was formed and, the government had to promise the enactment of a constitution. Prior to March 1848
Vienna had 40 newspapers which included daily’s, weekly’s as well as scientific publications. After the revolution, up to October of that year, there
were 150 additional new ones. Journalists had come into their own and
“public opinion” was manufactured. This so-called public opinion did not
represent the views of the majority of the people, but simply those of a
small band of intellectuals who tirelessly tried to mold the masses into the
desired shape. Young Jews who had been largely excluded from
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journalism, as well as most other professions, now found a perfect opportunity to push revolutionary ideas.
The turmoil lasted with varying intensity throughout the year until
October. In that month Hungary revolted, the emperor fled and so did
Rothschild; the minister of war, Latour, was hanged from a lamp post and
bloody battles erupted in the city. Subsequently, Hungary was subdued
with Russian help, Count Windischgrätz reestablished order in Vienna,
Ferdinand abdicated and his nephew, the 18 year old Franz Joseph became
emperor. Some political concessions were made in the course of years but
the word of the monarch remained the law of the land.
The events of 1848 were the beginning of modern antisemitism in
Vienna although the word did not exist then. Jews had come into their own
and with it resentment by the locals. The public at large had remained conservative and loyal to the emperor throughout the period of unrest.
Although social reform was urgently needed, the excesses of the press
were resented as alien. The Vormärz pre-March, as it is commonly called
now, was after all the Biedermeyer Zeit where Gemütlichkeit, the orchestras of Franz Lanner and Johann Strauss (father of the waltz king), wine
and Backhendel, fried chicken were the main concerns. The native Viennese never did like revolutions, especially after they had found out what
had happened in France. The lack of genuine revolutionary spirit is perhaps best exemplified by a joke from the early thirties of this century. A
huge crowd is milling around on the Ringstrasse and a passenger of a
trolley asks the conductor, “Is a revolution going on?” The conductor
answers, “No, when there’s a revolution the trams take an alternate route
(da fahr ma Zweier Linie).” Even during revolution order needs to
preserved.
Thus, anti-Jewish sentiments had been smoldering to a greater or lesser
degree for centuries. They received new impetus in the last half of the 19th
century. This was partly due to a large influx of Jews from Poland and
partly to economics. As far as immigration is concerned, it came mainly
from the province of Galicia into Lower Austria of which Vienna was a
part. Between 1857 and 1900, 150,000 people had arrived so that the percentage of Jews in the city had suddenly risen from 0.5% to 5.0% of the
population. Later on during and after WWI, it was to rise to about 10%.
The newcomers had two strikes against them. One, they were by and large
poor and therefore had to eke out a living in any and all ways, some of them
not necessarily legal. Secondly, they were not only truly Jews in the religious sense but, on top of that orthodox or ultra-orthodox in today’s parlance. As such they were not only an affront to the eyes of the indigenous
population but even the assimilated Jews did not like them. These new
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arrivals – the Ostjuden – were not only a constant reminder of the past for
them but also of a religion some had left in favor of atheism or agnosticism.
These Eastern Jews were simply unwanted by everyone.
In addition, there had been a major stock market crash in 1873, caused
by unchecked speculation, which led to a widespread significant economic
downturn. Since some of the big financiers were Jewish and investigations
had uncovered fraudulent practices, the duped populace vented their anger.
The workers and lower middle class people were of the opinion that Jews
had the levers of economic, if not political power in their hands especially
so since key elements of the press were in Jewish hands. The two major
papers were the Neue Freie Presse under Benedikt and Bacher and the
other the Neue Wiener Tagblatt under Moritz Szeps. While the former was
the analogue to the New York Times, the latter might have corresponded to
the Washington Post. Together they controlled public opinion, which was
to be molded into a “progressive” framework. Szeps was a good friend of
Crown Prince Rudolf of whom he expected great things, only to be bitterly
disappointed by the latter’s suicide in Mayerling.
The Vienna of the 1890’s was a hotbed of discontent. Everybody hated
everybody else, which led to the famous phrase by Karl Lueger, whose
anti-Jewish stance was proverbial, and who became later on mayor of the
city:
“We live, by the way, in rather special circumstances in our dear
Fatherland. The German has the right to hate the Czech, the Czech is
allowed to hate the German, we are allowed to hate the Poles, we are
allowed to hate Ruthenians, we are allowed to hate God knows whom. We
are allowed to hate anyone without violating the constitution. But if we
don’t worship the Jews, then we are violating the constitution.”

Since he had a fair number of Jewish friends, his other famous quip was,
“I determine who is a Jew.” It was later on adopted by Göring. Richard
Grunberger in the chapter on Jews in Austrian Journalism of Fraenkel’s
book The Jews of Austria quotes Lueger as having said, “The main creator
of Austrian antisemitism was the Jewish-Liberal press, with its depravity
and terrorism.” Grunberger reported furthermore that “no one appointed to
a ministerial post... ever omitted to pay a call on the Empire’s eminence
grise [Benedikt]. This can obviously neither be proved nor disproved, but
the power exercised by the Neue Freie Presse in its heyday can be inferred
from an anecdote which has nothing to do with politics.” He goes on to
mention the literary efforts of the music critic Hanslick who poured out
venom not only on Wagner, but also Bruckner and Hugo Wolf. When the
Emperor once asked Bruckner what honor he might bestow on him he said,
“Perhaps your Majesty could put in a good word for me with Hanslick, so
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that he will stop writing such terrible things about me.” Wagner took a
more direct route. He immortalized Hanslick in the role of Beckmesser in
the Meistersinger von Nürnberg.
While the press was one powerful factor, high finance was the other.
When it came to municipal elections in May of 1895, Lueger, who was
well known for his anti-Jewish stance, received 50.7 % of the votes. He
regarded it as an insufficient mandate and did not accept the post. In the
second election of Oct. 29 he won a two-thirds majority with 67.8%. The
lower and middle classes were jubilant, but the emperor vetoed it. Why?
The leaders of the Hungarian part of the monarchy were against Lueger.
Not only did Lueger not like Magyars but at one point he had also referred
to Budapest as Judapest. The other reason for the Emperor’s veto was that
the stock market had dropped precipitously when the election result
became known and Baron Rothschild, who controlled the finances, had
told the emperor that if he ratified the vote, Rothschild would move with
his money to Budapest. A third election was held on Nov. 13 with the same
result, 67.1%. Again, there was no confirmation. In the fourth election on
May 6, 1896, Lueger received 69.1% of the vote and was offered the job of
“Vizebürgermeister,” second in command. Only after the fifth election
which brought Lueger 70.1% of the vote did the emperor relent. Rothschild
stayed and there were no pogroms. Once Lueger was installed, his
anti-Jewish rhetoric subsided and he became the single most successful
and beloved mayor the city ever had. He completely modernized it and the
fruits of his labors can still be seen today.
The only act of physical violence against Jews during the Franz Joseph
era had occurred a decade earlier. Schönerer, the leader of the Pan German
faction in parliament, was a confirmed enemy of Jews, especially those
who controlled the press. Not only did he publish a petition to Franz
Joseph, “Majestät, gebt frei das Volk vom Joch der Judenpresse” Your
Majesty, liberate the people from the yoke of the Jewish press, but he also
sued Szeps, the publisher of the Neue Wiener Tagblatt for character defamation. He won this particular round. Szeps was found guilty and had to
spend four weeks in jail. When Szeps’ paper erroneously reported in
March of 1888, the death of the German Emperor Wilhelm I, the enraged
Schönerer, with a few of his cronies, broke into the newspaper’s office and
thrashed some editors with his cane. This time Szeps won. Schönerer was
jailed for four months, stripped of his mandate in the parliament, and also
lost his aristocratic titles. Pro- and Anti-Schönerer demonstrations broke
out but there was no further physical violence. As it turned out, the newspaper report which had started the fracas was off by only one day.
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Anti-Jewish sentiments were reinforced in 1918 by the fact that the
leaders of the socialist revolution had been, to a considerable extent,
Jewish. What also aggravated the Viennese was that some Jews in the publishing industry vigorously peddled smut and sexuality in all its forms. The
most notorious one, Bettauer, was actually shot and killed on account of it,
but he was the only one who had suffered from criminal violence in the
decades prior to Hitler. Weiss in Ideology of Death promotes the idea that
Germans and Austrians were uniquely bent on killing all Jews and that the
Catholic Church eagerly aided and abetted in the achievement of this goal
in the 1930’s even before Hitler’s arrival:
“The Christian Social heirs of Karl Lueger ran the government and
established the ‘clerical fascism’ of the ‘Fatherland Front’ before the invasion by Hitler. Upheld by Catholic journals and newspapers, the Front
abolished democracy and buttressed its rule with the militia of the brownshirted Heimwehr of Prince Starhemberg. The Social Democratic party
was outlawed, and army troops fought bloody battles against Viennese
Marxists. Jews were purged from the civil service, hospitals, state theaters,
medicine, banking, law, businesses, and sports. Jewish businesses were
boycotted, and Jews were segregated in schools. Although Catholic, the
government allowed divorce for ‘racial incompatibility.’ The Church did
not object. Austrian towns and villages posted signs declaring Jewish tourists unwelcome, and anti-Jewish riots were worse than any in Germany.”

This is not history but misleading propaganda. The reasons for the February ‘34 Civil War have been discussed in Part I of this book. There were
no other “bloody battles” thereafter. The Heimwehr did not wear brown
shirts and the statements in regard to persecution of Jews belong to the
post-Anschlusz period. Schuschnigg had actually side-lined the Heimwehr
and Starhemberg had no important government functions after May 1936.
As far as official discrimination against Jews in the Schuschnigg era is concerned, there was none. Private clubs could and did discriminate but selection of membership ought to be their right, rather than dictated by the State.
Those members of the Jewish community who were not active Socialists or
Communists clearly supported the Schuschnigg regime and had nothing to
fear from it. To deny that individuals harbored anti-Jewish feelings and
that there were numerous jokes about and caricatures of Jews would be
silly. But to insist that the majority of Austrians, therefore, had wanted to
murder Jews is equally unwarranted.
Weigel, whose booklet has been mentioned previously, wrote, “…for
the Viennese it is a skin disease and not a blood disease.” For anyone seriously interested in understanding Viennese antisemitism, Weigel’s
booklet is essential. It should be a “must read” for authors who intend to
write about Vienna’s Jews.
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The feelings of the Viennese about the real persecutions the Jews did
suffer under the Nazis later on was summed up in one of the sayings of
Graf Bobby. Vienna couldn’t live without him and fortunately he survived
the war unscathed. He is an imaginary degenerate, rather barmy Count, as
the British would say, who to demonstrate his aristocratic descent, speaks
only with a soft nasal voice. A favorite episode that had nothing to do with
Jews was that Bobby stood in the street and kicked the curb with all his
might yelling “Ouch” all the time. His friend Count Rudy came by and
said, “Bobby for heavens sakes what are you doing? Why are you hurting
yourself this way?” “Ah Rudy it just feels so wonderful when the pain
stops.” The story which circulated about the Jews has to be given in
German first. Bobby said about the Nazis disgustedly in ‘38, “No schau
diese Kerle, jetzt haben’s uns unsern schönen antisemitismus verpatzt,”
Look at these bums, now they have spoiled our nice antisemitism. They
had indeed. It had been fun to make jokes, even by Jews about Jews but that
era is gone.
What did Vienna’s common people really want from the Jews? To put it
bluntly, they wanted to be left alone. They were tired of constant agitation
and the introduction of ideas which they regarded as alien. As the Viennese
are fond of saying, “Mei Ruah wüll i ham,” I just want to have my peace
and quiet. Furthermore the saying was and still is in regard to anyone who
is disliked, “Geh mit Gott, aber geh,” go with God but please go.
This dislike of Jews as Jews was not necessarily felt against every
Jewish individual but those who behaved as irritants, and they became the
source for the generalization. When one says the word “Prussian” in a
derogatory tone of voice, expansive militarism immediately leaps to mind.
True, some Prussians were that way, but not all and that is the fundamental
problem with generalizations. Since in Vienna, a fair number of Jews had
pushed their agenda more vigorously than the general populace appreciated, they were resented. When one couples this with an attitude of what is
called in German frech – which might be translated as fresh, pushy, boisterous or arrogant one can expect trouble. Jews prefer the word Chutzpah,
which does not readily translate but Rabbi Wine, who champions secular
Judaism, wrote that it “suggests outrageous defiance.” His book Judaism
Beyond God, by which he really means Judaism Without God, is well
worth reading if one wants to understand some of the many facets of what it
means to some being Jewish and a few quotes may be in order. In the
chapter on “Jewish Identity” one finds:
“The driving force of the contemporary Jewish intellectual spirit –
whether it is used to justify capitalism, Marxism, psychoanalysis, or
Zionism – is a deep rage. It is an angry refusal to accept what is
286

Antisemitism

unacceptable, to praise what is unworthy of praise, to label injustice,
justice. It is a strong conviction that traditional religion and humiliation go
together. The world that persecutes us does not deserve our passive acceptance. It needs our defiance.”

We must ask ourselves now why should the rabbi feel that strongly? For
him the answer lies in the Jewish religion. While Heine had stated that it
wasn’t a religion but a misfortune, Wine went further and felt that the
rabbis and priests had duped their followers:
“Very early in Jewish history, Jewish experience became separated
from Jewish establishment ideology. The official party line presented Jews
as the agents and chosen symbol of the all-powerful God of the world. But
their experience of reality was quite different. Defeat, suffering, and
humiliation – or at least a continuous subjection to intruders – was the gift
of fate. Their propaganda spoke of their glory. But their neighbors saw only
their degradation...The Jewish personality is less the consequence of
rabbinic ideology than of Jewish experience. Skepticism, mocking humor
and nervous ambition do not come from Torah study. They do not come
from a faithful awareness of a well-ordered universe. They come from a
sense of chaos, an experience of absurdity. Jewish history is not the tale of a
triumphant people and their triumphant God. At best it is the story of a shlemazzel [emphasis in the original] god who is too weak and incompetent to
defend the people he promised to defend. At worst (and the most reasonable alternative), it is the story of a self-deceived people who fight the
reality of an indifferent universe and unjust [emphasis in the original]
fates.”

These aspects of militant Jewish attitudes, regardless how they originated, are not confined to the United States. They permeated the behavior
of some Austrian Jews as well, in their battle against the Church. This did
not sit well with the easygoing Viennese population. They had no problem
with their God, they were and are fond of Him. They invoke Him every
time they meet somebody with Grüsz Gott and der gute Himmelvater, the
good father in heaven is featured even in Heurigen songs.
In addition to some of the above-mentioned Jewish traits, the Viennese
did not like it when continuously escalating demands were made. Weigel
recounts a joke in his book which highlights the situation: “A Jew and a
Non-Jew share a sleeping car compartment. J asks N to let him borrow his
soap. Then he asks him for his shaving cream, then for his toothpaste. Then
for a toothbrush. ‘No’ said N ‘that is going too far.’ ‘You are an antisemite’
said J.” While the Viennese were not fond of Jews as a group, they were not
indiscriminate in their dislike prior to Nazi times or afterwards. In day to
day conversation you could hear when people were talking about somebody: Er is zwar a Jud aber doch a anständiger Mensch, he happens to be a
Jew but nevertheless he is a decent person. In other words, one didn’t
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expect much from Jews on the whole and was pleasantly surprised when
the individual turned out to be a good guy.
It has been mentioned by some authors that the Viennese in March of
1938 outdid their German “brothers” in the humiliation of their Jewish
fellow citizens. The long standing uneasy relationship between Jews and
the rest of the population has already been mentioned. In addition underneath the joviality and good-naturedness of the Viennese one can find, in a
fair number of instances, a considerable amount of irritability and anger.
People just love to insult each other for relatively trivial reasons and
cussing has been developed into an art form by the lower classes. Therefore
Saujud is really nothing special, as far as the Viennese are concerned, and
one doesn’t need to get oneself exercised over it. Sau swine, pig or sow
readily attaches itself to anyone who needs to be told off. Bavaria’s
problem was not only with Jews, but also Prussians. They were the Saupreissen and, as remarked previously, I was also given the title of Nazi Sau.
When the person does not represent any particular disliked minority, he or
she is simply referred to generically as a Drecksau, filthy pig and if some
bureaucrat messes up he is accused of presiding over a Sauwirtschaft. The
addition of the dog to the pig, which creates the Schweinehund, represents
a further escalation, but is more commonly used by Germans. Among the
lower classes there is even a competition, at times, as to who can outdo the
other in the most outlandish inventions of verbal insults. But, regardless of
insults, the people are not nachträgerisch, they don’t carry a grudge. When
they have exhausted their repertory, and have calmed down again they all
go to the Heurigen together.
Another example that words, inflammatory as they may sound to the
uninitiated, need not have serious consequences might be a song which
was quite popular in the sixties. It is a monologue by a drunk at the
Heurigen who sings to himself in a grumpy voice to the tune of Beethoven’s Ode to Joy, Alle Menschen san ma zwider, i möcht’s in die Goschen
haun. Voda, Muatta, Schwester, Bruader und de ganze Packelrass... “Everybody gets on my nerves, I want to smack ‘em in the jaw. Father, mother,
sister, brother and the whole lousy pack of them.” It sounds terrible in
translation but is genuinely funny in a Viennese dialect context and
nobody expects the fellow to act out his sentiments.
Around the same time, the actor Qualtinger produced a skit “Der Herr
Karl.” It is a classic and typifies the behavior of a small-time Viennese who
makes his living by performing a variety of odd jobs and adapts to whatever the circumstances in the decades from the thirties to the sixties
demand. Political convictions were not among his problems. In one of the
skit’s episodes, he tells how he took the only Jewish member of the
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communal housing project he lived in, to scrub the street in March of ‘38.
He is very matter of fact about it, expressed no hostility, it was just something one did in those days. When he met him after the war he greeted him
again in the usual friendly manner of Habe die Ehre Herr Tennenbaum and
was a little miffed when the Herr Tennenbaum didn’t reply.
To understand the Viennese it is best to know them first hand, rather
than from books and it is especially helpful if one is fluent in the local dialect. If one expects dire consequences from every nasty utterance to Jew or
Gentile one may well find them exasperating. But, ordinarily the Viennese
are friendly, polite, well meaning and make every effort to be charming.
They are also fatalists and put their trust in God. If things don’t go right
they are admonished in one of the Heurigen songs:
“Wann der Herrgott net will, nutzt des gar nix. Sei net bös net nervös,
denk Dir‘s war nix. Renn nur net verzweifelt und kopflos herum denn der
Herrgott weiss immer warum.”
If the Lord doesn’t want it to happen whatever you do is useless. Don’t
be angry, don’t be nervous. Don’t run around like your head’s been
chopped off because the Lord always has a reason.
On the other hand, when crossed, some members of the lower classes
may let loose with the type of verbal insults mentioned. Nevertheless in
contrast to other ethnic groups where brawls are common, there is hardly
ever physical violence. The key word for the underlying mood of some
unhappy people is grantig, a sullen anger which tends to express itself in
raunzen i.e constant complaining; but that is really all there is to it and it
should not lead to profound theories about predisposition to genocidal acts.
In peacetime the Viennese are harmless. Extraordinary times, as exemplified by the Hitler years, can release latent aggression but this is not necessarily specific for Viennese or Austrians. It happens all over the world. To
judge from wartime behavior to what the person might have been like
during ordinary times is a mistake. This, I believe, applies even to
Eichmann. In peacetime the man might have been a railroad official or
some other bureaucrat and the world would never have heard of him.
The observation that Austrians were proportionately over-represented
in the higher echelons of the SS also does not necessarily indicate a particular vicious streak in the national character. There are several reasons.
The Nazis did not trust Austrians to govern within Austria, therefore they
transferred them to various positions in the Reich or later on the occupied
countries. For instance Seisz-Inquart was sent to Holland and Austrian
police members to Poland, to prevent any local attachments. As an aside, I
might mention that my tank was also completely integrated, I was the only
Austrian, once Lt. Kriegel had looked for greener pastures. Executives
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tend to surround themselves, whenever feasible, with people from their
own background and Austrians love to speak in their dialect which is at
times quite un-understandable to citizens of the Altreich. Thus, SeiszInquart would bring more Austrians along, so would Eichmann, Globocnik
and Kaltenbrunner. Another reason is the Holier than Thou attitude. The
Ostmärker, as we were called, were looked down at by the “real Germans.”
The fond epithet of “wet noodles” that was applied to us has already been
mentioned in Part II of this book. Those individuals who had chosen the SS
or other Nazi organizations felt they had to prove that they could be just as
tough if not more so. Finally, since anti-Jewish sentiments were relatively
common in Austria, a larger pool of potential recruits to the “cause” was
available when it had become state policy. Nevertheless, to judge the
people as a whole from the crimes of a few miscreants is Nazism in reverse.
I have mentioned previously that to understand the behavior of the
crowds during the Ides of March 1938, which has created so much bad
publicity especially in this country, it is better to regard those days as a
revolution rather than merely Nazism and love for the Führer. The hoodlums who terrorized Jews were not necessarily Nazis in the ideologic
sense. They simply vented suppressed anger, for any number of reasons,
which may even have included trouble with wives or girl friends. Jews
were, simply, a readily available officially sanctioned target for sadistic
impulses. In addition let’s face it; riots are “fun.”
In this connection it is interesting to look back about 200 years to the
Paris of 1789. In the spring of that year it was the most suave, cultured, and
civilized city of the world, but what did really happen on July 14? Everybody knows, of course, that the Bastille was stormed by the embittered
populace who wanted to liberate political prisoners and obtain a cache of
arms. What did these sophisticated Parisians do with the captured commandant? They chopped off his head and carried it around on a pike. Later
during the revolution, children played with hacked off heads, throwing
them into the air and catching them on sticks. Princess Lamballe, a friend
of Marie Antoinette, was decapitated, the head paraded underneath the
Queen’s cell, while others dragged the body through the streets before they
dismembered it, slit the abdomen, disemboweled it, carried the genitals on
a sword and maybe roasted and ate the heart. I am saying “maybe” because
the accused denied it. Thousands were murdered and at times, pieces of
bread were dunked into the blood of victims and eaten. Fairy tales? No,
Eyewitness reports! Some, came even from the American Ambassador to
France. Who were these human monsters? Ordinary citizens: a drummer in
the revolutionary army, small shopkeepers, artisans, lawyers, and women.
Da werden Weiber zu Hyänen, women turn into hyenas as Schiller wrote in
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his famous poem the “Song of the Bell.” Where was the public outcry of
the decent Parisians? Why did they tolerate such outrages which sullied the
image of their city in the eyes of the rest of Europe? The answer was the
same as in Nazi Germany. Everybody could denounce anybody as a friend
of the previous regime and off came the head. It was abject fear that kept
everybody in place. This is what our human race is also all about when
revolution and riots sweep the land, regardless what nationality one
belongs to.
The statement that “riots are fun” may well be criticized by some who
have lofty notions about the nature of the human race, but it is based on personal experience in Austria as well as here. A few weeks after the Detroit
riots I saw a nice little black girl in consultation. When I noticed that she
lived on 14th street, which had been the center of the affair, I asked her
kindly, “Were you in the riots?” She looked at me and said softly, a little
shamefaced “Mm hm.” When I then asked, “Was it fun?” she lit up in a big
smile, “MM HMM!” Not everybody who participates in a riot or mob
action has profound political grievances. Once it starts, it’s a free for all.

Hitler’s Antisemitism
I have mentioned earlier that Austrians were not indiscriminate in their
dislike of Jews and strange as it may sound, even Hitler esteemed some
Jews. The prime example is the family physician in Linz, Dr. Bloch, who
had taken care of Adolf’s mother, especially during her terminal illness
with breast cancer. He had made numerous visits to the house, had liked
both Adolf and his mother Klara, and when the latter finally died he sent
the family only a nominal bill. Adolf who had genuinely loved his mother,
was heartbroken but grateful to the physician who had cared for her. He
presented him with one of his larger paintings and sent him New Years
greetings from Vienna, signed, “Your forever grateful Adolf Hitler.” “If
only all of them were like him,” Hitler is reported to have said, even during
the war. The Anschlusz was of course a disaster for the doctor. He was no
longer allowed to practice his profession and had to suffer all the other
indignities which were heaped on the Jewish population. Since he had
heard that only a year earlier Hitler had referred to him as an Edeljude, a
genuinely noble Jew, to another person from Linz, Dr. Bloch wrote to him
in November ‘38 requesting help. It was granted. He became a “protected
Jew,” which meant that he could keep his passport without the discriminatory J, he could keep his apartment as well as his money, and received
during the war the normal rations for food and clothing. He was allowed to
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emigrate to the U.S. in 1940. But since his medical license was invalid here
and he had felt himself to be too old to undergo all the exams again, he
couldn’t practice, and died a broken man, a few years later. I realize that
this version differs from the malpractice accusation which has been leveled
by a Jewish historian against Dr. Bloch, but is the result of the studies by
Brigitte Hamann published in Hitlers Wien.
Similar stories can be told about Göring and Eichmann. Just like some
gangsters who execute their victims say, “It’s nothing personal,” so it was
here. The annihilation of the Jewish “race” was a political program devoid
of emotional overtones. It wasn’t the individual but the race which was at
fault, as we were told over and over again. They had robbed Germany of
her well-deserved victory in 1918 by fomenting revolution behind the
front. The army did not lose the war, it was the Jews who had brought on
the defeat. They had been responsible for pacifist demonstrations and
organizing ammunition strikes when the front was badly in need. The final
proof was to be seen in the people who came to power during and after the
revolution in 1918. It was they who had stabbed the army in the back.
Unfortunately, this was not even a lie which could have been readily
repudiated. It was worse, namely the half-truth. The fact that the war had
become unwinnable for an exhausted Germany, once the Yanks had
arrived in strength on the Western Front, was never mentioned by the
ultra-nationalists. The Americans were invisible in Germany, the Jews
readily observable and thus were made to bear the brunt of popular anger.
Hitler, believing in his own propaganda, vowed that pacifist Jewish activities, sabotage and a November of 1918 would never be allowed to happen
again. This was the additional reason for removing the Jews from the
Reich.

Racism
One may now ask, “Why race? Why not let those who want to, get baptized and be done with it?” Well, the Nazis would reply, “You just can’t
trust them. Look at history, they become crypto-Jews; remember what happened in Spain when that was tried? They just became Marranos who
wormed themselves again into high offices and had to be ferreted out by
the Inquisition. No, the iniquities of the fathers have to be punished unto
the third and unto the fourth generation.” Hitler didn’t say it this way; he
used Mendel’s laws of inheritance to illustrate the point. It takes that long
for the bad protoplasm to be sufficiently watered down so that it won’t
create problems any more.
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But it wasn’t only the Nazis who did not recognize conversion to Christianity. Jews did not either. Jewish literature repeatedly points out that if
you are born a Jew you remain one for the rest of your life. By apostasy you
don’t lose your birthright in the community, you simply become a “bad
Jew.” Even this does not hold for those who were, or became, famous. Spinoza is one example. Another can be found in Grätz’s History of the Jews
where he wrote in regard to Heine and Börne:
“Both Heine and Börne renounced Judaism, but only like combatants
who, appropriating the enemy’s uniform and colors, can all the more easily
strike and annihilate him. Both expressed, with a clearness which left
nothing to be desired, how much they cared for the religion of the cross,
which they professed. There is, therefore, not the slightest reason why
Christianity should count Börne and Heine as members of its flock on
account of the idle ceremony through which they passed in church.”

To appreciate the impact words like these had on those Germans who
were not particularly fond of Jews, one has to realize that Grätz’s eleven
Volume History of the Jews, published between 1853 and 1875, was the
definitive German language work and has remained the model for all subsequent authors. When baptism, was labeled an “idle ceremony” which
allowed the Jews “to more easily strike and annihilate” their enemy, the
Nuremberg racial laws begin to make sense. It needs to be known, furthermore, that as far as the Jewish religion is concerned, the offspring of a
Jewish mother was automatically a Jew, regardless what religion the child
was brought up in. These facts are mentioned not to condone the Nuremberg laws but to provide the reason for their enactment.
The idea that the Jews constitute a race and that racial inequalities exist
was, of course, not original with Hitler. Even in pre-Christian times, Jews
regarded themselves as a race and the idea of inequality goes back to Count
Gobineau’s book, published originally in 1853. In it he concluded that the
Aryan race was responsible for the civilizing influence that has occurred
throughout the world and wherever other cultures had developed, there had
always been an admixture of Aryan blood. Gobineau’s ideas found wide
circulation and, as mentioned, Jews also regarded themselves as a race.
The fact that Jewish writers today vigorously deny that Jews represent a
race is a new phenomenon. Until the days of Hitler the term had no negative connotations and Benjamin Disraeli, before he became Queen Victoria’s Prime Minister, repeatedly extolled the virtues of the Hebrew race in
his novels. Grätz, also kept referring to Jews as a race as well as a nation.
Although for the most part assimilated, Jews still felt distant from the
rest of the population and a small vignette of Freud’s life highlights the
situation. While studying under Charcot in Paris he attended a dinner party
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at the latter’s house in 1886 where he had a conversation with Giles de la
Tourette, the neurologist who first described the syndrome which has subsequently been named after him. Freud wrote in a letter to his future wife
that Tourette had “predicted the most ferocious war with Germany. I
promptly explained that I am a Jew, adhering neither to Germany nor Austria. But such conversations are always very embarrassing to me, for I feel
stirring within me something German which I long ago decided to suppress.” The quote comes from McGrath’s book, Freud’s Discovery of Psychoanalysis. The Politics of Hysteria. Further details how the “racial
kinship” Freud felt towards his co-religionists affected the development of
psychoanalysis are contained in Klein’s book, “Jewish Origins of the Psychoanalytic Movement.” Freud and other Jewish intellectuals had tried
very hard, in the middle of the 1800’s to become good Germans and to
fully integrate into society. Name changes were common, especially for
those that sounded Jewish, and Freud exchanged his first name of Sigismund to the more teutonic Sigmund. The stock market crash in 1873,
which led to the fall of the liberal laissez faire government and the concomitant rise of anti-Jewish feeling, frustrated these desires and racial consciousness took its place. Jews banded together in their own organizations
which offered them the pride of belonging to an ancient nation, even when
the religious aspects had been discarded.
The years up to WWI were characterized by a rather acrimonious battle
within the Viennese Jewish community. Nationalists – which included
Zionists – bitterly attacked the “assimilationists” and demanded that Jews
be recognized as a separate nation within the empire. Rozenblit quotes
Heinrich York Steiner who wrote in 1907:
“We Jews are by nationality neither German nor Czech, not Frenchmen
or Englishmen. Whoever maintains the opposite... places us Jews in a false
light and besmirches our character.”

York Steiner asserted furthermore that while a Jew might speak, think,
and even feel German, he was a Jew of German culture, not a German, but a
Jew.
These were also the sentiments of Jabotinsky whose Revisionist Zionist
organization had such a profound influence on developments in Palestine.
He was not only vociferously arguing for a Jewish State on both sides of
the Jordan to be achieved by massive immigration, but he created also a
Jewish youth organization, “Betar,” in the Diaspora. It stressed military
virtues with flags and parades quite akin to the HJ. In Palestine itself, he
founded an underground revolutionary army, the “Irgun Zvai Leumi”
(National Military Organization). Together with LEHI (Lohamey Heruth
Israel, Fighters for the freedom of Israel) it succeeded, through unabashed
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use of terrorism, in driving the British out after WWII. Details of these successful operations are available in “Terror out of Zion” by Bell. Jabotinsky
did not witness the creation of the Jewish state because he died in 1940 but
what matters here are his beliefs about Jews. The following quote of Jabotinsky comes from Bilski Ben-Hur’s chapter, “The Jewish Nation and
Race” in her book “Every Man a King”:
“A Jew educated among Germans would be able to adopt German
customs, German words, to be entirely suffused with German spirit.
However, the kernel of his psychic structure will remain Jewish, for his
blood, his body, his physical-racial type are Jewish... Whether there are
‘pure’ races or not is irrelevant in this instance. The most important point to
note is that the ethnic groups differ from one another in their racial spectrums, and in this sense the word ‘race’ acquires a defined scientific
meaning...All the while we are Jews by blood, sons of a Jewish father and a
Jewish mother, we may suffer from fear of persecution, disrespect, degeneracy – but the danger of assimilation in its true sense – total disappearance
of our spiritual personality – is not a threat. There will be no assimilation as
long as intermarriage does not occur.”

This unalterability of the “Jewish character” was also expressed by
Dimont. In his book The Indestructible Jews he wrote:
“Each Diaspora interaction enriched Judaism, giving it a new virility,
verisimilitude, and a broader spectrum of intellectual activity. But its inner
core always remained distinctly Jewish. No matter how much the Jews
borrowed, they did not doubt the superiority of Judaism itself. The Greeks
did not dazzle them, the Romans did not awe them, the Sassanids did not
impress them, the Arabs did not overpower them, the Europeans did not
seduce them. They borrowed, thanked and went on as Jews.”

When one reads these sentiments it should come as no surprise that the
Nazis took them at their word. The very first party program of February
1920 stated in point 4 “Only members of the nation may be citizens of the
State. Only those of German blood, whatever their creed, may be members
of the nation. Accordingly, no Jew may be a member of the nation.” Point 5
reads “Non-citizens may live in Germany only as guests and must be subject to laws for aliens.” In Mein Kampf, Hitler also merely repeated what
Jews themselves had expressed:
“Race does not reside in language, but exclusively in the blood. No one
knows this better than the Jew. He does not care all that much about his
language, but he insists on keeping his blood pure. An individual can
readily change his language, that is, he can use a different one. Nevertheless, in his new language he will express the same ideas; his inner core will
not be changed. This is best exemplified by the Jew, he can use a thousand
languages but remains always a Jew. His character has remained the
same...”
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Hitler and his followers disregarded the well known dissensions within
the Jewish people and treated them, for political purposes, as a monolithic
block. The Jews were a separate nation within the nation and that was not
to be tolerated. As members of an alien nation they had to leave either voluntarily or were forced out during peacetime. During war when they were
in addition, “enemy” aliens, they were deported to the East and later on
annihilated. What some chauvinistic Jews had sown, came back to haunt
every Jew with unparalleled fury. In true biblical fashion the entire nation
had to be thoroughly punished for the sins of a few.
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3
The Road to the Holocaust

The Holocaust, pardon me for saying so, seems to have become a
growth industry. More books, films and documentaries have appeared in
the past fifteen years than in all the preceding ones. Theories as to the
origin of this catastrophe abound and some circles insist that the German
and Austrian national character uniquely predisposed them to the mass
murder of Jews. These theorists ignore the fact that Latvians, Poles, Rumanians and Ukrainians eagerly participated in mass murders of Jews when it
was legally sanctioned. What was indeed unique for Germans was the
industrialized thoroughness. Twentieth century technology had come into
its own and was harnessed to the evil cause during the war. In my opinion,
the Holocaust was not pre-ordained from the days of Lueger or even the
Nazi’s rise to power in 1933. Human behavior does not jump to these
extremes but lends itself to gradual escalation. Human beings take one step
at a time and I believe that this is what really happened in this instance also.

The Evolution
The Nuremberg laws of 1935 were, after the Anschlusz, immediately
extended to Austria. The laws had stipulated among other aspects that Jews
could not be citizens of the Reich. With one stroke of the pen they had
become resident aliens. Doctors were no longer allowed to treat Aryans
and neither could lawyers perform their services for non-Jews. Even
Jewish maids, of whom there were few, were not allowed to serve in Aryan
households. Journalists lost their jobs and since the publishing industry
served propaganda purposes, it had to Aryanized. So were Jewish commercial and industrial enterprises. Every effort was made to harass Jews and
they were urged to emigrate. As mentioned in Part II of this book the overwhelming majority did, but leaving required not only that one had the
funds to do so and an exit visa from the government, but in addition, some
other country would have to grant admission. As Hamlet said, “Ay, there’s
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the rub.” No one was interested in receiving more Jews. The British had
closed Palestine to Jewish immigration so as not to aggravate the native
Arabs any further and other countries were also, by and large, not in a
charitable mood. Even Australia, which had advertised for British and
American settlers, was not interested. As their representative to the Evian
conference, that was called in 1938 to deal with the refugee problem, said,
since they were not having a racial problem, they were not desirous of
importing one. Roosevelt, the liberal standard bearer for human rights,
refused not only to increase the immigration quota but to even allow the
entry of the 930 or so refugees from Germany who were stranded in front
of Miami on the German liner St. Louis. They had been sold fake Cuban
entry visas, which Havana had refused to honor. Words are cheap. To
follow up with actions would require principles that are not subject to the
prevailing political wind. In analogy to the Madagascar plan, which will be
discussed later, Roosevelt was thinking about the possibility “of establishing Jewish colonies on uninhabited or sparsely inhabited, good agricultural lands” and had asked Isaiah Bowman, a well known geographer and
President of Johns Hopkins University, to look into this possibility. Why
did the democracies, including America, not want the Jews? The main
reason seems to have been that Jews were regarded as urbanites, merchants
and intellectuals rather than farmers or craftsmen who could be settled in
wide open spaces. It was feared that they would flock to the cities and
threaten to become a divisive influence.
Hitler was stuck with them and would make their lives as unpleasant as
possible. Public parks carried signs: “Dogs and Jews not permitted.”
Public benches were: “For Aryans only.” Since not everybody who is a
Jew looks like a Jew, some distinctive mark had to be invented. By September of 1941 they were ordered to prominently display a yellow star of
David with the word Jude in semi-Hebrew writing, so that everybody
could stay away from this contagion and Jews could not usurp rights they
no longer possessed. In addition, males had to add Israel to their given
names and females Sarah. This was actually Goebbels’ doing, as he
proudly proclaimed in his diaries. He had suggested it to the Führer at the
beginning of the war, when it was introduced in Poland, but Hitler had initially refused to extend the order to the Reich proper.
The Reichsminister for Transportation had also issued a decree around
that time that Jews were not allowed to sit down in public conveyances
unless there were empty seats. This gave rise to the little story: A Jewish
man sits in the trolley car. A woman enters and since there are no more free
seats, he gets up and offers her his. She looks at him and says disdainfully,
“I won’t sit where a Jew has been sitting.” Another man, who also had just
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entered, sits down wipes his rear end on the seat a couple of times, gets up
again and smilingly says to her, “Already Aryanized.”

A group of Jewish men prior to deportation. Winter 1941. BIZ

“Jews to Fight for Democracies”
Not only did the Jews have a problem with Hitler, he also had a serious
problem with them. He had branded them as enemies of the nation all
along, and on August 29, 1939, official Jewry reciprocated. Chaim Weizmann, as President of the Jewish Agency for Palestine, sent a letter to
Chamberlain offering any and all help, “man-power, technical ability,
resources etc..” to the British cause. It was published in The Times on September 6 under the headline “Jews to fight for Democracies.” Nazis read
The Times too. Hitler now had a declared enemy population inside the
country with which he had to deal because they would sabotage the war
effort. At first, even during the war, emigration was still the preferred solution for German and Austrian Jews. In 1940, when France faced certain
defeat it was decided that all Jews regardless what country under German
control they lived in were to be shipped to Madagascar where they could
form their own state under German protection.
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The Origin of Zionism
Madagascar seems to be an outlandish place for Jewish settlements, but
it had its precedents and the island wasn’t even the Nazis’ idea in the first
place. For the explanation we have to go back to Vienna during the 1890’s.
Within a few minutes walk from our apartment house is Haizingergasse 29
where a journalist and playwright by the name of Theodor Herzl, lived at
that time. He is no longer remembered for his plays but as the father of
Zionism, although it was actually one of his fellow Viennese journalists,
Nathan Birnbaum, who had coined the term. While covering the Dreyfus
trial in Paris for his newspaper, the Neue Freie Presse, Herzl came face to
face with antisemitic outbursts in the newspapers as well as by mobs in the
streets who shouted, “à mort les Juifs,” death to the Jews. This led to his
determination to do something about the Judensache, as he called it. His
first idea was that the Austrian Jews should all voluntarily convert to the
dominant religion of the country namely Roman Catholicism. He would go
to the Pope and ask for his help against antisemitism. In return Herzl would
lead a grosse Bewegung, great movement towards a free and anständige,
respectable conversion of Jews to Christianity. It would be free and
respectable because “the leaders of this movement – I above all – would
remain Jews and as Jews advocate the conversion to the dominant
religion....the conversion should take place on Sundays at twelve o’clock,
in St. Stephen’s Cathedral, with festive processions and under the pealing
of church bells.” It wasn’t a very good idea and his friend and editor of the
paper, Moritz Benedickt, who was also Jewish, promptly squashed it.
Although Herzl abandoned this particular notion, he was not one to give up
easily. The Jewish problem had to be solved one way or another and he
would do it.
The Neue Freie Presse was, as has been mentioned, the equivalent of
the New York Times and as such known the world over. Herzl, therefore,
used his credentials as a member of that newspaper to gain access to Jewish
financiers, namely Baron Hirsch and the Rothschilds. Since no money was
forthcoming for his plans from these sources, he approached subsequently
the ruling circles of the major European powers. In Germany it included
the Kaiser with whom he was actually favorably impressed, in Turkey the
Sultan, and in Russia the Interior Minister, Plehwe. In England he had to
make do initially with Colonial Secretary Joseph Chamberlain, father of
the ill fated Neville who so seriously misjudged Hitler. The plan he proposed was simple: The Jews are a race (Rasse) in urgent need of improvement that can only be accomplished when they are given a piece of land
upon which they can create a state of their own. To the question which
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Napoleon had asked of the Jews a hundred years earlier namely, “Are you a
nation or a religion?” they had then declared, “We are a religion and loyal
Frenchmen” knowing fully well that he would not condone a nation within
a nation. Now Herzl’s answer was, “We are both.” Benedickt and Bacher,
his editors, were again appalled because they felt no good could possibly
come out of these ideas and forbade him to write any Zionist articles in
their paper. Herzl remained a member of the staff but also founded his own
journal, Die Welt, to give wider circulation to his ideas.
Not only were the assimilated Jews of Vienna against his plan, so was
the Chief Rabbi Güdemann whom Herzl had tried to enlist. Although
Güdemann was initially sympathetic, he later turned against the idea and
published Nationaljudentum, a pamphlet designed to “kill” Zionism. The
reason for doing so was the perennial dilemma of the Jewish people,
namely, how to lead a distinct Jewish life as a small minority in host countries all over the world without arousing too much antipathy in the indigenous population. For Güdemann, who represented the majority view
within the Jewish community, the solution aspired to was a world free of
nationalism. The Jewish mission, ordained by God, was to bring universal
brotherhood. Only in a world that knows no borders would they really be
safe. This is also the reason why Jews supported the international political
ideologies of socialism and communism. For Herzl this was a copout as he
wrote in his diary on March 18,1897: “He [Güdemann] spoke also of the
‘mission of the Jewish people’ which consists of living dispersed
throughout the world. Of this ‘mission’ speak all those who are prosperous
in their current domiciles but – only those.”
International brotherhood was Güdemann’s official reason. Privately
he had expressed his feelings to Herzl in these words:
“In the Talmud it is written: ‘Vengeance is great’; since the word ‘vengeance’ appears between two names of God, ‘A God of Vengeance is God.’
You do not seem to be aware of this at all. I am to go away from here and
clear the way for our enemies, who constantly abuse and curse the name of
Jew and all those who bear it, in order to grow vegetables in Palestine. No,
ten thousand horses could not drag me away from here, until I have the
satisfaction of seeing the downfall of our enemies.”

Those were his real feelings as reported in the chapter “The Chief Rabbi
and the Visionary” of Fraenkel’s book.
The pamphlet Nationaljudenthum is no longer in print. It does reside in
the Austrian National Library and in view of its importance for the current
Middle East situation it may be of interest to read what the Chief Rabbi had
to say in 1897.
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“The word Nationaljudenthum and the movement which is associated
with it suffer from an inherent inner contradiction. Judaism, on account of
its historic mission does not have the task to support let alone worship the
addiction to or hankering after nationalism, but much rather to work
towards the removal of the individualism of all nations and the unification
of all human beings in one family. If Judaism would awaken in all its
members the desire to become once again a nation it would commit suicide.
In the best of cases it would give up the future for a rather questionable
present...In case of a national restoration Judaism would sit even more
between the chairs of other nations on the floor. It would have to worry a
great deal more over the regained sovereignty than over the previously lost
one. The means with which even mighty nations maintain themselves is
evident from the military budgets which exhaust the treasury. Judaism with
cannons and bayonets would reverse the role of David with that of Goliath
and would be a travesty. It would deny the spirit of our religion if we
insisted and succeeded in a national restoration – even if Palestine were to
be handed over and guaranteed by the major powers – we would agree with
the opinion of those who regard our two thousand year long diaspora as
evidence of our condemnation. That it is not, in spite of all the suffering, is
shown by the divine assurance: ‘Nevertheless, while they are in the country
of their enemies, I shall not despise and reject them, grind them down,
dissolve my covenant with them, for I the Eternal am their God’ (IIIM.26
44)...One can only wish and hope that Jewish colonies, wherever they
already exist or are formed in the future, be it in the Holy Land or somewhere else will prosper. But it is utterly wrong [verkehrt] and in conflict
with the spirit of Judaism and its history when this colonization effort
which is worthy of the highest praise is amalgamated with nationalistic
aspirations and regarded as the fulfillment of prophetic assurances. No this
it is not, never. The course of Judaism, which regards itself as the seal
bearer of prophetic promises for all of mankind, can not end up in the
re-creation of a nation. This would be the realization of Horace’s mocking
phrase: ‘Desinit in piscem mulier formosa superne’ [The beautiful woman
above, ends in a fish]...Let us not put the cuckoo’s egg of nationalism in our
nest, no good will come from what is hatched. What did Grillparzer
[Austrian 19th century poet] say? ‘From humanism through nationalism to
beastialism.’ This sequence the Jews can amply confirm by their experiences during the last decades and they are warned not to participate themselves.” The Rabbi ended his pamphlet with the words from Zechariah 14:9
“And the LORD shall be King over all the earth: in that day there shall be
one LORD, and his name is one.”

Güdemann clearly foresaw the difficulties Judaism would encounter
when it became a nation state and the treatise can be regarded as an Apologia for the Diaspora which is to be the savior of humanity. Quite obviously the brochure infuriated Herzl who vowed revenge. He confided to
his diary on April 17, 1897:
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“Dr. Güdemann has published a malicious counter pamphlet entitled
‘Nationaljudenthum.’ Apparently on the request of the local Upper Jews
[English in the original]. He stays with vague, cowardly generalities
[Unbestimmtheiten], but with the obvious intention to provide ammunition
for braver warriors. I shall reply to him. And crushingly so, as prescribed
by Machiavelli.

The colonies Güdemann had referred to were those of Baron Hirsch in
Argentina and Brazil which were not going all that well. Rothschild was
supporting settlements in Palestine but on a gradual rather than massive
basis. Herzl with a flair for the dramatic, he was a playwright after all,
needed immediate, drastic action. Since no money was forthcoming from
the Jewish bankers, he organized in 1897 a “World Congress of Zionists”
that was to be held in Munich. The Jews of Munich wanted no part of it and
sent a formal protest. The venue was therefore changed to Basel. As mentioned, there was obviously no unanimity in Jewish circles about Herzl’s
ideas. Even long standing Zionists were not intrigued with this newcomer,
and the Jewish Chronicle in London reported that the Zionist organization
would not send delegates to the proposed Congress. Nevertheless, the Congress was a success and as Herzl wrote in his diary on Sept 3, after his
return to Vienna, “In Basel I have founded the Jewish State.” It would take
another fifty years and a Holocaust for this to become reality but in a way it
was true. Herzl is now officially regarded as the father of the State of Israel.
The major achievement of the Congress was that Jews from all over the
world had met and defined (in the Basel program) the goal of Zionism,
namely, “the creation of a home for the Jewish people in Palestine, secured
by public law.” The word “home,” “Heimstätte” in the original document,
was important because it avoided the more inflammatory term “State.”
The project could not be put into immediate effect because Herzl didn’t
have the money to provide a massive loan to the Sultan, who in turn was
then supposed to agree to open Palestine to large-scale Jewish immigration. But lack of money was only one problem. The Sultan also did not
want to annoy his Muslim subjects by foisting on them numerous European Jews. Although there were from then on annual Zionist Congresses,
nothing much happened until the climate changed in official British
circles.
As a result of pogroms in Russia, to some extent caused by the assassination of Czar Alexander II in 1881, there had been a relatively large influx
of Jews from that area into Britain. Ninety-five thousand had arrived
between 1882 and 1902. Of these, 54,000 settled in London mainly Whitechapel, the hunting grounds of Jack the Ripper. Now England found herself confronted with antisemitic sentiments in the working class who felt
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exploited by the industriousness and greed of the newcomers. A Royal
Commission was appointed to look into the situation and Herzl was
allowed to testify. He told the members that the problem of immigration
would only get worse unless the Jews had a place which they could call
their own and were allowed to settle there. A plan was therefore adopted by
the Commission to investigate the possibility of colonizing some British
possession close to Palestine either in Cyprus or the El-Arish area of the
Sinai.
Chamberlain, the colonial secretary, was sympathetic to Herzl’s views,
but killed the Cyprus idea because the Greeks and Muslims living there
would not have been happy about an influx of Jews. For the Sinai he could
not speak since Egypt was not formally a colony and such matters
belonged to the domain of the Foreign Office. They studied it and turned it
down, ostensibly over lack of water, but more probably to avoid Arab
resentment. A break in this stalemate came in 1903 when Chamberlain,
who had just returned from a trip to Egypt, told Herzl that he had a land for
him “and that’s Uganda.” This was obviously pretty far from Palestine, but
it didn’t just come out of the blue. Another Viennese with a similar name
i.e. Hertzka had published in the 1890’s a utopian novel “Freiland” which
envisioned an ideal communitarian colony at the foot of Mt. Kenya. It went
even further. A group of Hertzka’s followers had petitioned the British to
be allowed to form this colony and were granted permission. It was established in Lamu at the foot of Mt. Kenya but soon collapsed due to internal
squabbles. The British were now offering to look with favor on another
attempt regardless of the previous failure.
When Herzl read the Foreign Office letter to the 6th Zionist Congress,
the members were initially enthusiastic but he soon ran into resistance
because Kenya, or Uganda as it was then referred to, was nowhere near
Jerusalem and that’s where we belong! The proposal was turned down and
it literally broke Herzl’s heart because he no longer had credibility within
his own organization. He died the following year in 1904.

The Original and Final Balfour Declaration
From then on the Zionist cause languished until WWI produced the
famed Balfour Declaration of 1917. The antecedents and infighting that
accompanied the birth of this document were carefully researched by
Sanders and presented under the title The High Walls Of Jerusalem. The
war was not going all that well for the British at that time and having Jews
as allies, especially the rich and influential ones in America, was
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appealing. There were also military considerations. Taking Palestine away
from the Turks would secure the northern approach to the Suez canal and in
addition, facilitate overland routes to India. General Allenby as well as
Lawrence were already poised to give the Sultan’s troops, which were
commanded by German staff officers, serious problems. In addition, Lord
Balfour the Foreign Secretary, as well as Lloyd George the Prime Minister,
were devout Protestants and therefore very much in favor of redressing a
2000 year old injustice by helping the Jews to return to the Promised Land.
As believers in Biblical prophecy they were also convinced that this would
usher in the second coming of Christ.
Balfour had been a longstanding friend of Chaim Weizmann, who was
then in charge of the English Zionist Federation, as well as Lord
Rothschild who had also become a declared Zionist. Thus, the time was
ripe to energize the quest for a Jewish homeland and Balfour asked for a
draft proposal he could submit to the War Cabinet. Eventually a document
emerged, drawn up by members of the Zionist organization, which was
forwarded as a letter by Rothschild to Balfour and made public as a reply to
Rothschild. It read: “...His Majesty’s Government accept the principle that
Palestine should be reconstituted as the national Home for the Jewish
people” and that “…His Majesty’s Government will use their best efforts
to secure the achievement of this object and will be ready to consider any
suggestions on the subject which the Zionist Organization may desire to
lay before them.” Success at last, or so it seemed.
The difficulty arose not with the War Cabinet, but another member of
the government and its only Jew. Edwin Montagu, the recently appointed
Secretary of State for India, had profound misgivings. He produced a
lengthy memorandum for the government in which he stated:
“Zionism has always seemed to me to be a mischievous political creed
untenable by any patriotic citizen of the United Kingdom. If a Jewish
Englishman sets his eyes on the Mount of Olives and longs for the day
when he will shake British soil from his shoes and go back to agricultural
pursuits in Palestine, he has always seemed to me to have acknowledged
aims inconsistent with British citizenship and to have admitted that he is
unfit for a share in public life in Great Britain, or to be treated as an
Englishman....... I assume that it means that Mohammedans and Christians
are to make way for the Jews, and that the Jews should be put in all positions of preference and should be peculiarly associated with Palestine in the
same way that England is with the English or France with the French, that
Turks and other Mohammedans in Palestine will be regarded as foreigners,
just in the same way as Jews will hereafter be treated in every country but
Palestine. Perhaps also citizenship must be granted only as a result of a
religious test.”
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He recommended that Rothschild be told “that the Government will be
prepared to do everything in their power to obtain for Jews in Palestine
complete liberty of settlement and life on an equality with the inhabitants
of that country who profess other religious beliefs. I would ask that the
Government should go no further.” This had also been the stance of revolutionary France: Everything for the individual Jew, but nothing for the
nation.
One may wonder at this point why Montagu had been so incensed over
this proposal by his co-religionists. He was the son of Samuel Montagu,
with whom Herzl had dealings during the years of 1895-98. Sir Samuel
was at that time not only a Member of Parliament but also a person of great
wealth and influential in British financial circles. Herzl was convinced he
would be able to harness him for the cause and after their first meeting over
dinner in Sir Samuel’s house, Herzl wrote in his diary, “A wonderful old
chap (prächtiger alter Bursche), the best Jew I have yet seen.” His opinion
changed, however, when Sir Samuel was not forthcoming with the money
intended to buy off the Sultan and by 1898 Herzl referred to him, as well as
the other Jewish financiers who had left him in the lurch, as Lumpen,
scoundrels. Thus there was no love in the Montagu family for Zionism and
Sir Edwin’s interest in Judaism as a religion was also quite limited. He had
married a young gentile woman who had to convert to Judaism in order that
the family fortune could be retained by Sir Edwin, but it was merely a
matter of expediency or “label” as they put it. The overriding consideration
for Sir Edwin was his political ambition and his standing in the government. In addition, he was obviously worried about how he could represent
the crown in India if his first loyalty were to be perceived as owed to Zion
rather than the King.
Well, it wasn’t quite a return to the proverbial square one for Zionism
but a definite setback. Eventually a compromise was arrived at and I present it here in full as it was published on November 2, 1917 because only the
first part tends to be commonly quoted.
“His Majesty’s Government view with favor the establishment in
Palestine of a national home for the Jewish people, and will use their best
endeavours to facilitate the achievement of this object, it being clearly
understood that nothing shall be done which may prejudice the civil and
religious rights of existing non-Jewish communities in Palestine, or the
rights and political status enjoyed by Jews in any other country.”

Instead of the second comma, Zionists saw a period, ignored the rest
and built on that. In addition some Zionists never seemed to fully accept
the difference between the first draft that said “Palestine should be reconstituted...” as opposed to the final version “..the establishment of a
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homeland in [emphasis added] Palestine.” The latter, which is the only
official British declaration, left the size and nature of the “homeland” completely open.
The end of the war brought the British Mandate over Palestine and the
troops stationed there soon doubted the wisdom of the enterprise. Just as
the Romans before them the British were now regarded as an occupying
force that could neither please the native Palestinians nor the Jews. The
former accused them of not doing enough to protect their rights under the
second part of the Declaration and the Jews of not doing enough for the
first. It is another irony of history that Montagu, who had successfully torpedoed the first draft of the declaration, which was quite unambiguous, had
joined the government only one day prior to the initial Rothschild letter to
Balfour. Had he not been there it might well have been smooth sailing for
the Zionists. On such slender threads the fate of nations hangs.

The Madagascar Plan
When one keeps the foregoing in mind, Madagascar obviously had a
distinguished history for potential Jewish colonization: Argentina-Brazil,
Kenya-Uganda, so why not Madagascar? The island has a reasonably
healthy climate, nice beaches, and is sufficiently out of the way so as not to
interfere with the spheres of interests of the major powers. Appropriately
enough, the idea had been voiced by the French in December 1938, nine
months before the war. Georges Bonnet, the French Foreign Minister, had
told Ribbentrop, his German counterpart, that France intended to get rid of
10,000 Jews by sending them off to Madagascar. Capital idea, the Germans
thought and on July 3, 1940 a memorandum was prepared by the Foreign
Ministry which read in part, “The imminent victory gives Germany the
possibility, and in my opinion also the duty, of solving the Jewish question
in Europe. The desirable solution is: All Jews out of Europe.” Hitler was
delighted with the idea and had already told Mussolini a few days earlier:
“that one could establish a Jewish state in Madagascar.”
Eichmann was the man who would work out the details. The French
would resettle their 25,000 citizens at their own cost and Germany would
be given a mandate over Madagascar that would have several advantages.
Since Germany would only be the mandatory power, the Jews would not
have German citizenship or citizenship of any of the other countries they
came from. They would be citizens of the mandate of Madagascar. The
Jews would remain under the watchful eyes of the mandatory power and as
such serve as hostages. This would prevent any hostile acts by their
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American relatives against Germany. The Jews would have selfgovernment in regard to culture, economics, administration and justice but,
of course, no foreign policy. The additional advantage would be that Diego
Suarez as well as other bays could be established as Naval bases and thus
give Germany direct access to the Indian Ocean. The British might not
have fussed too much over the resettlement plans. They did ship, after all,
prospective illegal, would-be Jewish immigrants to Mauritius instead of
keeping them in Palestine but the prospect of having the German navy at
the doorsteps of South Africa as well as India would surely have sent
shivers down their spines. From the strictly German point of view, the
Madagascar plan would have been an admirable solution but it had a fatal
flaw. It required not only money, but also the cooperation of the British
navy. The world banks that were approached by Schacht, the former
Finance Minister, refused to come up with the funds and the British were
not inclined to convoy the transports. Emigration on a massive scale was
now out of the question and the fate of Europe’s Jews sealed.

The Final Solution
The successful Russian summer offensive in ‘41 had not only brought
vast tracts of land, millions of Russian prisoners, but also millions of Polish
and Russian Jews. Madagascar was no longer feasible so there had to be a
“Final Solution.” Göring who was responsible for the Four Years plan
would be in charge of the economic aspects while Himmler would take
care of the technical details. It was quite simple. Whoever was capable of
working would perform whatever work was needed, whoever was not i.e.
the sick, elderly, women and children were to be “liquidated.” Why did the
children have to go? Well, it was “logical.” You can’t leave orphans
around who would become avengers of their parents and grandparents.
Himmler apologized to his SS at a secret meeting:
“I know what I am asking of you would be regarded as inhuman even
barbaric and your heroic efforts on behalf of the fatherland will never
become part of official history. But duty demands it and in the long run the
world will be a better place to live in, for what you have accomplished.”

By that time the Jews had been sufficiently dehumanized that they were
regarded as “vermin” and it was only a technical problem how to get rid of
this “plague.”
There was a precedent for the killings. At the start of the war the
“Eugenics” efforts had kicked in. People with hereditary illnesses and
incurable mental illness were to be eliminated. A war was going on after all
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and one needed hospital beds. Why should one feed someone, when
resources are scarce and the person doesn’t contribute anything to final
victory. Initially, lethal injections were used, but that was hard on the personnel who had taken care of the patients for several years and had become
attached to them. A more impersonal method was required and found in the
use of trucks in which the exhaust was led into the sealed interior. Since
this was also somewhat cumbersome, gas chambers were tried and proved
satisfactory. But the best laid plans ran afoul of bureaucracy even in such
an efficient state as Nazi Germany. Relatives had to be informed that their
beloved John or Joan had passed on. The problem was that some of them
received separate notices with different causes of death and some even
received two urns with ashes. This obviously caused consternation and
people demanded explanations. The clergy became aware of what had
been going on, and on July 1, 1941 Galen, the Bishop of Münster, publicly
protested from the pulpit of St. Lamberti against the murder of “so called
unproductive human beings.” He referred to the Euthanasia program as
blatant murder and stated that he would demand prosecution of the responsible agent according to criminal law.
In order to avoid a public outcry from the home front, which would be
detrimental to the war effort, Hitler stopped the operation for the time
being. Obviously he was furious about this interference in his plans and
vowed in one of his late evening monologues to his exhausted staff, that
when the war was over he would “teach the churches that their kingdom is
not of this world.” Nevertheless, valuable experience had been gained and
the trucks had been used to some extent in Poland for the killing of Jewish
residents even before the Russian campaign. As long as one was dealing
with hundreds or even thousands, it was theoretically feasible. When one
has millions on one’s hands, however, more efficient methods were clearly
required.
In the summer of 1941, Höss, the camp commandant of Auschwitz was
ordered to report to Himmler in Berlin and was told that
“The Führer has ordered the final solution of the Jewish problem and
the SS had to execute this order. The existing Concentration camps were in
no position to deal with the large numbers which the intended actions
would produce therefore Auschwitz was selected because of its ideal
geographic location. Jews are the eternal enemies of the German people
and have to be exterminated. All the Jews we can lay our hands on are to be
annihilated during the war without exception. If we do not succeed in
destroying the biologic basis of Jewry, the Jews will some day destroy the
German people.”
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The details of what was to be done, he would learn from Eichmann in
the near future. Höss had to keep the matter in absolute secrecy and was not
even to inform his superiors about it.
Eichmann came a few days later to Auschwitz and told him that Europe
was to be swept from West to East, with the Jews to be transported to
Poland and eradicated. Gassing was the only possibility to eliminate the
expected masses because shooting would create too much of a burden for
the SS men ordered to do it, especially when it came to women and children. The two of them subsequently inspected the camp for a suitable place
where the gas chambers could be built and Eichmann would inquire about
the most efficient type of gas for the job. Exhausts from diesel engines had
led to problems. It took too long and was unreliable. Cyclon B, which was
readily available in small canisters for combating vermin, proved to be
subsequently the method of choice for Auschwitz. How to deal with the
vast numbers of bodies that would accrue was left unresolved for the time
being.
Construction was begun in the fall and the first transports from Austria
and Germany started to arrive in October. The well-known Wannsee Conference in January of 1942 had actually been postponed from December 9,
for technical reasons. It was not a debate over the propriety of the Final
Solution. The order had already gone out and was in the process of implementation. The purpose of that luncheon meeting was merely to inform the
highest echelons of the party and the various Reichsminister how the goal
was to be achieved. It was not a question of if or when, it was simply logistics that was to be discussed. A detail that had not been settled at the conference was: what to do with the Mischlinge? Were they to be included or left
alone for the time being? The entire conference was top secret and one
found out about it only after the war. The transports could, of course, not be
hidden but the official explanation was “resettlement.”
On October 6, of 1939, when Hitler offered peace to France and England he had already proclaimed as the foremost task to be accomplished in
Poland, “A new order of ethnographic conditions, that is a resettlement of
nationalities, so that at the end of this development there are better demarcations than exist today.” Since during the 1800’s and early 1900’s the
Jews had by and large come from Poland and Russia to Germany and Austria they would now be shipped back.
Inasmuch as no written order by Hitler for the Holocaust has ever surfaced, some historians are inclined to believe that it was just the work of
underlings. This is highly unlikely. A project of this magnitude could not
possibly have been kept from him. In those days the Führer did not have to
write orders. “It is my wish” transmitted orally was more than sufficient.
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It is also noteworthy that even prior to the war, namely on January 30,
1939 Hitler had already declared before the Reichstag:
“If the international financiers in and outside Europe should succeed in
plunging the nations once more into a world war, then the result will not be
the Bolshevization of the earth and thus the victory of Jewry, but the annihilation of the Jewish race in Europe.”

The warning in regard to the fate of European Jewry had fallen on deaf
ears. He therefore repeated his “prophecy” on January 30, 1941:
“If in fact the rest of the world is thrown by Jewry into a general war, it
will have finished its role in Europe...They might even today laugh about it,
just as they laughed at my prophecies dealing with internal matters. The
coming months and years will prove that I have correctly prophesied in this
instant also.”

It wasn’t much of a prophecy. It was a promise he had made to himself
and he surely kept it. Furthermore, he practically admitted to what was
going on, in his speech to the Reichstag on Jan. 30, 1942. Referring to his
previously mentioned “prophecy” he said
“…that this war will not end the way the Jews imagine, namely that the
European and Aryan nations will be exterminated, but the result of this war
will be the annihilation of Jewry. For the first time others will not bleed to
death alone, but now, for the first time will the typical Old Jewish law be
applied: Eye for an Eye, Tooth for a Tooth.”

The details as to the implementation of the Holocaust and the unwitting
assistance the Jewish communities provided can be found in Hilberg’s
monumental work The Destruction of the European Jews. Without the aid
of the Judenräte who supplied the lists of names and addresses and the
Judenpolizei who subsequently brought the unfortunates to their collection
points, the Final Solution would never have worked as efficiently as it did.
The lack of decisive help by the outside world once the killings became
known is documented among other sources in Teveth’s Ben-Gurion and
the Holocaust. No government, including Great Britain and the United
States wanted to admit large numbers of Jews and the Jewish citizens of
those nations were afraid of raising their voices too loud lest they would
create antisemitic eruptions. It was not only the Catholic Church which
failed the European Jews in their hour of need; so did the rest of the world.
The pure and simple reason was fear. Thus Hitler and Himmler were
allowed to do the dirty work and the democracies contented themselves
with war crime trials after the fact when it was safe to do so.
Was Hitler the primary architect of the Holocaust? Of course! In his testament of April 29, 1945 he wrote:
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“I have also never left any doubt whatsoever, that if the peoples of
Europe are once more merely regarded as packages of stock-market certificates [Aktienpakete] by these international money and finance conspirators, then that nation, which is the real culprit of this murderous struggle
will be also held responsible: Jewry! Furthermore I have left no one in
doubt, that this time not only millions of adult men would suffer death and
not only hundreds of thousands woman and children would be allowed to
be burned in cities and bombed to death, without the real culprit having to
atone for his guilt albeit with more humane means.”

With the “more humane means “ he referred to Zyklon, which is
efficient and fast acting.

Jehova’s Witnesses
During this terribly shameful phase of human history, there was only
one group of people who defied the almighty government as individuals as
well as a congregation. They tend to be the forgotten victims of the Holocaust. These people could readily have escaped incarceration and the frequently resultant death by simply signing a piece of paper. They were not
regarded as racially inferior but they were enemies of the State on account
of the belief that their allegiance belonged to God and not a secular society
which ordered them to kill. Even the Hitler salute was not rendered because
a human being must not be addressed with the word Heil. It is another irony
of history that this group of people, ridiculed and despised by nearly everyone, turned out to have been the only true Christians.
The Documentation Archive of the Austrian Resistance and the Institute for Science and Art held a congress in January, 1998 where these victims of Nazi brutality were remembered. The Jehova’s (European spelling
will be used throughout) Witnesses organization had originated in
America and was initially called in the German language Internationale
Bibelforscher Vereinigung. Their belief system included the notions that
all secular powers as well as all churches have been corrupted by Satan,
therefore must be defied and that Christ’s return is imminent.
Since the Bibelforscher vigorously attacked the established churches
during the nineteen twenties, there were significant hard feelings on both
sides. For Hitler, they were a special thorn in his side because not only did
the name contain the word “international,” which by itself was anathema,
but they also refused to participate in elections, to serve in the military and
even to join the Deutsche Arbeitsfront which was obligatory for anybody
who wanted to hold a job.
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Before the war, they constituted 5-10% of inmates in Concentration
camps and from 1938 on they were distinguished from the rest of the
inmates by a lilac colored triangle. During the war they were, apart from
Jews, the most persecuted group of any religious denomination. Some
vignettes of survivors may be appropriate here. Franz Wohlfahrt wrote:
“In March of 1940 I was drafted into the Labor Service. I recognized
very soon that even this organization had military goals and therefore
refused the wear the uniform. A few days later Dr. Almendinger, a highly
placed representative of the RAD arrived in the camp. He explained to me
that the laws have become increasingly severe and ‘you have no idea, of
what is going to happen to you’ he said. ‘O yes, I am fully aware,’ I replied
‘only a few weeks ago my father was decapitated [instead of hanging the
Nazis used the guillotine which was renamed Fallbeil] for the same
reason.’ He was nonplused and didn’t say anything any more.”

At age 20 Wohlfahrt was still regarded a minor and sentenced to hard
labor for five years. Most of those were spent in the KZ at Rollwald under
barbaric conditions and only in ‘43 when a new camp commandant,
Stumpf, arrived did the situation begin to improve somewhat. The commandant’s wife took pity on Wohlfahrt and started to give him proper
rations while he was employed painting the commandant’s villa. Inmates
were then drafted for the most dangerous front line duties but when Wohlfahrt explained to Stumpf that he would rather be executed than serve in the
war and thereby incur blood guilt he was exempted, at great risk to Stumpf
himself. The camp was finally liberated by Americans in March of ‘45 and
Wohlfahrt became aware that there had been other Witnesses the camp
commandant had saved from execution. When Stumpf was captured by the
Americans, the former prisoners testified in his favor and he was soon
released again. When Wohlfahrt returned home, he found out that of the 24
Jehova’s Witnesses in his area, 15 had lost their lives.
Hermine Schmidt was 17 years old when she and her parents were
arrested and kept in separate cells of a medieval fortress:
“The situation defies description but even worse were the nocturnal
cross-examinations which lasted for hours while being blinded by glaring
lights. Once the leader of the youth services came to my cell in the firm
conviction that she would be able to make me recant. She left with tears in
her eyes and was afterwards very kind to me....After half a year of pre-trial
detention my mother was sentenced to hard labor, my father to prison and I
was sent to the extermination camp at Stutthof. During a long and difficult
year I have seen and experienced unimaginable suffering. All the horror
which one thinks in the beginning can not be endured. And I was just a
young girl with normal wishes and desires in addition to not being very
well and of a sensitive constitution. But even in this camp there were a
handful of lilac triangles. We had love among ourselves and hope in our
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hearts. Each one helped the other and everything was shared. This was a
chance for survival which others did not have.”

After liberation in May of ‘45 she was reunited with her family. Before
her arrest her family physician had warned her that she wouldn’t even last a
week but as she said, “My strength was spiritual and my faith in my God
Jehova was my strength.”
From others who were in fact executed we have, of course, only indirect
words. Anton Uran was 23 years old when he was sentenced to death. He
wrote to his family in Carinthia, “I have put my signature to the verdict.
Please don’t cry since it is God’s will that everything has to happen this
way.”
Another eyewitness, Hermine Pietzka, reported:
In Berlin I had for the second time contact with them [Jehova’s
Witnesses]. I shall never forget this heart rending [erschuetternde] event. I
was brought from Graz to Berlin because I was to testify in regard to my
future husband Friedrich Pietzka. For the inquest we were taken below to a
cellar like room where we had to sit in small cabins separated by a wooden
wall and wait. We could even talk to each other cautiously. It was not
before long when a group of young men came through a door, obviously
from an inquest, who recounted laughingly that they had just been
sentenced to death. We were petrified. We couldn’t find words how one
could accept a death sentence so happily. They were given some food
which they ate with great relish amidst joyous conversation as if they had
just been reprieved. We could not have eaten one bite. We were shaken to
the depths of our souls! Was it their profound belief in their resurrection
after death? At all events these were exceedingly brave people, who gave
their lives for their peaceful beliefs! And that is the reason why they were
so mercilessly murdered!

Even the SS marveled at the devotion and fanaticism of these young
people. Hoess gave several examples of how they calmly and even enthusiastically accepted their death sentence which, at times, was carried out in
full view of the other inmates of the concentration camp. He wrote also:
On many occasions Himmler as well as Eicke [erstwhile commandant
of Dachau and later on inspector of concentration camps] pointed to this
fanatic devotion to their belief as an example. The SS man was to have the
same unshakeable faith towards National-Socialism and Adolf Hitler as the
witnesses towards Jehova. Only when all SS men have become such
faithful fanatics would the state of Adolf Hitler be permanently secure.”

A small despised sect taught us to what heights human beings can rise
when possessed by an indomitable faith not in the goodness of man, but
that of God. After the war there were never any recriminations or demands
for restitution of property, only joy and gratitude. If all of us had acted like
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these brave people there would not have been a Holocaust. Let us keep
their memory alive because it may give us more strength if a situation were
to arise again where we have to stand up for our beliefs even if it may cost
us our lives.
The real lesson of the Holocaust has as yet not been fully appreciated by
some. It was not just Nazis or the SS who can readily be blamed, but it was
omnipotent “Man” heading towards the “Uebermensch”, divorced from
the feeling of responsibility to a higher power, answerable only to his
immediate superior and the one on top answerable to no one. When things
go wrong there is always the option of sending a bullet through one’s brain
since a higher court doesn’t exist anyway. Homo hominis lupus, man is the
wolf of man said the Romans and the twentieth century has surely proved
them right again. Secular humanism is the current catchphrase which is
supposed to set everything right but as long as mankind keeps looking for
secular Messiahs, who will usher in the golden age, totalitarianism and its
consequences may well be inevitable.
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4
Viennese Anti-Jewish
Sentiments Today

Immediately after the war when Jews returned from exile or Concentration camps, there were no anti-Jewish feelings. Jews simply took up the
jobs they had been forced to leave. They were met with sympathy and participated in the rebuilding of the country. Jewish jokes were told again and
nobody took offense. Anti-Jewish sentiments arose when claims for restitution of property came to the fore and which continue to this day. In contrast to the first war, where graft and corruption had allowed fortunes to be
made, very few people had profited from the second one. To the contrary,
most everybody had lost through excessive taxation, bombs, plunder and
repeated currency devaluations. When Jewish organizations started
making financial claims, the word on the street was, “See, they are up to
their old tricks again. Money is all they care about!”

The Waldheim Affair
The so-called Waldheim affair in the 1980’s fanned the glowing
embers. During the campaign for the presidency of Austria it was discovered that Kurt Waldheim, the former General Secretary of the U.N., had
not owned up to his past as far as the Hitler years were concerned. As mentioned before, it had come to light that he had been in the Reiter SA and that
he had served in the Balkans where a ferocious campaign against Tito’s
partisans was being fought. He had omitted these morsels of information
from his books, which dealt mainly with his service at the United Nations.
Soon after the war, Yugoslav authorities placed his name on a list of war
criminals, based on what is now regarded as having been perjured testimony. Not only were no charges ever brought against him but he was also
repeatedly an honored guest of Tito who had presented him with a medal
for his services to the cause of the U.N. The omission of his wartime record
was initially exploited by the Socialists who wanted their candidate to win
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rather than Waldheim. Up to that point it was strictly an Austrian affair, but
within a matter of days the World Jewish Congress (WJC), headquartered
in New York, became involved and a steady drip of allegations appeared in
the New York Times which branded Waldheim as a liar and war criminal.
As far as the Viennese were concerned, if the Sozis wanted to make hay of
the affair, that was their business. When New York Jews entered the fray
this was, in the Austrian mind, the Weltjudentum all over again and
anti-Jewish sentiments found public expression. Some Viennese Jews,
including Wiesenthal, were not at all pleased with the methods of the WJC
because they lived on ground zero and had to bear the consequences.
Wiesenthal’s sentiments toward the affair are presented in his book Justice
not Vengeance.
Rosenzweig and Cohen described in Waldheim how Israel Singer,
Executive Secretary of the WJC, had led the crusade against the former UN
Secretary General:
“Impulsive and strong-willed, a compleat [sic] New Yorker, Israel
Singer seized on the Waldheim affair and turned it almost into a duel
between himself and Kurt Waldheim. He chose a tactic which had once
succeeded in causing the downfall of a world leader, Richard Nixon, who
was put on the spot by two Washington Post journalists over the Watergate
affair. The method consists of putting pressure on the international media
to keep public opinion aware by concentrating on the issue and feeding the
media new information daily.”

Apart from the principle involved, Singer had also a very personal
motive. His Viennese father was one of the people who had been forced to
scrub the streets in March of 1938.
When it came to election, the Austrians rallied around the flag, regardless of how tainted the bearer might have been. The intrusion from New
York, which was resented, was one factor. The other was that the candidate
put forth by the Socialists, although decent and well-meaning, was basically unknown. Waldheim won the election but the WJC won in public
opinion. Not only did Waldheim become persona non grata in the major
chancellories around the world, but he was also put on the watchlist of
undesirable aliens. This was an unheard of step against the representative
of a friendly nation and since it was apparent that Jewish influence had
been brought to bear on the U.S. government, the specter of “International
Jewish Power” was reawakened in the Austrian mind. Was this really just
an old canard as some writers would have it or is there more substance to it?
Prior to the election, Peter Sichrovsky from the Austrian weekly profil
had an interview in New York with representatives of the World Jewish
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Congress. These were Israel Singer, the Secretary-General and Elan Steinberg, the Executive Director on March 25 ‘86. Singer stated:
“The Austrian population should be clear that the next six years will be
no bed of roses for them if Waldheim is elected. If he does not ruthlessly
and completely lay bare his past before the election, this will come to haunt
him and every Austrian for the next six years. Bitburg was bad enough, but
it only lasted for one day. The action against Waldheim will last six years.”

Steinberg said:
“Do you think we will pull back after Waldheim’s election? It will naturally continue. We will continue to search. And specialists from the U.S.A.,
Germany, the Soviet Union and Austria will be joining us. Up to now it has
been an affair of Waldheim’s. But then it will be one of all of Austria. Then
the entire world will say that a former Nazi and liar is Austria’s representative. Everyone with an Austrian passport will be travelling [sic] with this
cloud of uncertainty. I can’t imagine that the Austrians want such a thing.”

The Austrians regarded these statements as a threat but went ahead to
elect Waldheim anyway. The WJC made good on its promise and ensured
that the Waldheim presidency would indeed not be a “bed of roses” for
Austrians. With assistance of the OSI of the Justice Department the WJC
managed to put Waldheim on the watchlist of undesirable aliens which in
effect turned the Austrian President into an international pariah. Needless
to say, Austrians were not particularly happy about this and blamed the
“New York Jews” for it, especially since the allegation of criminal wrongdoing against Waldheim could not be substantiated.
Robert Wistrich commented on “The Waldheim syndrome” in his book
Antisemitism :
“Austrian ‘antisemitism without Jews’ (they constitute 0.1 per cent of
the total population) seemed to be illustrating the truth of Henryk Broder’s
remarks about the Germans: that they will never forgive the Jews about
Auschwitz! For it was above all the repression of unavowed guilt feelings
about a past that had never been confronted which characterised the
Austrian response to the Waldheim affair.”

While it is quite possible that some Austrians had indeed unresolved
guilt, the vast majority had either not been born or were children during the
Hitler years and can not be expected to harbor guilt. Even of those who had
been adults at the time, only a small fraction would have condoned the
crimes which were committed by the Third Reich. More importantly, Wistrich and other authors who write on the phenomenon of “antisemitism
without Jews” fail to take into account that when anti-Jewish sentiments
are expressed in a country which has only few Jews that these do not result
from the behavior of the Jewish citizens of the respective country who
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simply go about their business like everybody else. They are due to resentment of Jewish individuals or organizations from abroad who interfere in
the internal affairs of a country they are not citizens of. Since Jewish
organizations, like the WJC for instance, claim to speak and act for all
Jewish people wherever they live, one can expect annoyance when the
interests of the “World Jewish Community” conflict with those of
non-Jewish citizens of sovereign nations. Finally, people simply don’t like
to be told by outsiders– regardless of ethnicity or religion - whom they
should vote for.
The placement of Waldheim on the watchlist opened now another
chapter in the affair, which is equally fascinating. What was the compelling evidence which resulted in this rather unprecedented step? There are
no publications to this effect in this country and I was therefore quite surprised when my brother, who had seen portions of this manuscript asked
me if I knew of John Mapother’s book, “Wie man auf die Watchlist
kommt,” how one gets on the watchlist. I had never heard of it but when he
told me that the author was a retired CIA officer I immediately assumed
that his book must be a German translation of an English version. To my
surprise I found out that it does not exist here in any form. I therefore asked
my brother to send me a German copy and after having read it, I contacted
Mr. Mapother in Potomac Maryland and asked him why he hadn’t published the material here. The answer was that in spite of strenuous efforts
over several years and contacting numerous publishers he had no success.
Even attempts to interest the New York Times and the Washington Post
came to naught. This is indeed curious because the public at large is presented with only one side of the story and the other side can only be printed
by an American in the German language! One asks oneself what has happened to the “public’s right to know” and “all the news that’s fit to print?”
Why did the WJC have no problem getting its material printed, not just
once but over a period of several months, while a retired CIA officer can
not make his voice heard? Should it really be surprising if some people
wonder about “Jewish Power?” The official stance tends to be that this is
an old antisemitic stereotype but, as Goldberg’s book, “Jewish Power,
Inside the American Jewish Establishment” shows, the situation is really
considerably more complex than that.
Mapother’s opinion was that, at the time of the watchlist decision, the
Reagan administration had been heavily involved in the Iran-Contra affair
and one year after President Reagan’s ill-fated Bitburg visit the administration was in no position to tangle again with Jewish wrath. Since Waldheim
and “the obscene trip to the SS cemetery” as Dershowitz called it in his
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book “Chutzpah,” have become inextricably linked it is necessary to recapitulate those events briefly.
In 1985 Chancellor Kohl of West Germany wanted to officially bury
the Nazi past by inviting President Reagan to lay a wreath at a military
cemetery on VE day, Sunday May 5, and thus formally document the
friendship between the two countries which had developed since the war. It
seemed like a good idea when it was proposed but like so many other good
intentions it ran aground on the rocks of passion. The cemetery of
Kolmeshoehe was chosen because the President’s plane could land at the
U.S. Air Force base nearby where the 36th Fighter Wing was located and
the short trip to the cemetery would not create security problems. Neither
Kohl’s nor Reagan’s advisors were aware that not only Wehrmacht soldiers were buried there. The composition of the graves actually consisted
of 1946 Wehrmacht soldiers from WWII, 23 soldiers from WWI, 56 civilians and 49 members of the WaffenSS, mainly teenagers between the ages
of 16-18. When the Jewish community heard about Waffen SS a red flag
went up and Reagan was besieged to cancel the trip. He was loath to do so
because Kohl had, against great internal opposition, allowed him to put
NATO missiles on German soil, thereby hastening the demise of the “evil
empire.” Reagan thought he could placate the brewing storm in the U.S. by
also going to the former Bergen-Belsen Concentration camp where the
Jewish dead would be recognized. Everybody forgives everybody else and
let’s get on with the task at hand, namely defeating communism. It was a
classic Christian thought which found no echo among a great number of
Jews. The fact that the Waffen SS graves consisted of only 2.3% of the total
was regarded as irrelevant.
There were several reasons why members of the Jewish community felt
as strongly as they did. First of all, even one Waffen SS man buried among
other dead eliminates that cemetery from a visit by the President of the U.S.
because the SS had been formally pronounced a criminal organization by
the Nuremberg Court. No difference was made between the regular SS,
Concentration camp guards and the Waffen SS, although the latter’s task
was mainly soldiering. In the later stages of the war one could even be
drafted into it. There is no denying, however, that some of their members
did commit war crimes during “reprisal actions” especially in partisan warfare, which tends to be exceptionally brutal everywhere in the world. Nevertheless, it was the principle of collective rather than individual guilt
which led to the Nuremberg label. The second and equally significant point
for Jewish spokesmen was that the additional visit to Bergen-Belsen
seemed to establish an equivalency between victims i.e. Concentration
camp inmates and perpetrators i.e. SS with both being honored on the same
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day. The third and final point was that Reagan had no moral authority to
forgive the SS, he wasn’t even in the war but busy with making movies. If
anyone is to forgive the SS it would have to be a Jew. Eli Wiesel, speaking
not only for himself but for the community at large, made his feelings quite
clear to Reagan in the White House by saying, “Mr. President, that place is
not your place.”
The depth of feeling the visit evoked is conclusively shown in the book
“Bitburg, In Moral and Political Perspective” which contains essays, editorials and speeches by Reagan, Kohl and Weizsaecker. Instead of the
hoped for healing, old wounds were torn wide open again. Who won in that
ill fated attempt at reconciliation? Nobody! Who lost? Everybody! Most of
all the city of Bitburg which deserved it the least. Her citizens had been
consistently anti-Nazi and in the last free election of November 1932 they
gave 54% of their votes to the Christian Zentrum party and 14% to the
Nazis. This was the lowest showing of any German city in that election.
The airbase was closed a few years ago and attempts by the city fathers to
develop friendly relationships with some potential sister city in the U.S.
have been rebuffed three times.
Thus, Bitburg doomed Waldheim. Domestic political considerations
had been paramount rather than documented criminal actions on the part of
the former General-Secretary. The World Jewish Congress was not as successful in its campaign against Austria with other foreign governments.
Edgar Bronfman, its president, visited on March 8, 1988 with the European
Union Commissar, Willy DeClerq in Brussels. Bronfman requested that as
long as Waldheim remains President of Austria the country ought to be
considered morally unworthy to become a member of the EU. Public
opinion in Austria including that of the Jewish part of the population was
outraged and DeClerq ignored the request. Heavy-handed interference of
this type into local European affairs was not welcome.
At the height of the Waldheim affair I happened to be skiing on a
weekend and my partner on the chair, whom I had never seen before or
since, asked me on account of my accent what I thought about it. There
wasn’t time to explain why the interference of the World Jewish Congress
in an Austrian presidential election was not particularly welcomed, so I
told him instead a little Viennese joke: A passerby stops at the door of the
Musikverein, where the Vienna Philharmonic was giving a concert that
night and says to the doorman: “I understand that Sir.... is coming tonight,
what is he going to conduct?” The doorman looks at him with grave superiority: “I haven’t got the faintest what he is going to conduct, but we play
the Ninth!” My neighbor on the lift smiled and said, “Keep on playing the
Ninth.”
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Vergangenheitsbewältigung
Although the acute negative feelings which the causa Waldheim
aroused have simmered down, they have not disappeared totally; but the
government makes every effort to encourage a pro-Jewish stance. The proverbial man on the street, however, is not necessarily all that happy about
what he regards as undue Jewish influence, especially when it comes from
outside the country. He is constantly told that there has to be Vergangenheitsbewältigung. This is a cumbersome neologism and amounts to either
coming to terms with the past, or more strongly, mastering the past. Wistrich’s opinion has already been mentioned and it is customary now to accuse
Austrians of suffering from “collective amnesia” about the war years. The
idea is, in good Freudian fashion, that the past has to be aired repeatedly or
else a recurrence of those crimes becomes likely. I am inclined to believe
that this does not reflect universal truth and is actually counterproductive.
For us the past, dreadful as it has been, is indeed the past and will not
poison future behavior, if time is allowed to let the wounds heal and form a
clean scar. When, however, even after more than five decades, efforts are
made to keep scratching the wounds and thereby prevent closure, a festering sore will result. When Austrian banks and major industrial companies are now being sued by New York lawyers for profits that might have
been made more than half a century ago, at a time when these banks and
industries had been integrated into the Reich, the common people are not
too happy. They know that the payments will, in the long run, come out of
their pockets and, as mentioned, the vast majority had not even been born
or were children during the war. It does smack of the sins of the fathers
being visited on the children who had nothing to do with it.
Austrians are now told that they had not been vigorous enough in punishing former Nazis in the postwar era. This accusation has to be seen in the
context of the times. In April of 1945, the threat of Nazism was over and
the country was faced with a major economic and political crisis. On the
economic front there were devastated cities, no food for the population and
no fuel for homes or industry. Politically the country was occupied rather
than liberated. Furthermore, there were two main threats. The borders of
Carinthia and Styria were challenged by Yugoslavia which demanded territorial gains and the Communists wanted to establish a “people’s democracy.” They might have succeeded in the Russian zone and the country
would have been split apart just like Germany. The danger was very real
even, in 1948. When the Berlin blockade was initiated by the Soviets, they
also blocked Allied convoys at the Enns checkpoint in Austria. A Vienna
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airlift was considered but the Russians gave in within two days and it never
became necessary.
Therefore, the top priorities for the Austrian government were a) to
remove the rubble from the streets and rebuild the cities b) to stabilize the
economy c) to secure the pre 1938 borders and d) to obtain the State Treaty
so that the occupation forces would leave. This required the help of all citizens and one could not afford to leave a disenfranchised relatively large
minority – about twenty-five to thirty percent if one includes family members of former Nazis – as permanently hostile outcasts in what was supposed to become a smoothly functioning democracy. The mistakes of the
thirties, where large sections of the population were driven underground,
would not be repeated. Not only were the minor Nazis no threat, most of
them had seen the errors of their previous ways and hardly any one pined
for a return of the past. The idea which forms so much of Vergangenheitsbewältigung namely, “once a Nazi always a Nazi” is, in fact, the same as
“once a Jew always a Jew.” It denies that people can learn from the mistakes of their youth and can repent if necessary. Furthermore, as mentioned
earlier, Austrians are, on the whole, not nachträgerisch. To carry a grudge
for ever and ever more is contrary to the national character.
Initially, up to the elections of 1949, former Nazi party members were
indeed regarded as pariahs; they could not vote, lost their jobs and had to
pay special taxes. Thereafter, the government felt people should be judged
by their postwar conduct rather than former party affiliation. The small
minority of former Nazis who had committed genuine war crimes needed
to be individually rather than collectively punished.
I have always felt that those lucky ones who have benefitted from what
is called die Gnade der späten Geburt, namely having had the good fortune
of having been born after Nazism was over, or who actually lived outside
the sphere of Nazidom, and who now criticize my contemporaries might
instead sink to their knees and say humbly, “There but for the grace of God
go I.” They now spout the current party line just as much as my generation
did its, and they have no idea how they would have conducted themselves
had they been in our shoes.
This conviction led to a little interchange that had occurred during the
Vietnam war. One of the professional societies I am a member of held its
annual Board Meetings, which were underwritten by a very generous
Jewish colleague, at one of the swank restaurants in midtown Manhattan.
During the meal, the topic of the My Lai massacre came up, which filled
the papers at that time. One of my seniors looked across the table and said
directly to me, “Now, Ernst you would never have done a thing like that,
would you?” He was also Jewish and obviously said it on account of my
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German accent and appearance. The polite answer would have been, “Of
course not!” But it wouldn’t have been true. So I said instead, while
looking him straight in the eye, “E... neither you nor I know what we would
have done in the jungles of Vietnam, under circumstances we are unable to
imagine, at a sumptuous dinner so generously provided by our friend
Milt.” The table fell silent for a moment, I was odd man out but it was the
truth.
There comes a time when there has to be closure and the example set by
Frankl should really be heeded if one wants to prevent future tragedies. He
had lost not only his young wife, but parents and sister in the camps, and
yet harbored no thoughts of hate, vengeance or compensation ever! March
of 1988 was the fiftieth anniversary of Austria’s annexation and it fell
during Waldheim’s presidency. Some of Frankl’s remarks on that occasion
are quoted in Waldheim’s book Die Antwort:
“Collective guilt does not exist. Believe me, I am not saying this only
today, but I have said it from the first day on when I was liberated from
Concentration camp. And I believe it is a crime and insanity to collectively
regard as guilty, the men and women of Austria who are today between 0
and 50 years old. Or let me formulate it psychiatrically: it would be a crime
if it were not a case of insanity and even more so a throwback into National
Socialist ideology of Sippenhaftung. This is said to those who believe it is
permissible to say that one has to feel guilty for whatever one has not done
oneself, or even omitted to do oneself, but which the parents and grandparents have on their conscience. And I believe that the victims of former
collective persecution should be and will be the first ones who will agree
with me on this point, unless they want to drive today’s youth into the arms
of the old Nazis or NeoNazis... There are actually only two human races
and that is the ‘race’ of decent people and the ‘race’ of those who are not
[anständig and unanständig], and the separation goes through all nations.
And within each nation through all political parties and other groups... The
decent people were always in the minority, and I believe will always
remain so. But the danger resides elsewhere. The danger is where a regime,
where a political system, throws the disreputable characters to the surface
and takes care that the negative selection of a nation is in charge. That is the
real danger. But there is not a single nation which is immune to it. In this
sense each nation is Holocaust-capable... In my opinion there are two styles
of politics or let me say two types of politicians. The ones are those who
believe that the end justifies all means, terrorism included. While other
politicians remain conscious of the fact that there exist means, which are
capable of desecrating even the holiest of goals. It is this type of politician,
I trust, will hear the voice of reason amidst all the clamor of these March
days and discern the demand of the day, or better this day of memory, and
that can only be: that all, who are of good will at long last shake each others
hands over and beyond all the graves and all the ditches.”
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Weigel had expressed his attitude to the Holocaust several years earlier
as:
“Monstrous, decisive for life, lifelong sorrow for all the victims; but
those who want to lay claim to it, have survived and they draw, I believe,
wrong consequences. In their stead I would be humble, grateful, not
demanding. United as a Mr. Rosenblatt and a Mr. Rettenmoser.”

Not everybody who survived the Holocaust was consumed by a desire
for retribution as this prayer from Concentration camp inmates also shows
which I found in the files of the Documentation Institute of the Austrian
Resistance:
Friede sei den Menschen die bösen Willen sind, und ein Ende sei gesetzt
aller Rache und allem Reden von Strafe und Züchtigung. Let there be
peace to all men of ill-will and let there be an end to all revenge and all talk
of punishment and chastisement!
Some writers feel that unless the Holocaust is constantly emphasized,
people will forget and there will be a recurrence. This is, of course, out of
the question as far as Germany and Austria are concerned. The countries
are thoroughly integrated into the European Union and what is commonly
neglected by these authors is that the Holocaust required the context of an
ideologic brutal war with the Soviet Union. To remove it from that context
is a disservice to history and the wrong conclusions will be drawn. There is
another aspect which needs to be considered. When one now accuses
people, who did not commit war crimes, of not having atoned sufficiently
for the sins of their youth or those of their parents and calls them Nazis or
antisemites, one is bound to elicit a backlash and one should not be surprised when anti-Jewish sentiments surface. Under these circumstances the
words of Job 3:25 “For the thing which I greatly feared is come upon me”
need to be borne in mind.
Nations cannot feel guilty. The nation is an abstract concept and only its
members can experience guilt. The human being is, however, so constituted that guilt can be experienced only for personal misconduct rather
than for policies of the state the individual had no control over. I still feel
emotional remorse over having shot the Hungarian soldier and would
gladly apologize to his family. On the other hand I can feel only intellectual
regret over the millions who have been killed by others. Thus, Stalin was
correct when he said, “One death is a tragedy; a million deaths are a
statistic.”
Some writers who insist on Vergangenheitsbewältigung have now
changed their tune and state that although the nation cannot be “guilty” it
can be held “responsible” for what was done in its name. This is a copout.
As far as Austria is concerned, the nation didn’t even exist during the
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second world war. But it goes further. Personally I was dead set against
bombing the civilian population in Belgrade during the recent “non-war.”
The United States was clearly responsible for it but what is my personal
responsibility for this unfortunate occurrence? I have no influence on our
politicians and what they do in the name of the country; neither does anybody else I come in contact with in daily life. It is a handful of politicians
who are really responsible and they hide behind patriotic slogans to push
their personal agenda while we have to foot the bills and people on the
other side get killed.
Funke wrote, “In dictatorships one has to howl with the wolves... and in
democracies one has to bleat with the sheep.” The quote can be found in
Kühnelt-Leddhin’s Leftism Revisited which also exposes the lie that
democracies don’t start wars. Even if one does not howl with the wolves or
bleat with the sheep, as the case may be, there is precious little the average
person can do to influence the policies of the country. Theoretically we can
complain to our representative in Congress and we might even get a form
letter back. We can vote on propositions against legal abuses but even if
they are supported by a clear majority, the courts can overturn them as
being “unconstitutional.” Since the individual’s impact on government,
even in this republic of ours, is practically nil, how can it be expected to be
any greater under a totalitarian regime? Under these circumstances one
does not need a great deal of cynicism to suspect that motives other than
merely moral ones are at play when it comes to Vergangenheitsbewaeltigung.
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Hitler’s policies and the resultant war have displaced most of the surviving European Jews to the Middle East and to a considerable extent, the
United States. In Palestine they have succeeded in bringing the dream of a
Jewish State to fruition, albeit only on one rather than both sides of the
Jordan. The precise borders are also still a major problem, not only for
Israel, but for the world at large. The conflict between Arabs and Jews has
remained unresolved. It can still explode at any time and will inevitably
involve us, because we are the guarantors of the safety of the State of Israel.
Güdemann’s predictions as to what would happen if the Jews were to
become a nation state have been amply fulfilled.
There was another prophet in 1880 who was concerned about the fate of
the Jews. In his essay Morgenröte Nietzsche wrote:
“To the dramas the next century invites us belongs the decision as to the
fate of European Jews. That they have already thrown the dice and crossed
the Rubicon is obvious: it remains only for them to become masters of
Europe or to lose Europe as they lost long ago Egypt where they placed
themselves in a similar either-or position.”

He went on detailing aspects of the Jewish character and how it had
developed but felt that through intermarriage they would acquire mental
nobility and he saw a bright future for them:
“They know very well that a conquest of Europe or any forceful action
is unthinkable, but Europe will at some point fall, like a completely ripe
fruit, into the hand which is only slightly extended. In the meantime it is
necessary that they excel in all areas of European endeavors and stand in
the front row; until that which is to be rewarded is determined by them.
Then they will be called the inventors and guideposts [Wegzeiger] of the
Europeans...When the Jews can show such gems and golden vessels which
the European nations with their shorter and less deep experiences can not
or have not been able to produce, when Israel’s eternal vengeance will have
changed to an eternal blessing for Europe then that seventh day will have
arrived where the old Jewish God can be pleased with himself, his creation,
his chosen people – and all of us will share his joy.”
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The Jews did indeed lose Europe, for the time being, but they gained the
so much more important heir – America. Those Jews who emigrated to the
U.S. have helped usher in another golden age for their people, and their
children now have opportunities undreamt of by their elders. Are we,
therefore, justified to exchange the word “Europe” for “America” in Nietzsche’s essay? Only time will tell.
Jewish authors frequently state that the mission of Jews is to be a Light
to the Gentiles and a Blessing to the World. One can only hope that the
light which will emanate from the Middle East in the coming century will
not be that of a massive conflagration. As far as being a Blessing is concerned, nothing stands in the way for any one of us to enact this spirit
except that powerful force which social activists and planners continually
ignore – human nature with its passions.
When one looks back at the U.S. as I found it on my arrival in 1950 and
compares it with what has happened since, one can become rather dismayed. We never locked our homes or cars. I could safely stroll through
the streets of Manhattan at night, on my evenings off from work, and the
ferry ride to Staten Island was the very affordable nickel. We did not have
to be concerned that school-children would succumb to drug abuse or kill
their fellow pupils; adolescents and young adults petted, but did not produce illegitimate babies en masse and wholesale abortions were not dreamt
of either. Less money was spent on schools but children learned more and
average scores were higher. Most important of all, there was a work ethic, a
code of honor and a sense of shame. When during the Army-McCarthy
hearings, the defense counsel reproached the committee chairman with the
words, “Senator have you no sense of decency left?” the hearings were
over. McCarthy was censured by his colleagues and his career was finished. Everybody knew that an oath was holy and that lying under oath
constituted the crime of perjury. God was a reality for people in their conduct. This belief brought about a wholesome restraint of passions and if
that was not possible, at times, it led at least to a profound sense of guilt
with the attempt to improve one’s behavior.
The sixties changed all that. The quiet Eisenhower years were derided
and the winds of revolutionary change took over. Pampered youths of
middle class families rebelled against their parents and introduced
behavior that heretofore had been relegated to pornographic novels or
X-rated movies. Hedonism, without regard for consequences, became the
order of the day. If it feels good, do it, and always look out for “number
one!” We are now seeing the results: Crime, drug abuse, sexual licentiousness, innundation of the public with TV sex as well as violence and, in general, what has been called a “dumbing down” of the populace. The public
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school system is in shambles and the solution to all of this is supposed to be
more money. Life has to be fun, school has to be fun, and work or duty are,
of course, four letter words which must not be uttered while profanities are
“cool.”
There are two major factors which have brought about this change in
our society. One is the pervasive influence of Freud’s views, which have
already been discussed, and the other is the continuing impact of Karl
Marx’s ideas.
Liberals, in our country and elsewhere, emphasize government solutions for every social problem, maximum individual, especially sexual,
freedom with minimal responsibility and Nietzsche’s “transvaluation of all
values.” This includes the abolition of the established moral code under the
noble name of Freedom. Yet what it really refers to is licentiousness. In
addition, although the old Soviet Union is dead, for the time being, Communist ideas are still doing quite well. This does not only refer to the
DUMA in Russia, Fidel Castro and the Chinese ruling class, but to our university campuses and some of our media “pundits” as well as politicians.
Obviously the people who advocate these ideas do not call themselves
communists, just social reformers. Under this guise they are busy fulfilling
the program expressed in the Communist Manifesto of 1848 by Marx and
Engels. It demands abolition of private property, which is not quite feasible
here, but “a heavy progressive or graduated income tax” and “abolition of
all right of inheritance” are eagerly pursued. The former is a fact of life
now and the latter comes about through confiscatory inheritance taxes.
They don’t say, “the expropriators have to be expropriated,” but simply
that there has to be “an equitable redistribution of wealth.” Those individuals who have been successful in fulfilling the “American Dream” and
are moderately well off, need to be punished for all the work they have put
in because they are “the rich” or the “wealthy.” This is class warfare, pure
and simple, right out of Marx. The manifesto also demands, in addition, not
only abolition of religion but that of the family because “the bourgeois sees
in his wife a mere instrument of production.” Since children are “exploited
by their parents,” the state has to take over. Education has to be rescued
from the influence of the ruling class. Existing nations have to be abolished
because, “The working men have no country.”
These ideas are at least 200 years old. They did not spring de novo out
of Marx’s brain but had been socialist staple since the early part of the nineteenth century. He simply insisted that they were scientific and should be
achieved by revolutionary means. Nevertheless, they still resonate in the
minds of some of the people who run our country and indoctrinate our children. The family is being ruined not only by massive divorce rates, but also
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a redefinition of what constitutes a family, by including homosexual partners. Children have to be “protected” from their parents, by giving them
“special rights,” including the right to bring law suits against them. One
prominent proponent of this idea is our current First Lady and potential
senator from New York. The education of children is now in the hands of
social reformers.
Furthermore, efforts are under way to make the U.N. into a World Government. This will create another huge bureaucracy, levy new taxes and
involve the member states in military exploits. Theoretically, the nations
would wither away, like the state was supposed to have in the Soviet
Union. In practice it will simply add another superstructure to the world.
The obvious question as to who will be in charge is, for good reason, never
raised.
Since revolutionary change is not realistic in a stable economy, the
goals are to be achieved gradually so that the populace won’t get too
alarmed. Instead they will wake up one day and find the system in place.
When one also insists that history is not worth studying because “it’s all
about dead white males,” it is easy to look “modern” or “progressive.” The
excesses that are currently taking place in our society are amply documented by Gross in The End Of Sanity.
We seem to have arrived in Alice’s Looking-Glass world where the
meaning of words is arbitrary. The Left has become right or correct, while
The Right is wrong. The conservative view which tends to be referred to as
“ultraconservative” or “extremist” is hardly represented in the mainstream
media and relegated to publications which are not readily available on
newsstands. But what do these “extremists” really want? They are quite
content with the old fashioned values which have seen their parents and
grandparents through life. They love their country because they respect
what its founders stood for and want to keep it that way. For them the constitution is a sacred document which is to be upheld and protected rather
than continuously re-interpreted in the manner of Orwellian double-speak.
They are devoted to work and family, free enterprise, thrift, self reliance,
personal responsibility, minimal intrusion of government and postponement of gratification. They also believe that this is, or at least should be,
“One nation under God.”
The cure for all the ills of our society is supposed to lie in the creation of
more laws and spending more money. This shows, again, a fundamental
misunderstanding of human behavior. Plutarch provided a little story in his
life of Solon, to whom Athenians ascribed their written law code. While
Solon was busy writing laws, a stranger, appropriately named Anarchsis,
came by and asked him what he was doing. When Solon explained, “the
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stranger laughed at him for imagining the dishonesty and covetousness of
his countrymen could be restrained by written laws which were like spiders’ webs, and would catch, it is true, the weak and poor but easily be
broken by the mighty and rich.” Recent events involving President Clinton
have amply borne out this two-thousand-year-old truth. Instead of more
laws, we need fewer. As a matter of fact, just two would suffice. One is the
Golden Rule and the other, Kant’s Categorical Imperative. Imagine what
the world would be like if all of us were to follow the Golden Rule. There
would be no lying, cheating, killing, adultery or any of the other sins we are
plagued with. Lawyers would have become obsolete and the Kingdom of
God would finally have arrived. Barring this happy event, we could still
make do with Kant who said, “Conduct yourself at all times in a manner
that your behavior can be an example for everybody else.” These maxims
have been around for hundreds and thousands of years. Why can we not
follow them? There is no external force which prevents it. The problem
resides in the individual human soul which places its own desires over everybody else’s. Unless this problem is solved, there cannot be peace in this
world regardless of how many laws are enacted and how much money is
thrown at given bureaucracies.
In the international arena, another “Munich,” this time over Taiwan,
seems to be in the offing. Chamberlain has been faulted for having
appeased Hitler in September of 1938, but he was an honorable man who
simply had misjudged Hitler’s character. In addition, his military advisers
had told him that Britain was unprepared to wage war at that time but
would be ready to do so in the summer or fall of 1939. Now we appear to be
willing to sell out again, the people of a well functioning democracy to a
totalitarian government because, this time, our “leaders” are more concerned with cash contributions to the party’s coffers and expected revenues
from China’s immense market. Our politicians obviously follow Lenin’s
dictum, “The capitalists will sell us the rope with which we will hang
them.”
In addition, si vis pacem para bellum is again being neglected. Not only
are our armed services seriously underfunded and understaffed but they are
also systematically weakened by social experimentation. The insistence on
not only training young men and women together, but also on having them
share close quarters in nuclear missile silos and navy warships, cannot possibly benefit their fighting spirit. It is obvious that they will have love on
their minds rather than war. One must really ask oneself: are the people
who promote these policies really so obtuse as to believe that the strongest
urges of human biology can be defied by rules and regulations? If this is
not the case, the alternative would be dreadful to consider namely that a
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deliberate effort is made to sabotage the military preparedness of our
country.
The next century is fraught with as much, if not greater danger, as the
one which rapidly draws to its close. Wars with concomitant mayhem will
continue and the weapons of mass destruction technology has provided us
with are likely to make the carnage even more disastrous than what we
have experienced so far. Ancient hatreds continue unabated and politicians
are more concerned with garnering votes by promising the blue from the
sky, to a variety of pressure groups, than looking at the dangers the country
is facing internally as well as from abroad. A true statesman who looks at
the long term consequences of the political programs which are initiated is
urgently required at the helm of the “Free World.” That person would not
only have to have great moral courage, but also the political skills to push
the necessary, well thought out, reforms through a reluctant Congress and
Judiciary. Most important of all, the popular media would have to learn
that their current course, which is largely determined by the proverbial
bottom line, is not in the best interest of the country’s future and needs to be
changed. Plato told us already that democracy, when abused, leads to
anarchy, which in turn is followed by dictatorship. We know what
happened in Europe in the twenties and thirties. The abuses of liberty
which took place in the Weimar republic led directly to Hitler and the
pre-Hitler era should be the warning of what follows if it is not heeded.
We are living currently in a paradoxical world. One the one hand
integration of the entire world into one unit is being pushed in influential
circles and on the other we see the old tribal conflicts. Each ethnic group
wants to have its own nation, as promised by Wilson, and is bound and
determined to get it regardless of war and mayhem. While this manuscript
was being sent for publication, the book A Republic, Not an Empire by
Presidential contender Pat Buchanan appeared on the market. It reviews
the foreign policy decisions of the U.S. and also quotes to some extent, the
opinions of historians that Hitler’s war plans were directed mainly against
the East rather than the West. The media furor this book has unleashed
clearly showed to me how the spirit of the late, but not lamented, little
propaganda minister is alive and well in America. Goebbels himself could
not have crafted better, the current editorials and TV discussions which
deflect the emphasis from the major message of the book to ad hominem
attacks against the author. Buchanan argues that America as a nation is
worth preserving. The country needs to be strengthened rather than
engaging in an expansion of NATO unto Russia’s doorstep and the pursuit
of “globalism” where in the words of our current Deputy Secretary of State
Strobe Talbott, “Nationhood as we know it will be obsolete; all states will
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recognize a single, global authority.” This is the real issue which needs to
be discussed in a rational manner. Is the Chief Rabbi’s vision of the demise
of the nation state he had hoped for so fervently a hundred years ago about
to come true? If so who will run this “global authority”? Why should it be
any more benign than all the other “authorities” mankind has been subjected to? Most of all, why should patriotic people in the various existing
nations readily sign themselves out of existence? Would some of them not
much rather fight than meekly submit? Those are the questions which need
to be answered before our milleniary visionaries are authorized to plunge
ahead with another messianic dream.
The challenges of the next century, let alone millennium, are going to
be enormous. Will our “opinion makers” and politicians conduct themselves any wiser than in the past? Will we be able to resurrect a universal
moral code and live by it? Will we be able to meet criticism and differences
of opinion without demonizing those who think differently and try to
understand why they do so? Will we be able to look beyond generalizations to the individuals who make up the groups and deal with them
according to individual behavior rather than preconceived notions that
supposedly characterize the group? Will we recognize that there is a corollary to the Golden Rule, namely, you are likely to be treated by others as
you treat them? Will we be able to shed our knee-jerk, emotional responses
whenever some threat is perceived and instead discuss our differences
rationally? Will we finally truly become homo sapiens rather than these
bundles of emotion and raw nerves who create so frequently havoc with
our lives?
It is a tall order but if all of us, or at least the vast majority, wherever we
live, were to be able to answer these questions in the affirmative, mankind
would have a real chance. If not, the world will continue to descend into an
abyss we can hardly imagine at this time. Universal love and brotherhood
are not in the cards for the foreseeable future, but if we finally begin to act
in a civilized fashion towards those who disagree with us, and try to understand why they do so, we will indeed have made, in Neil Armstrong’s
words, “a giant leap for mankind.”
The physician cannot heal the world. His goals have to be considerably
more modest since he can only help and comfort, to the best of his abilities,
one person at a time. This applies also to this book. If it has helped to bring
a modicum of understanding of these tumultuous times to some interested
readers, and elicits rational discussions rather than polemics, its purpose
will have been fulfilled. While I have started this book with a quotation
from the opening words of Wolfram von Eschenbach’s Parzival, the most
fitting conclusion might be one from his next to last paragraph:
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When someone reaches the end of his life
in such a manner,
that he has not robbed God of his soul
through his own fault,
and yet has retained the good will of the world
with honor,
all the toil was worthwhile.
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